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Abstract 

 

QUEER ENCHANTMENTS: 
Walking Between the Worlds 

with Male Witches in North America 

 

 

 

 

Dominique Pierre Batiste, Ph.D. 

The University of Texas at Austin, 2016 

 

Supervisor:  Kathleen Stewart 
 

The overall goal of this project is to follow the ways in which enchantment 
can become a central component, embedded within daily practices, by which 
people make an effort to bring meaning into their lives.  Scholars, from a range of 
disciplines, have studied enchantment in an effort to theorize the psychological, 
aesthetic, and social characteristics of modernity.  They argue that the world is 
either completely disenchanted, or, that there are short-lived, immobilizing, 
moments of enchantment, that slip through the cracks of modernity, briefly 
capturing individuals, before the enchantment breaks, and ‘returns’ a person, 
once again, to ‘normal’ life.  This project follows the lines of what I call a ‘queer 
ecology of enchantment,’ co-created by men practicing forms of witchcraft in The 
United States, who produce an empirical and epistemological space in which 
human and non-human forces and forms coalesce.  This enchanted state, which I 



 viii 

call coalescence, is not momentary and fleeting, but is an enchanted refrain that 
is consistently inhabited, as an affective state of being, a form of know-how, a co-
production of space, and facilitates the unfolding of queer worlds, and produces 
the daily practices required for navigating these worlds.  Academically, witchcraft 
in the U.S. has been explored as a religion, a magical system, and a set of 
ceremonial performances, that focuses upon predominantly female participants 
in a predominantly female-centered spirituality; this project focuses upon men in 
the witchcraft movement, and looks closely at the informal daily practices of male 
witches, in order to trace the ways in which human and non-human objects are 
given value and intensified through orientations and attunements to 
enchantment.  I argue that it is the daily practices of witchcraft, and not 
formalized magical or ceremonial settings, that constitute the subjectivity of 
‘witch,’ producing a particular relationship between witches and their 
environments that manifests as intensely political, without being couched in 
terms of politics or political activism.  This project is an experimental, 
ethnography-based contribution to affect studies, anthropology, sociology, 
psychology, religious studies, new materialism, cultural geography, and the 
emerging field of pagan studies, that situates enchantment, and witchcraft, in 
relation to social strategies connected to health movement, American spirituality, 
and queer forms of sociality. 
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Preface 

 

 

This project is an experimental ethnography about enchantment and 

witchcraft that is in dialogue with scholars in many fields, including affect 

studies, queer studies, anthropology, sociology, psychology, American studies, 

religious studies, new materialism, cultural geography, and the emerging field 

known as pagan studies.  As an anthropologist, I am exploring the ways that my 

research participants, who self-identify as ‘male witches,’ produce meaning or 

significance in their lives through their enchanted and enchanting interpretations 

of objects, events, and feelings.  Anthropologist Clifford Geertz wrote that people 

are suspended in “webs of significance” that they themselves create (Geertz 

1973:5).  Geertz labeled these webs “culture” (Geertz 1973:5).  It is well accepted 

that cultures are not monolithic entities; rather, they are made up of 

multiplicities unable to be lumped together under any strict category, or seen 

with any stable, fixed boundaries.  As scholars, we should attempt to describe 

cultures in ways that do not close up or bind any definitions of culture, but, 

instead, allow definitions of culture to remain as open and fluid as possible. 

In my introduction, I discuss taking Geertz’s “webs of significance,” or 

‘culture,’ not as monolithic, but as “assemblages” (Latour 1995:60-64)) of little 

worlds that interact in both predictable and unpredictable ways.  This 

ethnographic experiment, then, is an exercise in ‘walking between worlds,’ to use 

the witches’ vernacular.  It is an exercise in interpretation between my own 

world, the academic world, and the world that the male witches in this study both 
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co-create and inhabit, each made up of a people who follow drastically different 

orientations, attunements, and aesthetics in their web-spinning.   

Any narrative or story is told from a particular positionality—that of the 

storyteller.  This means that the significance of what is at the forefront of the 

narrative, that which is highlighted, reflects the author’s conscious and 

unconscious choices concerning what gets centered or de-centered.  In every 

telling of a story, particular aspects get distorted, either through embellishment, 

or even by complete omission.  As a researcher, this ethnography is my story.  

Yes, it is aimed at representing a particular group of people, in particular 

geographical regions; but if I, as the researcher, am doing the writing, then I am 

framing the story through particular analytic lenses.   

The question then becomes: are there innovative ways for sharing the 

narration of stories so that they reflect not only one perspective, whether that be 

the researcher or the research group, but are a superimposition of both 

perspectives?  In other words, as a researcher, I do not want readers to solely 

experience my telling of the people in this project as a linear-logical over-

narrative that guides the reader where to go and what to think.  I want readers to 

experience the people in my project as three-dimensional individuals that leap off 

the page and come to life in the reader’s imagination, while simultaneously 

drawing out important theoretical concepts that are of interest both for study and 

understanding from an academic position, and of great importance for my 

research participants, who may or may not think or talk in academic registers.  

Can this be done?  Can the concerns and investments of both be represented at 

once?  I believe they can, by using writing, itself, as a methodological tool.   



 

 3 

Here I am drawing on the work of Guyatri Spivek, Paul Stoller, and Ruth 

Behar.  Spivek wrote Can the Subaltern Speak (1988), a work that argued that 

Western post-colonial studies silenced non-Western peoples and nations (Spivek 

is talking about India), refusing to allow them into academic and epistemological 

conversations about themselves (Spivek 1988:25).  Western research and 

scholarship, in silencing non-Western peoples (the subalterns, a term borrowed 

from Antony Gramsci (1971)), continued to be a colonial endeavor, a closed 

conversation: the West talking, to the West, about an Other.  This was research as 

exploitation (Spivek 1988:24). 

Since its inception, anthropology has had a contentious relationship to 

colonization and imperialism, and major methodological innovations have been 

undertaken to level the playing fields, so to speak, between anthropologists and 

their research participants, so that anthropologists (and researchers, in general) 

do not exploit racial, economic, political, psychological, class, and educational 

advantages vis-à-vis their research communities. 

Ruth Behar speaks to this when she criticizes the power dynamics, in 

general, between scholars and their research participants, saying: 

Our methodology, defined by the oxymoron ‘participant observation,’ is 
split at the root: act as a participant, but don’t forget to keep your eyes 
open.  Lay down in the mud in Columbia.  Put your arms around Omaira 
Sànchez.  But when the grant money runs out, or the summer vacation is 
over, please stand up, dust yourself off, go to your desk, and write down 
what you saw and heard.  Relate it to something you’ve read by Marx, 
Weber, Gramsci, or Geertz and you’re on your way to doing anthropology 
(Behar 1996:5). 

Behar bemoans that “Nothing is stranger than this business of humans observing 

other humans in order to write about them” (Behar 1996:5).  Her suggestion at 

ameliorating the power dynamics, between researcher and research participants, 
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is a move towards researcher-vulnerability, by which she means researchers 

being self-critical and subjective of the power dynamics between themselves and 

those whom they study, and, also, a willingness to be vulnerable, moved, affected, 

within and among research communities, and to speak of this openly.   

Geertz wrote that “You don’t exactly penetrate another culture, as the 

masculinist image would have it,” rather, “it bodies forth and enmeshes you” 

(Geertz 1995:44).  Allowing oneself to be enmeshed, is what Jone Salomonsen, 

who studied neo-paganism in the San Francisco Bay Area, calls a “method of 

compassion” (Salomonsen 1999:4).  Salomonsen describes ‘compassion’ as a 

form of engagement with research participants, “to take seriously” their beliefs, 

“to be willing to be emotionally moved…and go with what happens (Salomonsen 

1999:4).  Compassion is a form of engagement in which scholars never forget that 

they are scholars (Salomonsen 1999:4), but do not police the boundaries between 

‘the one studying’ and ‘the one studied,’ so heavily as to promulgate the fiction of 

‘the objective observer,’ set apart from, and unaffected by, the research 

community. 

I experienced this in my own research.  This project was so difficult for me 

to write up.  I actually experienced a complete crisis of conscience during the 

writing process.  Jean Favret-Saada, who studied witchcraft in a small, rural 

community in southern France, refers to getting “caught up” (Favret-Saada 

1980:13-14) to describe the impossibility for researchers to believe that they can, 

somehow, remain outside research communities, maintaining an unaffected 

distance.  There is professionalism, perhaps a job/professional distance, or 

decorum, on our part; but the very fact that we exist, within a community, makes 

us ‘caught up’ as a contributor, a co-creator, of that community.  There is no way 
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around it.  We can remain professional, such as we might do with co-workers or 

neighbors, with whom we are friendly, but do not reveal every intimate detail of 

our lives.  Respect and manners should be expected of us.  But we can not refuse 

to ‘take our place’ as ‘present.’  In my own work, I tried to take an outside 

position, but there was no ‘outside’ position for me to take.  By the very fact that I 

stood in these spaces, with these witches, I was considered, by them, a co-creator 

of reality with them.  They considered me a participant, in the full sense of the 

word.   

When a dispute broke out, they expected me to give my opinion along with 

everyone else’s.  When food was being eaten, I was expected to eat also.  Of 

course, I could say ‘no.’  I’m not talking about coercion, here.  I’m talking about 

the trust and intimacy that a group of people shared with me, for no other reason 

than I existed, I was there.  These witches opened up their hearts, their minds, 

their homes, to me, and I was brought in, in various fluid roles, as a ‘being’ of 

their world. There was no way around it.  I could no more ‘stand outside’ their 

world than a mountain could ‘stand outside’ the land formation upon which it 

stands.  Just by the very fact that I was there, I was there.  And the seriousness 

and weight of the obligations and responsibilities this ‘there-ness’ demanded 

were not lost on me. 

Paul Stoller, who studied sorcery in West Africa, underscores this process 

of getting ‘caught up’ as “implication,” stating that: 

Most postmodern writers are shielded from the complicated negotiations 
of social life in other-land, which means that they are usually absolved 
from assuming an implicated—and embodied—responsilibity for their 
words, images, and actions.  Many contemporary writers are therefore 
disengaged and disembodied (Stoller 1997:32). 
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Stoller suggests that one of the key characteristics for researchers to learn in their 

fieldwork (and lives) is “humility” (Stoller 1997:32), a humility in the face of their 

research communities.   

My own project was difficult because I was privy to what I will call 

‘intimacies’ that were extremely affectively weighted, and designated as special, 

for my research participants.  The relationship a witch has to their gods and the 

environment, in general, is, to them, as intimate as any other relationship, and 

comes with all the protection and trust-building that any relationship involves.  

Similarly, witches form relationships with trees, the earth, rivers, objects and 

fetishes, their own bodies, and all of these relationships have deep levels of 

intimacy involved.  To be included in, or to bear witness to, these relationships 

put me in a very difficult position, ethically, because I had to negotiate how to 

describe these relationships, without betraying the intimacy, not only of the 

relationship between the witch and another being or object, but also the intimacy 

into which the witches drew me, just by sharing space with them. 

 There were certain things that I was specifically told not to talk about.  

There were certain things, that, after some time, in the company of witches, I 

could discern that I was not to talk about.  I have no problems with these 

obligations and responsibilities.  In fact, honestly, I was moved and honored that 

the folks in my research project were even willing to engaging with me in such a 

loving, compassionate, and trusting manner.  They really did open up their lives 

to me, and I can not convey how touched I am by how they received me. 

But, the flip side to this is that I am an anthropologist. I do research, and 

fashion projects, because I think people are amazing, and wonderful, and 

interesting, and have so much to share, that I want to highlight it and share 



 

 7 

it…with their permission.  My research participants are not ‘test subjects,’ they 

are human beings.  They have desires and goals, just as I have desires and goals.  

And an ethical research project, in my mind, exists where all of those desires and 

goals overlap, without one infringing upon another.   

My goal is to convey ideas, concepts, and stories that give people a sense of 

what these witches are doing, and the creative and affective ways that they are 

doing it.  The witches’ goal is to not have anyone divulging their deepest, personal 

intimacies, private information, or over-stepping their boundaries of consent and 

trust.  This project is the result of where those two goals overlap, without 

infringing upon one another. 

Would the reader learn more about witchcraft knowing the information 

that I left out?  Of course they would.  Would it be ethical to share it?  Absolutely 

not.  Does this take away from the publishable material for my project?  Yes it 

does.   

…and that’s ok. 

Upholding respect for my research participants is way more important to 

me, personally, then betraying their trust to further my own career goals. 

What this means, however, is that there is a lot of information not here, 

which I had to write around.  Prayers, body movements, clothing items, 

landscapes, conversations, mythologies; the list really could go on.  So, I 

apologize, ahead of time, that these things are not present, in order to give a 

deeper, richer understanding of what is happening throughout this project; at the 

same time, I expect the reader to be on the same page with me: that the respect 

and trust due to this community is what takes priority. 
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 I engaged my research participants through methodologies of compassion 

and humility; all the while, Spivek’s demand remained ever on my mind: “How 

can we touch the consciousness of the people, even as we investigate their 

politics?  With what voice-consciousness can the subaltern speak?” (Spivek 

1988:27).  My aim was to touch the consciousness of my research participants in 

a way that contests “the conceit of control in which mind and body, self and other 

are considered separate” (Stoller 1997:xvii), while simultaneously “demonstrating  

how the fusion of the intelligible and the sensible can be applied to scholarly 

practices and representations,” what Paul Stoller refers to as “sensuous 

scholarship” (Stoller 1997: xv). 

The experiment of this ethnography involves what I am calling multi-meta 

narratives.  A multi-meta narrative is a method of telling the stories of the 

subaltern or marginal of society, those people whose experiences are not often 

told, in an innovative way that challenges grand narratives by superimposing 

majoritarian and minoritarian narratives, privileging neither above the other, as 

a methodology for highlighting and analyzing contemporary critical and 

theoretical challenges of importance to both groups, simultaneously.  

Multi-meta narrative methodology is performed in this project in four 

significant ways: 

First, my goal was to leave my theoretical analyses embedded in stories.   

Storytelling is immensely important to the witches in this project, and, 

given that, I wanted to explore storytelling as a methodology.  Brian Sturm, who 

did fieldwork at storytelling festivals and gatherings, suggests that storytelling, 

itself, draws people “into a qualitatively different state of consciousness” (Sturm 

2000: 289).  Sabina Magliocco, who studied neo-paganism as a folkloric revival 
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in The United States, articulates through Sturm the importance of storytelling in 

the neo-pagan movement, when she writes that “this [different] state is 

characterized by…an absorption into the reality of the story to the point of 

experiencing physical reactions to the plot, characters, and emotions 

described…in which listeners allow themselves to become absorbed by the 

story…a sense of being in an alternate world” (Magliocco 2004:169).  One of the 

participants in Sturm’s research described it as a feeling of being “sucked in” to 

another world (Sturm 2000:294). 

Both Sturm and Magliocco are interested in larger ritual, or ceremonial, 

aspects of storytelling, wherein stories are performed in particular high-density 

settings, such as formalized ceremony in neo-pagan communities, or large 

festivals devoted to storytelling, to which people travel from all over.  My 

particular concern is with the everyday, but I still see important connections, in 

the power and potential of stories and storytelling, as both a practice and 

methodological innovation, to affect listeners or readers, captivating their 

attention and drawing them, viscerally, into another place and time.  Stories hold 

the potential to take someone there.     

Each chapter in this project is set up as a series of stories, each with a 

theoretical title, and an accompanying title for the story, itself.  The stories should 

not be seen as a linear-logical narrative, but, rather, as events or moments, in 

their own particular times and places, that stood out to me, as a researcher, 

because they preside over particular life domains, providing a deeper 

understanding of witches’ everyday lives.  They were moments, in my 

observations, that captivated my attention that ‘something significant is going on 

here.’ 
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I believe that it is common for anthropologists to enter the field with 

preconceived theoretical frameworks, and then find examples to back up, or 

prove, their theories.  I chose, instead, to utilize inductive reasoning, making 

observations in the field, determining patterns, doing interviews, analyzing data, 

and then finding theory that supported, or countered, the patterns that I 

observed.  This took much longer, and prolonged my project extensively.  It was 

grueling work.  However, I am very pleased with the result and I believe that 

inductive reasoning grounded my project more deeply in the everyday lives of my 

research participants, in innovative ways, bringing a nuance to my observations, 

and a depth to my analyses, that entering the field with preconceived frameworks 

would have hindered. 

  Second, my stories, themselves, are multi-meta. 

I developed a particular writing style of narrative analysis that challenges 

grand narratives by superimposing majoritarian (myself, as researcher) and 

minoritarian (my research participants, as subjects in a study, and members of an 

alternative American culture) that privileges neither, but, highlights and 

analyses, simultaneously, the critical and theoretical challenges of importance to 

both. 

In order to create multi-meta narratives, I began with my own account of 

what I had observed through participant-observation.  While in the field, I 

networked within small communities of witches, and frequented places popular 

with many in the neo-pagan movement, such as coffee shops, workshops, 

MeetUps, and stores or businesses, usually deemed ‘magical supply stores’ by 

research participants, where the ‘stuff’ of witchcraft is sold, such as incense, 

books, candles, music CDs, etc.  I attended both formal and informal gatherings 
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and community events, such as festivals, ‘Pagan Pride,’ or craft sales, all 

marketed specifically towards ‘witches,’ or neo-pagan interests.  I eventually 

made friends and contacts with members of these communities—the participants 

in my study—with whom I would ‘hang out’—have dinner, go to movies, have 

coffee, and other casual activities.  I also subscribed to neo-pagan oriented 

papers, electronic newsletters, blogs, online forums, and social media sites, such 

as Twitter, Instagram, and Facebook.   

I tried to make it so that for every hour in the field, I would remove myself 

and use a notebook to record, as best as I could from memory, everything that I 

had seen, heard, felt, during that hour.  Particular circumstances, such as a 

luncheon, a Pagan Pride public gathering, or a party at someone’s house, required 

that I extend my field exposure, on account that the event, itself, went longer 

than an hour; slipping away, or excusing myself for a long period of time would 

mean that I either miss huge chunks of the event, or would be considered quite 

rude to my research participants, so adjustments to research methodology were 

made on this account.   

But, as a general rule, I did try to stick to a schedule that allowed for write 

up time for every one hour in the field.  This was a difficult task, because it 

involves a lot of information.  In a ten minute conversation, alone, so much can 

be said, and there are so many details to the ‘scene,’ such as clothing, gestures, 

location, emotional registers, etc.  But I tried to recall as much as I could and 

write down everything I could think of to the smallest detail.  When I felt like I 

had written everything down that I could, that I had recalled all that I could 

possibly recall, then I would return to the field, again.  These intervals made up 

the majority of my fieldwork. 
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At first, I attempted to record my sessions in the field, with a small Sony IC 

Recorder, which allows for files to be uploaded to a computer and instantly 

turned into MP3s, through iTunes.  This was great.  And helpful.  But, it soon 

became obvious that this process was not going to work for this project.  On the 

one hand, it provided more information than I could handle.  It takes hours to 

transcribe an hour long conversation, let alone an entire day of talk.   

I also found that, because I am studying the everyday, the recorder wasn’t 

recording when something of importance was happening.  A moment would 

happen, emerging before my eyes, and I would recognize it as significant, but I’d 

be riding in a car with someone, as they start talking about something very 

important, my bag stuffed somewhere in the back seat.  It was completely 

disruptive to the flow of conversation, almost making things ‘forced,’ for me to 

say: “Oh!  Wow!  This is important, and I’d love to have it for my research.  

Could you hold that thought for a second?” [rummage around in the back for my 

bag, pull out my recorder, set it to record] “Ok, I’m ready…start again.” 

These instances felt wildly disruptive and inappropriate for me, and I 

think for my research participants as well: their whole demeanor would change; 

they lost track of what they were saying; or, worse yet, became really stiff and 

acted differently than they would when I was not recording.  There was just 

something about a microphone that turned out to be more disruptive than 

productive to the research process.  So I put the recorder to rest, and relied upon 

memory: intervals of short-term field exposure followed by time spent writing up 

all observations. 

Each night, I spent hours typing out all the notes that I had filled into 

notebooks during fieldwork.  I would begin with the notes themselves.  Then I 
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would go over the story, again, in my mind, making sure that all who were there 

were accounted for.  Then I would go over the story, again, in my mind, focusing 

upon what was said, and by whom, making sure as best I could that all 

conversation was filled in.  Then I would go over the story, again, in my mind, 

thinking about the surroundings, whether it was a restaurant, an outdoor setting, 

a house, a street, and I would fill in as many details as I could.  Then I would go 

over the story, again, in my mind, thinking about what people were wearing, 

filling in as many details as I could remember. 

The re-reading, and filling in more details, of each story, became a 

methodology, a tool for triggering memory, each read-through bringing another 

slight detail to mind, which I would add in its place in the story.  I realized that 

had I just tried to write up an event or moment in one sitting, as one story, so 

much would have been left out, missed, and not given attention.  As a product of 

revisiting the stories, adding details with each read through, a layering occurred, 

a slow layering that attempted to capture a whole story of possible interpretations 

that were too deep or complex to be captured in a single telling.  

Interviews supplemented my participant-observation.  These interviews 

were conducted in both an informal and formal manner, and utilized both open 

and closed ended questions.  Informal interviews and everyday conversation gave 

research participants the opportunity to recount stories, for themselves, of 

previous events and moments.  People love to talk.  And people love to talk about 

people and what’s happening.  As participants told their own stories about events, 

they brought details, observations, and data that I had not noticed, or to which I 

had not been privy (i.e. if I’m not sitting close to someone at a table, I may not 
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hear what they lean in and whisper to the person sitting next to them, but I would 

be told this information, later, during someone’s re-telling. 

I would then go back to my stories and add the details from others’ stories.  

Each read-through of my own writing, or re-telling, would spiral1 in and out of 

particular refrains, going over the same ground, again and again.  Each time 

would feel familiar, because of the repetition, but would reveal something 

additionally gleaned, innovative, and nuanced about the event.  There was a 

rhythm to this process, as each new pass filled in more and more gaps of the 

stories. 

At first blush, this may sound like Geertz’s “thick description” (Geertz 

1973:10), capturing as much ethnographic detail and description of an event as 

possible, in order to have as much data as possible to analyze.  And that is part of 

it.  But, it goes a step beyond thick description, because what is being described in 

each pass of a story, is what is significant to the teller, either myself as researcher, 

or my research participants, as witches.  In the layering of story upon story upon 

story, of the same event, told and re-told from different angles, what emerges is 

the specific theoretical and conceptual concerns, highlighted, by each story teller 

in their own way, in their own telling, but forming a whole which neither 

champions nor sublimates any voice.  In order to capture this, the flow of my 

writing is contingent upon story lines that are analytical without breaking the 

momentum of the story, an ethnographic writing that attempts to speak to an 

academic audience while staying close to witches’ small, everyday, social 

interactions. 
                                                
1 I am giving a wink to witches, who perform a particular dance called The Spiral Dance, which moves an 
individual over the same turf of ground repeatedly, first from one direction, and then another, and then 
another.   
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Third, a note on reported versus recorded speech.   

I firmly believe that research participants should be allowed to speak for 

themselves whenever possible.  As close as I can get to anyone, it is just a stone 

cold fact that I can never really know what is going on inside someone’s head.  

Therefore, in this project, mutli-meta narratives serve to give research 

participants the space to speak as experts on their own behalf.   

I started to think about the way that people tell stories, in my own lived 

experiences in the U.S., at least.  I found that there are two significant ways that 

people recount what others have said, in the everyday.  One is to use subject 

pronouns such as ‘he’ or ‘she;’ in other words “I asked Jane if she wanted to come 

to the store with me, and she said no because she wasn’t leaving the house today.”  

The other involves a reproduction of what the other person said, as in “I asked 

Jane if she wanted to come to the store with me, and she said: ‘no, I’m not leaving 

the house today.’” (I think, in North America, this often falls under the “and she 

was all like…” register).  

Both tellings reveal what Jane said.  But the second stands out, as 

significant, to me, for a few reasons.  The first is that it allows the person being 

described the subjectivity of the “I” position.  In the first form, using third person 

pronouns, Jane is in an objective position, being talked about; in the second 

telling of the story, she takes a place within the action of the story, as the person 

talking, herself.  She is given agency, her actions are brought to the forefront of 

attention, for both storyteller and audience.  Also, from my own observations, 

when a speaker says “Jane says she’s staying home,” and makes some gesture, 

perhaps an eye-roll, this is indicative of their own emotions about Jane, and has 

nothing to do with how Jane, herself, feels.  But, if the speaker, instead, chooses 
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to say “I asked Jane if she wanted to come to the store with me, and she said: ‘no, 

I’m not leaving the house today’” and they make some gesture, or facial 

expression, it is generally—again, I say generally—attributed to Jane, herself, 

because the speech, while still reported, and not recorded, is an attempt at 

reproducing a scene, reproducing speech, reproducing Jane, in the form of 

storytelling.   

It is important to acknowledge that this is still reported speech.  Jane was 

not recorded when she spoke.  But the report is a form of storytelling that, 

sometimes consciously, sometimes unconsciously, attempts to close a gap 

between story—the actual event or moment being discussed—and audience.  The 

difference, between the two forms of reporting, is one of distance.  “Jane said: I’m 

staying home today” is, by degree—and let’s acknowledge that it’s a subtle 

degree—closer to what anyone, who had actually been present, would have heard, 

for themselves, because Jane has been allowed, albeit vicariously, to speak for 

herself.  Anyone who actually knows Jane may even ‘hear her’ in the report of her 

speech, and think “oh god, that sounds just like her,” because the storyteller has 

closed the gap, the distance, just that little bit more, which allows the audience to 

experience the event as if they were there.   

In writing ethnography, I, too, want to close that gap, and allow readers, or 

audience, to experience, as if they were there, the places and people in my 

project, and I wanted use storytelling as a method of doing this.  I had to think 

about how to proceed, and by what means.  In traditional ethnography, recorded 

speech (tape or video recorded, transcribed, and written verbatim) is placed in 

quotation marks, and reported speech is left without quotation marks.  Stress 

placed upon words, in recorded speech, are either italics or bold.  I decided that I 
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would not go that route.  But then I had to decide how to differentiate between 

recorded and reported speech in my project; people want to know if what they are 

reading is verbatim. 

I chose to place all speech within quotation marks, as would be seen in a 

novel or story, giving the direct “I” position to my research participants.  In order 

to make clear whether it is recorded speech or reported speech, I have italicized 

all recorded speech.  My normal writing style is to use italics for stressed words; 

on account that recorded speech is italicized, I chose to bold stressed words in 

both recorded and reported speech to avoid any confusion with the italics of 

recorded speech.  

In the project, I have removed the “um”s and “uh”s, that occur in speech, 

while people are thinking, or formulating their words.  Removing these elements 

allowed for flow in writing.  If I felt that there was something significant about 

these speech utterances, such as they revealed hesitance to talk, or underscored 

the inexplicability of a concept, then I left them in place.    

For clarification purposes, here is an example of reported speech from my 

project: 

 

I gave Jason a good ol’ pep talk.  “Well, do whatever makes you feel the 

most comfortable,” I told him.  “If you feel comfortable, then you’re most likely 

to feel like yourself, and you want to feel like yourself.  So roll with that!” 

Jason finally decided on a pair of dark jeans, and a forest green button up 

shirt, with the top few buttons undone, a light brown shirt underneath, and 

brown leather shoes. 

“I see you went for ‘forest sprite,’” I joked. 
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“Is it not good?!,” he cried, “Should I wear something else?!” 

“Ugh,” I said, smiling, “No!  I was teasing.  It’s fine.  You look amazing! 

You’re gonna knock ‘em off their feet!”   

 

I, on the other hand, had worn a pair of jeans, with a hole in one knee, 

converse all stars, and a red tshirt with a biohazard symbol on it.  And, I was 

really…really…really starting to regret that now.  

  

And here is an example of recorded speech from my project: 

 

  “The training of the witch,” explains Duke, “is to learn that there is no 

difference between in and out…between magical and mundane…it’s just all!”  

Malek describes witchcraft as a form of “embodied transcendence,” meaning that 

“…the manifest universe is a manifest One.” 

   

I hope these examples make clear my use of recorded and reported speech 

in this project; but, I also hope that my reason for attempting this methodological 

experiment is clear.  This is not a project in which my voice, as the academic, or 

anthropologist, acts as a voice-over, eclipsing my research participants.  They are 

very much alive in my writing, and their voices speak for themselves.  In passing 

their stories and conversations along, I aim to reproduce their ways of speaking, 

bringing the reader a fuller sense and understanding of the creative ways that 

witches actively labor to co-produce, and cohabitate within, the world of 

witchcraft.  I aim to construct a portrait of this world as it is lived, and my 

research participants as holistic, three-dimensional people. 
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Fourth, the chapters are of varying lengths.   

I did not set out with a goal to write perfect, 30-pages-each, chapters, 

throughout this project.  I set out with the goal to discuss particular lived 

experiences and the theoretical concepts that can help understand and analyze 

these experiences.  If it only took ten pages to do that, then so be it.  If it took 45 

pages to do that, then so be it.  I just want to mention all of this to assure the 

reader that there is nothing ‘accidental’ about the writing in this project; 

everything is specific, calculated, and serves a direct purpose. 

My methodological innovation, using mutli-meta narratives, or, multi-

meta storytelling, in my ethnographic writing, attempts to counter the protocols 

of traditional ethnography, in order to see what can be gained from a different 

perspectival writing style.  Traditional ethnography seems to involve writing in 

which the audience is presented personal stories that recount different 

individuals’ (i.e. research participants) lived experiences.  The anthropologist 

labors to make these stories as autobiographical as possible, reflecting research 

participants’ lives, while simultaneously juxtaposing anthropological/acadmic 

critical analyses around these stories concerning larger sociopolitical critiques.  

What this ends up looking like, however—meaning the actual form that this style 

of writing takes—is the anthropologist telling other people’s stories, in third 

person pronouns (remember: “Jane says she is staying home today”).  Traditional 

ethnography is a mixture of these two components—bouncing back and forth 

between the anthropologist’s perspective (which usually dominates the narrative) 

and the research participant’s perspective (given in third person pronouns, but 

still, very much, in the voice of the anthropologist). 
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The multi-meta narratives in my project aim to do something different.  As 

described above, the aim is to tell the stories of a marginal people, whose life 

experiences are not often told, without resorting to grand narratives that 

champion my voice as a researcher, but, instead, superimpose my voice and their 

voice in such a way that reveals critical and theoretical problems and challenges 

for both groups, simultaneously.  My stories accomplish this by highlighting a 

perspective that Bruno Latour calls “compositionist” (Latour 2010:473), in that they 

underscore the way that things are “put together” or composed (Latour 2010:473).  

Latour writes that  

…compositionism takes up the task of searching for universality but 
without believing that this universality is already there, waiting to be 
unveiled and discovered…From universalism it takes up the task of 
building a common world; from relativism, the certainty that this common 
world has to be built from utterly heterogeneous parts that will never 
make a whole, but at best a fragile, revisable, and diverse composite 
material (Latour 2010:474). 

Through a multi-meta narrative methodology, the stories in this project 

can be seen as compositional, or compositions.  They utilize various forms of data 

(scholarly work, formal and informal interviews, participant observations, and 

storytelling) to recount the lived experiences of a marginal people in such a way 

as to offer both autobiographical and biographical analyses because the 

composite characters can speak and act for themselves, from their place in 

everyday social, historical, and political situations. 

I would like to demonstrate, with one example from my project, how my 

multi-meta narratives were constructed for this project, and then I would like to 

utilize a few ethnographic works on Modern Witchcraft to highlight what my 

methodology seeks to do, what innovative information can be gleaned from a 
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mutli-meta narrative, and how this may be helpful to both researchers and their 

research communities.   

I attended a full moon celebration in San Francisco.  After the event, when 

I got home, I wrote up the following story: 

 

In San Francisco, CA, a small coven of witches has gathered for a Full 

Moon celebration; there is one held every month.  The weather is chilly this night, 

so there is consensus to hold the ritual indoors.  There are eight witches total at 

this Full Moon, a mix of males and females, ages ranging, from 22 years old, to 

elders in their sixties and seventies.  The excitement for the ritual becomes 

palpable as nervous energy in the room.  The witches are fidgety, talkative, and 

eventually become boisterous, their voices rising well-above indoor 

conversational level, filling the room with half-shouting and roars of laughter.  

There are lots of greetings and hugs, as witches who have not seen each other in 

awhile, catch up on each others’ lives in the few minutes left before the coven’s 

High Priest signals that the ritual is about to begin. 

When the High Priest feels it is time, meaning that the altar is set up for 

the ritual, and the moment feels right, he rings a bell that signals for everyone to 

quickly finish up their socializing and gather around the altar in the center of the 

room, focusing their attention on the actual ritual for the evening.  Everyone 

moves closer to the center of the room, sitting upon the floor, forming a closed 

circle about the center altar.  The High Priest greets everyone, and asks if 

everyone is ready to begin.  With nods and smiles, everyone agrees that they are 

ready.  The High Priest turns off all the lights in the room so that the space is 
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shrouded in a darkness so thick that one can not see their own hand in front of 

their face. 

Everyone sits in silence, in the dark, for some time. The High Priest 

explains that this moment is taken to clear the mind of any distractions that may 

interfere with being “totally present.” 

Because it is so dark, and visibility is removed, the other senses become 

heightened.  For example, hearing becomes sharper, and each individual’s 

breathing becomes more audible, each with their own individual rhythms of 

inhale and exhale.  The skin also becomes more sensitive to the temperature of 

the room, sensing even the soft wisps of air created by the simplest movements, 

such as the shift of someone’s body weight.   

While still in total darkness, the High Priest rings the bell again, and it is 

time to move on to the actual ritual itself.  The High Priest lights one lone candle 

in the center of the altar, and all the witches stand.  The High Priest makes ritual 

gestures towards each of the four directions, east, south, west, north.  He then 

takes a small bowl of cornmeal, and, by the light of one flickering candle, uses the 

cornmeal to draw out, upon the floor of the ritual space, a large and elaborately 

decorated X symbol, that takes up almost the entire room, one arm of the X 

connecting north-south, and the other arm of the X connecting east-west.  With 

more ritual gestures, the High Priest moves about the circle, again, clockwise, 

singing a prayer. 

This goes on for some time, perhaps over a half an hour, during which 

time people move towards the center of the circle, placing flowers, fruits, candy, 

tops (meaning spinning tops, the toys), glitter, and pocket change, in the spot 

where the two lines of the X meet on the floor.  When all objects have been placed 



 

 23 

at the center of the X, an entire small bottle of rum is poured out over the offering 

pile. 

Everyone seems to find this satisfactory. 

The ceremony continues. 

 

During my research, smaller bits and pieces of information that gave depth 

to my story were revealed through various forms of data collection, formal 

interviews, informal interviews, everyday conversation, observing the same 

practices repeated, researching what participant’s told me in academic journals 

and books, etc.  With each new bit of information gleaned, I returned to my story 

and folded these bits of information in, layering them into the story, either as 

background information, observational details, or conversations that would help 

elaborate upon the full moon event I had observed and participated in.   

For example, as I attended more and more gatherings, I became aware of a 

joke among witches involving what they call “Pagan Standard Time.”  What this 

really means is that, when there is a gathering, there is a grace-period for 

tardiness that is allowed, and brushed off as “Pagan Standard Time,” meaning 

that witches don’t punch a clock.  However, this is not entirely true, as there is 

definitely a cut-off point for tardiness, after which someone would be considered 

rude.  Learning this, I layered this information into my story. 

During another time in the field, I was present during a debate that 

centered on witchcraft as an indoor or outdoor practice.  The reason this debate 

arose is because witchcraft is considered a “nature religion” (a concept I will 

discuss later), or, at least a set of practices connected to the environment.  If 

witches claim to have a connection to the environment, and natural cycles, should 
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they not be outdoors, experiencing the environment directly?  This is almost 

reminiscent, to me, of debates about fieldwork and armchair anthropology.  The 

information obtained from being present at this debate, and many others 

concerning indoors or outdoors practice, was significant to my story, because, 

since it was raining, there was a discussion at the full moon gathering about 

whether to stay indoors or go outside, and everyone voted to stay indoors.  But 

learning what I did about the debates of indoors/outdoors, and what connection 

this debate may have for the daily practices of witchcraft, I went back and layered 

this information into my story. 

Attending numerous gatherings, I started to pick up on the key words and 

phrases that research participants were using to describe their practices, such as 

“still your mind,” “pregnant void,” “magnifying glass,” and “focal point” or 

“lens,” in reference to particular beliefs or ritual actions.  I returned to my story 

to layer these terms in where appropriate. 

Still later, I became aware that the ‘crossroads,’ as a ‘thing,’ was very 

significant to the practice of witchcraft, and that there is even a deity specifically 

associated with crossroads.  Crossroads are a powerful symbol, for my research 

participants, that reflects the idea of multiple elements combining together in one 

place, or, of occupying many spaces at the same time.  By this point, I was 

developing a concept called coalescence to describe the daily practices of 

witchcraft, the ways in which practitioners occupy multiple identities, 

worldviews, and ideas about place and space.  Learning new information in the 

field about crossroads, and the witches’ deity The Guardian of the Crossroads, I 

turned to academic publications concerning crossroads and crossroads deities, 
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finding that crossroads are important and symbolic to many cultures around the 

world.   

These cultures, Native American, African and African Diaspora, and pre-

colonial and pre-capitalist Europe, also possess crossroads deities, however they 

differ from witchcraft as it is practiced in The United States.  What I found 

similar to U.S. witches’ ideas and practices that centered on crossroads, were 

connections to other systems that had, like witchcraft, come to the U.S. from 

elsewhere.  In other words, the practices that seemed most similar to the way the 

witches in my study utilize the crossroads belonged to systems, like Vodou, 

Santeria, and Conjure (McAlister 2002; McCarthy 1991), that were the result of 

migration to the U.S. as a result of political asylum, colonialism, and capitalism, 

and, once these systems arrived in The United States, they changed from their 

original forms, taking on a particularly American flavor.  Hearing the same 

account from the witches in my study, I went back into my story and layered in 

information, concerning the crossroads, in ways that witches had expressed it to 

me, which brought a depth to my understanding of the crossroads ceremony that 

opens many witchcraft gatherings.  

I remember talking with an informant who mentioned that the song to The 

Guardian of the Crossroads is very important to him, because it signaled that 

something was about to begin; it was a major trigger, for him, that magic was 

happening.  On account, I asked him for the lyrics of the song, because I had not 

caught them all in my initial account.  I then went back into the story and layered 

these lyrics in where they occurred.   

As a last example, at another time, in the field, I was talking with another 

informant, Hyacinth, about the crossroads, and the crossroads deity.  Hyacinth 
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stressed that what is very important about the crossroads, themselves, and The 

Guardian of the Crossroads, is the in-between-ness, the occupying multiple 

spaces at the same time.  As we chatted, he explained to me that the deity of the 

crossroads is somewhat bisexual, meaning not only in sexual activity, but in 

corporeal presentation, desire, ambulation, etc.  In other words, one of the big 

“mysteries,” as the witches in this study call them, is the negotiation of the 

paradox that The Guardian of the Crossroads is neither female, nor male, yet 

both at the same time, neither here, nor there, yet everywhere at the same time.  

There are no boundaries for this deity.  Hyacinth even spoke in an interesting 

form of gender-assignment, for the crossroads deity, while talking with me about 

him/her/it, to stress the fluidity of this deity.  I tried to capture Hyacinth’s 

technique in my writing, by going back in to my story and layering in, as reported 

speech, my conversation with him as more background information.     

I continued with this process as long as I could, within the time and space 

constraints of this project.  The final version of the story ended up being called 

“Opening the Way,” and looks like this: 

 

In San Francisco, CA, a small coven of witches has gathered for a Full 

Moon celebration; there is one held every month (“moonth”).  The ritual is 

supposed to start at 8pm, but witches run on “Pagan Standard Time,” a running 

joke among witches that means that they take full liberty to breeze in a bit late to 

any event.  There is a delicate balance, however; for, while there appears to be a 

laissez-faire attitude concerning punctuality, there is definitely a cut-off point, at 

which a witch is no longer Pagan Standard Time Late, but has entered into 

“offensively late” territory.  This particular evening, some early birds arrive for 
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the ritual around 7:30pm, and the rest of the witches slowly arrive, with all 

present and accounted for by 8:30pm.  

The weather is chilly this night, so there is “consensus” to hold the ritual 

indoors.  Whether a ritual is held indoors or outdoors depends upon those 

involved.  There are covens that refuse to do indoor rituals, claiming that, if 

witchcraft involves connecting to one’s environment, nature, and natural cycles, 

then one must be outside in them.  There are other covens which are more laid 

back, and will decide, in the moment, whether each ritual is indoors or outdoors, 

depending upon weather, the amount of clothing people have on them, etc. 

There are eight witches total at this Full Moon, a mix of males and females, 

ages ranging, from 22 years old, to elders in their sixties and seventies.  The 

excitement for the ritual becomes palpable as nervous energy in the room.  The 

witches are fidgety, talkative, and eventually become boisterous, their voices 

rising well-above indoor conversational level, filling the room with half-shouting 

and roars of laughter.  There are lots of greetings and hugs, as witches who have 

not seen each other in awhile, catch up on each others’ lives in the few minutes 

left before the coven’s High Priest signals that the ritual is about to begin. 

When the High Priest feels “it is time,” meaning that the altar is set up for 

the ritual, and the moment feels right, he rings a bell that signals for everyone to 

quickly finish up their socializing and gather around the altar in the center of the 

room, focusing their attention on the actual ritual for the evening.  Everyone 

moves closer to the center of the room, sitting upon the floor, forming a closed 

circle about the center altar.  The High Priest greets everyone, and asks if 

everyone is ready to begin.  With nods and smiles, everyone agrees that they are 

ready.  The High Priest turns off all the lights in the room so that the space is 
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shrouded in a darkness so thick that one can not see their own hand in front of 

their face. 

Everyone takes this moment of darkness to “still their minds,” meaning to 

stop focusing on anything that would distract them from being 100% present and 

focused during the ritual—work issues, stress, worrying about bills, dwelling on a 

fight from earlier that day, or, even good things, distractions about a vacation 

next week, looking forward to a date after the ritual, etc.  This is not some 

amazingly magical act; people do this every day—a man must stop worrying 

about his sick husband so that he can perform his best in a business meeting, 

undistracted; a woman must power her way through the work day, despite feeling 

under the weather; a high school student, despite looking forward to a concert 

later that night, must calm his or her self enough to concentrate on an exam that 

day, and do well on it.  What is really happening, in this moment of darkness, is 

that the witches are slowly acknowledging thoughts and feelings that are moving 

through their persons, taking stock of these, and then pushing past them or 

setting them aside, just enough to be in the moment, undistracted, with no 

thoughts or worries nagging at them, so that they might “be fully present in the 

moment” and able to “lend their full attentions and energies” to the purpose at 

hand. 

If there is a new-comer in the midst, then the High Priest explains all of 

this out loud.  If everyone present is familiar with the structure, then nothing 

needs to be said; everyone knows that these three or four minutes, of sitting in 

total darkness, are expressly for this purpose.  Because it is so dark, and one can 

not see, other senses become heightened.  For example, hearing becomes 

sharper, and each individual’s breathing becomes more audible, each with their 
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own individual rhythms of inhale and exhale.  The skin also becomes more 

sensitive to the temperature of the room, sensing even the soft wisps of air 

created by the simplest movements, such as the shift of someone’s body weight.   

While still in total darkness, the High Priest rings the bell again, this time 

signaling that the time for “gaining focus” has ended, for now, and it is time to 

move on to the actual ritual itself.  

The High Priest lights one lone candle in the center of the altar, and all the 

witches stand, facing north, the direction witches associate with ‘pregnant void,’ 

power, darkness, beginnings and endings, the completion of a cycle and the start 

of another, and the season of winter.  In the witches vernacular, it is time to 

“Erect the Crossroads,” to “Open the Way,” “conjuring a magnifying glass,” or 

“focal point,” for meeting “between the worlds.” 

The High Priest makes traditional ritual gestures towards each of the four 

directions, east, then south, then west, then north.  He then takes a small bowl of 

cornmeal, and, by the light of one flickering candle, uses the cornmeal to draw 

out, upon the floor of the ritual space, a large and elaborately decorated 

crossroads symbol, that takes up almost the entire room, one arm of the 

crossroads connecting north-south, and the other arm of the crossroads 

connecting east-west.  For witches, this is the crossroads at which all the worlds 

meet, the physical world of humanity and the etheric world of gods and spirits. 

With more ritual gestures, the High Priest moves about the circle, 

clockwise, east, south, west, north, the same pattern of movement as the sun2, 

singing the invocation to the Guardian of the Crossroads, a spirit honored by 
                                                
2 Witches’ movements in circle follow the direction of the sun.  For example, North American witches 
move in a clockwise direction, north, east, south, west, while Australian witches move about the circle 
counter-clockwise, north, west, south, east. 
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many witches, without whose placation, no communication may happen between 

humans and spirits.  The rest of the witches join his singing, in a form of call and 

response: 

Open the way for us to pass. 

(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open)  

We make a road to pass over. 

(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open)   

And when we return 

(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open) 

We shall give thanks 

(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open) 

This goes on for some time, perhaps over a half an hour, during which 

time people move towards the center of the circle, placing offerings of flowers, 

fruits, candy, shiny objects like dice, tops, glitter, and pocket change, in the spot 

where the two lines of the crossroads meet.  When all offerings have been given, 

an entire bottle of rum is poured out over the offering pile.  It is done. 

It is only once the Guardian of the Crossroads is appeased that 

communication can happen between witches and their spirits.  For these witches, 

this deity or spirit, the Guardian of the Crossroads, is an indigenous-European-

derived deity similar to other indigenous deities of Native American, Santeria, 

Condomble, and Vodun practices.  Without propitiation, prayers will go 

unanswered, and magic rendered ineffective. 

The witches’ Guardian of the Crossroads is an ambi-sexual spirit, as one 

informant, Hyacinth, explains: 
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…meaning sometimes male, sometimes female, sometimes something 
between the two, sometimes neither, sometimes straight, sometimes gay, 
sometimes bisexual, sometimes possessing no sexual characteristics at all.  
The crossroads contains the potential for anything, and the Guardian of 
the Crossroads holds the same potential for anything within 
himself…herself…itself…whatever. 

“This is a clue,” says Hyacinth, “a mystery, that humans also contain the 

potential for anything within themselves.” 

The witches’ Guardian of the Crossroads is also a “trickster,” like other 

crossroads deities found in other spiritual traditions within The United States.  

When worlds collide at the crossroads, there is no such thing as specifics, only 

general ideas.  To try and nail down specifics misses the point that nothing is 

constant, all is ever-changing, ever-moving, and witches train themselves to 

“make peace with this ambiguity”.  These witches explain that, to live in a 

moment, means knowing full well that it is an illusion, and to be ready for when 

that illusion shifts into the next illusion.  Witches learn to ride the waves of 

events, moments, perceptions, and to not get thrown off balance by clinging too 

tightly to any particular moment, reality, or desired outcome. 

The witches’ Guardian of the Crossroads is a traveler, roaming freely along 

all roads, both public and deserted.  Hyacinth elaborates, using a very interesting 

gender-identifying technique: 

The Guardian is seen in the hitchhiker, the stranger that rambles into 
town, the homeless beggar asking for help, and the restless nomad always 
in search of new scenery and adventure.  He is well-traveled, and she 
knows all travel-ways like the back of his hand, removing blocks and 
opening safe passage for his devotees, and placing challenges in the way of 
her most brave votaries, in order to help them to overcome stumbling 
blocks to their progress or endeavors. 

It appears, then, that the crossroads are one of the most dominant images in 

witchcraft, and that the Guardian of the Crossroads is the living embodiment of a 
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space between worlds, of movement, of trajectory, of the ability to hold two 

spaces at the same time, and a personification of the idea that two spaces can 

overlay each other, each being individual, and yet, together, forming a third 

space.  The crossroads are the epitome of what witches call “between the worlds,” 

a space that is neither a time (not past, nor present, nor future, but past, and 

present and future) nor a place (neither here nor there, but here and there), but, 

rather, a positionality, a space held, that defies linear-logical temporalities and 

movements, standing outside of time and space, and yet is all times and spaces.  

Since the space between worlds is a space outside of normative spatial practices 

and temporalities, it is a space in which reality can change in the blink of an eye.  

It is a space where things come together, shift, take shape, only to shift again and 

take a new shape. 

To be a witch is to be trained how to locate, co-create, maneuver through, 

and inhabit this enchanted space. 

 

Even going over the story, now, explaining how it was composed, I can see 

parts where I would go back in, remove some of my third-person pronoun 

reported speech, allowing ‘the subaltern to speak,’ particularly the High Priest, 

about some of the things he said during the ceremony, and layer them into the 

story in terms of trying to elaborate upon what he said, with him in the “I” 

position, to the best of my ability.  In this way, these stories, themselves, are 

assemblages, heterogeneous fragments that come together to create a whole 

something, for a time being, but are fluid and never finished.  There is always 

room for another layer, something added that brings a depth to any given 

moment.  They are not anything meant to define, they merely point, for a 
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moment, at something emergent, opening up a space for conceptualization and 

analysis.  

I hope this example gives the reader a strong idea of what I mean when I say 

that the stories in this project are a layering of various sources of data, which, when 

taken together, in story form, produce mutli-meta narratives that simultaneously 

speak to the particular theoretical and conceptual ideas that I am trying to research 

about men in the witchcraft movement, while, at the same time, revealing not just 

my own point of view, or focus, but, also, giving an actual voice to my research 

participants to draw attention to what is important for them, what it is about what I 

am observing, participating in, and researching, that are their concerns, theoretically 

and conceptually. 

I’d like to draw attention to three ethnographies on Modern Witchcraft, from 

three scholars who have contributed immensely to pagan studies, and with whose 

work I am in dialogue: Sarah Pike’s Earhly Bodies, Magial Selves: Contemporary 

Pagans and the Search for Community (2001); Tanya Luhrmann’s Persuasions of 

the Witch’s Craft: Ritual Magic in Contemporary England (1991), and Sabina 

Magliocco’s Witching Culture: Folklore and Neo-Paganism in America (2004).  I’d 

like to use these ethnographies as examples, first, discussing, very briefly, their 

theoretical concerns (because I believe that research concerns affect methodology), 

and then, drawing attention to what gets highlighted, and what gets missed, through 

various ethnographic writing techniques. 

Tanya Luhrmann’s main focus was to grapple with what it is “that allows 

people to accept outlandish, apparently irrational beliefs” (Luhrmann 1991:7).  

The outlandish, irrational beliefs that Luhrmann is talking about is the practice of 

witchcraft and a belief in magic.  Luhrmann was interested in the ways that 
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practicing witches had first encountered witchcraft, and were “persuaded” 

(Luhrmann 1991:7) that it was a “reasonable” (Luhrmann 1991:3) and “sensible” 

(Luhrmann 1991:7) practice to integrate into their lives.  Luhrmann uses 

“interpretive drift” to describe “the slow shift in someon’s manner of interpreting 

events, making sense of experiences, and responding to the world” (Luhrmann 

1991:12).  Luhrmann’s ethnography follows the lines of belief and logic to 

describe, in terms of rationality and irrationality (Luhrmann 1991:13), how 

witches explain their successes and failures at magic, and how these experiences 

and explanations pursued witches to continue with the practice of witchcraft.  

She found witchcraft to be an exemplary case of what happens when “apparently 

irrational beliefs are held by apparently rational people” (Luhrmann 1991:13). 

Sarah Pike’s, Sabina Magliocco’s, and my own research are not so much 

concerned with the rationality or irrationality of witchcraft.  In our research, it is 

a given that people believe in what they are doing; we are trying to figure out to 

what end.  Luhrmann’s ethnography is extremely insightful, however, for its 

contributions in opening up a theoretical space for the discussion of “enchanted 

adulthood” (Luhrmann 1991:18), by highlighting that witches are creating “new 

ways of paying attention to the world” (Luhrmann 1991:113).  

Sarah Pike explores these new ways of paying attention through an 

exploration of pagan festivals, while Magliocco explores witchcraft through 

formalized ritual settings.  Both Pike and Magliocco explore these settings as 

liminal spaces (Turner 1979) in which witches actively create “oppositional 

culture” (Magliocco 2004:202) to the patriarchal, hierarchical, natural-resource-

destroying, dominant culture that has produced, as if the effect of, capitalism, 
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sexism, racism, homophobia, and other (if not all) forms of oppression and 

inequality (Magliocco 2004:185-204; Pike 2001:219-226). 

Both festival and formalized ritual settings act as “sacred spaces” (Pike 

2001:xi), away from everyday life, in which pagans and witches “build strong, 

supportive communities” (Pike 2001:xx).  For Pike, witches utilize the liminal 

space of festivals as a space for negotiating their identities, as witches, “practicing 

[identity] ideals” (Pike 2001:xx), “creating themselves anew” (Pike 2001:xx), 

“allowing their real selves to come out in places far removed from the everyday” 

(Pike 2001:xxiii), and then returning to their ‘everyday lives’ with a renewed 

sense of what they are, what they believe in, and their place in the world.  For 

Magliocco, formalized ritual settings serve the same purpose.  Ritual is a place of 

“extraordinary experiences” that are then taken out of the ritual setting, as people 

return to their everyday lives, to put the ideals of ritual into practice (Magliocco 

2004:181). 

While both festivals and formalized witchcraft rituals “have oppositional 

culture at their center” (Magliocco 2004:141), for Pike, the focus is on the 

personal identity of the witch, themselves.  She is interested in the “conflicts” 

(Pike 2001:xix) between witches’ idealized cultural values, those of witchcraft, 

and dominant cultural values, affect witches’ relationships with other human 

beings, whether it be family members, friends, co-workers, or people in life with 

whom they encounter anti-witchcraft sentiments (Pike 2001: xix).  Pike is trying 

to get at the ways that witches reinforce their subcultural identities, at festivals, 

almost like a battery charge, that is then taken out of the festival setting, into 

everyday life, until witches feel they need a ‘re-charge,’ at which point they return 

to festivals.  Although Pike doesn’t specifically speak in terms of Luhrmann’s 
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notions of rationality or irrationality, she does stress that witches explore and 

play with “self-creation” (Pike 2001:xx) at festivals “in ways that make sense to 

them” (Pike 2001:209). 

The analogy of re-charging one’s ‘battery’ within a collective, highly 

affective environment, renewing one’s sense of self and shared social values, has 

been referred to as “collective effervescence” by sociologist Emile Durkheim 

(Durkheim 1912).  Magliocco discusses effervescence in a nuanced way, when she 

suggests that, in witchcraft, it is the “juice” (Magliocco 2004:152), the “ritual 

ecstasy” (Magliocco 2004:152) that is transformative for witches, allowing them 

to explore their identities and values in a transformative nature, and then go back 

to everyday life with new insights about themselves and their place in the world.   

Both Pike and Magliocco highlight spaces that are liminal and ecstatic, in 

order to discuss the ways in which witches co-create the practice of witchcraft as 

a form of alternative culture, with values that counter dominant paradigms of 

hierarchy and oppression.  It seems that Pike highlights the experience of 

liminality these spaces provide, while, for Magliocco, the key is the experience of 

ecstasy.  Both, however focus on ceremonial, public, densely populated, 

formalized and ritualized spaces to explore the self-transformative work involved 

in witchcraft. 

My own research takes Luhrmann’s ‘new ways of paying attention’ as a 

jumping off point in order to argue that witchcraft is a set of practices that have 

oppositional culture at their center; however, my exploration of these ‘new ways’ 

is through to theorize witchcraft through enchantment.  Unlike Pike and 

Magliocco, who focus upon festivals and ceremonies as “framed experiences” 

(Magliocco 2004:141), a “container for ecstatic practices” (Magliocco 2004:141) 
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that reinforce values, beliefs, and identities, that later filter into everyday life, my 

own work is focused centrally upon the everyday, and how values, beliefs, and 

identities, are produced and re-produced outside of formalized settings.  In other 

words, I’m interested in what happens when witches leave the festivals; when the 

ceremony is over; I want to know what makes a witch ‘a witch’ on a boring 

Tuesday night, when they are hanging out at home watching Netflix in their 

pyjamas.    What are the practices of witchcraft, if any, that are enacted when ‘a 

witch’ is simply grocery shopping, or at the Laundromat, or standing outside 

getting the mail and saying hello to a neighbor?  There is an enormous gap in the 

scholarship concerning witchcraft and the everyday, away from formalized 

settings, and I position my own work to fill in some of that gap.  The overall goal 

of my project is to follow the ways in which enchantment can become a central 

component, ‘a new way of looking,’ embedded within daily practices, by which 

people make an effort to bring meaning into their lives. 

Tanya Luhrman’s ethnography is incredibly useful, to me, because, since 

her interest involves studying ‘belief,’ her research explores witches’ everyday 

lives, and is not solely limited to grand ceremonies or formalized magical 

settings.  But, even with her focus on both everyday and formalized ceremony, 

her writing style is traditional ethnography, and her manuscript is dominated by 

the reported speech format, wherein her research participants are spoken about 

in third person pronouns, their voices not often heard directly, such as her 

discussion of “James” on pgs 189-190: 

James is an initiate of the Western Mysteries in his late thirties (he teaches 
educationally subnormal students).  He has been technically initiated into 
the Greater Mysteries (in other words, there had been a ritual to initiate 
him) but does not claim adepthood.  Several years ago he celebrated his 
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son’s birthday—had kids over, cooked for them, took them out.  By the 
time he tucked the child into bed he was exhausted.  But he thought of how 
much he loved him, he said.  he went to his own room, looked out the 
window, and—he remembers formulating the question—wondered 
whether God loved him as much as he loved his boy.  Suddenly he felt 
absolutely and completely sure that God did.  He lay down on his bed, 
staring out the window, with this feeling ‘like a warm glow’ spreading 
through him, and he felt an intense sense of the interconnectedness of all 
things within God’s love. 

So…”like a warm glow” is the only thing in that whole passage that is actually 

from James.    That entire story is Luhrmann talking for and about James, 

concerning a scene at which she was not present, herself; and yet, James, who 

was there, is not represented in a way that allows him to speak for himself.   

There is an effort on her part to represent quite a few of her participants; 

but this is done by devoting numerous pages to their speech, almost like a 

monologue, perhaps from recorded interviews, such as her informant “Margaret” 

whose own words span pgs 108-111 in their entirety.  As pro-active as I am about 

giving research participants a voice, I’m not sure if pages and pages of just their 

talking is exactly fulfilling my objective of opening up a scene, bringing the reader 

to a place, telling a story that takes someone there.    

There are many small instances in which Luhrmann includes small 

dialogues, in reported speech, that follow what I will call the ‘play script’ format 

(Luhrmann 1991:163): 

Philip: What is ritual?  Surely if you seal, if you do a meditation, surely it 
would be advisable, I would think, to clean an area, to seal an area, and to 
the med inside. 

Enoch: Why do you think that? 

Philip: Well, I think that it seals the area from outside influences.  Some of 
us do tend to draw external influences towards us and – 
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Enoch: You’re talking about unseen entitites, and things like that. 

Martha: Yes. 

This technique is very useful for giving an idea of how a conversation is going, 

and what was said.  But, there are a lot of details that don’t make it to the reader, 

such as setting, facial expressions, things like laughing, sarcasm, intonation.  

These are just not present in a ‘play script’ format, and leave more to be desired 

about the entire scene.  For me, these examples of traditional ethnography are 

exactly what I’m attempting to revamp, in order to gain more insight into what 

exactly is happening, and reveal a lot more information about what a whole scene 

or moment or event looks like.  I think traditional ethnography reveals quite a bit; 

but I just happen to think we can do better.   

Pike’s ethnography is traditional in the sense that it, too, is written with 

her in the “I” position, and the majority of her participants spoken about in the 

object position, using third person pronouns.  She does utilize block quotes to 

give a voice to some of her participants, and there are small bits of quotations 

scattered throughout her text.  But, overall, the perspective is one of distance 

from the research participants.  I would even call it cold; in my own opinion, 

there is no warmth to her narrative, no life. 

What I appreciate about Magliocco’s ethnography is that, although her 

focus is upon ritual settings, she does include everyday moments with her 

research participants, in the form of “Field Notes” excerpts at the beginnings of 

her chapters.  One in particular stands out as what might have started as one of 

my own stories, if I were writing through Magliocco: 

In the process of helping me move, [Don and Anna] came across some 
boxes in my basement that contained the relics of my childhood 
fascination with troll dolls.  In them, we found the remnants of the troll 
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temple, a cardboard structure decorated with childish paintings of earth, 
air, fire, and water, the principle elemental deties of the troll religion I had 
invented….Don surveyed the toys and said with conviction, as if he meant 
to settle the matter once and for all, ”You’re a Pagan.  No doubt about it.”  
He explained that these childhood interests were typical of those who then 
grew up to become Neo-Pagans (Magliocco 2004:57). 

With my interests in the everyday, I’m already fascinated by this story.  It’s 

happening ‘in the now,’ in her basement, while they’re just moving boxes and 

hanging out.  But then Don says something really poignant, “you’re a pagan,” 

which Magliocco says affected her as if “he meant to settle the matter once and 

for all.”  But then, she slides right into that traditional ethnographic voice, saying, 

“He explained that these childhood interests were typical of those who then grew 

up to become Neo-Pagans.”  Well, what did he say?  How did he say it?  What 

was his rationale for that?  Did he share his own childhood ‘leanings’ that led him 

to paganism?  Even further, what were any of them wearing?  What was the 

weather like that day?  What type of basement was it?  What type of 

neighborhood?     

The ‘troll doll’ story stands out, because of its everyday-ness, whereas most 

of Magliocco’s field notes concern large-scale, or formalized, ritual settings, of 

course, because that’s where her research focus lays.  Magliocco chose to leave 

the story ‘as is,’ moving out from this story to discuss, in traditional ethnographic 

form, with her participants spoken about in third person pronouns, how pagans 

and witches develop their identities as witches, the various traditions of 

witchcraft, and how humor can be a form of identity construction, with jokes, 

both told and implicitly understood, representing points of view that hinge upon 

specific identities for their knowing (Magliocco 2004:57-92).  There are fleeting 

moments where she quotes her participants; but, overall, the orientation is that 



 

 41 

the reader is looking in on these people; the orientation is not that the reader is 

sitting among these people, as if right there.   

I am extremely grateful and indebted to these three scholars, and many 

others, whose foundational research bolstered my own project, and upon whose 

shoulders my own research stands.  The ethnographies by Magliocco, Pike, and 

Luhrmann, are phenomenal, some of the best on witchcraft that I’ve read.  I want 

to be very clear that I am not writing this project as an attack; I’m writing this 

project as a heuristic space, a conversation, a think-tank.  What I’m trying to get 

at, is, what can be gleaned if we step outside the traditional ethnographic writing 

form, and, at least in my own case, utilize stories as ethnographic writing, in 

order to take our audience there.  What changes if we don’t refer to participants 

as “he” or “she” and instead take the time (and labor, because it is painstaking 

work) to create dialogues and scenes in which participants speak for themselves? 

Multi-meta narratives are a strategic gesture, on my part, at capturing the 

everyday.  This superimposition of vantages that I am talking about still allows 

the storyteller, in this case me, to chose the focus, because these are my stories, I 

am writing this project; but, at the same time, it is not my voice that bulldozes 

over research participants, or is allowed to only always holds the “I” position of 

the subject. I believe there is an association of ‘story’ with ‘fiction.’  But, these are 

not fictional stories.  I am not fabricating and developing imaginary characters 

that engage with one another in fictitious scenarios, within dreamed up plot lines.  

These are compositions grounded in real-life experiences and actual empirical 

data, contextualized in social situations that are also grounded in real life, and 

not fiction.  Multi-meta narratives, or compositional ethnography, I’ll call it, is a 

form of humble, sensuous, compassionate engagement with the peoples we study, 
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including their (subaltern) perspectives in the actual analytic process, through 

layered storytelling, that is productive, opening up a space for exploration into 

the real, lived experiences of research participants, often those at the margins of 

society, and demonstrating that, by combining elements of both story and reality, 

we can co-construct an assemblage, a world, that is richer than the sum of its 

parts.   
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Introduction 

 

 
 

If there’s a book that you want to read, but it hasn’t been written yet, 
then you will have to write it. 

-bell hooks 

 

 

Opening the Way: The Crossroads 

 In San Francisco, CA, a small coven of witches has gathered for a Full 

Moon celebration; there is one held every month (“moonth”).  The ritual is 

supposed to start at 8pm, but witches run on “Pagan Standard Time,” a running 

joke among witches that means that they take full liberty to breeze in a bit late to 

any event.  There is a delicate balance, however; for, while there appears to be a 

laissez-faire attitude concerning punctuality, there is definitely a cut-off point, at 

which a witch is no longer Pagan Standard Time Late, but has entered into 

“offensively late” territory.  This particular evening, some early birds arrive for 

the ritual around 7:30pm, and the rest of the witches slowly arrive, with all 

present and accounted for by 8:30pm.  

The weather is chilly this night, so there is “consensus” to hold the ritual 

indoors.  Whether a ritual is held indoors or outdoors depends upon those 

involved.  There are covens that refuse to do indoor rituals, claiming that, if 

witchcraft involves connecting to one’s environment, nature, and natural cycles, 

then one must be outside in them.  There are other covens which are more laid 
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back, and will decide, in the moment, whether each ritual is indoors or outdoors, 

depending upon weather, the amount of clothing people have on them, etc. 

There are eight witches total at this Full Moon, a mix of males and females, 

ages ranging, from 22 years old, to elders in their sixties and seventies.  The 

excitement for the ritual becomes palpable as nervous energy in the room.  The 

witches are fidgety, talkative, and eventually become boisterous, their voices 

rising well-above indoor conversational level, filling the room with half-shouting 

and roars of laughter.  There are lots of greetings and hugs, as witches who have 

not seen each other in awhile, catch up on each others’ lives in the few minutes 

left before the coven’s High Priest signals that the ritual is about to begin. 

When the High Priest feels “it is time,” meaning that the altar is set up for 

the ritual, and the moment feels right, he rings a bell that signals for everyone to 

quickly finish up their socializing and gather around the altar in the center of the 

room, focusing their attention on the actual ritual for the evening.  Everyone 

moves closer to the center of the room, sitting upon the floor, forming a closed 

circle about the center altar.  The High Priest greets everyone, and asks if 

everyone is ready to begin.  With nods and smiles, everyone agrees that they are 

ready.  The High Priest turns off all the lights in the room so that the space is 

shrouded in a darkness so thick that one can not see their own hand in front of 

their face. 

Everyone takes this moment of darkness to “still their minds,” meaning to 

stop focusing on anything that would distract them from being 100% present and 

focused during the ritual—work issues, stress, worrying about bills, dwelling on a 

fight from earlier that day, or, even good things, distractions about a vacation 

next week, looking forward to a date after the ritual, etc.  This is not some 
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amazingly magical act; people do this every day—a man must stop worrying 

about his sick husband so that he can perform his best in a business meeting, 

undistracted; a woman must power her way through the work day, despite feeling 

under the weather; a high school student, despite looking forward to a concert 

later that night, must calm his or her self enough to concentrate on an exam that 

day, and do well on it.  What is really happening, in this moment of darkness, is 

that the witches are slowly acknowledging thoughts and feelings that are moving 

through their persons, taking stock of these, and then pushing past them or 

setting them aside, just enough to be in the moment, undistracted, with no 

thoughts or worries nagging at them, so that they might “be fully present in the 

moment” and able to “lend their full attentions and energies” to the purpose at 

hand. 

If there is a new-comer in the midst, then the High Priest explains all of 

this out loud.  If everyone present is familiar with the structure, then nothing 

needs to be said; everyone knows that these three or four minutes, of sitting in 

total darkness, are expressly for this purpose.  Because it is so dark, and one can 

not see, other senses become heightened.  For example, hearing becomes 

sharper, and each individual’s breathing becomes more audible, each with their 

own individual rhythms of inhale and exhale.  The skin also becomes more 

sensitive to the temperature of the room, sensing even the soft wisps of air 

created by the simplest movements, such as the shift of someone’s body weight.   

While still in total darkness, the High Priest rings the bell again, this time 

signaling that the time for “gaining focus” has ended, for now, and it is time to 

move on to the actual ritual itself.  
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The High Priest lights one lone candle in the center of the altar, and all the 

witches stand, facing north, the direction witches associate with ‘pregnant void,’ 

power, darkness, beginnings and endings, the completion of a cycle and the start 

of another, and the season of winter.  In the witches vernacular, it is time to 

“Erect the Crossroads,” to “Open the Way,” “conjuring a magnifying glass,” or 

“focal point,” for meeting “between the worlds.” 

The High Priest makes traditional ritual gestures towards each of the four 

directions, east, then south, then west, then north.  He then takes a small bowl of 

cornmeal, and, by the light of one flickering candle, uses the cornmeal to draw 

out, upon the floor of the ritual space, a large and elaborately decorated 

crossroads symbol, that takes up almost the entire room, one arm of the 

crossroads connecting north-south, and the other arm of the crossroads 

connecting east-west.  For witches, this is the crossroads at which all the worlds 

meet, the physical world of humanity and the etheric world of gods and spirits. 

With more ritual gestures, the High Priest moves about the circle, 

clockwise, east, south, west, north, the same pattern of movement as the sun3, 

singing the invocation to the Guardian of the Crossroads, a spirit honored by 

many witches, without whose placation, no communication may happen between 

humans and spirits.  The rest of the witches join his singing, in a form of call and 

response: 

Open the way for us to pass. 

(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open)  

We make a road to pass over. 
                                                
3 Witches’ movements in circle follow the direction of the sun.  For example, North American witches 
move in a clockwise direction, north, east, south, west, while Australian witches move about the circle 
counter-clockwise, north, west, south, east. 
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(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open)   

And when we return 

(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open) 

We shall give thanks 

(Open, Open the Waaaay, Open) 

This goes on for some time, perhaps over a half an hour, during which 

time people move towards the center of the circle, placing offerings of flowers, 

fruits, candy, shiny objects like dice, tops, glitter, and pocket change, in the spot 

where the two lines of the crossroads meet.  When all offerings have been given, 

an entire bottle of rum is poured out over the offering pile.  It is done. 

It is only once the Guardian of the Crossroads is appeased that 

communication can happen between witches and their spirits.  For these witches, 

this deity or spirit, the Guardian of the Crossroads, is an indigenous-European-

derived deity similar to other indigenous deities of Native American, Santeria, 

Condomble, and Vodun practices.  Without propitiation, prayers will go 

unanswered, and magic rendered ineffective. 

The witches’ Guardian of the Crossroads is an ambi-sexual spirit, as one 

informant, Hyacinth, explains: 

…meaning sometimes male, sometimes female, sometimes something 
between the two, sometimes neither, sometimes straight, sometimes gay, 
sometimes bisexual, sometimes possessing no sexual characteristics at all.  
The crossroads contains the potential for anything, and the Guardian of 
the Crossroads holds the same potential for anything within 
himself…herself…itself…whatever. 

“This is a clue,” says Hyacinth, “a mystery, that humans also contain the 

potential for anything within themselves.” 
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The witches’ Guardian of the Crossroads is also a “trickster,” like other 

crossroads deities found in other spiritual traditions within The United States.  

When worlds collide at the crossroads, there is no such thing as specifics, only 

general ideas.  To try and nail down specifics misses the point that nothing is 

constant, all is ever-changing, ever-moving, and witches train themselves to 

“make peace with this ambiguity”.  These witches explain that, to live in a 

moment, means knowing full well that it is an illusion, and to be ready for when 

that illusion shifts into the next illusion.  Witches learn to ride the waves of 

events, moments, perceptions, and to not get thrown off balance by clinging too 

tightly to any particular moment, reality, or desired outcome. 

The witches’ Guardian of the Crossroads is a traveler, roaming freely along 

all roads, both public and deserted.  Hyacinth elaborates, using a very interesting 

gender-identifying technique: 

The Guardian is seen in the hitchhiker, the stranger that rambles into 
town, the homeless beggar asking for help, and the restless nomad always 
in search of new scenery and adventure.  He is well-traveled, and she 
knows all travel-ways like the back of his hand, removing blocks and 
opening safe passage for his devotees, and placing challenges in the way of 
her most brave votaries, in order to help them to overcome stumbling 
blocks to their progress or endeavors. 

It appears, then, that the crossroads are one of the most dominant images in 

witchcraft, and that the Guardian of the Crossroads is the living embodiment of a 

space between worlds, of movement, of trajectory, of the ability to hold two 

spaces at the same time, and a personification of the idea that two spaces can 

overlay each other, each being individual, and yet, together, forming a third 

space.  The crossroads are the epitome of what witches call “between the worlds,” 

a space that is neither a time (not past, nor present, nor future, but past, and 
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present and future) nor a place (neither here nor there, but here and there), but, 

rather, a positionality, a space held, that defies linear-logical temporalities and 

movements, standing outside of time and space, and yet is all times and spaces.  

Since the space between worlds is a space outside of normative spatial practices 

and temporalities, it is a space in which reality can change in the blink of an eye.  

It is a space where things come together, shift, take shape, only to shift again and 

take a new shape. 

To be a witch is to be trained how to locate, co-create, maneuver through, 

and inhabit this enchanted space. 

 

 

THE EMERGENCE OF MODERN WITCHCRAFT: CRAFTING THE NORTH AMERICAN 
WITCH 

This project follows the lines of a what I call a queer ecology of 

enchantment for men practicing forms of witchcraft in small, gender- and 

sexuality-mixed groups in The United States now.  These men produce an 

empirical and epistemological space in which human and non-human forces and 

forms coalesce in an enchanted state—simultaneously an affective state of being, 

a production of knowledge, and a production of space—that facilitates the co-

creation of queer worlds, and produces the forms and daily practices required for 

navigating these worlds.  The overall goal of this project is to follow the ways in 

which enchantment can become a central component, embedded within daily 

practices, by which people make an effort to bring meaning into their lives.  A 

specific example of this can be seen through an exploration of the queer daily 
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practices that lay at the heart of a rarely-told aspect of American culture—the 

practice of witchcraft. 

It seems that Americans love a good tale about witchcraft, magic, and 

enchantment.  This is evident by the prolific and almost iconic forms that witches 

and witchcraft have taken in popular culture.  There are classic Disney witches, 

like Maleficent, always villainesses, with their black robes and potions, doling out 

evil spells, and causing havoc in other people’s lives.  Or the witch from Snow 

White; I mean, can you even see a shiny, red apple, and not think of poison?  

There’s the Wizard of Oz, with, perhaps, the most iconic witch of them all, green-

faced, broom-riding, and her fabulous, bucket-of-water demise: “I’m melting, I’m 

melting, what a world!” 

On television, American Horror Story: Coven portrays a boarding school 

for witches in New Orleans.  There are also television shows such as Charmed 

and The Witches of East End which portray witches not necessarily in a negative 

connotation, but still dangerous, as possessing the powers of beauty, seduction, 

and charm.  Salem is a t.v. show about how witches actually inspired the Salem 

witch trials as a means of getting Pilgrims to hang one another, an act of revenge 

for the witch trials of Europe.  And, who could forget Samantha, the infamous, 

nose-wiggling witch from the 70s sit-com, Bewitched? 

Witches are also popular in film.  I’m sure that The Craft, despite its 

vitriolic witch-wars, inspired many “Light as a Feather, Stiff as a Board” slumber 

party attempts at levitation.  Even now, there is a Robert Eggers movie due to 

come out, February 2016, titled The VVitch: A New England Folktale, and it 

looks scary as hell.   
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These are the forms that witches have taken in the public imaginary: 

female, extremely beautiful and ugly, outcast, living a hidden life, enchanting, 

and proficient in spells and charms—from love potions, to healing arts, to 

protection spells, to death curses.  The witch is not to be tempered with; those 

who deal with her must tread lightly.  

But witchcraft is not merely a pop culture phenomenon, nor is the witch 

solely a fairy tale figure; witches, witchcraft, sorcery, magic, and enchantment, 

exist in cultures the whole world over, the subject of many academic studies.   

Magic, sorcery, and witchcraft, outside of The United States and Europe, 

have been fields of anthropological inquiry since the discipline’s inception, as 

seen in the work of Evans-Pritchard’s exploration of witchcraft explanations of 

unfortunate events among the Azande (Evans-Pritchard 1937), Fraser’s 

exploration of magic as a scientific methodology for exploring the world (Fraser 

1922), Mauss’s investigation into magic across cultures (Mauss 1972), Turner’s 

exploration of witchcraft accusations in East and Central Africa (Turner 1964), 

and Tyler’s theories on magic as a primitive form of scientific investigation (Tyler 

1871).  It is argued that witchcraft stands at anthropology’s “epistemological 

centre,” pointing towards “matters of deep existential concern in a general quest 

for an understanding of the human forces engaged in the human construction of 

lived realities,” since “the phenomena that are deemed to be magic and sorcery 

project towards the far shores of human possibility and potential” (Kapferer 

2002:1).  And yet, despite all the chocked up potentiality of an anthropological 

exploration of witchcraft, when it comes to the subject of North American 

Witchcraft, I would say that anthropology has missed its mark.   
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Witchcraft is a thriving practice in The United States.  As a new religious 

movement, under the category of “Western Magical Traditions” (Magliocco 

2004:10), witchcraft shares some characteristics, and even overlaps with other 

traditions such as  
v Nature Religions, “in which nature is the location of the sacred, 

where transcendence is not necessary for divinity to appear” (Davy 
2007:7). 

v Goddess Religions, which are “goddess-focused, sometimes in a 
monotheistic manner” (Davy 2007:7). 

v The New Age Movement, which involves “beliefs in angels” (Davy 
2007:7). 

v Feminist Spirituality 
v Women’s Spirituality 
v The Men’s Movement 
v The Society for Historical Anachronism, started by Diana Paxton, 

and The Mysts of Avalon author, Marion Zimmer Bradley, “devoted 
to re-creation and enactment of the arts of the Middle Ages and 
Renaissance, such as combat with edged weapons, music-making, 
costuming, calligraphy, herbalism, medieval cooking, and more” 
(Davy 2007:7). 

v And, even fringe movements such as beliefs and practices 
associated with the supernatural (Spiritualism), the paranormal 
(Ghost Hunting), belief in aliens and UFOs, and even fantasy role 
playing games (CosPlay and LARPing). 

However,  North American witchcraft is “a distinct area of study,” with practices 

that diverge drastically from both the above-mentioned magical traditions and 

witchcraft, or what is called ‘witchcraft,’ outside the context of The United States 

and Europe (Davy 2007:7).   

 This project aims to explore North American witchcraft, as a distinct set of 

practices, with its own beliefs, theology, rituals, history, etc. I have avoided 

making parallels between U.S. witchcraft, the above-mentioned esoteric and 

occult practices, and witchcraft, or what is called witchcraft, outside an American 
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or European context, because I want North American witchcraft to speak on its 

own terms.  

North American witchcraft is a blend of indigenous witchcraft practices, 

documented in The United States since the 1930s, and European witchcraft 

practices, brought to The United States during the 1960s (Clifton 2006:111-136; 

Kelly 2014:19-43).  These two witchcraft lineages—European and U.S.—melded 

together, loosely, as one form, and flourished in The United States, from the 

1960s to the present, taking on a distinctly American flavor.  The term Modern 

Witchcraft, or, simply, The Craft, is used to denote this form.  To date, the 

number of North American witches totals approximately 600,000 (Kelly 2014:7), 

about 40% of which are male (Orion 1995:60). 

I am concentrating on the geographical area of North America for two 

reasons.  First, witchcraft in The United States developed its own particular 

cultural concerns, as will be discussed below, due to specific historical, social, and 

political circumstances, that separate it from other magical traditions around the 

globe, including witchcraft in Europe, out of which North American witchcraft 

branched.  North American witchcraft “reflect[s] and refract[s] the cultural 

politics characteristic of the American experience” (Magliocco 2004:3), which 

differs in important respects from accounts of witchcraft in Europe (Fraser 1922), 

the Trobriand Islands (Malinowski 1979), and Africa (Evans-Pritchard 1937; 

Turner 1964), which have been the predominant geographical areas of interest 

for witchcraft studies.   

Second, despite being culturally unique, North American witchcraft is 

drastically understudied in anthropology.  There are but a handful of scholars, 

working within the emergent field called Pagan Studies, who have taken U.S. 
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witchcraft as their ethnographic object.  Helen Berger performed a general 

ethnography on witchcraft in the U.S. (Berger 1999); Barbara Davy wrote an 

Introduction to Pagan Studies, laying out the theoretical and methodological 

challenges to the field (Davy 2007); Susan Greenwood studied North American 

witchcraft as a means for exploring magic as a belief system, discussing 

methodological innovations for researchers participating in, and observing, the 

practice of magic (Greenwood 2009); Tanya Luhrmann studied witches in 

England, aiming to understand how the belief in witchcraft and magic became 

viable life choices for her participants (Luhrmann 1991); Sabina Magliocco 

studied North American witchcraft as the biggest folk revival since the 1950s and 

60s, arguing that ritual ecstasy was the ‘juice’ that gave impetus to witchcraft as 

an oppositional culture (Sabina Magliocco 2004); Sarah Pike studied pagan 

festivals as liminal spaces, removed from everyday life, in which witches could 

play with their values and identities (Pike 2001); and Jone Salomonsen explored 

witchcraft, in San Francisco, as a form of creating safe and transformative spaces 

for women to negotiate their ideals and identities within a feminist spirituality 

(Salomonsen 2002).  This project is in dialogue with these scholars, building 

upon their work, and contributing to the scholarship that focuses upon North 

American witchcraft.   

As stated above, Modern Witchcraft did not emerge in a vacuum, but 

emerged in dialogue with socio-political climates in The United States.  So then, 

what were these cultural influences, and how did they affect whether or not 

individuals participated in Modern Witchcraft?  In other words, how did Modern 

Witchcraft emerge, whom does it attract, and why? 
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The Revival of “The Old Religion”  

 There is a story that Witches tell themselves, an oral history that is 

recounted over and over again, passed down generation to generation: that 

Witches trace their spiritual practices to the “old, pre-Christian, tribal religion of 

Europe,” and even further back, to the societies of Egypt, Babylonia, and 

Mesopotamia, where the shift, from hunting-and-gathering to a sedentary 

lifestyle, animal husbandry, and agriculture, inspired the fertility myths and 

spiritual practices of The Great Goddess and her seasonally-dying, annually-

reborn vegetation son-lover (Starhawk 1987:7).  The practices, mythologies, and 

cosmologies of Modern Witchcraft are said to descend from these roots, changing 

and adapting through time, with directly traceable influences to pagan roots of 

Antiquity, mythologies of Neo-Platonism, ritual magic of the Renaissance, the 

individualism of the Protestant Reformation, secret societies of the 

Enlightenment, and a Transcendentalist reverence for nature (Magliocco 

2004:25-56). 

 

The Burning Times: The Danger of Being a Witch 

 In Europe, long after Christianity had become the official faith, the Old 

Religion (paganism and witchcraft) remained, “persisting in folk customs and 

beliefs, in ways of healing, in the practices of witches, the dedicated few…” 

(Starhawk 1987:7).  However, during the 16th and 17th Centuries, The Church 

began “the systematic persecution of witches” (Starhawk 1987:7), accusing 

witches of worshipping the devil, and consorting with evil spirits, a stigma which 

persists in popular discourse even to this day (Kramer & Sprenger 1971; Starhawk 

1987:7-8).  Despite being untrue, witches, and those believed to be witches, were 
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arrested, tortured, and executed, either by burning in Europe, or by hanging in 

the United States colonies (Kramer & Sprenger 1971; Starhawk 1987:7-8).  

Witches refer to this dark time as The Burning Times (Orion 1995).  

 To survive, The Craft “went underground and became a closed and secret 

society” (Starhawk 1987:8).  Witches worked in covens, “tight-knit intimate 

groupings of only a few, who stuck together, closer than family,” for fear of 

persecution and death (Starhawk 1987:8).  Secret names were taken, protecting 

individuals’ identities; if a witch were caught, he or she could honestly not 

identify coven members by name, and, therefore, could spare them their death by 

flames or gallows (Magliocco 2004:65). 

 What was once “a spiritual practice, common to all, became relegated to 

the shadows, only to be performed in secrecy, hidden away from mainstream 

society and common knowledge” (Starhawk 1987:8).  Witches adopted numerous 

social tactics for keeping themselves safe, playing whatever social role was 

expected of them in public, and then, “only behind the safety of closed doors, 

gathering to practice the Old Ways,” passing their traditions down, orally, 

generation after generation (Starhawk 1987:8). 

 

Witchcraft as a Revitalization Movement: Coming out of the Broom Closet 

 Whether or not the oral history witches tell themselves is historically 

accurate is open for debate.  What is evident, however, is that, in the 1950s, the 

repeal of anti-witchcraft laws, in England, gave impetus to a witchcraft revivalist 

movement, starting with the publication of Witchcraft Today, by Gerald Gardner 

(Gardner 1954), lauded as “the first key public text” on Modern Witchcraft 
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(Carpenter 1996:45; Clifton 2006:14; Magliocco 2004:49).  Gardner claimed 

himself to be a member of The New Forest Coven, located in the New Forest 

region of England, that practiced The Old Religion, as it was passed down from 

Medieval Europe through a “Book of Shadows,” a book of rituals, lore, and spells 

pertaining to the practice of witchcraft (Clifton 2006:14; Gardner 1959; Hutton 

1999:245).   

 ‘Gardnerian Witchcraft,’ named after its founder, Gardner himself, was 

described as a practice of worshipping a dualistic divinity, embodied in a Goddess 

of fertility, the earth, and the moon, and her son/lover/consort, a half-

animal/half-man God of the sun, and all manner of life on Earth.  According to 

Gardner, witchcraft connects an individual to the waxing and waning cycles of 

nature, the sun, the moon, and the seasons, drawing personal power from these 

influences, and fostering a respectful and symbiotic ‘kinship’ with natural forces, 

rather than attempting to control them (Gardner 1954; Gardner 1959). 

 Witchcraft scholar, Chas Clifton, writes that “The story of witchcraft is the 

story of written texts” (Clifton 2006:3), meaning that, after Gardner’s 

publications, other witch-authors, claiming witchcraft as both a ‘survival’ of a 

distant past and a legitimate spiritual practice, published a proliferation of 

witchcraft books that defended witchcraft, and contained lore, rituals, prayers, 

and spells that had never been seen before (Adler 1979; Buckland 1974, 1986; 

Farrar & Farrar 1971, 1996; Fortune 1956, 1957; Graves 1948; Lady Sheba 1971, 

1972; Starhawk 1979).  The common theme running throughout all these 

publications was that Witchcraft is a re-vitalization movement, directly 

descended in some manner from older pre-Christian, European, pagan forms of 

spiritual practice, referred to as “The Old Religion” (Clifton 2006:14-15).  As 
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public interest in witchcraft increased, there followed another period in which 

older books on paganism, ritual magic, sorcery, and folklore, from the turn of the 

20th century, were reprinted (Crowley 1909; Evans-Wentz 1911; Frazer 1922; 

Leland 1899; Mathers 1888, 1903; Murray 1921).   

It was this proliferation of books that: (1) documented the growing 

practice of witchcraft, as witches spoke for themselves, defining their traditions, 

beliefs, and practices, on their own terms; (2) created a witchcraft canon, as 

whole aisles in popular bookstores, such as Barnes and Noble, were devoted to 

the topics of ‘paganism,’ ‘witchcraft,’ ‘new age spirituality,’ and ‘goddess 

spirituality;’ and (3) made witchcraft available to the masses, giving impetus to 

an enormous growth in the popularity and numbers of new Modern Witchcraft 

practitioners.  While some scholars, outside the movement, mainly historians, 

published books on witchcraft, what stands out about witches is their pro-active 

role in being the tellers of their own story, to both themselves and those outside 

the movement. 

 

The Various Traditions of Witchcraft: Structure and Form 

As Modern Witchcraft grew in popularity, both in terms of publications 

and practitioners, there developed a loosely solidified underlying structure to 

witchcraft practices (explored further in the next chapter), as well as the creation 

of various branches, or ‘Traditions’ (capital ‘T’), as witches call them, that fall 

under the umbrella-term ‘witchcraft’.   

Witchcraft “does not possess any formal bureaucratic structure” 

(Magliocco 2004:59); there is no such thing as a Witch President, a Witch King or 
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Queen, a Witch Pope, or any form of Witch Council (for American Horror Story 

fans: in Modern Witchcraft, there is no Supreme).  Rather, witchcraft “is a loose 

association of overlapping and interlocking networks, made up of individual 

witchcraft practitioners, as well as loosely defined lineages,” or Traditions 

(Magliocco 2004:59).  Each Tradition possesses its own set of beliefs, group 

structuring, ritual structures, deities, folklore, and offices held. 

There are far too many separate witchcraft Traditions to list them all, here; 

but I will describe a few of the most significant, as explained to me by my 

research participants:   

At the time that Gerald Gardner published Witchcraft Today, in 1954, 

various forms of witchcraft were practiced in both The United States and Europe.  

In England, Gardner led what is now called Gardnerian Wicca, probably the 

most widely known and practiced of all Traditions, and the foundation of Wicca 

in general.  Gardnerians honor a Goddess of earth and moon, who is held in 

higher esteem than her son and lover, the God, who represents the growing 

vegetation of the earth.  Gardnerian mythos centers on the love and sexual union 

of the Goddess and God, which brings about fertility to the earth.  Group 

structure is made up of covens, led by a High Priestess and High Priest.  As 

earthly representations of the Goddess and God, the High Priestess is held in 

higher esteem than the High Priest.  Covens work “skyclad,” in the vernacular, 

meaning naked, or clad only by the sky.  There is a degree system in Gardnerian, 

and it takes three initiations to be considered a High Priestess or High Priest in 

the Tradition. 

Around the same time, in England, a blacksmith by the name of Robert 

Cochrane, who, some say, despised Gardner, led a group of witches, who called 
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themselves The Clan of Tubal Cain, after the mythological blacksmith Tubal Cain.  

Cochrane’s particular flavor of witchcraft, called British Traditional Witchcraft,  

stood in contrast to Gardnerian Wicca, honoring both Goddess and God equally, 

working fully clothed, and, focusing on ritual ecstasy, as opposed to the fertility-

based mythos of the Gardnerians. 

While Gardnerian and British Traditional Witchcraft flourished in Europe, 

a ‘home-grown’ Tradition existed in The United States, documented as early as 

the 1930s, but said to exist since the time of the colonies, and in Europe before 

that: The Anderson Faerie Tradition (sometimes spelled Feri to differentiate it 

from other uses of the words Faery or Faerie).  The Anderson Faerie Tradition, as 

a formal structured Tradition, had its inception via Victor and Cora Anderson, 

husband and wife, who lived on the West Coast of The United States, first in 

Oregon, and then in the San Francisco Bay Area.  The Faerie Tradition is 

primarily concerned with the maintenance of a witch’s personal power.  In The 

Faerie Tradition, emphasis is placed upon ecstasy, and not formal ritual 

structure, which stands in stark contrast to other Traditions.  Faerie Witches may 

work in covens or alone, and there is no High Priestess or High Priest; all are 

equal in power and esteem.  The Faerie Tradition only possesses one initiation; 

either a witch has been initiated as a Faerie Witch, or they haven’t; there is no 

degree system. 

One last Tradition that needs mentioning is Italian Witchcraft, or what is 

called Stregheria in the Modern Witchcraft movement today, to refer to the 

revitalization movement of Italian Witchcraft.  Stregheria’s mythos focuses upon 

a Goddess, held in higher esteem than her son-lover, the God.  Italian Witchcraft 
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is intimately connected to agricultural cycles, said to be a remnant, or survival, of 

Italy’s feudal past. 

  A witch belongs to a particular Tradition once he or she undergoes some 

form of official training and an initiation into the Tradition.  In this sense, 

Traditions are lineages, since the Tradition is passed directly, witch-to-witch.  It 

should be noted that belonging to a Tradition is not a necessity; a witch may 

choose not to initiate into any Tradition at all, or may belong to more than one 

Tradition; it is all a matter of personal preference. 

It is my understanding that these traditions—Gardnerian Wicca, British 

Traditional Witchcraft, The Anderson Faerie Tradition, and Stregheria, form the 

foundations for all Modern Witchcraft Traditions in North America today, and 

are personally responsible for the first stirrings that brought witchcraft to light in 

public culture.  The founders of these traditions lived during and post the WWII 

era, when Americans and Europeans were re-adjusting to post-war society, trying 

to figure out, culturally, just who they were, in the wake of such a horrific 

incident, and, also, during an affluent time of economic growth and prosperity, 

seen in the proliferation of new automobiles and household appliances. 

The 1950s were a unique time, especially in The United States, as identity 

movements began popping up, claiming recognition, visibility, and rights: The 

Gay Rights Movement and The Mattachine Society, the beginning of The Civil 

Rights Movement by black Americans, and women’s victorious right to vote, 

often hailed as the culmination of First Wave Feminism, and the beginning of 

Second Wave Feminism.  It is little wonder, then, that witchcraft somewhat ‘came 

out of the broom closet,’ as well, during this time, emerging as part of the larger 



 

 62 

cultural processes of numerous social, religious, and identity groups, desiring 

recognition and forming collectives. 

 

Witchcraft as Counter-Culture: Rebellion 

 The 1960s saw the rise of counter-culture movements in The United States 

(Roszak 1969), and also marked “when the seeds of Modern Witchcraft really 

took root” (Carpenter 1996:46-47).  The 1960s were a time when “new therapies, 

values, and lifestyles” (Luhrmann 1991:3) gave impetus to “the breakdown of 

society and an eruption of irrationality and unreason” (Clifton 2006:99).  Birth 

rates plummeted (Clifton 2006:99); divorce rates sky-rocketed (Clifton 

2006:99); mainstream religious service attendance dwindled (Clifton 2006:99); 

wider access to contraceptives facilitated “The Sexual Revolution, the re-visioning 

of sexual behavior” (Clifton 2006:99), and “ephemeral families of choice” 

(Weston 1991) were created in the forms of communes, shared living 

arrangements, co-ops, “tribes” and “covens” (Clifton 2006:99).  Overall, the 

1960s were a “celebration of the abnormal,” a time for Americans to experiment 

with “new forms of art, societal arrangements, interpersonal relationships, and 

religion” (Clifton 2006:99). 

 The 1960s counter-cultural revolution also marks the time when Raymond 

Buckland, a student and initiate of Gerald Gardner, brought Gardnerian Wicca 

from Europe to The United States, where it appealed to subcultural sensibilities, 

grew in popularity, and joined “a wide variety of new religions” flourishing in the 

U.S. (Carpenter 1996:378).  These new religions incorporated the U.S. cultural 

ideals of “rebellion against social injustice” (Carpenter 1996:378), “the 
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exploration of alternative spiritualities” (Carpenter 1996:378), and melded 

together individualism, social politics, and spiritual practices.  It was during this 

time that Gardnerian Wiccans, British Traditional Witches, Streghe, and Faeries, 

were meeting each other for the first time, re-negotiating their ideas about 

divinity and spirituality, and exchanging European and American liturgies, 

mythologies, ritual structures and practices. 

 

A Spirituality Against Oppression: Goddess Spirituality, The Men’s Mysteries, and 
Sacred Queerness 

During the 1960s and 1970s, women involved in the feminist movement 

took up witchcraft as a “feminist spirituality,” or a “woman’s spiritual movement” 

(Hutton 1999:341).  The ‘Witch’ can be said to be “one of the very few images of 

independent female power” in both Europe and The United States (Hutton 

1999:341).  As the U.S. became “the major source of radical feminist thought,” an 

appropriation of the Witch “became virtually inevitable” (Hutton 1999:341).  A 

spiritual practice, that honors and values women’s bodies and women’s power, in 

the form of female divinity, or goddesses, sometimes even to the exclusion of 

males and gods, obviously held an attraction for many females and feminists.  In 

this sense, Modern Witchcraft remained counter-cultural, but also became an 

oppositional cultural movement tied to politics.  Witches not only practiced 

witchcraft, but utilized their private affiliations with witchcraft towards socio-

political change in the public sphere. 

Feminist research, during this time, on the European and U.S. witchcraft 

trials and executions, provided political clout to feminist witches by revealing 

that many of the folks executed for witchcraft were, in fact, not witches; instead, 
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what was left of historical records showed only “the apparent fact that tens of 

thousands of people had been officially done to death, and many more tried, for 

an offence that was wholly illusory” (Hutton 1999:132).  The witchcraft trials 

were “a dreadful mistake,” but a mistake which had cost many their lives (Hutton 

1999:132).  The witches tried and executed were revealed to be no more than a 

dominantly female population of “people who were in some way out of harmony 

with the local community” (Hutton 1999:85).  These findings were easily adopted 

into American culture, “already in massive flux” (Hutton 1999:133), where they 

became anchored as “a liberal tradition of hostility towards religious faith as the 

root of many human ills” (Hutton 1999:133), gave impetus to further exploration 

of alternative forms of spirituality (Carpenter 1996:377), and inspired rebellion 

against both mainstream religions and social injustice (Carpenter 1996:377). 

The “feminist concept of the witch trials” (Hutton 1999:342), became 

synonymous with the evils of patriarchy, first and foremost, but also became 

associated with The Holocaust, and the Nazi mass-murders of Jewish 

populations in Europe (Hutton 1999:343).  Feminist Witchcraft, and Goddess 

Spirituality, “emerged alongside U.S. mass-mediated portrayals of the Holocaust 

sufferings,” and the witch trials were framed as another example of “a group of 

innocents falsely murdered by the State and Church” (Hutton 1999:341).  What 

feminist activists did was “draw upon an existing body of information and 

interpretation, and respond to wider cultural patterns,” by adding the socio-

political categories of ‘sex’ and ‘gender’ to a Holocaust/Genocide model (Hutton 

1999:343).  

Witchcraft became a “female-centered, goddess-centered, spirituality” 

(Hutton 1999:345).  Groups formed that consisted of female-only covens; males 
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were not allowed into this lineage, and these witches, generally, did not venerate 

male deities.  Their witchcraft was political in nature: Goddess Spirituality 

provided a safe space, without the presence of males, for women to focus on 

female empowerment, and heal the wounds of patriarchy and sexism. 

At present, regardless of whether or not witchcraft is practiced in all-

female groups, or mixed-sex groups, the feminist movements’ gendering of 

witchcraft as ‘Goddess Spirituality,’ or ‘Women’s Spirituality,’ remains intact, 

with witchcraft heavily focused upon the divine female.  This may be why there is 

a disproportionate number of female practitioners, compared with the number of 

males in the movement. 

In response to U.S. feminism, men increasingly became aware of shifting 

power relations between the sexes, and felt an “increased vulnerability, 

questioning their own identities and society’s expectations of them” (Castinelli et 

al. 2005:41).  Following the feminist and “personal growth models” of the 1960s 

and 1970s, men came together in “small communities,” or “consciousness-raising 

groups,” in order to address their own sense of isolation and disassociation with 

society (Castinelli et al. 2005:41).  These small experimental groups provided 

men the space for male-to-male bonding, a re-examination of father-son 

relationships (Castinelli et al. 2005:41); discussions and re-negotiations centered 

on masculine cultural models (Castinelli et al. 2005:41); and a focus on self-

awareness and men’s relationship with and to spirituality (Castinelli et al. 

2005:41).  What came out of these gatherings was the Men’s Movement.  In 

essence: 

the movement seems to involve men gathering together to consider what it 
means to be a man today, to positively charge, inspire, and emp0wer each 
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other.  Regular participation is viewed as reinforcing and deepening 
insights into positive male qualities and weakening learned negative 
stereotypes about fellow men (Castinelli et al. 2005:42).   

Basically, the Men’s Movement involved men’s “fundamental attempts” to 

struggle with “personal male authenticity” (Castinelli et al. 2005:42). 

 A spiritual element entered the men’s movement with the advent of The 

Men’s Mysteries, a subcultural precursor to the Robert-Bly-inspired Mythopoetic 

Men’s Movement of the 1990s.  The Men’s Mysteries used Jungian psychological 

concepts to create “a ritualizing process” for engaging with archetypal myths, 

folklore, and personal identities for men (Ferber 2000:229).  The Men’s 

Mysteries involved retreats, where men went off into the woods together to 

explore their ‘manliness,’ discover their “true masculinity,” and enact “ritual 

initiations” into manhood, from one man to another (Ferber 2000:233).  The 

Mythopoetic Men’s Movement took this to the next level, creating “a world of real 

men,” created for men by men (Bly 1990; Ferber 2000:233).  At weekend 

retreats, men could find a sense of “intimacy and connectedness” to other males, 

and participate in rituals and initiations designed “to substitute for absent fathers 

and to restore masculinity” (Ferber 2000:239).   

 In regards to Witchcraft, male witches viewed themselves as: 

dissaociated from traditional sources of power, responsibility, and 
wisdom, resulting in great longings for connection with something bigger 
than themselves and their personal histories: their male community and 
their ancestors (Castinelli et al. 2005:42). 

In response to witchcraft’s heavy emphasis upon the Goddess, male witches 

expressed interest in the gods of witchcraft, the male deity forms, their stories, 

myths, legends, and capabilities (Castinelli et al. 2005:42).  Male witches turned 

their attention towards “The Great Father, a transpersonal symbol of the majesty 
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of masculinity” (Castinelli et al. 2005:42).  Male witches became more engaged 

with gender (maleness) as a form of spirituality, wherein which each man worked 

to “integrate the unique details of his life,” his sex, gender, and sexuality, “into a 

framework of larger meanings in a larger world that he saw and defined for 

himself” (Castinelli et al. 2005:42).   

 Queer men, those whose sex, gender, and/or sexuality, stood outside 

dominant cultural norms, were particularly attracted to witchcraft, because it 

accepted queerness, as opposed to spiritual traditions, such as Christianity, that 

rebuked homosexuality (Evans 1978; Savastano 2007:9).  In witchcraft, 

queerness could be explored as ‘different,’ but valued for its difference (Evans 

1978).  Queers were considered to have more direct contact with the spirit world, 

or to possess strong magical powers, on account of being both male and female 

within one body, walkers between the worlds of both genders, just as witches are 

said to walk between the worlds of both spirit and material planes of existence 

(Evans 1978).  Queer men also shared an intrinsic sense of history with witches, 

in terms of political strife, as mainstream hegemonic society attempted the 

systematic destruction of both groups. 

Gay and bisexual men resisted Wicca’s heavy emphasis on sexual polarity, 

the gender opposites of masculinity and femininity, and the reproductive 

capabilities of heterosexual sexual union, envisioned as the Goddess and God 

who mate to bring fertility and growth to the earth.  Queer men were able to step 

outside Wicca’s hetero-centric schema, focusing on practices and mythologies 

that honored, venerated, and incorporated homosexual relationships, such as the 

mythology of the Greek gods, Apollo and Hyacinth, said to be lovers.  Because 

witchcraft is flexible, meaning that a witch may venerate any deity they please, in 
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any manner they please, queer men took full creative liberty, seeking out “a 

diverse array of spiritual practices” (Savastano 2007:9), and producing 

“intentional spiritual communities” (Savastano 2007:9), for exploring, 

celebrating, re-interpreting, and re-inventing the myriad connections between 

queerness and spirituality.    

While seeking in different ways—female witches searching for the “female 

soul” through feminist witchcraft, and men searching for the “male soul” 

(whether heterosexual or homosexual) through the Men’s Mysteries (Castinelli et 

al. 2005:42)—what both groups underscored, by linking sex, gender, sexuality, 

and spirituality, is that witchcraft is not only about esoteric secrets, mysticism, 

and unseen worlds, but involves “a focus on the very real concerns” of witches’ 

“deepest selves” in their everyday lives (Castinelli et al. 2005:42).  Witchcraft is 

not about escaping the world.  It is about a deeper engagement of the Self with 

the world.   

 

Witchcraft as Nature Religion: The Rise of Environmentalism 

Environmentalism became very popular in the U.S. during the 1970s and 

into the 1980s.  In response, witchcraft became centered on environmentalism.  

If witches claimed themselves as an earth and nature focused spirituality, they 

needed to look at their relationship to the earth, the land, the people living upon 

the earth, acting in ways that honor the innate value of all living things, and 

taking direct action towards both environmental and social justice causes. 

The environmental component of Modern Witchcraft was partly inspired 

by Witchcraft’s proclaimed roots as a pre-Christian agricultural-fertility religion 
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(Clifton 2006:32), but really became a priority with some assistance from The 

Gaia Hypothesis.  According to James Lovelock’s Gaia Hypothesis (1973), the 

planet earth is a self-regulatory system that takes care of itself like a living, 

breathing organism, moving waters and rains where needed, drying out climates 

if there is too much water, growing lush plant-life to regulate oxygen and carbon 

dioxide, and restricting growth if it benefits the overall earth system.  In other 

words, the earth can be seen as a “live and sentient being” (Hutton 1999:354), a 

view “rooted in some ancient ideas and images” (Hutton 1999:352), and derived 

from the modern notion of female divinity as inherently related to the natural 

world (Ortner 1974).  The Gaia Hypothesis (actually named after the Goddess 

Gaia, an Earth Mother) fit only too well into the worldview of witches, who 

already honored a Great Mother Goddess, the Earth Mother, a “single, living 

entity” upon whose very body all life is born, exists, and dies (Hutton 1999:352). 

During the environmentalism surge of the 1970s and 1980s, as people 

realized that “human economic activities [were] altering global climate” 

(Carpenter 1996:55), witches shifted their focus away from magic and spell-

casting, and Modern Witchcraft became a “nature religion,” defined as “a wide 

range of ideas and practices…that make nature their symbolic center” (Albanese, 

cited in Pike 2001:xiv).  Modern Witchcraft “[seized] the position of the most 

environmental religion,” (Clifton 2006:52), and became THE nature religion of 

the 20th Century, a tradition which continues today. 
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Rogue Witches: Self-Initiations and Eclectic Witchcraft 

Raymond Buckland, attributed with bringing Gardnerian Witchcraft from 

England to The United States in the 1960s, introduced the notion of self-

initiation into Witchcraft, a concept unheard of before this time.  The idea of self-

initiation was met with great resistance and disdain, even rebuked as 

preposterous.  Before this time, witchcraft was an unbroken lineage, a tradition 

handed down by initiation, from one witch to another.  Buckland’s idea, that a 

person could self-initiate into witchcraft, meant that there could now be witches 

not associated with any tradition.  The idea of rogue witches bothered many 

formally-initiated witches, because there was concern regarding to whom self-

initiated witches would answer, in terms of their training and behavior?  If 

affiliated with no one in the movement, how could they represent witchcraft?  

Today, the idea of self-initiation is more acceptable, although there are still many 

folks who believe that it takes a witch to make a witch. 

There are numerous witchcraft Traditions in The United States.  However, 

the majority of witches, especially since Raymond Buckland introduced self-

initiations into Modern Witchcraft, are not involved in Traditions, instead 

choosing to be ‘eclectic,’ or, practice what is called Eclectic Witchcraft. The 

majority of eclectic witches practice some form of Gardnerian Witchcraft, 

because Gardnerian material has been made the most public and published.  

However, despite Gardnerian foundations, eclectic witches do not remain linked 

to any one Tradition, and, instead, (1) choose to practice non-formalized rituals, 

(2) have no set rules governing their magic and practice, and (3) work with any 

deities and spirits they choose.  In other words, eclectic witches take what they 

like, leave the rest, and do as they please.   
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A witch may choose to be eclectic (1) on account of an inability to make 

contact with other witches, (2) because they have had no formal training, (3) or, 

as a stance against the ‘dogmatization’ of The Craft.  Eclectics may feel a lack of 

community, or solidarity, with other witches, on account that they do not have 

access to long-standing traditions (at least a few generations past) that initiation 

into a Tradition can provide.  At the same time, they may feel a great sense of 

freedom in their practice.  Freed from any set rules or traditions, Eclectic 

Witches do illustrate just how fluid and improvisational The Craft can really be. 

 

Oppression, Prejudice, and Harassment: False Accusations of Satanism 

One of the most fascinating accusations lodged against Modern Witchcraft 

is that Witches worship the devil.  Once Modern Witchcraft became more public, 

newspapers and The Church labeled it “Satanism” (Hutton 1999:253).  To say 

that witches worship the devil is “something of a conceptual impossibility” 

(Hutton 1999:407), because witches do not actually believe in the devil, nor does 

witchcraft include other Christian beliefs, such as heaven or hell.  Since these 

things do not even exist to witches, it is literally impossible for devil worship to 

occur among witches.  “Since the devil does not exist in witchcraft,” writes 

historian Ronald Hutton, “associating witches with Satan can only be an 

association sustained by those who firmly believe that any deity or deities, except 

their own, must automatically be demonic” (Hutton 1999:407).   

Regardless, one of the most horrible results, spurred by the association of 

Witches with Satan, is “a widespread panic over alleged ritual abuse of children 

by Satanist networks” which have been conflated with Modern Witchcraft by 
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fundamentalist Christian organizations (Hutton 1999: 372).  Rumors and 

rhetorical mud-slinging, via anti-Witchcraft campaigns, news stories, law 

enforcement networks, and social workers, effectively coined the term “Satanic 

Ritual Abuse” (Pike 2001:90), and vilified Witchcraft and Witches, painting them 

as a threat to children, either in the form of indoctrination, or, as a physical 

threat, offering children as a sacrifice to pagan deities.  The accusations of Satanic 

ritual abuse finally ended: 

…in the early 1990s, by the work of an academic, Jean La Fontaine, former 
professor of anthropology in the London School of Economics.  She was 
formally commissioned by the government to carry out a thorough, 
rigorous, and impartial investigation of the claims [of Satanic ritual 
abuse].  The result was a lengthy report which concluded that although a 
few child-abusers had incorporated an element of ritual into their 
practices, there was absolutely no evidence of the existence of an organized 
network of Satanists who made child-abuse a part of their religion” 
(Hutton 1999:372).  

Research reveals that, after careful investigation, “there is no evidence that such 

networks exist, nor that such rites have taken place” (Hutton 1999:288).  Despite 

these finding, Christian fundamentalists continue to talk of Witches and 

Witchcraft as satanic or demonic. 

 Although no cases of true ritual abuse were ever found, “the findings of 

professional organizations seem to have little effect on popular perceptions of 

ritual abuse” (Pike 2001:90).  Lies and rumors of Satanism “are so widespread, 

that they threaten [Witches’] lives on many fronts and impact child-custody 

cases, employment, and educational experience” (Pike 2001:91).  Furthermore, 

witches’ public and private rituals or observances, whether held in public parks, 

or in their own backyards, are sites of harassment, as “neighbors have trespassed 

on [Witches], stolen and vandalized their property, threatened to have their 
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children taken away by social services, and even shot at them” (Pike 2001:91).  As 

such, Witches are a people under oppression, prejudice, and discrimination, 

which holds a very real threat to their everyday lives and livelihoods. 

In order to assuage prejudice and oppression, witches strive to 

demonstrate that there is no connection between witchcraft and “heresy, 

Satanism, mental delusion,” or any other negative attributes projected onto 

Witches (Clifton 2006:73).  By “downplay[ing] magic in favor of religion” (Clifton 

2006:81), witches separate themselves from Satanism, evil magic, and magic in 

general, “pushing Witchcraft as a nature religion of honoring the sacred in all 

living things, and working to heal the earth and its people” (Clifton 2006:82).  

Some witches even disassociate with the word ‘witchcraft,’ using the term ‘Wicca’ 

to denote witchcraft.  Wicca, often translated as an old English term meaning ‘to 

know’ or ‘wise,’ is used as an alternative to the stigmatized word ‘witchcraft,’ 

further separating Modern Witchcraft from the historically negative 

connotations. 

 

European Diaspora: Re-Connecting to Roots 

Witches “think of themselves as inspired by, and even descended from,” 

witches, Druids, healers, and shamans of European lineage (Luhrmann 1991:6).  

From the 1950s to present day, witches have labored to provide historical 

research and an understanding of witchcraft as a practice directly descended 

from a European historical past (Grimassi 1995; Orion 1995).  The daily practices 

of witchcraft highlight ‘European-ness,’ maintaining an expressive culture that 

encompasses deities, practices, and symbolism taken predominantly from 
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European history and folklore, such as identification with “the mystical traditions 

of Eleusis, Orphism, and Mithraism” (Luhrmann 1991:6). 

Witchcraft, as a historical survival, is considered an “indigenous European 

religion” (Clifton 2006:73), and its practitioners a form of European Diaspora.  

As a result of colonialism and immigration, the majority of The United States’ 

populations came from somewhere else, or descended from immigrants; but, “in 

Europe, indigeneity could be claimed” (Clifton 2006:73).  Those living in the 

U.S., with European ancestry, could turn to Modern Witchcraft as a form of 

tracing their bloodlines, their roots; witchcraft is the religion of their ancestors, 

their ‘people,’ before they came to The United States.  

 

 

THEORETICAL CONSIDERATIONS 

De-Territorializing Witchcraft 

 What do we do with this knowledge?  What do we do with this story, both 

oral and textual, of the emergence of witchcraft, and the cultural forces that 

fashioned it along its trejctory?  The above is but a simplistic anthro-historical 

account of Modern Witchcraft’s emergence, from its first public stirrings in the 

1950s, to the coalition of U.S. and European Traditions into a loosely unified 

system in the 1960s, to the proliferation of political engagements that influenced 

witchcraft, such as Feminist Spirituality, Environmentalism, and a re-connection 

to an indigenous European past.  Not only is this witchcraft narrative recalled by 

witches, themselves, but this is also how Modern Witchcraft has been explored as 
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an ethnographic object (Clifton 2006; Davy 2007; Greenwood 2009; Lewis 1996; 

Luhrmann 1991; Magliocco 2004; Pike 2001; Roscoe 1995; Wilborn 2005).   

 But, this story, this narrative told in linear chronological order, while 

helpful as a primer for any exploration of witchcraft, really only describes 

witchcraft as an abstract idea, a ‘witchcraft’ that is believed to be ascertainable 

and known. 

 This is misleading. 

 It is impossible to ‘know all’ about witchcraft, or any ethnographic object, 

for that matter.  There’s just no way to accomplish this.  Witchcraft, from past to 

now, is really “a lineage made up of a network of practitioners” (Magliocco 

2004:64) whose practices are as varied as the number of individuals who practice 

them.  So, instead of treating witchcraft as a monolithic, known object, about 

which we can say “This is witchcraft!” or “This is a witch!”—both dead-ends, a 

false sense of security in fictional definitives that restrict, bind, and block further 

investigation—we should view witchcraft in a productive manner, by following 

the “traces and uncaptured excesses” that remain in the events and circulating 

forms that make up the world of witchcraft (Stewart 2005:1015).   

In other words, I am taking an oppositional stance, here, against 

examining witchcraft as a ‘religion,’ ‘community,’ or ‘subculture,’ as any type of 

preconceived thing, an object which can be fully determined and identified, 

boxed in by the “good theoretical frameworks” (Rajchman 2000:11) that throw 

about common and clichéd concepts such as ‘spirituality,’ ‘magic,’ or ‘ritual,’ as if 

these were totalities, but, which, when examined closely, do not tally anything 

whole, nor do they answer, nor problematize, witchcraft in any helpful manner. 
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Instead of lumping witchcraft into categories such as ‘religion,’ 

‘spirituality,’ ‘mysticism,’ I suggest that we “loosen” Modern Witchcraft from any 

certain pre-fabricated knowledge concerning witches and witchcraft, “tracking” 

witchcraft as a “moving object,” a shifting, sticky, ethnographic object that 

emerges and animates things, that draws people to itself, and is drawn towards 

people, that “effects the state of things,” and “proliferates everyday practices” that 

emerge as people “make an effort to know and understand what is going on,” as 

they desire (or don’t) to be part of it (Stewart 2005:1015).   

Instead of trying to pin witchcraft down, thinking that it can be known in 

its entirety, what is at stake for exploring witchcraft as a world constituted only 

through singularities, events, trajectories, emotions, orientations, attachments, 

and daily practices?   

What happens, then, to this object we are calling ‘witchcraft?’ 

Approaching witchcraft from different angles, to figure out just what it is 

that is happening here, is a methodological perspective that allows witchcraft to 

continuously unfold, always just out of reach, always just barely knowable, yet 

unknowable.  In other words, this problematizes witchcraft in a productive 

manner, a “generous philosophy” (Rajchman 2000:27) that generates a space for 

an exploration of witchcraft in new ways that “include more people than can be 

identified” (Floyd 2009:209), “more spaces than can be mapped beyond a few 

reference points” (Floyd 2009:209), and gives attention to the body, bodily 

capacities, sensations, attachments, orientations, and daily practices, in ways that 

generate new kinds of perspectives and understandings about the human 

condition.  
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Instead of stifling our enquiry into witchcraft, through the use of pre-

determined, dead-end, signifiers, we can liberate witchcraft, draw out witchcraft’s 

strangeness, the “violence or strangeness of what can’t yet be said in the 

dominant or ‘common’ language” of the academy” (Rajchman 2000:10).  Once 

freed, witchcraft can open up to reveal itself as “an ever-unfolding achievement” 

(Berlant 2008:viii)…a little world, unique of its kind.    

  

Witchcraft as a Worlding 

Anthropologist Clifford Geertz famously proclaimed that people are 

suspended in “webs of significance” that they themselves create (Geertz 1973:5).  

Geertz labeled these webs “culture” (Geertz 1973:5).  However, cultures are not 

monolithic, but are made up of multiplicities, unable to be lumped together 

under any strict category.  As scholars, we should attempt to describe cultures in 

ways that do not close up, or bind, definitions of culture, but, instead, allow 

definitions of cultures of remain “as open as possible as a way of life” (Cvetkovich 

2003:9).   

Lauren Berlant and Michael Warner utilize the terms ‘publics’ and 

‘counterpublics’ to get away from bounded definitions of culture, and to describe 

ways of life, lived experiences that are “accessible, available to memory, and 

sustained through collective activity” (Berlant & Warner 1998: 561), in ways that 

“remains alert to forms of affective life that have not solidified into institutions, 

organizations, and identities” (Cvetkovich 2003:9).  In order to open up a space 

for an exploration of the variances within cultures, I find it most useful to view 

the ‘web-spinning’ of culture as made up of “small worlds” (Urry 2004), which 
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collide and meld, overarch, intersect, and transpose, one with another.  To see 

culture as made up of little worlds is to expand awareness from a “universe,” in 

which individuals are presumed subjects, to that of a “pluriverse” of “mass-

produced phenomenological encounters” (Thrift 2011:5) that act as a “series of 

modes of existence” (Thrift 2011:5) structured around “multiple ontologies” 

(Thrift 2011:5), or ways of being in the world.  Witchcraft, then, becomes ‘the 

world of witchcraft,’ one of the ‘little worlds’ of The United States, a “sensual 

activity of world-making” (Stewart 2011:446) in which one may find oneself, 

either deliberately, or by accident.   

The notion of “worlds” (Heidegger 1962), or “worlding” (Stewart 2011: 

445; Thrift 2011:6), the act of co-creating little worlds, is: 

an intimate, compositional process of dwelling in spaces that bears, 
gestures, gestates, worlds.  Here, things matter not because of how they 
are represented but because they have qualities, rhythms, relations, and 
movements (Stewart 2011:445).   

‘Worlding’ comes out of phenomenology, affect studies, cultural geography, and 

is heavily influenced by non-representational theories.  It describes the ways in 

which people situate themselves in their surrounding environments, not in 

bounded, definitive groups, but as ever-shifting, forming and re-forming 

“collectives” or “assemblages” (Latour 2005).  It is a way of discussing the 

relations of “objects unable to be sensed” (Thrift 2010:295), meaning that 

worlding “disables the very notion of a rooted and settled ontology” (Thrift 

2011:6), and, instead, reveals “codes, structures, and definitions” that are in 

constant change, where there is immense potential for the actualization of 

singularities, and an exploration of the ways these singularities converge within a 

space “no longer knowable only in terms of the actual, the movement already 
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taken,” but “can itself shape, detect, and work with the coming-into-existence” 

(Manning 2009:64). 

 The little world of witchcraft is always unfolding, changing, coming-into-

existence, as things get thrown together, dismantled, and thrown together again 

in a new way.  In this world, the subjectivity of ‘witches,’ and that which makes a 

‘witch,’ is not some fixed, knowable, identity or subject position, but a 

polymorphous, unpredictable, multiplicity of “lived affects with tempos, sensory 

knowledges, orientations, transmutations, habits, and rogue force fields” 

(Stewart 2011:446) that manifest from one moment to the next, like a 

kaleidoscope, whose fractured pieces come together to form a mosaic, then break 

apart, or shift in multiple directions, assembling together again, to form another 

mosaic (Levi-Strauss 1962:32).  Witchcraft, then, will never be a finished product, 

a knowable completed sum, but will always be a world formed, co-created, 

engineered, and circulated, where “spaces become inhabited,” and “modes of 

existence accrue, circulate, sediment, unfold, or go flat” (Stewart 2008:72). 

 

Mapping Affect 

 Mapping the world of witchcraft proves a difficult task because it is a 

world of living beings and lived experiences, and, like any attempt to map affect, 

the “cultural traces this world leaves are inadequate to the task of 

documentation” (Cvetkovich 2003:9).  This world emerges when “a we of sorts 

opens, charing the social with lines of potential” (Stewart 2008:74).  The world of 

witchcraft is not a ‘thing’ that stands outside of individuals, outside of their 

bodies, but is only produced through the singularities, events, moments, and 
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‘happenings,’ that their bodies experience.  Exploring witchcraft as a world, or in 

terms of worlding, is a gesture towards opening up a heuristic space, to explore 

the world of witchcraft as only ever made up of “the latest in a long line of 

practitioners” (Magliocco 2004:25), who attempt to meet their own needs by 

adapting their daily practices “to fit the surrounding contemporary cultural 

contexts” of The United States (Magliocco 2004:25).  Witchcraft is an “expressed 

world” (Deleuze 1969:111) that only exists in these individuals. 

 Worlds create subjects, which then create worlds, a dialectic brought about 

as “individuals give to the world a new value in view of the new value of the 

subject which is being established” (Deleuze 1969:112).  The world of witchcraft, 

then, is a space “whose aim is not to create” witches, but is the world in which 

witches are constituted and exist only in relation to other bodies and daily 

practices (Thrift 2010:295).     

 

The Everyday 

Witchcraft exists, in the everyday, and not just within formalized ritualized 

spaces.  I’d like to clarify that what I am differentiating is witchcraft as it 

practiced outside of ceremonial settings.  The word ‘ritual’ can be confusing 

because everything can be a ritual; brushing our teeth is a ritual.  I utilize the 

term ‘formalized ritual’ to differentiate everyday, small repeated behaviors from 

large-scale, formalized, ceremonial settings, which involve larger groups of 

people.  

Witchcraft is a somatic and phenomenological experience.  It is of flesh 

and blood, concerning daily practices in the everyday.  Therefore, I firmly believe 
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that formalized ritual and spellwork needs to be put on the back burner, and 

witches’ everyday experiences highlighted.  An attention to the everyday shifts 

research focus from questions about the irrationality or rationality of magic, or 

the symbolic attributes of formalized ritual, to an attention to the ways that 

witches understand themselves as subjects, co-creating the meanings of their 

everyday bodily experiences, through various beliefs, lived experiences, and 

practices in everyday life. 

Examining the everyday of witchcraft involves examining witches’ “lived 

experience” (Lefebvre 1987:11) beyond formalized ritual settings, in order to sift 

through “what is left over after all distinct, superior, specialized, structured 

activities have been singled out by analysis” (Lefebvre 1991:97).  This means 

examining everyday life as the “ordinary,” the “banal,” the “continual 

recurrence,” the “insistent repetition” of mundane life (Lefebvre 1991:97).  The 

everyday has to do with “routines,” “gestures of labor and leisure,” “mechanical 

movements,” and the relationship between “repetition and temporences” 

(Lefebvre 1984:18-19).  For Lefebvre, the everyday consists of “the inter-

relationship between all aspects of life,” the ways that “daily cycles” take on a 

“natural and rational time” (Lefebvre 1984:19).  As Kathleen Stewart writes, “the 

ordinary is a thing that has to be imagined and inhabited” (Stewart 2007:127).     

What does it mean to study the everyday as a problematic?  The everyday 

is “an impossibly evasive terrain,” because “the everyday will necessarily exceed” 

that which attempts to capture it, quantify it, and analyze it (Highmore 2002:21).  

“A good starting point,” writes Benjamin Highmore, “would be to suggest that no 

form of discourse is ever going to be appropriate to everyday life” (Highmore 

2002:21), elaborating that “the search for the perfect fit between a form of 
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representation and its object (the everyday) needs to be called off” (Highmore 

2002:21).  Although “affect is beyond discourse” (Bertelsen and Murphie 

2010:153), there are forms of representation which are “better suited” to 

discussions of the everyday (Highmore 2002:21). “Meaning that,” writes 

Benjamin Highmore, “while not completely outside representation, particular 

forms of representation are required (Highmore 2002:21).  My own mode of 

ethnographic writing, meaning the use of stories as mutli-meta narratives, is an 

attempt at one of these ‘particular forms.’  

 

Capturing Affect 

Witchcraft is ‘done’ through feelings, sensations, forces.  Therefore, the 

best way to explore witchcraft is through an attention to affect and emotions.  

With the term ‘affect,’ I am trying to draw attention to a conceptual “space for 

human motivation that is nonconscious, noncognitive, nonlinguistic, 

noncoherent, nonrational, and unpredetermined” (Gould 2009:23).  To talk of 

emotions is to talk of the conscious, cognitive, linguistic, coherent, rational, and 

predetermined.  In other words, emotion is “I am happy,” while affect is a pure 

sensation that, while captured, to a degree, within the body, escapes qualification 

or quantification.  How does affect—individual or collective—shape witchcraft?  

In what ways does affect shape or reproduce feelings that give impetus to a 

collective feeling among witches, a feeling that they share the same world?  

Affect and emotions are an “ubiquitous feature of human existence that is 

omnipresent, influential, and meaningful, to every aspect of social life” (Gould 

2009:23).  How people feel can have tremendous effects on their orientations, 



 

 83 

attachments, and attunements, producing particular vantages, while blocking out 

others.  A focus on affect can help to understand the particular workings of the 

daily practices of witchcraft, and how witches come to know and understand 

themselves in relation to these practices, via context, interests, commitments, 

and desires. 

 

A Word on Ethics in Research 

This project was so difficult for me to write up.  I actually experienced a 

complete crisis of conscience during the process.  Witches are very private.  Their 

rituals, prayers, material objects, all, are considered secret.  This is not a secrecy 

in the general sense of the word.  I think that when it comes to talk of secrets, 

there is an implicit assumption that there is something dicey, something really 

juicy, going on.  This is not the case with witches.  Outside of safety precautions, 

against prejudice and discrimination, witches do not keep what they do secret 

because it needs to be hidden, or there is something particularly shady going on 

which requires secrecy. 

I’d suggest that, instead of considering witchcraft a ‘secret,’ it is better to 

consider it ‘intimate.’  By that I mean, the secrecy of witchcraft is the secrecy of 

lovers, of best friends who help each other through difficult matters, of a special 

nickname that is used for someone, only in private, as a form of love.  This is the 

secrecy of witchcraft.  Witches have an intimacy, with the world, with objects, 

with deities, with each other, that is special, and, therefore heavily guarded and 

protected. 
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I would be mortified to find out that a friend was dishing, without 

discretion, about a private matter concerning my life.  That would bother me so 

much, because I want my privacy kept between them and me.  Is this ‘secrecy?’  

Yes, in the sense that I do not want my private details shared.  But ‘intimacy’ is a 

better word, because it conveys the relationship between myself and my friend, 

that is so special, that allows us to keep things just between us.  We do not share 

private details about each other’s lives, with other people, because holding those 

things between us is what builds trust between us.   

This project was difficult because I was privy to intimacies that were held 

as special.  The relationship a witch has to their gods is, to them, as intimate as 

any other relationship, and comes with all the protection and trust-building that 

any relationship involves.  Similarly, witches form relationships with trees, the 

earth, rivers, objects and fetishes, their own bodies, and all of these relationships 

have deep levels of intimacy involved.  To be included in, or to bear witness to, 

these relationships put me in a very difficult position, ethically, because I had to 

negotiate how to describe these relationships, without betraying the intimacy, not 

only of the relationship between the witch and another being or object, but also 

the intimacy into which the witches drew me, just by sharing space with them. 

This brought with it both obligations and responsibilities.  There were 

certain things that I was specifically told not to talk about.  There were certain 

things, that, after a year in the company of witches, I could discern that I was not 

to talk about.  I have no problems with these obligations and responsibilities. 

What this means, however, is that there is a lot of information not here, 

which I had to write around, such as conversation, landscapes, locations, prayers, 

mythologies, etc.  On the one hand, I apologize that these things are not present, 
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as they would give a deeper, richer understanding of what is happening in the 

moment I am trying to describe with my writing; on the other hand, I assume the 

reader will agree with me: that the respect and trust due to this community is 

what takes priority. 

 

ABOUT THIS STUDY 

This project is the result of three years of mutli-sited fieldwork, in the San 

Francisco Bay Area, Austin Texas, and Boston Massachusetts, all areas densely 

populated with witches. 

My overall goal is to problematize anthropological methodologies 

concerning the study of witchcraft.  Witchcraft, in the social sciences, is studied 

predominantly through the vectors of ‘magic’ and ‘formalized ritual,’ despite the 

fact that these practices make up a small fraction of a witch’s lived experiences.  

Witchcraft is a somatic and phenomenological experience that stands in strict 

opposition to transcendentalism and asceticism.  Therefore, expounding upon 

Jane Bennett’s work, I suggest exploring witchcraft through what I call an 

ecology of enchantment, here defined as the ways in which both human and non-

human organisms, and their environments, hold the capacity to enchant and be 

enchanted by one another. 

Witches interact with their environments, each enchanting the other, 

“getting caught up, transfixed, spellbound” (Bennett 2001:5), through a form of 

enchantment that witches call walking between the worlds.  I have chosen to 

refer to the witches’ concept of walking between the worlds as Coalescence, so 

that I might elaborate upon the particular and unique ways that this enchanted 
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state emphasizes somatic attunements and orientations to the extraordinary 

within the mundane of everyday life.  

As an anthropologist I am interested in what an exploration of the 

everyday-ness of witchcraft, outside of formalized ritual settings, brings to an 

analysis of witchcraft.  Instead of exploring witchcraft through such narrow 

frames as ‘magic,’ or ‘formalized ritual settings,’ what does an exploration of 

witches’ everyday lives, through affect theory, queer theory, phenomenology, new 

materialism, and cultural geography, bring to an analysis of witchcraft?  What is 

at stake if we give witches a real and tangible presence in our accounts of 

everyday collective life, one that does not reduce them to representations 

constructed solely on their magical and ritual practices?  Rather than grand 

narratives of mysticism and religious ceremony, this involves the discursive 

exploration of witches’ everyday artistic forms, practices, attunements, and 

orientations, revealing witchcraft as a network of expressive forms and social 

strategies that are strange yet familiar, connected to health movements, 

American spirituality, and queer forms of sociality. 

I have chosen to focus on men in the witchcraft movement, since females, 

or mixed-sex and -gender groups, have already been the focus of numerous 

studies (Berger 1999; Davy 2007; Greenwood 2009; Luhrmann 1991; Magliocco 

2004; Pike 2001, Salomonsen 2002).  In fact, to date, I do not know of a single 

ethnography that focuses specifically on males and masculinity in Modern 

Witchcraft.  My interest in focusing upon males is to understand the ways that 

men creatively engage with the world, and, through what concepts, techniques, 

practices, and materials, do they grapple with innovative senses of self, space-
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production, and social organization, among both human and non-human 

relations in their environment.   

What makes witchcraft unique is that it is a form of enchantment that has 

developed into a tradition.  This is not to say that witchcraft involves orthodoxy; 

rather, witchcraft is a “heterogenous constellation” (Savastano 2007:10) of self-

making, sense-making, world-making sensibilities that are passed down and 

practiced in terms of a lineage.  This differs drastically from the ways 

enchantment has been theorized, and reveals new cultural forms of queer world-

making.   

My research reveals that, it is only through an attention to the everyday 

that the daily practices of coalescence reveal themselves as a shared, lived system 

of associations, a way of making an effort at everyday life that negotiates and 

soothes the fears and anxieties produced in the crisis of the contemporary, where 

capitalist global systems, frayed nerves, and exhaustion are the de facto concerns 

of the general population.  Ecstasy is at the heart of witchcraft; but, not an ecstasy 

experienced only in liminal, formalized ritual, but an overall ecstasy experienced 

in everyday life, an ecstasy that takes the form of a deep sense of inter-

connection between Self and environment that gives impetus to a willing 

responsibility towards innovative forms of engagement, and a deep and 

meaningful relationship with all living things.   
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Project Layout 

The First Section, Theorizing Enchantment: Entering the World of 

Witchcraft, aims to answer the question: what does it mean to have an enchanted 

life?  

Chapter 1, “The Shock of Enchantment,” explores witchcraft as a free-

moving agent with the power to enchant individuals.  Scholars, like Max Weber, 

argue that life has become disenchanted (Weber 1981:140).  The modern world 

posits magic, or enchantment, against science, where science has sucked all the 

enchantment and mystery out of the world.  Jane Bennett argues that the world is 

still enchanted, as people find themselves in “shocking, immobilizing, enchanting 

encounters” (Bennett 2001: 65) that captivate people, momentarily, within 

enchanted refrains.  I aim to explore what is at stake if we give things the agency 

to enchant.  In other words, in what ways do things enchant us, and what does 

that look like?  I discuss the ways witchcraft captures individuals, how it reaches 

out and grabs them, enchanting them in shocking, immobilizing encounters, in 

which an individual is drawn out of the ordinary into something strange. 

Chapter 2, “Seeking Enchantment,” explores what happens after someone 

has been enchanted by witchcraft.  Once an interest is peaked, how do 

individuals, as agents, or seekers, pursue witchcraft?  Still working within the 

framework of Jane Bennett’s theory of enchantment, as an immobilizing, liminal 

moment, of being pulled out of the everyday, into something extraordinary, I 

utilize Derek McCormack’s theories on group engagement and participation to 

explore the ways that neophytes seek out witchcraft, and to what results.    

Scholars theorize enchantment to be fleeting, something momentarily 

suspended but quickly dispersed; people do not live in the space of ecstasy and 
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enchantment.  In Chapter 3, “Coalescence: An Enchanted Life,” I argue that 

theorizing enchantment in this manner is limited in scope, because witches de-

bunk enchantment theories, practicing a form of enchantment that is integrated 

fully into their daily practices.  Thus, witches do not have a life in which there are 

moments of enchantment; they have an enchanted life.   

They call this form of enchantment “walking between the worlds,” 

meaning to be present and functioning in both a multiplicity of physical and 

spiritual worlds that are superimposed upon one another, blurring the 

boundaries between both the sacred and mundane, until the two are seen as one.  

I have taken this concept a step further, through what I am calling coalescence, a 

form of enchantment which can be found, not only in religious or spiritual 

practices, but, in any daily practices.  Coalescence is a particular orientation or 

attunement to all the little worlds  at once.  It is a sensing, an attachment, that 

moves an individual along a trajectory, as they weave in and out of assemblages, 

falling into and out of worlds within worlds, enforcing a connection between an 

individual and their environment because the individual intrinsically feels their 

time and place, their role within, and connection to, their surroundings.  It is this 

intense sense of connection that is the lived, embodied enchantment of 

coalescence. 

The Second Section, Daily Practices Between the Worlds, closely 

examines how witches produce coalescence in their everyday lives, and aims to 

answer the question: how does coalescence emerge in witches’ daily practices?  

The chapters have been organized according to the four cardinal directions, a 

popular motif in witchcraft.  
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For witches, the East is associated with Air, breath, and mental activity (a 

mind quick as the wind).  In Chapter 4, “Self-Knowledge,” I utilize theories of 

Sara Ahmed, Brian Massumi, Gaston Bachlard, and Bruno Latour, to explore the 

ways that coalescence is produced and experienced through talk, the mouth, 

breath, speech, and how these practices co-produce witches’ sense of identity, 

and a form of know-how, a logic of the symbolic and semiotic, that informs 

witches’ knowledge production and sense of Self-orientation in the world. 

The direction of South, according to most witches, is associated with Fire, 

energy, agency and action.  Chapter 5, “Acts of Will,” utilizes Giles Deleuze’s 

theories of “the event” to explore the ways that coalescence is produced and 

experienced through movements, motions, trajectories, and how these practices 

inform witches’ sense of their own capabilities, as free-acting agents.  This 

chapter uses a close reading of Deleuze to explore witches’ magic and spellcraft, 

revealing the sense of pride and accomplishment, that witches feel, from their 

ability to set their will upon their environment. 

The West is associated with Water, emotions, feelings, and intuition.  In 

Chapter 6, “Perceptions, Sensations, and Sense-Making,” I utilize theories of 

perception, sensibility, and feelings, from Bertelson and Murphie, Lefebvre, and 

Massumi, to explore the ways that coalescence is produced through feelings, and 

how these feelings and sensations inform witches’ sense of, and connection to, 

their environments.  Witches engage with their environment through unique 

forms of attunement to their feelings, actualizing and mapping their feelings as a 

way of sense-making, or, what Deleuze calls “inter-individuality” (Deleuze 

1969:110), as a means for understanding what is really happening. 
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The direction of North is associated with Earth, materiality, objects and 

things, stability, and structure.  Chapter 7, “Aesthetics and the (Re-)Production of 

Space,” utilizes the theories of de Certeau, Bachelard, Lefebvre, and Marc Augé, 

on place and space, to explores the ways coalescence is produced through things, 

through material objects, and how these things produce and inform witches’ 

sense of their environments.  Witches’ place- and space-making practices 

encourage unique forms of embodiment and boundary-making, particularly 

focused upon aesthetics.  These aesthetics produce a unique space, in witchcraft, 

whereby witches deliberately take up permanence within non-places (Augé 1995), 

generally meant for travel and not habitation. 

The Third Section, Witchcraft as a Creative Queer Worlding, concludes 

this project with a discussion concerning the why of coalescence: Why is 

coalescence such an important practice for witches?  What are they getting out of 

this form of enchanted refrain? 

In the Conclusion, “The Creative Relationships of an Enchanted World,” I 

suggest that coalescence produces, and is produced, by particular relationships, 

and social obligations, between witches and other things, be they human or non-

human.  Coalescence is a form of interconnectedness that subscribes to the belief 

that all things affect and are affected by all things.  This world-view, when put 

into practice, produces a subjectivity that does not support hierarchies, seeing 

oneself as having mastery over anything, but, rather, sees one’s Self in relation 

with all things.  One does not stand alone, but is always part of a whole, and is 

affected by what happens to that whole. 

Creativity is a driving force in these relationships, since they are 

improvisational; the ways that witches connect, to human and non-human 
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objects, is by forging creative relationships with these objects, through an 

enchanted refrain that requires making an effort, putting forth action, exercising 

one’s will, and being willing to invest in relationships, and the obligations that 

these relationships entail.  It is the actions and obligations of a witch’s creative 

and intimate relationship to all things, producing and produced by the enchanted 

refrain of coalescence, which stands as the backbone to the practice of witchcraft.    
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THEORIZING ENCHANTMENT:  

ENTERING THE WORLD OF WITCHCRAFT 
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Chapter 1: 

The Shock of Enchantment 

 
“The tangible visible world is only one aspect of reality 

-Starhawk 

 

 

Max Weber argued that “life is disenchanted” (Weber 1981:140), meaning 

that the “price” humanity has paid, for the increase in natural sciences and 

rationalism, has been a world in which “wonder, mystery, and the unknown” has 

been “eclipsed” by a world in which there are no “mysterious incalculable forces” 

(Weber 1981:140).  The increase of rationalism and science, wherein one learns to 

relate to things by “seizing upon their structure or logic” (Weber 1981:141), takes 

a “psychic or emotional toll” on human connection to the universe as a whole 

(Weber 1981:331), in the form of lack of community and a disconnection from the 

natural world. 

This view posits magic and science as polar opposites in the modern world 

(Weber 1981:155).  In the enchanted world ‘of yore’ all of nature was divine, and 

agency was equally distributed among humans, nonhumans, all organic matter, 

and all natural forces (Weber 1981:155).  ‘The disenchanted world’ renders all 

materiality lifeless (Weber 1981:155), opposite of ‘spirit’ (Weber 1981:155).  In an 

ironic twist, the more concrete knowledge can be applied towards knowing the 

world, the more meaningless it becomes; it’s a matter of getting so close to 

something that the ‘magic’ is gone.  Material objects become empty ‘stuff,’ 
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creating a sense of loss and alienation from the physical environment (Weber 

1981:155). 

Weber says that the disenchantment of the world is ‘inevitable,’ a process 

that will continue until all curiosities and mysteries about the natural world have 

been diminished (Weber 1930:181).  He does, however, theorize that there are 

“fugitive experiences of magic,” within the calculable world, which sometimes 

“result in rational, calculating individuals’ interests in mysticism and spirituality” 

as a mean of re-enchanting the world (Weber 1981:139). 

Jane Bennett argues that enchanted moments are not solely reducible to 

products of mysticism and spirituality.  For Bennett, the world, itself, was never 

disenchanted to begin with (Bennett 2001:65).  The potentialities for 

enchantment exist at every level of everyday life (Bennett 2001:65). 

What is at stake if we give things the agency to enchant?  In other words, 

in what ways do things enchant us?  And, what does this look like?  What does it 

mean to be enchanted by something? 

In this chapter I utilize Jane Bennett’s theories of enchantment as a 

shocking, immobilizing, encounter that transfixes individuals, and Deleuze’s and 

Berlant’s theories about how worlds open up for individuals, to explore how 

witchcraft, as a shifting, moving, sticky object, initially captivates individuals and 

draws these individuals unto itself.  I am particularly interested in people’s 

descriptions concerning how witchcraft seemed to enter their lives, and what was 

it about witchcraft that they found so captivating?  
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Potentiality: Reynard’s First Witchcraft Book 

Bennett describes enchantment in the modern world as a feeling of being 

“struck” or “shaken,” a “moment of pure presence within wonder” (Bennett 

2001:5), when something “is so striking that it doesn’t remind us of anything 

else” (Bennett 2001:5).  A person’s mind “doesn’t move on to anything else 

because there’s no association to jump to next” (Bennett 2001:5).  Enchantment 

is the moment when time stops, and the individual is “captivated” with “acute 

sensory activity marked by odd combinations of somatic experiences” (Bennett 

2001:5).  Enchantment is the “uncanny and sensuous experience,” when an 

object’s “uniqueness” captivates an individual, “stops” them dead in their tracks, 

and holds them, “fixated,” “transfixed,” “immobilized,” “spellbound,” in a state of 

“wonder” at “meeting something unexpected,” and “being charmed by the 

novelty” of it (Bennett 2001:5). 

Material object have agency to enchant. “The potential stored in ordinary 

things can be palpable” (Stewart 2007:23), as sensory experiences that flood an 

individual with intensities, “a layer, or layering, of the ordinary” (Stewart 

2007:21), that “engenders attachments or systems of investment in the unfolding 

of things” (Stewart 2007:21).  Enchantment emerges with feelings of potentiality, 

a feeling of something-not-yet, of something-yet-to-come, that enshrouds the 

body, spreading out in all directions.  In these moments, anything can happen.  

Matter, itself, “can shimmer with undetermined potential and the weight of 

received meaning” (Stewart 2007:23).   

Reynard is a 40 year old gay male, of mixed French and Italian ancestry, 

living in Western Massachusetts.  He entered his freshman year, at community 

college, in fall semester 1993, at the age of 18.  Being an avid reader, Reynard had 
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taken to hanging out in the university library for hours at a time, reading books, 

predominantly on history, folklore, mythology, anthropology, and sociology.   

One late afternoon, as Reynard sifted through the library stacks, lazily 

perusing each title carefully, he came across a large book, bound in black 

hardcover, tucked a little further back on the shelf than the others around it.  

There was no writing on the cover or the binding.  Allowing curiosity to get the 

best of him, Reynard reached up and pulled the book from the shelf, opening the 

cover to read the title page: Raymond Buckland’s Complete Book of Witchcraft.  

The book felt heavy in Reynard’s hands.  Something about it gave him 

goose-flesh, as if a power emanated from the book, an energy, a vibration.  A 

feeling washed over Reynard, like he had just discovered something that he was 

not supposed to have found, a secret, a mystery.  Although he can not easily put 

into words his emotions at the time, he says that he felt: 

…like this book was meant for me!  Something about this book, its 
placement on the shelf, the randomness by which I found it, the way it felt 
in my hands, the black rough material of the hard cover like brail on my 
fingers, as if the most sensitive parts of my fingertips were running over 
a cat’s tongue, like sandpaper.  I have no explanation for it, but I knew in 
that exact moment that I had to have it right that instant!   

Reynard clutched the book to his chest, and looked up and down the aisles to see 

if there was anyone close by, who might witness an indiscretion.  When he saw 

that he was alone, he stuffed the book into his backpack, right there and then, 

intending to steal the book from the library.   

Reynard made his way towards the library exit, making sure to lift his bag 

high in order to avoid setting off the electronic security sensors posted at the 

library door, which, if triggered, would betray his stow-away, and result in a bag-

search by library security.  Reynard could not let that happen because: 
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…not only would I get in trouble for stealing, but it terrified me to think 
that I would be caught stealing something about witchcraft.  The very 
idea of it scared the hell out of me.  I can’t put my finger on why I thought 
so, but I felt like this book was going to change my life!  I can’t explain it, 
but the book felt taboo and kinda dangerous! 

Reynard made it past security “without incident and without guilt.”  

Later, when Reynard arrived home, he was very careful to ensure that the 

book made it to his bedroom undetected, and with good reason: 

At the time I lived with my mom.  She raised me as a single mother.  I 
never knew my dad.  But my mom was…well is…very Christian.  Very 
religious and very Christian.  She would not have approved, at all, of a 
book about witchcraft, and would have probably brought me to the 
pastor of her church for an exorcism, thinking her baby boy had fallen 
into the clutches of Satanism, or something. 

Reynard hid the book between his bed mattresses, for safe keeping, until a later 

time when he could be sure that he would have no interruptions. 

That night, “dinner lasted forever,” as Reynard could not wait to finally 

steal away a moment to read his book.  Once dinner was over, and Reynard did 

his homework, and his mother went to bed, Reynard was able to relax in his 

room, and felt safe enough to remove the book from its hiding place.  It was a 

little after midnight when he started reading, and he explains that: 

I remember the sun starting to come up by the time I had finished.  The 
book was amazing.  It was like nothing I had ever seen.  I read it cover to 
cover.  It was kinda like a self-paced manual of witchcraft.  It started 
with the history of witchcraft, and then moved into the goddess and the 
god, and then explained the rituals and seasonal festivals of witchcraft, 
and then the later chapters were about tarot card reading, herbalism, 
energy work, and spellcasting.  I’d never heard of any of this stuff before, 
and yet…it wasn’t altogether unfamiliar to me either.  It spoke to me.  
Deeply!  It pulled at my heart like a passion.  It was just mind-blowing!  
The whole idea of it! 

As Reynard read, all night and into the morning, he learned about witchcraft as a 

practiced system; at the same time, the world of witchcraft opened up for 
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Reynard, unfolding for him, enchanting him, and drawing him in.  He felt like he 

was being given a vocabulary for thoughts and feelings that he already possessed.  

Here, in print, Reynard found a world that he already felt was an intrinsic and 

interpersonal part of himself, his mind, his psyche.   

The final chapter of Buckland’s Complete Book of Witchcraft contains a 

script for performing a self-dedication, a ritual devoted to dedicating oneself to 

the practice of witchcraft, and to the deities of witchcraft, the Goddess and the 

God.  After this one initial read-through of the book, Reynard decided he would 

perform this ritual, at the next full moon, and begin his personal practice of being 

a witch. 

Through Reynard’s encounter with his first book on witchcraft, a newly-

developed awareness of the world of witchcraft brought him the realization that, 

out there, somewhere, were real witches who practiced witchcraft, and that both 

he and these witches would share his worldview.  In the words of Lauren Berlant, 

they “would be emotionally literate to each other’s experiences” (Berlant 2008:5).  

As Reynard learned about the world of witchcraft, something about witchcraft 

attracted him; it enchanted him; he desired it; he desired to be a part of it; he 

sought to be in this world, to embrace it.  The simple event of finding an 

unmarked library book became, for Reynard, a moment when witchcraft 

enchanted him, with a “heightened sensuous or aesthetic experience” (Bennett 

2001:37), a “window onto the virtual within the actual” (Bennett 2001:131), that 

was “provoked by surprise” (Bennett 2001:104).  Reynard was shocked, 

transfixed, as a whole world in which witchcraft exists unfolded before him in a 

“momentary state of openness to the disturbing-captivating elements of everyday 

experience” (Bennett 2001:131). 
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New Relations: Daniel Goes to Witch Camp 

Enchantment is a form of emotional attachment that draws upon affective 

states, producing a sense of engagement, making individuals feel “connected in 

an affirmative way to existence” (Bennett 2001:156).  A “mood of enchantment” 

(Bennett 2001:4) gives impetus to relations, because enchanted individuals are 

“more open to the surprise of other selves and bodies and more willing and able 

to enter into productive assemblages with them” (Bennett 2001:131).   

Enchantment is relational, emerging through “circles of convergence” by 

which singularities spread over “bodies in relation to other bodies” (Deleuze 

1969:109-110).  Enchanted worlds are brought into being as individuals express 

themselves, through ways of knowing (Floyd 2009), sensations (Thrift 2010), and 

feelings of ‘being-in,’ or ‘world-being’ (Bachelard 1958).  People feel they have 

fallen into something enchanting, an ‘enchanted something’ that is happening, 

building force, gathering ‘stuff’ unto itself, opening up and fanning out, rippling 

in all directions, causing movements, and influencing trajectories.  Delueze writes 

that “an individual is never separate from a world” (Deleuze 1969:109-110).   

Exploring enchanted worlds, then, through Deleuze, it can be said that enchanted 

worlds only form “in the vicinity of the individuals who occupy or fill them” 

(Deleuze 1969: 109-110). 

Daniel is a 46 year old heterosexual male, of Irish descent, living in Austin 

Texas, who has studied shamanism for many years.  He explains: 

I always had an attraction to shamanism because I liked how shamans 
were portrayed—as having an intimate relationship with their 
environment, the earth’s seasons and cycles, the weather patterns.  They 
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just really seemed to be active participants as a real part of their 
environment, and not just coldly living in it without engaging with it, 
like most people seem to do. 

Daniel’s interest in shamanism reflects a desire to feel engaged, a desire to be 

part of something, and a yearning for ways of knowing, that facilitate some form 

of ‘engaged living.’   

As chance would have it, Daniel came across an advertisement in a small 

local newspaper in Austin Texas for a workshop provided by Michael Harmer, an 

anthropologist, and the founder of The Foundation for Shamanic Studies.  

Harmer travels around the country giving lectures and facilitating hands-on 

workshops that introduce individuals to the concepts and practices of 

shamanism.  With his passion for the subject, Daniel was very excited to hear 

about the shamanic workshops, and registered for the courses immediately. 

At the workshop, Daniel learned more about shamanism, as it is practiced 

around the world.  “The workshop was really a stepping stone, for me,” Daniel 

explains, “and resulted in a great curiosity about the supernatural.”  Daniel 

started passionately searching for more materials, on the subject of shamanic 

spiritual traditions, worldwide.  In his research, he came across Starhawk’s The 

Spiral Dance, in a library, and that’s how he first found out about witchcraft. 

After reading The Spiral Dance, Daniel did a lot of research online, 

especially on Starhawk and The Reclaiming Tradition of Witchcraft.  He explains:   

I found out that Reclaiming hosts something called Witch Camp, which is 
a week-long intensive of trainings, and workshops, and lectures.  So I 
signed up, right away, and off to Witch Camp I went.  And that was 
really where my exposure to witchcraft occurred, where I really felt 
engaged, and really set my feet upon the path to study witchcraft. 

At Witch Camp, Daniel met witches, folks who wanted to be witches, and folks 

who were just there to explore their spiritual options.  They all participated in 
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meditations and guided visualizations, held discussions, and listened to 

Reclaiming witches lecture on the topic of witchcraft and its practices.  This gave 

Daniel the opportunity to meet, and form meaningful friendships with, many 

folks who were ‘like minded.’  Daniel says: 

When I was at Witch Camp surrounded by all those people, sharing our 
experiences, listening to each others’ stories, and kinda going through 
them together, I really felt like I had found my path, my community.  I 
was moved by our ability to connect with each other.  To support each 
other.  To reach out and offer solace to each other. 

After Witch Camp, Daniel officially joined The Reclaiming Collective, and started 

the training that led to his eventual initiation into The Reclaiming Tradition. 

Daniel’s experiences at Witch Camp illustrate enchantment “in relation to 

other bodies” (Deleuze 1969:110), meaning the others who attended Camp with 

him.  Deleuze suggests that individuals “only exist in a world in relation to other 

bodies;” reading witch camp through Deleuze, then, it could be said that ‘Daniel 

the Witch’ only exists in terms of his “vicinity” to these individuals (Deleuze 

1969:110).  He initially learned about witchcraft from a book; but the enchanted 

world of witchcraft, and his ability to be enchanted by it and inhabit space within 

it, only came-into-existence when he, himself, and the other individuals at Witch 

Camp, could both “fill and occupy” this world in relation to one another (Deleuze 

1969:110) in relation to one another. 

  At Witch Camp, Daniel and the other individuals learned, together, how 

to develop a “sensibility” (Bennett 2001:156), an “orchestrated arrangement of 

affectations” (Bennett 2001:156), a “technology of the self” (Foucault 1988), 

through which they could attune themselves to enchantment so that they could 

remain open to it.  Being open to enchantment, then, becomes a “way of life” 
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(Foucault 1981) to varying degrees.  These degrees are ranged, on account that we 

are talking about affective states, which are fragile, tenuous, and unreliable: some 

people may get completely caught up in enchanted moments; others may not be 

enchanted at all; and, there is an entire spectrum of possibilities between these 

two poles. 
 

Events: Malek Gets “Bewitched” 

Enchantment is dependent upon a shift in perspective towards: 

“a generative phenomenality [dependent] upon the construction of the 
world as a surface in continuous motion, a world which depends on being 
able to construct a constant state of provisionality, a world always almost 
there, and thus always elastic in the way it leans into the moment, a world 
of infinite mobilization (Thrift 2011:8). 

An “abiding sense of reality” (Thrift 2011:6) that any event can open up a whole 

world is what allows enchantment to be felt as an ever-“event-ization” (Thrift 

2011:8), an “awhereness” (Thrift 2011:9). 

“Honestly,” says Malek, “my first exposure to witchcraft was through 

reruns of Bewitched.”  Malek is a 44 year old gay male, of Irish and German 

descent, living in the San Francisco Bay Area, California.  He is an initiate of the 

Feri Tradition, and has been teaching witchcraft for five years now.   

When Malek was young, under five years of age, his mother would sit in 

her favorite spot in the living room, on the corner cushion of their enormous, 

shabby-chic couch, and watch Bewitched, while Malek played on the living room 

floor in front of their large console television.  Malek describes how the character 

of Samantha, played by actress Elizabeth Montgomery, immediately fascinated 

him, because: 
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…she was so smart, clever, and could make things happen by wishing 
them to be so.  I was only two or three years old, at the time, but even 
then I knew.  I knew!  I actually turned to my mother and told her I was 
going to grow up to be a witch.  I think she assumed I was joking, of 
course.  But, if I was, it’s the longest running joke in history, then, 
because, 44 years later, here I am! 

For Malek, there was something about Samantha, and witchcraft—or, at least this 

particular, publicly portrayed, form of witchcraft—that he recognized, and 

desired. 

As Malek grew up, he gravitated towards books on mythology and magic, 

“just little books, here and there.”  Greek mythology was one topic that 

particularly interested him. 

Mythology books always interested me because they were presented as 
historical past: here’s a group of people who believed in numerous gods 
and goddesses, even though now we only believe in one god.  And I would 
think to myself: Well, surely, there’s people still around that believe in 
more than one god. 

Malek was a voracious reader, burying his nose into “any book, any chance” he 

could get.  He gravitated towards the humanities, psychology, mythology, 

sociology, “anything that had to do with the human experience,” he explains.  

His interest was in finding out “what relationship does an individual have with 

the divine?  What relationship can an individual have with the divine?”  Malek 

was “opposed to relationships that require intermediaries, or a middle man.”  “I 

believed,” he explains, “that I could talk directly with the divine any time I 

pleased, with no one necessary as a go-between.” 

“I think one of the last sets of books I was reading,” Malek recalls, “were 

those cheesy Time-Life Books, the ones on the occult, all occult subjects.”  He 

elaborates: 
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I’d already had an interest, a fascination, with the occult, and had since 
as young as I can remember.  I’d even say I was born with a 
predilection for supernatural things, stories, and a desire for 
supernatural experiences.  So I read these books, and that’s where I first 
heard about witchcraft, and found that my ideas about being a witch, like 
Samantha, were not that far fetched.  Here were real people claiming 
themselves to be witches! 

Finding out that ‘real witches’ existed ‘out there,’ spurred Malek’s passionate 

search for, and research into, witchcraft.  He read anything he could get his hands 

on, following any leads that he believed would bring him to meet witches, such as 

hanging out in occult shops, and reading politically subversive newspapers and 

zines, in hopes that something would leap out at him and give him a direction in 

which to go.  In other words, Malek shifted his perspective, orienting himself 

towards enchantments, the signs that might lead to witchcraft; he attuned 

himself to them; he paid closer attention to them.  Within a year of fervently 

investing his time and energy into searching, Malek met his first witch, at an 

occult shop.  The two befriended one another immediately, a friendship that led 

Malek to meeting the man who would become his teacher, and starting Malek’s 

official training towards his initiation into witchcraft. 

Enchanted worlds are constructed through events that become generative.  

In Malek’s case, an episode of Bewitched spreads into a trajectory, pushing (or 

pulling) Malek along onto a life path within an enchanted world—a network that 

“envelopes an infinite system” (Deleuze 1969:109-110) of television shows, books, 

occult shops, and personal encounters with witches and daily practices, which 

constitute Malek as a witch, not in any one single moment, but through lived 

experiences, practices, attunements, and orientations to enchantments that shift 

from one moment to the next, from one event to another. 
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“Things (both human and non-human) have the capacity to disrupt 

everyday life” (Ramsey 2009:198) because materiality works “in disturbing and 

unpredictable ways” (Ramsey 2009:198).  It is materiality, the entire 

environment, whether made up of human or non-human bodies, plants, animals, 

etc., that “shake us” (Bennett 2001:5) from our everyday lives into an enchanting 

refrain, a “temporary state of suspension of chronological time and movement” 

(Bennett 2001:5), an “immobilizing encounter,” (Bennett 2001:5), in which “an 

aesthetic disposition” captivates our attention (Bennett 2001:131). 

 

Following Signs: What Rowan Learns at Hogwart’s 

Lauren Berlant writes that “a world operates when a market opens up to a 

bloc of consumers, claiming to circulate texts and things that express those 

people’s particular core interests and desires” (Berlant 2008:5).  When this kind 

of “culture of circulation” takes hold, participants feel as though the things 

circulated “express what is common among them” namely their “ongoing 

attachments” to enchanted objects, and the actions that result from these 

attachments (Berlant 2008:5).  In this sense, then, aesthetics are relational. 

Rowan is a 42 year old, heterosexual, of Irish descent, living in Austin 

Texas.  He is father to four children, two daughters and two sons, all in their 

early-twenties.  Rowan is a native Texan, and was raised on a farm that his 

grandparents purchased when they emigrated from Ireland to the United States.  

His family lived together, in extended family fashion, with grandparents, parents, 

and children, all residing in the same home.  This was particularly important to 

his family because, on the one hand, they saved money by sharing the house 
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expenses, and, on the other hand, it provided for more hands to help out with the 

farm work, the crops and livestock, mainly cows. 

The 1998 release of Harry Potter, in The United States, brought witchcraft 

into Rowan’s life.  Written by British author J.K. Rowling, Harry Potter is an epic 

story about a boy named Harry Potter, and his friends, who discover that they are 

witches and wizards.  They go off to Hogwart’s, a boarding school in the English 

countryside, where wizard and witch children go to learn, practice, and become 

adept at the practice of magic, fully realizing their magical potential.  The book 

series hit America with a blast, sales went off the charts, and Harry Potter became 

a phenomenon unto itself, taking on a life of its own. 

Rowan’s kids bought Harry Potter and became instantly enamored with 

the story.  Rowan’s parents, devout Christians, became very unsettled by this, 

upset that their grandchildren were “learning witchcraft from the book.”  Rowan, 

himself, identifying as a “non-traditional Christian,” was not too upset about his 

children reading Harry Potter, nor was he concerned that the books might be 

teaching them witchcraft.  However, he decided to investigate, and read Harry 

Potter for himself, immensely enjoying the book.  After reading Harry Potter, 

Rowan looked up witchcraft on the Internet, comparing witchcraft, as it is  

portrayed in Harry Potter, with the information that he found concerning the 

Modern Witchcraft movement.  The two were not the same.  Harry Potter is a 

fictional story; it is fantasy.  Although based loosely upon some elements of 

paganism and witchcraft, such as herb lore, spells, and magical training, the story 

of Harry Potter is not grounded at all in the actual practices of Modern 

Witchcraft.   
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What Rowan did learn, however, was that the folkloric and traditional 

daily practices that his grandparents had brought over from Ireland and Wales 

were heavily steeped in witchcraft; or, rather, Modern Witchcraft (as a newer 

tradition) was heavily steeped in the daily practices and traditions that his 

grandparents had passed down within the family.  These included paying close 

attention to the seasonal cycles, keeping particular herbs in special places around 

the home for protection and good health, and leaving small offerings, of flowers, 

food, or freshly killed meat, for land spirits, in order that they might continue to 

give their assistance with the farm.  All of these practices, and numerous more, 

are at the heart of Modern Witchcraft. 

Rowan explains that: 

When I read about witchcraft, I thought: Oh my god, that’s me!  
That’s what I do!  That’s what we do!  These are the little practices my 
grandmother taught me.  You know?  So that’s how I discovered that I 
was a witch.  I really didn’t come into witchcraft as a religion, if it can 
even be called a religion, but more so as these little practices that my 
grandparents brought over from Ireland and Wales. 

Rowan’s online findings prompted him to research more about witchcraft, 

looking for books, seminars, workshops, magical supply stores, anything that 

would help him seek out more information on the subject, and bring him into 

contact with others who shared a similar interest.  Eventually, by word of mouth, 

Rowan heard about The Reclaiming Witch Camp, attended the week-long 

intensive, and started training in The Reclaiming Tradition.  Rowan eventually 

finished his Reclaiming training and took his initiation into witchcraft.  

Rowan was enchanted to find that witchcraft’s “particular stuff” (Berlant 

2008:viii) mirrored, or resonated, with what was already his own ideas and 

practices, part of his ancestral lineage, even part of his genetic makeup.  For 
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Rowan, entering the enchanted world of witchcraft brought comfort because he 

felt that he and other witches already shared an aesthetic, in other words “a 

worldview and emotional knowledge that had derived from a broadly common 

historical experience” (Berlant 2008:viii).  

 

Connection 

Enchantment possesses “magical and extraordinary capacities to forge 

connections with place by disrupting mundane spaces, practices” and creating 

particular encounters within the everyday (Bennett 2001:131).  Enchantment is 

theorized as something shocking, intense, out of the ordinary, that captures an 

individual, pulling them into an enchanted refrain, albeit for a short duration.  

When witchcraft crosses an individual’s path, it has the power to enchant, to 

captivate, to demand a person’s attention for a moment, and pull that person out 

of their ordinary life, in varying degrees, into something else, something strange 

and new.   

What stands out most, to me, in the stories above, is the sense of 

connection that individuals feel to witchcraft the moment it crosses their paths.  

For Reynard and Rowan, it was through a book, for Malek, it was through a 

television show, and, for Daniel, it was through interacting with others at a witch 

camp.  While the means, by which this sticky, floating object called ‘witchcraft’ 

entered each of their lives, the result is the same: there was an immobilizing 

moment of shock and a sense of ‘this is me.’  In other words, the shock of 

enchantment arrived with a recognition, a seeing of oneself in another and a 

connection that the self and other were the same. 
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What does it mean to ‘connect’ to something?  I would have to return to 

the field to gather more data about this, specifically, in the words of participants.  

But it is significant to note that when witchcraft entered these people’s lives, it 

was heralded as a moment of: I have never seen you before, but I recognize that 

you and I are the same. 

However, after the initial shock of crossing paths with witchcraft, the 

enchantment of connection has had its moment, and the person is brought back 

to their everyday lives, but in a different way, for they are different.  They are 

more aware of what Bennett highlights “the enchanting presence of objects as 

well as their relations with absent others” (Bennett 2001:131), meaning other 

witches.  They know something, now, that they did not know before.  What they 

do with this knowledge is the jumping off point for an exploration, in the next 

chapter, of what happens after an immobilizing enchanted encounter.   

 

.    
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Chapter 2:  

Seeking Enchantment 

 

“We don’t have to apologize for our reality” 

-Victor Anderson 

 

 

In the last chapter, I examined how witchcraft, as a moving object, with 

agency, enters people’s lives, and how this encounter opens up a world for those 

enchanted by their connection to it.  When Reynard, Daniel, Malek, and Rowan 

found out about witchcraft, they were fascinated, in the true sense of the word.  It 

captivated them.  It drew them in.  It enfolded them.  It brought new and strange 

thoughts to their minds, and made their bodies feel sensations they had never felt 

before.  But, it wasn’t as simple as merely learning that witchcraft exists; they 

wanted in.  They wanted to be in that world, to be a part of it, to engage with it, to 

explore it.  Witchcraft called to them, and they heeded the call.   

In this chapter I utilize Derek McCormack’s theories on group engagement 

and participation to examine the ways my research participants sought out 

witchcraft, and to what results.  In the previous chapter I was concerned with 

how witchcraft has agency to enchant; in this chapter I am focusing on how self-

identified witches have agency to pursue witchcraft, seek it out, and draw it unto 

themselves?  There seems to be a time-period, between the initial shock of 

enchantment, when the world of witchcraft opens up and unfolds before 

individuals, and, when an individual actually finds themselves in that world, 
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engaging with others in that world, as an active participant in the enchanted 

world of witchcraft.  What happens during this in-between-time, and what forms 

does the pursuit of enchantment take?  

 

Stuck at the Threshold: Jason’s MeetUp 

The first shock of enchantment, the moment when the enchantment of 

witchcraft latches hold of an individual, is often followed by a desire to share this 

enchantment, a desire for further exploration, or “immersed engagement” 

(McCormack 2013:187) with others, to experience enchantment with them.  Once 

an individual identifies lines of enchantment within themselves, they seek to 

enter new enchanted alignments with others, to participate in the world where 

these enchantments exist.  “If we take thinking faculties and affective states into 

account,” writes Derek McCormack, then it can be argued that “participation 

begins even before the decision to participate,” meaning that there is a mental 

and emotional reaching out that occurs before any physical manifestation of 

engagement (McCormack 2013:188). 

Jason is a self-identified gay witch, of Irish and English descent, living in 

Austin, Texas.  He is 29 years old.  I met Jason through another gay witch, Carl.  

It was Carl’s birthday, and he was having a get-together at a fancy restaurant, 

downtown Austin, to celebrate the occasion.  When I arrived at the restaurant, 

Carl was there, surrounded by a table of friends.  I pulled up a seat, and ended up, 

by chance, sitting next to Jason.  We hit if off right away, both of us having a 

warped sense of humor.  When Jason asked what I was doing in Austin, I told 

him that I was doing research on witches and witchcraft, particularly male 
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witches.  Jason got very excited at this news, and told me that he is a witch, a 

McFarlane Dianic. 

At the time we met, summer 2014, Jason had been living in Austin for only 

two weeks.  Jason and his boyfriend, James, had lived in northern California; 

Jason had been accepted to one of the top Chinese Medicine schools in Austin, 

and was here to pursue a career in Chinese medicine and healing arts—

acupuncture and acupressure.  This had been a dream of Jason’s for almost five 

years, now, and it was finally coming to fruition.  Jason was in Austin, in order to 

start school on time, but the relocation had been tough on him; James was still in 

California, taking care of some loose ends, and trying to sell their house.  Jason 

was living in a small apartment, in south Austin, filled floor to ceiling with the 

possessions that had once completely filled a three-bedroom-two-bath house, 

and spent his free time looking around Austin for a home to buy.  Because James 

was still in California, Jason had a bit more freedom, dare I say the kind of 

freedom a ‘single’ person has, and, therefore, until James sold the house and 

arrived in Austin as well, Jason could go out every night.  And so that’s what we 

did. 

Jason and I spent a lot of time together.  We would go out for lunch or 

dinner, and spent the majority of our time talking about witchcraft.  “It’s really 

nice to talk about witchcraft, actually,” he admitted: 

because I’m new here, and don’t know any witches, yet, and I’m not sure 
what I’m going to do about finding a working group [coven] here in Austin, 
or if I even will! I mean, just cuz I bump into another witch does not 
mean that we’ll get along well enough that I want to share magical space 
with them. 
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I suggested that Jason look into MeetUp, which is a free website, specifically 

geared towards bringing folks together in social settings, such as “Austin Stich n 

Bitch,” or “Boston Bikers,” or even “San Francisco Introverts,” which allows for 

networking around similar interests, and provides opportunities for making 

friends.  There are hundreds of groups, and they cover such a large range of 

populations and interests; there had to be something about witchcraft on there.  

 That week, Jason called me to say that there were about four or five 

MeetUp groups, in Austin, specifically geared towards witchcraft. 

Jason: Would you come with me to one of these next week?  I don’t want 
to go alone.  And it will give you some material for your research. 

Dominique: Ha!  You don’t have to bribe me!  Although it will provide 
more data for me.  But I’ll totally go!  We can be friends, too…you’re not 
just some guy I’m researching.  I’m happy you asked me! 

Jason: Well, I don’t really have any friends here in town, yet, and I feel like 
we’re becoming friends, so… 

Dominique: We are friends.  You have been really good to me.  Let’s do it!  
It’ll be great!  In fact, you have to go! You’ve been wanting to see some of 
the witchy folk in Austin, and get a feel for the Austin witchcraft vibe. 

So, the following week, the evening of the MeetUp, I took a bus to Jason’s house, 

excited to see what would happen that night. 

When I arrived, Jason was getting ready.  I mean, really getting ready.  He 

was preparing himself the way I would for a date or a big event.  He brewed up 

some coffee, and I took a seat in the living room, on his large, black leather sofa, 

and played with his dog a bit.  There were still moving-boxes everywhere, with 

narrow paths among them for navigating the apartment, which gave the 

apartment a cluttered feel.  But I had to sympathize: it must be very tough 
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moving from an enormous house, with a yard, and privacy, to a small apartment, 

in a complex, without so much as a patio.   

As I sat on the couch, Jason would take intervals, disappearing into his 

bedroom, and then coming out in an outfit, asking “What do you think of this?”  

I’d give him my opinion, and, then, regardless of what I said, he would disappear 

back into his bedroom, and come out in a new outfit, asking “How ‘bout this?”  

After about his fifth lap back and forth I asked “Are you really that concerned 

about impressing them?”  He said: 

Yeah!  Well, kinda.  I don’t know.  I don’t want to show up looking like I’m 
there to out-do anybody, but I don’t want to show up looking like a total 
scrub either.  But I never know what to wear to witchy events.  I mean, do I 
wear all black?  Do I show up lookin’ like Stevie Nicks?  Should I have 
jewelry and pentacles?  Or tone it down?  I don’t even like wearing 
pentacles!  I don’t know!  I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing! 

For one split moment, I had a vision of myself, before almost any date I’ve ever 

gone on, turning to a friend and half whining: “But what if he doesn’t like 

meeeeeeee?”   

I gave Jason a good ol’ pep talk.  “Well, do whatever makes you feel the 

most comfortable,” I told him.  “If you feel comfortable, then you’re most likely 

to feel like yourself, and you want to feel like yourself.  So roll with that!” 

 Jason finally decided on a pair of dark jeans, and a forest green button up 

shirt, with the top few buttons undone, a light brown shirt underneath, and 

brown leather shoes. 

“I see you went for ‘forest sprite,’” I joked. 

“Is it not good?!,” he cried, “Should I wear something else?!” 

“Ugh,” I said, smiling, “No!  I was teasing.  It’s fine.  You look amazing! 
You’re gonna knock ‘em off their feet!”   
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I, on the other hand, had worn a pair of jeans, with a hole in one knee, converse 

all stars, and a red tshirt with a biohazard symbol on it.  And, I was 

really…really…really starting to regret that now.  After a few more visits to the 

bathroom mirror, Jason was ready to go, and we hopped in his beat up ol’ Volvo, 

and headed to the MeetUp.   

The meeting was held in what witches call a ‘magical supply store,’ 

meaning it sells supplies that witches seem to want in order to practice 

witchcraft, such as candles, incense, essential oils, small silk pouches of various 

colors, an assortment of fetishes, bulk herbs, and books that range on a number 

of subjects on witchcraft.  As we entered the shop, we saw a woman behind the 

counter, in her late 60s or so, with long white hair that flows down to the middle 

of her back.  She was dusting some bronze statues of the Greco-Roman gods and 

goddesses—Eros, Diana, Poseidon, Apollo—that stood about 12” tall.  She looked 

up, without smiling, and said hello. 

The store was small, only about 15 feet by 15 feet.  The glass front let the 

sun shine in, giving the place a light airy atmosphere, and making everything on 

the shelves seem illuminated, shiny, and very colorful.  The carpet was a deep 

purple color, like a king’s cloak, and the walls were sponge-painted a light amber 

color with a layer of deep terracotta swirls over it.  The smell of incense was in the 

air, thick and sweet; I enjoy incense, so I do not mind, but I could see it 

overpowering some folks, causing their nasal passages to flair up, or perhaps 

giving them a sneezing fit and watery eyes.  After looking around the store awhile, 

Jason approached the gray-haired woman behind the counter, and asked about 

the MeetUp.  She lit up, and a smile finally coming to her face.  She explained that 

the MeetUp was held in a “temple room” towards the back of the store, that some 
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folks had already arrived and were waiting in there, and why don’t we “Go ahead, 

make your way back, and we’ll start shortly.” 

Jason and I made our way down a long hallway towards the back of the 

store.  We passed several open doors which lead to small rooms, about 8-feet by 

8-feet.  In one of the rooms, I saw a small table in the center of the room, with a 

chair on either side, so two people could sit directly across from one another.  The 

table was draped in black cloth, and there was a small lamp, about 6” high, 

casting a very small radius of peach colored glow, that barely illuminated the 

room.  An enormous crystal ball, approximately the size of a large cantaloupe, sat 

in the center of the table, and a deck of cards rested beside it.   

Another room we pass was a bathroom, lit up in sickening fluorescent 

lighting.  It was not neatly kept.  There were bathroom supply boxes strewn 

about, no toilet paper on the roll, another roll of toilet paper had just been set 

atop the empty roll, and there were soap stains and smears in the sink.  It 

appeared that not all witches’ spaces were garbed beautifully, draped in 

tapestries, with candles and incense. 

We keep walking and found the ‘temple room’ at the very end of the 

hallway, where four other people waited, sitting on the floor, as there was no 

furniture in the temple room except for a large table at the front of the room that 

looked like a small dining room table.  The table had been draped in black and 

purple cloth, and there was a large tapestry, of a naked woman, hung on the wall 

behind it.  The woman on the tapestry had very large breasts and accentuated 

hips; stars and planets surrounded her, and she held an enormous crescent moon 

above her head, as if it were a bowl (the two points of the crescent moon facing 

upwards).  On the table, itself, was a 12” statue that looked the same as the figure 
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on the tapestry, surrounded by burning candles, herbs scattered about the table, 

some crystals, and, in front of the statue, a large brass bowl, filled with sand, 

upon which a piece of charcoal had been placed.  There was a small indentation 

in the top of the charcoal, so that it was shaped like a little bowl; it looked like 

some mixture of flowers and herbs had been placed into the small crater in the 

charcoal, causing a fragrant smoke to arise, slowly dissipating throughout the 

room.  The carpet in the temple room was the same color purple as the walls had 

been painted, so that the entire room was like one solid purple box, save for the 

white drop-ceiling.   

Jason and I took a seat on the floor, against one wall, smiled, and made 

introductions to the others in the room.  Some small talk ensued: “How long have 

you lived in Austin?” “How did you hear about the MeetUp?” “Do you know many 

witches in town?” “Have you been to one of the public Austin witch festivals?”  

This continued, as, in sets of twos or threes, more folks arrived for the MeetUp. 

Looking around the room, Jason was the best dressed, almost over-

dressed.  And I was not the worst.  Folks arrived in casual dress, anything from a 

simple sundress and flip-flops, to jeans and tshirt, even sweatpants; it seemed as 

if there were no hard rules when it came to dress.  By the time the MeetUp 

started, there are 4 males present, including myself, and 7 females. 

The gray-haired woman, who works the shop, is apparently the one who 

runs the MeetUp.  She settled everyone down, introduced herself, and explained 

that the shop was now locked up, so we should listen for a knock at the door, 

because “there are always late-comers.”  She explained that the MeetUp is a space 

for witches, pagans, and anyone who is seeking or curious, to come and have a 

discussion about various topics, usually picked the week before-hand.  This is just 
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a space for witch-folk to get together with other witch-folk and exchange ideas, 

meet like-minded people, and learn something new from someone else.  The 

topic chosen for this week was ‘daily practice,’ meaning, “what does your daily 

practice entail, how did you get into these practices, and what have been the 

results?” 

We went around, in a circle, taking turns telling the room of any 

Traditional lineages with whom we are associated, giving a brief description of 

how long we have been in The Craft, and describing our daily practices, the ways 

we “connect with Spirit” in our everyday lives.  The gray-haired woman started: 

she is a Reclaiming witch; there were only three two present who are associated 

with Traditions—the shop owner (Reclaiming), and Jason (McFarlane Dianic).  

The others present were solitary practitioners, or so they said; but once they 

started talking, it became apparent that they did not perform much in the way of 

daily practices.  

One woman told the group: 

Well, I don’t belong to any tradition for now.  I’ve been on my own about 
ten years.  I’m mostly interested in Wicca.  I’ve read a ton of books.  I’ve 
just been kinda reading on it for many years.  And that’s where I’m at.  I 
do like being around other witches, but I haven’t really done anything 
myself.  No rituals, or practices.  But I do believe in the Goddess, and I like 
that.  I guess when the time is right I will start doing rituals for myself.  I’m 
just not sure what I should be doing.  Until then, I’m just really enjoying 
reading, and hearing about the different paths that are out there. 

After the woman spoke, Jason gave me a funny look.  The only thing I can 

compare it to is looks I’ve received, in the past, from someone, who wants to leave 

a group setting, or a party, but, doesn’t know how to pull it off without coming 

across as rude. 

 Another person speaks, this time a man.  He says: 
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Myself,  I’m very interested in Druidism4.  I have not actually done 
anything with it, but I’ve been reading about Druidism for five years or so.  
I’d like to start doing some rituals, but I haven’t gotten there yet.  When I 
get a little bit more information, and feel more comfortable, I’ll start 
practicing. 

Again, Jason caught my eye, and the look on his face expressed extreme 

displeasure.  The whole countenance of his mood had shifted, become darker, 

more brooding. 

 When it came time for Jason’s turn to talk, he said: 

Hi.  My name is Jason, and I’m a McFarlane Dianic witch. I’ve been 
practicing about 10 years.  When I wake up in the morning, I take a 
moment to do a brief ground and center, and I meditate, just for a 
moment, about the day ahead, and align myself with my deities’ energies, 
so I feel like they walk with me through the day.  In the afternoon, I’ll steal 
away to a quiet spot at work, and just do a little deep breathing, and a 
check-in with myself, and align again with the Goddess and God, just like a 
little battery boost.  At night, I’ll do a third sit, and try and release all the 
sludge that happened during the day, and get myself in a relaxed state so I 
can chill out at home, and be at ease.  I also do full rituals for both Full and 
Dark Moons, and I honor the Sabbats, either by myself or, normally, with 
my coven, back home, but I am new to Austin, so I do not have a coven, 
here.  Well, yet anyway.  And so I guess my day is busy with daily 
practices, but they keep me grounded, centered, focused.  I use daily 
practice to keep my mind-set well, so that I’m at my best performance 
throughout the day, as a person, as a witch. 

Following Jason’s testimony came a long period of question and answer, as folks 

asked Jason questions like “How did you find your coven?” “How did you decide 

which goddesses and gods to work with?” and “Where did you learn your daily 

practices, and when did you start using them?”  Jason answered all questions 

directed to him; during this time, some folks talk a bit, quietly, amongst 

themselves.  The MeetUp continued in round-table style, as a large, informal 

discussion, where someone chimes in with their thoughts, and then someone else 
                                                
4 Druids are a revivalist movement, based upon Celtic pre-Christian paganism.   They are generally male-oriented, and, 
while not exactly witchcraft, there are enough overlaps for the two groups to remain in close relation to one another.   
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will pick up the thread and talk for a bit, etc., all the while, there were still smaller 

conversations going on around the room, but in hushed tones so as to not disturb 

the main discussion. 

 When the MeetUp was over, everyone seemed very happy, talking to each 

other, exchanging phone numbers and emails.  Jason was extremely quiet, and 

just said to me: “You ready?”  We thanked the gray-haired woman for hosting, 

said our goodbyes to everyone, and left the shop. 

When we were back in the car, Jason sighed heavily a heavy, saying “Well, 

that was a complete waste of time.  I will not be coming back here any time soon.”  

“You didn’t like it?” I ask, knowing full well he did not, but I felt like my role, at 

that point, was to be a good listener, and facilitate Jason’s venting.  He set off on 

a tirade: 

No, I did not like it!  That was terrible!  I mean, nobody there is even a 
practicing witch!  They don’t do anything! And that one lady, whose 
been reading for ten years?!  What is she waiting for?  I mean, how 
much reading can you do before it’s time to get your ass out there, 
girl, and do somethin’!  The MeetUp board did not say that this was 
some kind of group for people beginning, or still just checking it out, it’s a 
MeetUp for folks in it.  I just can’t believe that someone would have all the 
knowledge they need to begin practicing and not start practicing.  I mean, 
I read my first book on witchcraft, and, within six months I was outside in 
the yard, holding the book, fumbling through some of the rituals, but at 
least I was doing it! I mean, what the fuck! I’m so disappointed.  Those are 
not my people. 

The rest of the ride, as Jason drove me home, he discussed how hard it is to move 

someplace, and not know anyone, but also, to not know any witches.  We talked 

about how covens are so tight-knit, almost like a whole circle of BFFs or family, 

that when relocation divides that bond, separating coveners from one another, it 
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can be really hard, because it means finding a new group of people, and starting 

from square one, building that trust and rapport again.   

The following couple of weeks I asked Jason if he would like to give the 

MeetUp another chance, and maybe see if that was just one bad night, an isolated 

incident.  But he said no each time; he wasn’t going back.  He would continue to 

search for his people, but he would have to look elsewhere. 

Jason’s frustration with the MeetUp comes from his judgment of the 

members present, who, having everything they need to begin (in Jason’s 

opinion), have not physically put themselves in a participatory position of actual 

engagement with witchcraft (again, in Jason’s opinion).  They are reading.  They 

are ‘mulling it over.’  I’d use the word ‘processing.’  But if we follow the theories of 

enchantment and participation, this is a form of engagement.  They are engaging 

their minds and emotions.  They are reaching out.  Although they have not quite 

jumped in, feet first, they are not completely outside the world of witchcraft. 

 

A Witch Alone: Reynard’s Inititation 

Enchantment produces a seeking desire within an individual to be 

engaged, meaning “affirm participation as indicator…of engagement” 

(McCormack 2013:187), with a world.  The “promise of participation” is a sense of 

validation that arises when one feels and realizes that they are a contributing 

member” of something (McCormack 2013:187), in this case, specifically, the 

world of witchcraft.  

February, 1994: After finding Raymond Buckland’s Complete Book of 

Witchcraft in his college library, Reynard read through the book in one sitting, 
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reading all night.  He was enchanted immediately.  The book captivated him.  The 

idea of witchcraft captivated him.  It was all so new to him, the belief in multiple 

goddesses and gods (polytheism), and having a kinship relationship with deities 

that did not require obsequious worship.  He was also excited to learn about the 8 

Witches Sabbats that attune to the changing patterns in the agricultural calendar.  

And, he was especially interested in the magical aspects of witchcraft, reading 

tarot cards, divining the future, and casting spells for healing, protection, and 

love.  This was a whole new world for Reynard, and he wanted in. 

But how?  How should he proceed?  What was the next step?  The last 

chapter of Buckland’s Complete Book is an elaborately written ritual script for 

self-dedication into witchcraft.  The script says that it is to be performed under a 

full moon.  The full moon was a couple weeks away; Reynard had time.  There is 

also a love spell included in the book, and this interested Reynard very much.  It 

involves making two dolls, one of the witch, and one of his or her desire, and 

tying the dolls together, thus bringing the two together in love. 

Reynard kept his newly-found fascination with witchcraft a secret from his 

friends.  He couldn’t even fathom how he would tell them anyway; and there was 

something that felt subversive about witchcraft, almost like the more secretive he 

kept it, the more powerful witchcraft felt, as if there was a power in secrecy that 

gave witchcraft an extra charge, an electricity, a heightened feeling of excitement 

at the taboo of it all, like a secret love affair.  So Reynard kept quiet. 

One evening, while Reynard’s mom was at work, and, being a teenager 

with the house to himself, Reynard invited his best friend, Carla, over to drink 

beers, smoke weed, and hang out.  When Carla showed up, she had two other 

guys in tow, who she said were old friends that she wanted Reynard to meet.  One 
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was Todd, about 25 years old, a Dead-Head, following the Grateful Dead around 

The United States, a hippie, for lack of a better term.  The other was Mac, around 

the same age as Todd, also a hippie, a Dead-Head, an artist, a bohemian type.  

The four hung out most of the night, keeping the evening low-key.  But all 

through the evening, Reynard felt an attraction for Mac.  And, on multiple 

occasions, Reynard would look over in Mac’s direction, and find him staring back.  

This made Reynard both excited and uncomfortable.   

Reynard knew that he liked men, sexually.  He was not quite ready to 

throw the label ‘gay’ around, but definitely knew that his sexual preferences lay 

with men and not women.  As of yet, Reynard had not had any experiences with 

men, even so much as a kiss.  It was all attraction and theory at this point.  But 

from the moment Mac entered Reynard’s house, all Reynard wanted to do was be 

close to him, be near him, kiss him.  Reynard liked the way Mac’s face looked, the 

angles of his cheek bones and jawline.  And Mac was funny; he kept great 

company.   

The night ended, and, as everyone left, Reynard said goodnight to them all, 

giving each a hug goodbye, and offering “nice to meet you”s to both Todd and 

Mac.  When he hugged Mac, Reynard immediately got hard.  This was the first 

male erotic touch that Reynard had experienced, and it made him giddy, as little 

sensations of electricity, started in his belly and spread out across his body, to his 

head and fingertips.  Reynard didn’t say anything about it at that time, but simply 

said goodnight, closed the door, and then sat in his living room, reminiscing 

about the evening, about Mac, about looking at Mac, and Mac looking back at 

him, each smiling and then each looking away quickly. 
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It was then that Reynard made a decision: he would cast the love spell in 

Buckland’s Complete Book of Witchcraft on Mac.  It was decided.  This would be 

proof.  If this love spell worked, Reynard would believe in witchcraft, and would, 

then, make his self-dedication.   

Reynard’s mother worked nights, so he would have the house to himself to 

cast the spell.  This was perfect.  He made a list of items needed for the spell and 

went out to buy them the next day: four pieces of red felt, 27 inches of red ribbon, 

a needle, red thread, and equal parts valerian, rosebuds, mugwort, yarrow, 

feverfew, and damiana. 

He meticulously followed the directions of the spell:   

Step 1: Out of red felt and red threat, create two small poppets, hollow, so 

that they may be stuffed. 

Step 2: Into these poppets, add valerian, rosebuds, mugwort, yarrow, 

feverfew, and damiana, as well as some link to the intended representatives, be it 

hair, nails, spit, or semen.  For himself, Reynard used hair and nails.  For Mac, 

Reynard fished a tissue out of the trash into which Mac had blown his nose. 

Step 3: Sew the poppets up completely, and set them on opposite ends of a 

table. 

Reynard paused, looking down at his spell, these two ugly dolls, crudely 

made with felt and herbs, hair and nails and snot.  He expected this to gross him 

out.  And it did, in a way.  And yet, this felt like one of the most natural (literally) 

things he had ever done in his entire life.   

He began to recite the love spell incantation “As I draw these two dolls 

together, so may the spirits they represent be drawn, one unto another….”  As 

Reynard slid the dolls closer and closer to each other, he imagined Mac, his 
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beautiful face and amazing smile.  He imagined what it would be like to spend a 

lot of time with Mac, hanging out together, watching tv together, driving around, 

going places, eating meals together.  He imagined what it would be like to lay 

close to Mac, to feel his body pressed up against his own, to kiss him, to hear him 

breathing as he slept beside him.  He imagined Mac naked.  What would Mac’s 

naked body feel like?  How would he smell?  Did he have a big dick?  And, 

truthfully, what exactly is it that two men attracted to one another do with each 

other sexually? 

Reynard felt the sensation of his hands bump together, as the two dolls 

slid close enough, finally, to touch one another, face to face.  Reynard lay one on 

top of the other, and then wrapped the dolls in the red ribbon, binding them 

together.   

The spell was done.   

It was two days later that Reynard was home, alone, during the evening 

while his mom was at work.  He was watching tv and reading a book in the living 

room when there was a knock at the door.  He wasn’t expecting anyone, and 

couldn’t think who it might be.  When he opened the door, Mac stood before him, 

on his doorstep.  This being only the second time they had seen each other, 

Reynard looked past Mac, out into the driveway, expecting Carla to be with him.   

Reynard recounts the awkwardness of the moment: 

Mac: I’m alone 

Reynard: “Oh! Uh…well, come in!” 

Mac: I can’t.  I can’t really stay, but I wanted to come talk with you. 

Reynard: About what? 

Mac: I don’t really know.  I just know that since I left your house the other  
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night I haven’t been able to think about anything else but you, and I wanted to 

see you again.  To be sure… 

Reynard: That’s interesting.  Because since you were at my house the other  

night I haven’t been able to think about anything but you.  And I wanted to see 

you again.  I just assumed I’d probably have to wait awhile. 

 Mac smiled. 

 Reynard smiled.   

Then Reynard realized he had missed a beat: “Wait…’to be sure’ of what?” 

Mac: ….Would you like to hang out?  Sometime?  The two of us? 

Reynard: I would! 

Mac: Are you gay? 

Reynard: I don’t know. 

Mac: Do you like guys? 

Reynard: I don’t know.  Yes. 

Mac: Well, let’s hang out.  We’ll see what happens. 

There’s no way to include the whole story here—as beautiful a ‘first love’ story 

that it is—but, suffice it to say that Reynard and Mac hung out that weekend, 

their first ‘date,’ of sorts, and Reynard received his first kiss from a man, and Mac 

became Reynard’s first long-term (9 months) boyfriend. 

 Reynard had received his proof. 

 Reynard committed to performing his self-dedication ritual under the Full 

Hare Moon, April 1994.  On the night of full moon Reynard gathered the objects 

he would need into a pillow case, and stashed them under his bed: an incense 

stick, a bowl, a small mason jar of water, a tea light candle, a large stone, a salt 
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shaker, a wine cooler, a mason jar with a small amount of olive oil, and a bundle 

of flowers that he had bought at a gas station.   

 Reynard waited in this room, until about 12:30 a.m., after his mother had 

gone to bed, and he could be confident that she was asleep.  He quietly slid open 

his bedroom window (1st floor), and lowered his pillow case of supplies outside 

and onto the ground.  Then he climbed out of the window, wearing black jeans, 

and a solid black tshirt, to keep from being seen.   

 Western Massachusetts is a rural, farming community, with lots of wild 

land, woods, and mountains.  The houses generally have large yards, and are 

close to natural settings.  Reynard’s was no different.  His house, and the others 

on the street, were lined along one side of the road, while, across the street, lay a 

thick wooded area, part of a nature preserve, which restricted any building upon 

the property.  Thus, while living close to an urban center, the woods provided a 

lovely, secluded feel to the neighborhood.   

 Reynard slung his pillow case over his shoulder, and headed straight for 

those dark woods.  He made his way far into the woods, where he would not be 

seen by the road, and found a lovely spot, where there was a clearing of trees.  

The full moon shone down, illuminating the little clearing in its icy blue light.  

“The moon was just so…big!,” Reynard explains, “…and the pale blue light made 

everything look funny, distorted, on account of its soft glow.”  Reynard describes 

his feelings that night as: 

…excited, and terrified, and nervous.  I stood in my woodsy spot for a 
moment and debated if I should continue.  What if I was caught?  But 
then again, by whom?  Or, what if witchcraft was all bogus?  But I 
knew better.  I had done my spell.  I had tested witchcraft and it passed 
the test.  
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Reynard brushed all fears and doubts aside, and made his final decision to 

perform his self-dedication. 

 Reynard went about setting up everything as perfectly as he could, 

according to the instructions he had memorized in Buckland’s Complete Book: 

incense in the East for Air, a candle in the South for Fire, a bowl of water in the 

West for Water, and a large stone, next to which he placed the salt, in the North 

for Earth.  He then placed the wine cooler, the olive oil, and the bouquet of 

flowers in the center.  Reynard explains:  

When I look back upon that moment, it looks really make-shift; but at the 
time, it was the most beautiful setting I had ever seen.  I couldn’t believe I 
was doing it.  I really felt like I was on the edge of something.  Like 
something big was about to happen.  Once everything was all set up, I 
hesitated only once more, and, as I looked up at the moon, I knew, and I 
slowly removed all my clothing…which I don’t even do in my 
practice today…and prepared my heart and mind for my dedication 

Reynard had initially written the dedication script down on paper, to be read out 

loud; but the moon’s light was so pale that he could not read it once he began, 

and decided, rather than strain to read, he should just fold up the paper, put it 

away, and wing his dedication, improvisational style. 

 He cast the circle, called the guardians, invoked his gods, and dedicated 

himself to them, offering the flowers as a gift.  He felt that “it’s good manners to 

give something before taking something.”  He anointed himself with wine and oil, 

as the ritual prescribed, improvising the lines of his dedication, making it up as 

he went along, stating exactly what he wanted out of witchcraft, and being sure to 

promise only what he could realistically perform.  He then presented himself to 

the four quarters—East, South, West, and North—and introduced himself to the 
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guardians, as anyone would introduce themselves to anyone, cordially, with 

respect, and a smile.   

 And then it happened.  Reynard describes his experience as: 

One moment I was standing there, feeling good about the 
experience…and the next moment, I was standing there, with the 
realization that a long time had lapsed, and that I only had a short 
recollection of it.  It started with a mist; I was finished with everything, 
and when I stood there, looking around, to take in the beauty of the 
moment, I realized that a mist had settled over…everything!  The moon 
was still visible through it, but it was as if a smoke machine had billowed 
out into the woods.  The mist was completely pale blue, on account of the 
moon, of course.  But then I noticed the woodland sounds, starting with 
the crickets, their chirping, their incessant chirping!  So loud!  And then 
there were the frogs trilling, and they, too, were so loud! And it was all 
mist and moon and frogs and crickets and mist and crickets and moon, 
and my whole body was buzzing as if I had electricity running through 
me.  Every cell was hyper-alert.  I became aware that my vision of the 
world was not the same; the only way that I can describe it is that my 
actual sight had changed.  I could see…a little clearer?  More crystalline?  
I don’t know.  But the world just looked lush, and fresh, and alive, and 
breathing, and noisy, and magical, and mysterious, and detailed in a 
way that I had never gazed upon the world before.  I saw every little 
crevice and crack and pattern in the tree barks, leaves, and branches 
around me.  And I felt me, there, with it all, and I felt my place, my 
role, my part, as part of a larger whole.  For the first time, ever, I felt the 
connection between and among myself and everything else… 

And then, I don’t really know what happened.  I have no recollection.  No 
imagery.  No memory.  Just a chunk of time gone.  Slowly I felt myself 
kinda ‘come to;’ I was standing there—I hadn’t fallen down, which was 
good!—and I felt cold, and was suddenly very aware that I had no 
clothes on!  I had the distinct feeling that a large amount of time, larger 
than I would feel comfortable with, had passed.  I had been somewhere, 
by which I mean, I do not believe that I physically went anywhere, but 
my spirit, or consciousness might be a better word, sure as hell was 
gone for awhile.  I think I had some kind of nature-induced, or gods-
induced, trance, journey, astral projection, vision quest type thing, which 
I knew nothing about at the time, and, truthfully, had not planned, nor 
did I necessarily even want it.  But, whatever happened, it felt like it 
should have, or was supposed to. 
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“I had a good feeling about it,” Reynard says, smiling, “it felt good.  It was 

almost as if I knew my initiation had took, for lack of a better word.  I was in!” 

 Reynard felt it was time to make his way home.  He put all his clothes back 

on, thanked the guardians and the gods, opened his circle, packed up his supplies 

back into his pillowcase, and tromped home “with a joyful heart.”  He climbed 

back into his bedroom window, and saw that it was now almost 5 a.m..  He had 

been out in the woods for over four hours, yet, to him, “it only felt like an hour 

and a half, or two hours, max!”  Reynard got undressed in the dark of his room, 

which was quickly becoming more and more cobalt with the quickly approaching 

dawn.  He lay awake in bed, in a state of “pure ecstasy, vibrating from head to 

toe,” and he waited for sleep to come.  “I knew that night,” he says, “that I had 

felt the power of the gods, they had engaged with me, accepted me, and that we 

had entered a relationship with one another.” 

 After Reynard’s self-initiation, he spent all of his free time—and, there was 

a lot of it, as a teenager—studying witchcraft, and “honing” his gifts, skills, 

practices, and creating rituals that worked for him.  Since he was a solitary witch, 

this involved much trial and error, learning by experiment.  “I just did the best I 

could,” he recalls, “but I was very dedicated to my studies.”  Reynard 

remained a solitary practitioner for about 4 or 5 years.  “But,” says Reynard, 

“even through there is something to be said for the freedom of working alone, I 

did yearn for community.” 

 Conversion is defined as “a complete transformation in worldview in 

which old beliefs are rejected and new ones take their place” (Manning 

1996:310).  But, we gain deeper insights into the processes that scholars call 

conversion if we view ‘conversion stories’ also as “an imperative to go beyond the 
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self” (McCormack 2013:187), beyond a world of one, “through a range of 

techniques” (McCormack 2013:187) that center on “involvement” (McCormack 

2013:187) in a world, here, specifically, involvement with the world of witchcraft.  

With a focus upon engagement and participation, I would like to suggest that, 

what scholars generally call ‘conversion stories,’ might best be framed as 

participation stories or participation narratives for the purpose of this project. 

 

Seeking Others: Reynard Goes to the Witches’ Sabbat 

Participation “is never reducible to the intentional act of an individual” 

(McCormack 2013:188).  Instead, participation “takes place through relational 

assemblages of bodies, materials, concepts, and affects” (McCormack 2013), 

producing “a co-fabrication, a co-production, that involves more than one 

participant” (McCormack 2013:205).  Here, I’d like to add that participants 

should be thought of in terms of both human and non-human.  Participation, the 

act of joining others in ‘immersed engagement,’ “doesn’t mean anything is 

possible” (McCormack 2013:205).  What it means, according to McCormack, is 

that there is no telling “what might happen, what kinds of refrains might be 

generative of what kinds of world[s]” (McCormack 20103:205).   

It is a popular axiom among witches to say that “If your desire is strong 

enough…a teacher will appear.”  After Reynard’s self-dedication, he practiced as 

a solitary witch for almost five years, all the while looking for a coven to join.  “At 

some point,” explains Reynard, “I started to take risks, and admit ‘I’m pagan,’ or 

‘I’m a witch,’ to people I felt comfortable around.”  These risk-taking confessions 

finally paid off, at college, where Reynard met another student, Siobain, who 
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confided in Reynard that she worked in a coven, and invited Reynard to come 

and visit.  So he did. 

Siobain’s coven was an Alexandrian coven, in Western Massachusetts.  

Reynard set up a time to visit, so that he could go and meet the coven members, 

the High Priestess, the High Priest, and see if there was some chemistry, there, 

that might lead to Reynard becoming a coven member.  Reynard was invited to 

the coven’s Beltane Sabbat, a spring celebration held, by many witchcraft 

Traditions, on the eve of May 1st, that celebrates the heart of spring, the blooming 

flowers, and the earth’s fertility.  The earth is thawed out enough, and the risk of 

frost gone, so that the soil is ready for seed-planting.  With these overtones—

fertility and seed planting—Beltane is a sexual celebration, and a celebration of 

sexuality in general.  As the earth is fertile and ready for seed, so do many witches 

celebrate Beltane with sexual activity outdoors, mirroring what is happening 

within their environment.  This is also a time to think about what ‘seeds,’ 

metaphorically, witches would like to plant: what plans are they looking to 

accomplish during the year, and how will they plant the seeds (in other words, 

what needs to be done) to bring that plan closer to fruition?  

Reynard was honored to attend Beltane, but he was nervous too; being a 

sexual festival, what awaited him?  He had never worked with a coven before, and 

he admitted to himself that he: 

had no idea what would happen.  I mean, there’s a lot of literature out 
there describing witchcraft and witches as having orgiastic frenzies, with 
mind-altering drugs and sex, all wild and animal-like.  I was freaked the 
fuck out that my first coven celebration would be on the Sabbat most 
known for fucking!  At the same time…I was kinda excited, y’know!  Like, 
this might actually be my first witch orgy or something! 
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Reynard was given the address where the coven was meeting, and prepared 

himself for his first witches’ Sabbat.   

 He wore faded blue jeans and a plain bright red tshirt that was simple, but 

he felt like “the red attracted attention and made me feel kinda sexy and visible.”  

He drove himself to the Sabbat location, parked his car in the street, and took a 

few moments to look at himself in the rear-view mirror, fix his hair, check his 

teeth, and gather his nerves. 

 Finally, he got out of the car, and looked around at his surroundings.   He 

was parked in front of a large, red-brick apartment building, with large glass 

doors that opened right out onto the sidewalk of one of the busiest streets in 

town.  “The rent for this place must be insane!” he thought to himself, as he 

slowly walked up the sidewalk towards the lobby doors.  Once inside, he buzzed 

the apartment number he had been given and awaited a response.  “Hello?” came 

a woman’s voice from the speaker box.  Reynard introduced himself, saying “I’m 

a friend of Siobain’s,” and the glass lobby doors loudly buzzed open.  He took an 

elevator up to the fifth floor, and found the apartment, knocking awkwardly on 

the door.  His nerves were starting to kick in now, and he felt slightly upset in the 

stomach, and found himself starting to sweat profusely. 

 When the door swung open, a woman, in her mid-forties, wearing some 

kind of expensive looking, black, flowy dress with an equally flowy black blouse, 

greeted Reynard.  The silver stiches and sequins on her dress and blouse sparkled 

in the hallway lighting.  Her hair was a mix of brown with some gray in it, and 

flowed down to about the center of her back.  She smiled a very large, warm 

smile, saying “Hellooooo dear!” and Reynard saw a twinkle in her eyes; this was a 

woman who had seen things, and had many secrets.   
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 She introduced herself as Francis, and ushered Reynard into the 

apartment, which was enormous, with shiny, dark, hard-wood floors, castings, 

and doorframes.  The walls were painted a very light amber color which, 

combined with the wood, made the space feel like it was warm and glowing.  

Reynard was led through a couple rooms of the apartment, first a kitchen, and 

then a dining room, and finally into a living room, in which sat 12 other 

individuals, of various ages, all smiling at Reynard as he entered.  “You’re our 

good luck charm, tonight,” Francis half-whispered, “as you make us a complete 

thirteen!”  Reynard smiled, taking this as a compliment.  

 Introductions were made, all around, and Siobain was already there, 

which put Reynard a little bit more at ease, but not all that much; it was still a lot 

of people to meet all at one time.  There were 9 women, including Siobain and 

Francis (the High Priestess of the coven) and 4 men, including Reynard.  

Everyone was very friendly, and asked Reynard the usual questions, such as 

“Where do you work?” and “What types of things do you do in your free time?” 

and “What Tradition do you adhere to?” and “How long have you been 

practicing?”  Reynard answered all questions as cordially as possible, but started 

trying to deflect attention from himself.  With so many people asking questions, 

and hanging upon his every answer, he started to feel the type of nervousness 

that arose within him when he went for job interviews. 

 Among the folks present, Reynard met Eric, the High Priest of the coven.  

He was a tall man, in his late forties, about 6’5”, and thin as a rail.  “He looked 

like a wolf,” Reynard says, “because he was tall, and lean, and thin, and gray, 

and bearded, and chiseled jawed…he just looked like he could easily turn into a 

werewolf or something, but he was sweet, and kinda gentle, which made me 
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comfortable right away.”  Eric spent a long time talking with Reynard, and after 

awhile, Reynard lost the ability to determine if Eric was straight, but very friendly 

and comfortable in his own skin…or, if he was hitting on Reynard, by standing 

closer, smiling more, and taking an extreme interest in Reynard.  Reynard did not 

know whether to accept or decline the advances, at this point.  Was it a test?  

Shouldn’t he remain on his best behavior?  There was something very ‘don’t-shit-

where-you-eat’ pinging in Reynard’s gut, so he pretended that he didn’t notice 

any of Eric’s advances, and just played dumb. 

 After awhile of talking, and drinking, Francis said that it was time to start 

things, and everyone should get themselves ready.  All the coveners dispersed in 

various directions and there was a lot of commotion, an excitement in the air, a 

buzz, or a frenzy, a growing intensity, like waiting for someone to come home so 

everyone can jump out and yell ‘surprise!’  Eventually all extra clothing, food, 

purses, backpacks, stemware, and wine bottles were cleared from the living room.   

The large coffee table that stood in the middle of the room was moved into 

the dining room, and a smaller, round, wooden table was placed in the center of 

the living room.  Over it was draped a large green cloth, that appeared to be 

hand-made, with stitched and sequined patters of flowers, bumble-bees, and 

trees, designed onto the fabric.  On top of this was placed a 12” tall statue of a 

naked woman on the left hand side of the table top, and a naked man on the right 

hand side of the table top.  Between them was placed a very large, brass, incense 

holder into which someone was placing a large piece of charcoal, on top of which 

was sprinkled incense, which sent voluminous mists of fragrant smoke wafting 

upwards towards the living room ceiling, only to remain there suspended for a 
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short time, before billowing out of the room to fill the other rooms of the 

apartment. The smoke smelled of roses, lavender, and sage. 

“You know,” Eric said quietly to Reynard during the hustle and bustle of 

setting up the ritual space, “that, as Alexandrians, we practice naked, like the 

Gardnerians.”  “Oh…yes, I know,” said Reynard, trying to play it cool.  He had 

read that Alexandrians perform their rituals skyclad, or naked; however, he had 

not arrived this evening planning to be naked in front of anyone, and it occurred 

to him, for the first time, that he had never had to make this type of decision.  In 

his whole life, “should I, or shouldn’t I, get naked in front of this entire room full 

of strangers” had just never come up.  As people continued to talk and get 

everything ready, the voice inside Reynard’s own head was the loudest, wrestling 

with the idea that, in a few moments, he was about to be butt naked!  It didn’t 

help any that, when Eric spoke to Reynard about ritual nakedness, he had the 

most mischievious glimmer in his eye, and a bit of a crooked smile that confirmed 

for Reynard, once and for all, in that moment, that Eric was either gay or 

bisexual, or something, and that Reynard was the primary object of his affections. 

Once everything was set up in the living room, everyone settled there, and 

waited as Francis and Eric went about the room, looking everything over, and 

making sure that everything was in its place.  They turned to everyone, with 

satisfied looks on their faces, and everyone stood up; a tacit agreement had 

occurred; things were beginning.  Everyone shuffled off into other rooms of the 

house, to remove their clothing, and neatly fold them, or toss them into a pile 

onto the floor, where they would be out of the way.  Reynard went with Siobain, 

who started undoing her shirt and pulling her bra off.  “You okay?,” she asked 

him.  “Nervous about being naked with a bunch of strangers, but, other than that, 
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yeah, I’m good,” he told her, starting to undo his own pants, and pull them down 

around his ankles and off over his feet.   

Francis and Eric dimmed the house lights so that the only light in the 

whole house was the glow of street light sneaking in through the windows, 

despite the shades being closed.  Eric lit a single candle upon the altar.  Francis 

and Eric cast the circle, called the guardians, and provided much of the Beltane 

ritual structure, in call-and-response manner.  The coveners, except Reynard, 

seemed to know when to say their parts, and Reynard just made the best of it that 

he could, much like attending any ceremony in which a person has a gist what is 

happening, but still needs to look left and right to follow the lead of folks who are 

more familiar with what is happening.  The ritual was very structured.  There 

were particular parts meant to be performed by particular members of the coven, 

and the script seemed to follow a sequence that Reynard did not know, but it did 

not seem all that out of sync with his gut feelings.  The ritual had ‘flow.’ 

After much of the talking portion of the ritual was completed, the spring 

welcomed, the Goddess and God of spring given attention, and offerings laid 

before the altar, Francis said 

As it the time of spring, the time of seeds, the time for putting seeds into 
the ground, seeds which will bear fruit in the fall, the seeds of our dreams 
and desires, which we will also bring to fruitfulness as we strive ever 
towards our goals, may we, as witches, honor the Goddess and God, the 
earth, the universe, and join in the energy of the spring, the fertile energy 
of seed-time, and plant seeds of our own!  As the flowers blossom, opening 
themselves up to the sun, so do we open ourselves up to the gods and to 
our lovers.  As the flowers, nature’s sexual body parts, bloom in their 
fullness, may we, also, bloom in the fullness of our own sexual desires, our 
own bodies, our own lust…. 

And the candle upon the altar was blown out in one quick ‘huff’! 
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 The room was suddenly pitch black.  Reynard stood in his spot, waiting for 

his eyes to adjust.  He hadn’t realized how much light one candle could cast, and 

his eyes could see nothing but odd shadows the moment the faint light had 

disappeared.  He could hear shuffling about, giggles, whispers, and before his 

eyes could fully see any actual shapes in the room, he felt a hand slide into his, 

and pull him, gently, away from the ritual space, away from the living room, 

down a corridor, a side hallway of the apartment, lined with a few rooms on each 

side.  As his eyes adjusted more and more to the dark, he realized it was Eric that 

had taken his hand and who was leading him down the hallway.   

 The definitions of Eric’s body became more and more discernable, his 

strong back, his thick butt, large muscular legs, and powerful walk; he walked 

with power!  Eric lead Reynard into one of the rooms off the hallway; it was a 

bedroom, darker than the living room or the hallway, with all the shades drawn 

but no street light visible through the windows.  Eric had with him a bottle of 

wine and he collapsed onto the bed with a small laugh.  Reynard climbed onto the 

bed as well, and lay on his side, propped up on one elbow, gazing at Eric, trying to 

see all of his facial features in the dark, which was impossible.  Eric was just a 

silhouette with a voice. 

 Reynard recounts his first moments with Eric: 

 Eric: Are you comfortable? 

 Reynard: I am 

 Eric: Are you nervous? 

 Reynard: I am 

 Eric: You can go at any time.  Please do not consider this any sort of coven 

requirement.  I just think you’re sexy.   I wanted you the moment you walked 
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through the door.  This has nothing to do with the coven.  It’s just my luck that 

Beltane brought you here, and here we are… 

 Reynard: I can go at any time…yet, here I am!  I think you’re sexy, too.  

But I’m nervous.  This is all new to me.  But I do want to be here. 

 Eric opened the bottle of wine, and the two men lay on the bed, talking, 

laughing, drinking, two dark silhouettes, not relying on the physical, on sight, but 

becoming more and more intimate by connecting to stories, to talk, to soft 

touches in the dark.   

 Eric and Reynard spent the entire night together. 

 When Reynard woke up, he found Eric still sleeping beside him.  He gently 

climbed out of bed, so as not to wake his lover, and made his way back down the 

hall towards the common rooms of the apartment.  The kitchen was divided by a 

long counter, with the sink and stove one on one side, and a row of stools, for 

sitting, on the other.  Francis was cooking breakfast, and a few coveners were 

sitting on the stools.  Everyone was in good spirits, chatting away, laughing, 

eating scrambled eggs, fresh fruit, mimosas, raisin toast, bacon.   

 Reynard was greeted with knowing smiles, slaps on the back, and some 

teases, such as “Well, look who it is!” and “Did you sleep well, honey?,” implying 

that everyone knew what had happened between Reynard and Eric.  But 

everyone had paired off with someone, so the teasing was friendly, even 

celebratory.  “Let’s get you some breakfast, dear, and restore some of that 

strength!” said Francis, with a knowing smile, as she made Reynard a heaping 

plate.   

 As Reynard ate, Francis explained that the coven was going to take the 

afternoon to hang out at the town park, bring blankets, have a picnic, and just 
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enjoy the sun, the day, each other, and relax.  “If you don’t have anything to do 

today,” she said, “we’d love it if you came along, and enjoyed the day with us.”  

Reynard had no plans, and so agreed to go along.  He liked these people.  He 

wanted to spend more time with them.  “Good,” Francis said, smiling, “it will give 

you and me more time to talk.” 

 At the park, the coven found a beautiful spot, where there were plenty of 

trees for shade.  The spring sun was warm, and birds were chirping.  The coven 

spent the greater part of the afternoon, together, just hanging out, relaxing.  This 

gave Francis and Reynard time to talk.  She told him the history of the coven, how 

her and Eric came to know each other and lead the coven, the coven ideals, the 

coven rules.  She said that if Reynard wanted to join, as a student, he was 

welcome.  There would be a trial period, which, if it went well, would be followed 

by Reynard’s official dedication as a student of the coven.  Francis said she had a 

good feeling about Reynard.   

Reynard liked everything Francis said, and did join the coven, first as an 

outsider, but then as a formally dedicated student to the study of Alexandrian 

Witchcraft.  He made it to his first initiation.5 

Reynard loved working with a coven.  But Alexandrian turned out to not 

be his “path.”  He felt the rituals were too scripted, rigid, there was not a lot of 

room for improvisation.  He would do rituals with the coven, but found himself 

having to do rituals on his own, at home, to make up for what he wanted out of 

his witchcraft: an ecstatic experience.  “It was hard to meet a group,” he 

explains, “and then realize that it wasn’t ‘home’, knowing that I knew of no other 
                                                
5 There are various initiation systems within all the Traditions.  Some only have one initiation.  Others have 
multiple initiations, with a final degree title.  Alexandrian is a 3-initiation tier system, the 3rd initiation 
being the final tier, and the full title of Alexandrian Witch.  
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groups.”  Reynard eventually, respectfully, withdrew himself from the coven, 

ending his training in Alexandrian Witchcraft.  He continued to work alone, as a 

solitary witch, for a couple years, before, again, meeting a group of witches that 

caught his attention, a group of Streghe in Western Massachusetts.   

Reynard stumbled upon a magical supply store, which was owned and 

operated by a woman named Maria.  Reynard started frequenting this store, 

because he liked the atmosphere and because the products were home-made and 

of impeccable quality.  There was also something about Maria, herself.  She was a 

“really great lady.”  She was in her 50s, had bleach blond hair, puffed up big, like 

Stevie Nicks.  She wore all black, as some witches do, but “she looked like a biker 

chick,” with black tight jeans, black low-cut tops, showing off a lot of cleavage, 

and black eye-liner, painted to wing out to the sides, giving her cat-eyes.  “She 

was beautiful, honestly,” says Reynard, “a goddess in her own right.” 

After frequenting the store often, Maria mentioned, in passing 

conversation, one day, that she had her own coven.  Reynard was instantly 

interested and talked with Maria about training in her coven.  She made an 

appointment for Reynard to come into the store and meet with her, and to talk 

for an hour or so.  When Reynard arrived for their meeting, Maria had some 

paperwork with the coven’s history and ground rules.  She explained that they 

were Streghe, coming out of the lineage of Leo Martello, as well as family 

traditions that had been passed down in Maria’s family.  All throughout the 

conversation Reynard and Maria seemed to be on the same page.  She told him: 

If you really want this training, I want you to take all of this home with 
you, and read it good.  I need you to ask me for training on three 
separate occasions.  This is a time for you to explore your own heart, 
and make sure that you really desire this.  So we’ll part today…and…if you 
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really want training…then, I’ll see you two more times on this matter.  And 
if you end up not wanting training, no hard feelings, honey.  You’re a sweet 
kid. 

Reynard went home that day, knowing already that he would be asking two more 

times.  He returned a week later, and asked Maria for training.  “Ok, honey, that’s 

two.”  He came back a week later to ask again.  When he did, Maria sat across 

from him, staring at him, without any expression on her face.  This was an 

intense moment, as Reynard could not discern what she was thinking.  Finally 

she smiled, a dangerously crafty smile, saying “Ok, honey.  That’s three.  It is 

done!”  Reynard was given directions to Maria’s house, where the coven 

meetings were held, and was instructed to come at the next full moon. 

 Reynard did as he was told, and, the night of the next full moon, he met 

the coven, and started his training in Stregheria.  “This spoke to my French and 

Italian roots in a way that Alexandrian did not,” says Reynard: 

These streghe were amazing folks, and a lot of their Craft clicked with 
me.  They felt each witch was responsible for his or her own behavior, no 
three-fold-law.6  They practiced trance possession, Their rituals involved 
animal sacrifices, where the meat would be used to feed everyone at the 
ritual.  They had a wilder, earthier, flare to their witchcraft.  The 
problem that I had, fitting into this group, was that the symbolism, the 
actual ritual signs, tools, sigils, and magic, were very different to me, and 
never really connected to my core. 

Reynard goes on to explain: 

The best way I can explain it is like this: when I say the word ‘apple’ in 
English, I feel it.  What comes to mind is the round red fruit, white and 
mushy on the inside, grows on trees, with seeds inside it, baked into pies 
with cinnamon on top.  Despite the arbitrary relationship between the 
word ‘apple’ and that object I’m describing, there is a connection, to 
me!  I feel that.   

                                                
6 The “Three-Fold Law,” among some Witchcraft Traditions, is the idea that whatever you put out into the 
universe, be it good or evil, will come back to you three-fold.  It is important to note that this axiom is NOT 
adhered to by all Traditions, and is considered not to be old, but a creation of Gerald Gardner.  
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I do not speak Spanish.  When I say the word ‘manzana,’ which is 
Spanish for apple, communication happens, of course; I mean, I just said 
the word manzana, and a Spanish speaker will know I mean an apple.  
But I feel nothing, and there is no resonance with the word manzana, 
with what I’m saying.  I’m just saying it.  The link is just not there, for 
me.   

That’s how this particular tradition of Stregheria was for me, 
unfortunately.  I say unfortunately, because I adored them, and really 
do wish I had connected more to the mythology and rituals.  But it just 
didn’t happen. 

Reynard explains that he learned a great deal about magic from the Streghe, 

lessons in magic that he still uses today, and stresses the integrity of the Streghe, 

which impressed him the most.  “But,” he says, “I wasn’t quite home, yet.” 

 Reynard describes how his Streghe training came to a close: 

One day, the High Priest of the coven, being the gentle but wise man that 
he is, called me out.  He said that I was welcome to stay as long as I 
wanted, I would always have a family here, but that he could see that I 
was left wanting more.  His frankness didn’t bother me.  I was more 
bothered by the fact that my ‘wanting more’ was that apparent.  I 
was concerned I might have made them feel bad, hurting their feelings, 
which would devastate me.  I loved these guys.  Love!  Present tense.  But 
I didn’t hurt them.  The High Priest explained that the Streghe just 
understood me better than I understood myself, at the time, and they 
knew I had nothing but love for them, and respect, but I had not yet 
found ‘home’ 

Reynard agreed to take some time away from the Streghe, in order to search for 

whatever ‘it’ was that he was looking for.   

It was right around this time that Reynard crossed paths with a man who 

was an initiate and teacher in the Anderson Faerie Tradition.  As the two became 

closer friends, they started to talk about Faerie, which Reynard found “clicked” 

with him, “at least on paper.”  The Faerie teacher: 

…gave me a couple exercises to try at home, and these really clicked 
with me.  So I transitioned out of Stregheria training and into Faerie 
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training.  I found that all and any Faerie material that came my way just 
seemed to make sense.  The exercises, the energy work, the personal daily 
practices, the flow, the symbols and signs, the deities and each Feri’s 
relationship to deity.  It all just worked for me, and came naturally.  It 
was my ‘apple’.  I did not have to think about it.  It was a part of me 
already.  It felt as natural as my own DNA.   

Reynard has stayed with Anderson Faerie Tradition since then, the longest of any 

of his Traditions or trainings.  “There is an applicability to the magic of the 

Faerie Tradition that just really works for me.,” he says, “I dunno…it just feels 

like home.”  

 Within an enchanted, participatory refrain, there is no way of knowing 

“what new ways and relations of becoming…however minor…might emerge” 

(McCormack 2013:205).  Alfred North Whitehead calls these innovative 

emergences “novel togetherness” (Whitehead 1978:34).  As witches seek out 

those who share their worldview, they co-create new forms of novel togetherness 

through the particular styles of the working groups and covens in which they 

participate.  These groups join together to practice witchcraft, together, co-

experiencing the world as a collective. 

 

Encounters of Promise: The Right Place & The Right Time for Carl 

Alfred Whitehead’s term, “novel togetherness” (Whitehead 1978:34), can 

be used to describe group structures in witchcraft, such as working groups and 

covens.  However, sometimes finding a group proves to be a daunting task. 

Carl is a 25 year old gay male, of Germanic descent, living in Austin Texas.  

He has been a solitary witch for about five years now, ever since he first learned 

about witchcraft from The Spiral Dance, written by Starhawk.  Carl is “sick of 
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being alone,” and desperately desires to be a part of a coven, but he has not yet 

found one.   

Carl has met many witches, but he has not clicked with them enough to 

join their covens.  Joining a coven is one of the strongest bonds between witches, 

and often times a coven will become closer than family.  Covening together is not 

to be taken lightly; it is a full-time commitment, and requires “perfect love and 

perfect trust” on the part of all witches involved. 

Carl wants to work with a group, very badly; it is all he talks about.  His 

heart aches for the companionship, support, and closeness a coven structure 

provides.  He remains hopeful, however, and believes (despite his on-going 

search for about 5 years now) that the right coven is “just around the corner.”  He 

goes about his days looking for signs in individuals and situations that would give 

him a clue that he has found his brother/sister witches, and a working coven to 

join.  All encounters he has during his day are filled with an ambivalent sense of 

hopeful longing and disappointment, as each night he returns home with no new 

witch friends or coven contacts. 

“You say that you are always looking for signs,” I say to him one day, 

“perhaps this is all a sign that you are meant to just work alone, without a 

coven?” “No,” he protests, “I just haven’t been in the right place at the right time 

to meet the right people yet.  But our paths are destined to cross sooner or later.  

It’s inevitable.”  “Y’know,” I say, “sometimes I find that a relationship comes 

along when I stop looking for one.”  “No,” he says, “the gods favor those who put 

in effort.  If I don’t at least meet the gods half-way, it will never happen for me.” 

In witchcraft, group participation is not always an option.  Just because 

one seeks does not always mean that one finds. 
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Participation 

 After the initial immobilizing encounter with witchcraft, enchanted 

individuals seek participation in the world of witchcraft.  It seems there are four 

forms to this participation.  The first, like the MeetUp participants, is reading and 

researching more about witchcraft, and talking with other people, to get their 

ideas about witchcraft.  While Jason was disappointed that the MeetUp members 

were not at the same level of commitment or daily practice as himself, if we look 

at participation and engagement through McCormack’s theories, then the group 

members can be seen as participating in witchcraft, mentally, emotionally, 

affectively.  They may not be doing much, for the time being, in terms of ritual or 

ceremonial practices; but they are engaged, and they are participating. 

The second form of participation is solitary witchcraft.  Reynard’s story 

exemplified this, when he snuck out of his house and self-dedicated himself to 

being a witch, formally signaling his entrance, participation, and engagement, 

with a group of people, who formally practice witchcraft, in their own way, on 

their own time.  But, Reynard’s story illustrates that there’s a drive to be involved 

in a larger group; he says “I did yearn for community.” 

The third form of participation in witchcraft is joining a coven, study 

group, or working group.  Reynard’s story continues to illustrate his attempts to 

find the “community” he spoke about and desired, first with one group, then 

another, and finally another.  It was not as simple, for him, as just locating the 

nearest group, and joining; there seemed to be criterion required for his complete 

devotion to a group.  Joining a witchcraft group seems to require (1) resonance 
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with the actual practices of the group—the rituals, gods, goddesses, symbolism, 

mythology, etc., and, (2) a deeply felt trust towards all members of the group. 

The fourth form of participation that I will talk about, here, is desiring a 

coven, but being in a position where the opportunity to join one has not yet 

presented itself, and, more importantly, may never present itself.  Like Carl, 

individuals who want to join the witchcraft movement may either never meet up 

with a group to join, or may never find the group that they are looking for.  Their 

search becomes a search for community that they feel is ‘out there,’ somewhere, 

and, each day becomes a day that they may find them. 

What these stories underscore, as a whole, is that, after the initial moment 

of contact, when witchcraft enters a person’s life, and captivates or enchants 

them, they can choose whether or not to engage with the enchanted refrain of 

witchcraft in various ways, if at all.  They can actively seek witchcraft out.  

The enchantments we are talking about, still, are those highlighted by 

Bennett; in other words, enchantment as immobilizing encounters with the 

strange within the familiar, that stop individuals in their tracks, captivating them, 

and holding them, fixated.  These are moments of enchantment in an otherwise 

ordinary life.   

The overall goal of this section on enchantment is to answer the question: 

What does it mean to have an enchanted LIFE.  Therefore, in the next section I 

will expand the definition of enchantment, moving out from theories of 

enchantment as momentary and fleeting, and, instead, exploring what it means 

to integrate enchantment so thoroughly into one’s life that one’s entire world is 

an enchanted refrain.  
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Chapter 3 

Coalescence: An Enchanted Life 

 
Witches, spiritual seekers, or priestesses, 

Need to be able to hold many realities 
as possibilities at the same time 

-T. Thorn Coyle 

 

 

In chapter one, I discussed how witchcraft has agency, as a shifting 

ethnographic object that enters people’s lives, affecting them (or not) through the 

enchantment of their encounter with witchcraft.  In chapter two, I examined how, 

after the initial enchantment of witchcraft entering their lives, individuals have 

agency to pursue witchcraft in a few ways that actively seek to draw witchcraft 

closer to them, to bring them closer to engagement and participation in the world 

of witchcraft.   

According to enchantment theories, people do not live in a state of 

enchantment; it is something that occurs, for a short duration, and then people 

return to their ‘normal,’ everyday lives.  Enchantment is positioned as a special 

thing, separate from everyday life.  But is this true?  What does happen when 

people return to the ‘real world’ from an enchanted moment or refrain?  Whether 

it be Rowan, who found witchcraft in a Harry Potter book, or Daniel at witch 

camp, or Reynard, who is a practicing witch within a group of others…what 

happens when the immobilizing moment of enchantment is done?  What 

happens when the book is finished?  When witch camp is over?  When Reynard 
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and his coven-mates finish their ceremony, and leave the framed, enchanted 

settings of formalized ceremony and magic?  In this chapter, I would like to 

explore the ways that enchantment is integrated and embodied in witches’ 

everyday lives, and provide a language for talking about this form of everyday 

enchantment in a way that sets it apart from ‘enchantment’ as an immobilizing, 

shocking, short-term, moment.    

 

Limitations of Enchantment Theory: The Witches Circle 

The ways in which enchantment has been theorized by Weber and Bennett 

suggest that enchantment is an immobilizing, shocking, moment, between things 

or objects, that stops the ‘Enchanted One’ in their tracks, pulls them out of the 

real world into an enchanted refrain, that can not be sustained, but does involve 

affects, sensations, and feelings, that linger after the enchantment is gone, or has 

worn off.  It is these enchanted moments, and the affects that they involve, that 

open up an individual’s awareness to enchantment, the fact that the world is 

indeed enchanted, and enchantment is there to be found, or captured, in small-

scale, ephemeral, events. 

This view of enchantment reminds me of the anthropological debates that 

center around notions of ‘sacred’ versus ‘profane,’ where sacred objects or times 

are surrounded by taboos, prohibitions, and restrictions, that do not apply to 

profane objects and times (Douglas 1966; Durkheim 1912).  These restrictions are 

what set apart sacred as sacred; they make it a ‘thing’ that stands out as special.  

Reading enchantment through these theoretical lenses, it can be said that 

enchantment theory does the same concerning enchanted refrains, where 
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enchanted moments are ‘sacred,’ something set apart as special, in relation to 

real, everyday life, which can be considered ‘profane.’  Enchantment is viewed as 

glittering moments of something special in an otherwise dull world.  There is the 

potential at any moment to be enchanted; but the whole world is not an 

enchanted world.  In other words, if enchantment, like the sacred within the 

profane, or the ceremonial within the ordinary, is something that happens only 

once in a while, a momentary, immobilizing event, “thrilling us for a short time 

only” (Aune 2002:34), then this is a life in which there is enchantment, but this is 

not an enchanted life.   

This is the same mistake that scholars, who have taken witchcraft as their 

ethnographic object, make in their research: they focus upon the formalized 

rituals of witchcraft as the moments of enchantment.  For them, the formalized 

rituals of witchcraft—group rituals (Magliocco 2004; Salomonsen 2002), public 

festivals (Pike 2001), and group settings for learning magic (Luhrmann 1991)—

are the time when persons are enchanted, when people are ‘caught up’ in 

something.  This produces a binary between ‘enchanted’ and ‘real world,’ or 

‘sacred’ and profane,’ where enchantment occurs in intense, ephemeral ritual 

moments, experienced in a “liminal space” (Turner 1979), a space set apart from 

the everyday, that a person enters, but can not stay. 

This is not to say that formalized rituals are not important in witchcraft.  

One of the first things, to which many new witchcraft practitioners are 

introduced, is what witches call “The Magic Circle,” one of the most often-

misunderstood aspects of witchcraft, by scholars on the subject.  In Witchcraft, 

formal ritual practices take place within a “consecrated circle” (Berger 1999:16; 

Carpenter 1996:60; Hutton 1999:397; Ivakhiv 1996:239; Magliocco 2004:99-
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100; Pike 2001: 14; Starhawk 1987:72) that is formally “erected” (in witches’ 

vernacular) when it is desirable.   

The following is a combination, of field notes and the interview responses, 

in italics, of one informant, Christopher, which give in-depth details about the 

formal ritual practice of “erecting the circle.”   

 

The Guardian of the Crossroads has been conjured, summoned, and, for 

what feels like about an hour, songs have been sung to the Guardian and offerings 

left in the center of the circle—small toys, pieces of candy, shiny objects like tops 

and dice, and a large pile of fruits such as bananas, plantains, and cantaloupes.   

Christopher steps forward and picks up a black-handled knife off the altar, 

and stands in the center of the space, breathing deeply for a few minutes.  Facing 

north, he aims the blade of the knife downwards, towards the floor.  He walks in a 

circle, clockwise, about the space, North, then East, then South, then West, and 

back to North, with the blade aimed downwards, seemingly tracing a circle on the 

ground that encompasses everyone present.  As he walks, he says: “I conjure and 

cast this circle, to be a meeting place between the worlds, to be a vessel 

containing the energy raised within it, and to be a sphere of protection, from 

within and without.” 

The knife is black-handled because black is a color that draws, and the 
knife is a symbol of power, you want it to draw and direct power and 
energy…We walk around our circle clockwise, because we are following 
the direction of the sun.  In the southern hemisphere, like Australia, they 
walk their circles counter-clockwise.  The circle is seen as a magnifying 
glass.  It amplifies what happens within it.  When we cast a circle, we 
visualize energy, or mana, from ourselves, pouring out, down through 
our extremities, and actually laying, like a ring of blue fire, upon the 
ground.  We are literally constructing a circle, a boundary.  Does this 
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really happen?  I think so.  Can you actually see it?  Not always.  Can you 
feel it?  I know I can.  But does everyone?  Not always.  Do I think it’s 
real?  Yes I do.  I mean, what does ‘real’ even mean?  There are a million 
things in this universe that we can’t see, that we don’t even KNOW exist 
yet.  They are no less ‘real.’ 

Back at the north, Christopher replaces the blade upon the altar, and picks 

up a small bowl of water, into which he sprinkles some salt.  Starting again in the 

north, Christopher re-traces the path he took with the blade, walking around 

those present, sprinkling water on the ground, saying: “By water and by earth do 

I cleanse this circle, to be a meeting place between the worlds,…”  When he 

completes his circuit, he then takes the bowl of water, and, standing before each 

person present, rubs a dab of water upon their forehead. 

We cleanse by water and earth.  Some call these feminine or goddess 
elements.  I don’t see them that way.  I think all the elements are found 
within all the gods and goddesses.  None belong specifically to one or the 
other.   

Back in the north, Christopher replaces the water upon the altar, and picks 

up a small bowl into which a burning charcoal and incense have been placed.  

Starting again in the north, Christopher re-traces the path he took with the blade 

and the water, moving the incense through the air, saying: “By fire and by air do I 

consecrate this circle, to be a meeting place between the worlds,…”  When he 

completes his circuit, he then takes the incense, and, standing before each person 

present, passes the incense back and forth around their body, starting at their 

feet, and ending with the top of their head. 

We consecrate by fire and air, by smoke, by sage smudging.  Once an 
area is cleansed, a void has been left, like emptying mud out of a bowl.  
We must fill the void.  It’s the exchange of energy.  Something goes, 
something takes its place.  We cleanse the space, then we imbue it with 
something. 
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Back in the north, Christopher replaces the incense upon the altar, and 

says: “And thus, the circle is cast.” 

Christopher takes his place in the circle of participants, and another witch, 

Zoe, steps forward.  Everyone turns to face the East.  Zoe calls out: “Guardians of 

the Elements of Air, we ask your presence here this night, to protect us, to lend us 

your energies, and to aid us in our bidding!”  Zoe holds her right arm straight out 

in front of her, and with her right pointer finger, she draws a large star in the air, 

towards the direction of the East.  Everyone present does the same.  Then Zoe 

turns to the south, and repeats these gestures, changing the invocation to suit 

each direction. 

I don’t know where the calling of the guardians comes from, exactly.  
There are many traditions around the world that work with the four 
elements, and guardians or angels attributed to each direction.  I think 
even the ancient Greeks had four winds.  In Witchcraft, we have 
guardians.  They are the absolute embodiment of the elements.  For 
example, I don’t think we have to debate that fire exists.  It exists in 
candles, stove-tops, cigarettes, camp-fires, volcanoes…but the guardian 
of fire is the very essence of fire.  Maybe I would call it the epitome of fire.  
Or…perhaps…hmmm.  It’s almost like describing a mother, and then 
describing ‘motherhood.’  Y’know?  ‘Motherhood’ is more abstract and 
bigger and encompasses everything that has to do with mothering.  Yet, 
the guardians are not abstract.  They are no more abstract than an 
exploding volcano is abstract.  But within each guardian is the very 
‘essence’ of each element.  Not even ‘within’….the guardians ARE the 
elements.  And we cultivate relationships with them, with the elements, 
and their attributes.  We work with these energies in our lives.  When we 
call them to the circle, we are also calling them up within ourselves.   

When all four directions are finished, Zoe takes her place back in the 

circle, among the other participants, and another witch, Gillian, steps forward.  

She holds her hands outstretched overhead, reaching towards the sky, so that her 

whole body is in the shape of an X.  Everyone in the circle does the same.  Gillian 
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calls out: “Mother Goddess, Lady of the Ocean, Harvest Mother of the 

Bourgeoning Fields, White Moon Among the Stars, we have gathered here, 

tonight, under the full moon, to honor you.  We ask that you descend upon our 

circle…” There is a moment of silence, and a heaviness seems to fill the space.  

The air gets thicker.  The candle on the altar flickers, but no wind is detected.  I 

sway, because my body feels heavy, and I almost have to take a step backwards to 

keep myself from toppling over. 

I don’t know why the goddess ‘pose’ is arms outstretched upwards.  Since 
my first introduction to witchcraft, this is just how it has always been 
done.  I have yet to see another pose, honestly.  Different groups of 
witches call to the goddess in different ways, whether it be a prayer, or a 
invocation, like we do.  I know some, like The Faerie Tradition will drum 
her in, or call her right down into the body of one of the witches present, 
to walk about the circle, like divine possession.   Some don’t even call 
upon the Goddess.  It’s all a matter of taste.  But after the guardians of 
the circle are called, some form of deity is usually asked into the circle. 

Gillian steps back into the circle of participants and another witch, 

Raymond, steps forward.  He crosses his arms over his chest, both hands held 

with the middle and ring fingers bent, and tucked underneath his thumb; pointer 

finger and pinky finger upright, the sign of Horned God of the witches.  He calls 

out: “Dark Lord of the Earth, God of All Life and Death, Father and Warrior, the 

Hunter and the Hunted, who breathes life into every living thing, and who is 

there at the end of that life to guide souls to the Land of the Dead, we ask your 

presence, here.  Descend upon our circle…”  The air within the space gets even 

heavier.  My head swoons.  I almost feel a little tipsy, a bit drunk.  But I adjust, 

and I soon become comfortable within the heaviness.  It has the feeling of being 

underwater. 
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If Goddess and God are called together, the Goddess is always called 
down first, and then the God, because the Goddess existed first, and then, 
out of Her, came the God, much the same way that a baby is female first, 
and then either stays that way, or develops into a male.  Some witches 
consider them to be two different beings.  Some witches think of them as 
two polar opposites of the same being.  I think if you asked ten witches, 
you would get ten different answers. 

The main ritual is performed, a full moon ceremony, for attuning to the 

Goddess as Mother, abundant, powerful, the essence of fulfillment.  Witches 

believe that drawing energy and empowerment, from the moon, gives them the 

strength, wisdom, and power, to navigate their everyday lives. 

There are many different rituals that can be done.  This was a full moon 
ritual, but we have dark moon rituals, crescent moon rituals, healing 
rituals, all sorts.  The point is, we gather together, and draw energy, 
balance, communion, and strength, from the rituals, and from each 
other, in order to take this empowerment, and put it to use in our 
everyday lives.  It isn’t the ritual that is so much the important thing, as it 
is what each witch does with what happens in ritual.  That’s what’s 
most important.   

After the ceremony, Raymond thanks the God, saying “Hail and Farewell!” 

Then Gillian thanks the Goddess, saying “Hail and Farewell!”  Zoe steps forward, 

and moves counterclockwise, this time, thanking the guardians of the North, 

West, South, and East, for their presence at the circle, bidding them, also, “Hail 

and Farewell!”   

We always say goodbye to our spirits, going in reverse of the order 
called.  This is tradition.  It’s like we constructed a puzzle, or a space, and, 
when finished, we dismantle it again, piece by piece. 

Christopher steps forward, to the altar, and retrieves the black-handled 

knife again.  Starting in the north, he points the blade towards the ground, and 

walks counter-clockwise, saying: “I take back that which I have laid, in the name 
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of the Lord and Lady…I do this of my own free will…The circle is open, but 

unbroken.”  

When I cast a circle, I pour my energy out into that space, into making 
that boundary, and, according to the law of the conservation of energy, I 
always ‘take back that which I have laid.’  I always take back my power.  
You don’t want to leave your energy lying around, or let it slip away, and 
not take it back.  You’ll run yourself low like that. 

Once back at the altar, Christopher states: “This rite has ended”.  Once the 

ritual is over, everyone hangs out for a few hours, eats food, and spends time 

together, just enjoying each other’s company. 

This ritual structure: 

v Cast Circle 

v Cleanse Circle 

v Consecrate Circle 

v Call Guardians 

v Call Deities 

v Main Ceremony 

v Thank Deities 

v Thank Guardians 

v Open Circle 

v Party/Hang Out 

seems to be the most common template for formalized witchcraft rituals.  Not all 

covens do this, but the majority certainly do, and many do some loosely solidified 

version of this structure. 

 In the practice of witchcraft, formal rituals are part of the basic 

groundwork for understanding a notion that the witches call “walking between 
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the worlds,” or “being between the worlds.”  The Magic Circle, “initially 

presented by Gerald Gardner” (Berger 1999:16), is “a stepping stone to focusing 

between the worlds” (Starhawk 1987:72), because it is a magnified space that “sits 

between the worlds of the seen and unseen…it is a space in which alternative 

realities meet, in which past and future are open” (Starhawk 1987:72).  For 

witches, the magic circle, as a space, is associated with “sacred narratives” 

(Magliocco 2004:100) of “a place apart” (Pike 2001:14) or “a boundary between” 

(Pike 2001:14), that lays between the magical or spiritual realms, and those of 

everyday life. 

 Scholars whose writing falls within what has recently become the field of 

Pagan Studies suggest that the preparation of the magic circle is an act of creating 

an “invisible shrine” (Hutton 1999:397), a space to act as a “signal that something 

abnormal is going on” (Hutton 1999:399), that “a boundary is made between 

sacred and profane space” (Pike 2001:19), and that the magic circle is “a place 

separated from the everyday world, not only because of [its] physical proximity, 

but primarily because of the ways in which [witches] perceive it” (Pike 2001:19).   

Academics refer to witchcraft ritual settings as “a place apart from the 

mundane world” (Pike 2001:21).  The space in which witchcraft is practiced, then, 

becomes glossed over as “a special place” (Pike 2001:24), a “strange place away 

from everyday life” (Pike 2001:32), “a world where [witches] can focus and 

intensify their powers” (Pike 2001:24), where they can “affect reality” (Pike 

2001:24), and “experience the ecstasy of oneness with the Divine” (Pike 

2001:24).  Ritual, or what I differentiate as formalized ritual, provides “a frame” 

(Douglas 1966:64) in that it “marks off time or place” (Douglas 1966), and alerts 

participants to, and prepares them for, “a special kind of experience” (Douglas 
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1966:64).  Framing “shuts in desired themes or shuts out intruding ones” 

(Douglas 1966:64).  Much like both Weber and Bennett’s theories of 

enchantment, that enchantment occurs in immobilizing, shocking, moments, and 

then a person returns to reality, a frame “marks off the different kind of reality 

that is within it from that which is outside it” (Douglas 1966:64).  Reading 

enchantment through Weber and Bennett, an enchanted refrain is the moment of 

enchantment, separated from, or framed in opposition to, everyday life. 

 

Expanding the Magic Circle: “We Are ALWAYS In Circle” 

David Hufford argues that “beliefs are grounded in somatic experience” 

(Hufford 1982:47).  If experience is the source of an individual’s beliefs, and 

formalized ritual is but a small fraction of a witch’s lived experience, then narrow 

definitions of witchcraft, solely in terms of magic and ritual, leave much of a 

witch’s daily practices and lived experience unexamined, leaving witchcraft 

studies either incomplete, or, to be frank, incorrect. 

Anthropologist Clifford Geertz states that “ritual is what happens when the 

world as lived and the world as imagined, fused together under the agency of a 

single set of symbolic forms, turn out to be the same world, producing thus that 

idiosyncratic transformation in [each participant’s] sense of reality” (Geertz 

1973:112).  I find this to be a shortsighted way to describe only ritual, as a means 

by which individuals fall under a “magical refrain” (Bennett 2001:1), or a “refrain 

of enchantment” (Bennett 2001:1), allowing themselves to be open to 

enchantment, being immobilized, drawn out of the everyday, as everything 
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around them disappears, and the object of their fascination, or, the liminal space 

of enchantment, holds all their attention.   

Enchantment, as practiced by witches, works in a much different way.   

If I may be allowed to turn Geertz’s definition of ritual into an 

anthropological research question:  

What happens when the world as lived, and the world as imagined, fused 
together under the agency of a single set of symbolic forms, turn out to be 
the same world? 

then this allows for an investigation of the everyday.  And what happens is: an 

innovative form of enchantment in which an individual’s attention is not honed 

onto an enchanting object, as the rest of the world melts away; instead, in 

witchcraft, an individual’s attention is first drawn to an enchanting object, but 

then expands outwards to include the entire universe, and the individual’s 

positionality within the universe.  In other words, the form of enchantment 

found in witchcraft is not an immobilizing, fragmentary moment, but rather the 

beginning of a trajectory upon which a person is propelled.  Enchantment is not a 

stopping point; it is productive, a starting point that opens up a whole world 

within which an individual finds themselves.  

Enchantment opens up a world more real than real; it is really real.  

Witches feel connected to this world, by attuning to it, and finding their place 

within it.  Enchantment reveals to witches their place in the world, and it is for 

this reason that witches train themselves to occupy a space, not of momentary 

enchantments, but of ever-enchantment; because, to lose the enchantment is to 

lose one’s place in the world.  



 

 161 

Most scholars conclude, incorrectly, the main enchantments of witchcraft 

occur during magic and formalized rituals.  In witchcraft, the focus is not upon 

formal rituals, although these are performed and enjoyed; the focus is upon daily 

practice.  Formal rituals, while important, actually make up a small percentage of 

witchcraft practices.  It is the everyday, outside the formalized Magic Circle, 

which are the meat of witchcraft.  What appears to be the most misunderstood 

aspect of witchcraft, by scholars on the subject, is that the Magic Circle is not a 

space apart from everyday life, where rituals and magic happen, and then witches 

return to the ‘real world.’  What would appear to be formalized circles, are, by 

definition, considered a part of everyday life, because, in witchcraft, there is no 

boundary between sacred and mundane. 

 

From fieldnotes: 

A small group of us have gathered at the apartment of Gregory, a long-
time initiation of The Faerie Tradition.  It is Midsummer’s Night, and 
there is a ritual in honor of the turning of the season to the fullness of 
summer. 

The ritual is about to start, but there is no discussion of who will be doing 
what parts, who will be casting the circle, who will be calling the 
Guardians, the Goddess, the God, etc.  It is all very free-form.   

Gregory seems to be taking a bit of the lead, perhaps because it is his 
apartment, his land?  

At one point, I ask him “Are we not casting the circle?” 

“That’s just a formality,” he says, with a smile.  “Look around you right 
now, look out towards the horizon.  What do you see?” 

“I just see the horizon,” I respond, not sure if I am getting the point. 

“Absolutely!” Gregory says.  “The horizon, where the sky appears to meet 
the earth…it is always there.  We are always surrounded by it.  There is no 
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need to make a circle.  It’s nice, sometimes, to have pomp and dramatics, 
but we are always in circle.  Most of the time there is no circle cast.”  

 

It became evident to me, after more time with research participants, that 

the formal casting of the Magic Circle was done to honor and retain tradition, add 

dramatics, or, sometimes, to help a witch concentrate, but, it was by no means 

always required.  In witchcraft, formalized ritual is not something that is set apart 

as the most meaningful practice.  

Scholars writing on the subject of witchcraft often describe formalized 

ritual, or The Magic Circle, as standing ‘between the worlds,’ a term that witches 

use to signify that they are at once in an ethereal (spiritual) and material 

(physical) space.  I believe that this is where scholars get confused.  They think 

that formal rituals and magic are the most important aspects of witchcraft, 

because they can seem to be the most celebrated, the most colorful, loud, party-

time events; but, the amount of time a witch is in circle averages about 5 hours a 

month, and that is rounding up, a lot!  The whole of witchcraft training, and its 

effectiveness, requires a witch to always stand ‘between the worlds,’ by moving 

out from formalized ritual and into daily practices.  It is daily practices that 

stand at the heart of witchcraft.  It is the daily practices of witchcraft that 

constitute each witch who performs them, producing the world of witchcraft, and 

facilitating each witch to walk between the worlds.       

 

Coalescence: David’s Willow Tree 

Walking between the worlds is the witches’ form of enchantment.  It is not 

a moment that happens, it is a state-of being, a state-of-becoming, and a space 
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occupied, long term.  It is a form of in-dwelling, and is not easily mastered, taking 

years of training, on account that it is not a state-of-being that is achieved in 

finality, and then lived-out; rather, it is a perpetual practice of adjusting one’s 

beliefs, practices, philosophies, and world-views; it is polymorphous, 

complicated, and is never meant to be a goal that is accomplished, but one that is 

consistently aimed towards, despite knowing, full well, that one will never 

achieve it with any sense of finality. 

I am choosing to refer to what many witches call “walking between the 

worlds” as Coalescence, for two specific reasons.  My first reason is that I would 

like to explore witchcraft not as a religion, but as a set of daily practices.  

Therefore, the term ‘walking between the worlds,’ as used by witches, is limited in 

that it expresses a religious philosophy—that the spiritual world and the material 

world overlay one another.  There are important aspects that I wish to highlight 

about coalescence, that do not pertain to religious beliefs, beliefs in spirits, or 

even the idea that there is a spiritual world and a physical world.  Therefore, it 

works best for my exploration of enchantment to acknowledge the concept of 

‘walking between the worlds,’ give credit to witches for this concept, but, then, to 

expand upon this concept using my own term: coalescence.   

My second reason for utilizing ‘coalescence’ is that it is my desire to posit a 

useful term, within the scholarship on enchantment, for discussing a specific 

form of enchantment that stands in stark contrast to the enchantment theories 

proposed to date: namely, that coalescence is not a form of enchantment that 

immobilizes, or shocks, or occurs for a brief moment, but is lived as an 

enchanted life.  Coalescence does not pull an individual out of themselves, or out 
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of the world around them; instead, coalescence moves an individual forward 

along a trajectory, revealing to them a larger world of which they are a part.   

The ways in which Weber and Bennett theorize enchantment is much like 

a spotlight.  An individual crosses paths with an object that enchants, and, for a 

moment, it is as if a spotlight has been shined upon the object, and the rest of the 

world fades to black; the object captivates the individual’s full attention, and 

holds them, fascinated.  The individual does not move on to something else, for 

this form of enchantment is a stopping-point, wherein which the individual slips 

out of time and space, until the enchantment fades, or the person choses to move 

on. 

Coalescence works differently.  With coalescence, the individual still 

crosses paths with an object that captivates their full attention, and, again, it is as 

if the world around them fades to black, as the enchanting object is held within a 

spotlight.  However, with coalescence, this spotlight slowly widens, grows larger 

and larger, revealing to the individual how this enchanted object is connected to 

other objects around it, highlighting where and how this object is situated, with 

and among other objects, including the individual.  The spotlight expands out 

from the enchanted object, growing larger, capturing more of the environment in 

its focus, until, eventually, the entire universe, and the enchanted object’s place 

and role within it, are revealed.  The enchanted object is thus removed from its 

everydayness and re-purposed in new and innovative ways that reveal new 

connections not previously considered.  The enchanted object is made-anew, re-

named, re-connected to other objects, both human and non-human, in ways that 

open up a whole new world in which the object, and the individual enchanted by 
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the object, have a purpose, a place, a time, that was not initially intended, and 

may change again at any moment. 

One interview subject, David, a 32 year old, gay male, living in California, 

recalls quite vividly one of his most memorable experiences of coalescence:  

I remember there was this willow tree that happened to be near my 
uncle’s apartment complex, and I was called to be next to this tree…I 
don’t know what it was…perhaps the way it grew…it grew in such a way 
that it grew a canopy that you could go into.  Well, one day, I decided 
that I was going to climb the tree…so I climbed it…all the way to the top 
and I poked my head out of the canopy…and I had this feeling of being 
there, with the world moving around me, but at the same time, being 
connected to the energy that the tree was connected to…so it was 
a weird juxtaposition that here I am at the top of this tree, this physical 
tree, and I could see what was happening around me, but I could feel I 
was connected to everything else.  I saw the grass spanning out from the 
tree and I wondered what the land looked like years ago, and would 
look like in years to come; I could see my uncle’s apartment and 
wondered when it was built, and by whom; I could see the road beyond 
it, and wondered where this road really ended, and who travels it daily; 
the mountain range was visible beyond my uncle’s apartment building, 
and I wondered how this mountain range was created, so that the valley 
in which my uncle lives even came into existence; beyond the mountains 
were the white fluffy clouds, and I thought about how beautiful they look, 
and the fact that, in our sky, we have these crazy-looking, white, fluffy 
things, floating across the sky at all; and I felt connected to all of it.  I 
was aware of all of it at the same time, and more importantly, I felt 
myself, and how I fit in with it all.  It’s not that I was looking at the 
road, and then the mountains, and then the clouds; it was a whole 
picture, all the elements, together, and I was in the picture with all the 
other elements.  The wind blew the leaves of the tree, and I could feel that, 
too…the energy of that, or electricity…or…the aliveness of that 
experience.  I felt alive!  In fact, everything felt alive! 

Contemporary enchantment theories suggest that enchantment occurs as a 

stopping point, a moment where an individual is momentarily immobilized, torn 

from the everyday, and shocked into a stand-still fascination with an object, in 

which they do not skip to another object, because, there is no other object to skip 
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to, their mind can not make connections between the enchanted object and 

anything else.  The halt of enchantment comes from being unable to connect the 

enchanted object to another object known or seen before (Bennett 2001).   

David’s story, above, underscores how coalescence occurs when an 

individual is shocked by an object of fascination that pulls them out of their world 

into a moment of suspended time and space; but, in contrast, coalescence does 

not stop an individual in their tracks, unable to connect the fascinating object to a 

larger picture, or another reference.  Coalescence unfolds forth from the object of 

fascination, enwrapping and accumulating other objects, into a larger picture, a 

new way of seeing and knowing, wherein which all objects are connected to one 

another in some way, and no object can stand apart of this.   

In other words, enchantment, as Weber and Bennett describe it, would be 

like standing before a tapestry and focusing upon a single colored thread, fixated, 

unable to relate this thread to the rest of the tapestry; whereas coalescence is a 

form of enchantment in which the thread first catches the eye, but then the 

observer’s eye slowly connects this thread to the thread next to it, and the one 

next to that, and to the entire rest of the tapestry, simultaneously noticing both 

the individual colored thread and the whole picture these threads are forming, 

as they are stitched together. 

Reynard describes what I am calling ‘coalescence’ in terms of a heightened 

orientation or attunement to his environment: 

Have you ever been out with your friends, quite a few of you, and you’re 
all sitting around a table, eating dinner or something, maybe in a 
restaurant, and there’s lots of talking and laughing and dishes clinking, 
and people coming in and out of the door…?  Well, generally, I think we, 
as people, have developed the sense to block out all the noise and 
commotion, and focus only on what’s happening at our table.  I guess you 
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could call it ‘tuning things out’.  But, as a witch, I find myself not able to 
just do that.  I am absolutely paying close attention to my friends at my 
table, and I am participating in that, but I am also always aware of my 
total environment, so I have my friends’ stories that I’m listening to, but 
I’m also listening to the conversations at the table next to me, and 
watching the waiters, and noticing who comes in the door, and hearing 
the traffic outside, and noticing the smells of various foods that pass by, 
as plates are brought to other tables, and noticing in detail what my 
friends are wearing, as well as other restaurant patrons, and at the same 
time, because I am a witch, I am aware of what phase the moon is in, and 
what energy this produces, and I’m aware of the season, and the day, 
and time of day…It sounds like it would be over-stimulating, but it’s 
really not.  I’ve learned how to live like that.  In fact, at this point, I can’t 
imagine life any other way.  I guess it’s just a different way of seeing the 
world.  I don’t tune anything out.  I am focused on everything at once.  
For me, it adds something richer to the picture.  It provides contexts that 
I guess other people are just unaware of, or don’t care to pay attention to.  
But because I have a richer context for any event that is happening, I feel 
like I read deeper meanings into things.  I find ‘logic’…I guess, for lack of 
a better word…where other people don’t, because I’m piecing together 
bits of information that other people seem to ignore. 

Coalescence is a form of enchantment in which an individual does not block out, 

or ‘tune out,’ stimuli, first paying attention to this, then that, then this again; 

instead, within the refrain of coalescence, a person pays closer attention to all 

stimuli around them, as seen in Reynard’s account of the food, friends, noise, 

talking, laughing, waiters, door, outside traffic, as well as environmental stimuli 

such as moon phases, seasonal cycles, times of day or night, etc.  Coalescence is a 

world that unfolds out of an already existing world, to reveal more worlds, larger 

worlds, a world more real than the real world, an entire universe in which the 

individual feels connected to everything at once.  The feeling of connection that 

results from coalescence is what the individual finds enchanting. 

 Coalescence is a form of enchantment, an orientation, an attunement, an 

aesthetic, a production of space, that involves taking one’s place, not only in what 

is presently happening, but in all time and space, simultaneously, past, present, 
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and future, both actual and virtual, trajectories known and unknown.  I am 

calling coalescence a ‘queer form of enchantment’ for two reasons.  My first 

reason is the most obvious: queers are doing it.  Many of the individuals who 

participated in this project are men who stand outside the normative boundaries 

of monogamous, heterosexual, reproductive sexual activities and families.  If 

queer men are doing it, then it’s queer.  My second reasons is that coalescence, as 

praxis, directly engages with the critical interventions of queer theory in the 

social sciences.  It “resists definition” in its practice (Jagose 1996:1), “highlights 

incoherencies in” and “calls into question” the stable relationships taken for 

granted between self, place, and world (Jagose 1996:3), and, finally, it “debunks 

the overall stability” of the world (Jagose 1996:3), revealing little worlds made up 

of a “constellation of multiple and unstable positions” (Jagose 1996:3).  

Coalescence is extremely ambiguous, and it is this ambiguity that facilitates the 

opening up of queer spaces, revealing queer connections and associations, 

between self, place, and world, that were previously not realized, or even 

imaginable.   

 

Whither Coalescence 

Coalescence is a form of orientation and attunement, a philosophy, logic, 

and schema, that blurs the boundaries between time and space, and between 

objects—both human and nonhuman—occupying time and space.  The witches in 

this study, who proclaim that formalized ritual is not necessary because they are 

always ‘in circle’ demonstrate that coalescence stands in opposition to strict 

boundaries between sacred and profane; for these witches, all is sacred by its very 
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existence.  Both David and Reynard exemplify that coalescence is a particular 

attention to the world, in which the connection between all things is noticed all at 

once.  David’s tree sits in a yard, which sits on a hill, which stands in a valley, 

which has mountains around it, which reach towards the sky, which has clouds, 

etc.  Reynard spoke of being present with his friends at a restaurant table, but 

knowing what phase the moon is in, hearing conversations nearby, listening to 

traffic outside, and giving attention to all of it at once, not limiting himself to one 

scene, or world, but attending to all worlds around him, together, as a collective 

whole.   

Coalescence as a theoretical concept stands in stark contrast to the ways in 

which witchcraft has been previously theorized, as moments of enchantment, set 

apart from everyday life, that are either effervescent, or ‘special,’ in some way that 

makes them liminal times and spaces.   On the contrary coalescence, as a daily 

practice, draws everything into liminality—there are no strict boundaries between 

anything—which, in turn, makes coalescence not a liminal space at all, but the 

space, and a stare of dwelling within this space, firmly rooted in everyday-ness. 

This is why I suggest that any investigation of coalescence begins with an 

attention to the everyday.  Coalescence is not some transcendent state of being, 

wherein a witch attempts to separate themselves from reality.  Coalescence is 

firmly rooted in the (multiple) realities of the everyday. 

The everyday has been taken up in social theory to the point that it has 

become an extremely ambivalent social category, difficult to study on account of 

the intricate and hyper-detail-oriented-attention required to capture it.  

Benjamin Highmore theorizes the everyday as “the most repeated actions,” the 

routes traveled daily, the places and spaces most inhabited, the routine 
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(Highmore 2002:1).  It is the “landscape closest to us, the world most 

immediately met” (Highmore 2002:1).  Recognizing the everyday involves seeing 

how the most repeated acts are also the most ambivalent acts; the routes we 

travel daily can be journeys of discovery, or they can be drudging back and forth 

between work and home; the places we inhabit can be safe spaces, or they can be 

spaces that make us feel trapped (Highmore 2002:1).  Highmore elaborates that: 

Here, the most raveled journey can become the dead weight of boredom, 
the most inhabited space a prison, the most repreated action an oppressive 
routine.  Here the everydayness of everyday life might be experienced as a 
sanctuary, or it may bewilder, or give pleasure, it may delight or depress 
(Highmore 2002:1). 

In other words, the everyday possesses the ability to be both oppressive and 

liberating, something that stifles and something that enlivens and inspires. 

 The everyday is often put in contrast to the exceptional, wherein the 

everyday is considered that which is “unnoticed, inconspicuous, unobtrusive…a 

complete lack of qualities,” compared to punctuated moments of heightened 

meaning that pull us out of everydayness (Highmore 2002:1).  It is in attending 

to the “paradoxes of the everyday—the slips of the tongue, mistakes, blunders, 

accidents, memory loss and forgetfulness” (Highmore 2002:12)—that we see that 

there is an ability to find the strange within the familiar of the everyday life of 

individuals, which is the central point to the study of coalescence. 

 Coalescence is an embodied, lived experience that contains both ‘la vie 

quotidenne,’ the ordinary, the banal, those ordinary occurrences that are 

characterized by constant repetition, and “the mysterious and fascinating 

remnants left over after all distinct, superior, specialized, structured activities 

have been singled out” (Lefebvre 1984:97).  Coalescence, as a state-of-being, an 
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orientation, and a production of space, involves all the “tedious, rhythmic, 

repetitive, cyclical nature involving work, leisure, movement, the cycling of time, 

minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, years” (Lefebvre 1984:97), as well as the 

innovative and unique relations and assemblages that form as individuals labor 

to exert their wills upon their environments, as co-creators of little worlds. 

 Coalescence is a lived, embodied form of enchantment.  How deeply or 

powerfully a person feels the enchantment of coalescence will rely upon the 

intensity of their experiences, as well as their own particular “sensibilities” 

(McCarthy et al. 2006:373).  John McCarthy, Peter Wright, Jayne Wallace, and 

Andy Dearden, who studied the quality of human-computer interactions, 

concluded that the overall feelings technology users felt towards the technology 

was contingent upon the depth of enchantment that the technology could 

produce in their lives (McCarthy et al. 2006:373).  A holistic experience of 

enchantment was required for individuals to enjoy technology—cell phones, 

computers, etc. (McCarthy et al. 2006:373).  They created a rubric, or list of 

criterion, helpful for measuring experiences in terms of depth of enchantment.   

I would argue that whether or not an individual participates or practices 

coalescence would also be determined by how deeply enchanted, or how 

holistically enchanted, they become by coalescence.  In other words, whether or 

not a person takes up coalescence as a practice in their daily lives is contingent 

upon how deeply and broadly the affects of enchantment are felt, by them, across 

life domains.  On account, I would like to draw attention to the criterion of 

McCarthy et al., as list of five particular sensibilities which, depending upon how 

they manifest in a person’s life, will affect a person’s ability to engage with 

enchantment, and, thus, with coalescence as an enchanted refrain. 



 

 172 

 First, enchantment involves an objects “specific sensuousness” based upon 

the senses of sight, sound, smell, taste, and touch, feeling, or texture (McCarthy 

et al. 2006:373).  Coalescence, then, as a form of enchantment, must involve 

sensing the sensuousness of objects, to varying degrees.  The more sensuous an 

object, the more it will lend itself to coalescence.  The more open a person is, to 

experiencing a full range of sensorium, the more likely they will experience, and 

be enchanted, by states of coalescence.   

 Second, enchantment involves “the whole person” (McCarthy et al. 

2006:373).  In order to experience and be enchanted by coalescence, then, an 

individual must feel engaged on every level of their faculties, whether it be 

mental, psychological, intellectual, emotional, sensual, physical aspects of the 

person in question.  In order to experience and be enchanted by coalescent states, 

an individual must have their entire being “enervated” (McCarthy et al. 

2006:373), as a form of enchantment that engages all faculties at once (McCarthy 

2006:373).  The more an individual can experience and process a sensory 

overload, the more they will be able to experience coalescence. 

 Third, enchantment involves a sense of “being-in-play” (McCarthy et al. 

2006:373).  If we use these criterion for an exploration of the enchanted state of 

coalescence, then, it can be suggested that how deeply affected a person is by 

coalescence will depend upon the ability of the person to express a playful nature, 

and to indulge any sense of wonder.  In other words, coalescence “must inspire 

awe” (McCarthy et al. 2006:373).  This not only includes forms of play such as the 

obvious: games and jokes and observable playfulness.  This also includes “other 

forms of play” (McCarthy et al. 2006:373), such as challenging establish, 

predetermined categorization, and moving outside the normative to play with 
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identities, labels, and other “overall ways of knowning” (McCarthy et al. 

2006:373).  Playful, boundary-crossing experiences, which stand outside of 

dominant normative paradigms, have the potential to lend themselves to a 

deeper sense of coalescence. 

Fourth, enchantment involves “paradox, openness, and ambiguity” 

(McCarthy et al. 2006:373).  I take this measure of enchantment to mean that the 

ways in which coalescence wanders its own trajectories and orients itself towards 

attachments and desires, facilitating worlds to open up, where things that were 

assumed to be connected lose their connections, giving way to alternative and 

surprising connections, previously not considered, “creates depth” (McCarthy et 

al. 2006:373) in that it facilitates deeper meanings and interpretations about 

“categories of experience” (McCarthy et al. 2006:373) that were considered 

separate, but can be seen to flow into one another, get messy, and not make 

sense.   There is a “layered interpretation” (McCarthy et al. 2006:373) that 

becomes visible only when things are re-arranged, to make sense in new and 

revolutionary ways.  An individual, who is creative and open to this process, has 

the potential for a deeper experience of coalescence. 

 Fifth, enchantment involves “a transformational character of experience” 

(McCarthy et al. 2006:373).  In terms of coalescence, the more an individual does 

not return to the exact same state of being that they were in before experiencing 

enchantment, the more they are changed, a different person than before, 

something about them has been altered, the more deeply they will experience 

coalescence.  Coalescence must leave a trace, something that gives a person the 

sense that they are forever changed, from that moment forward.   
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 I like these sensibilities, that McCarthy et al. underscore, because they 

suggest that there is a spectrum of enchantments, depending upon a person’s 

individual capabilities, willingness, physical, mental, emotional states, that make 

enchanted states something variant, and amorphous.  Numerous factors 

determine how powerfully, or not—in other words, to what “depth” (McCarthy et 

all. 2006:373)—an individual experiences enchantment.  Thus, in an exploration 

of coalescence, as a state of being and space produced, that hinges upon 

enchantment, it is important to be attentive to these differentiations, noting what 

stimuli facilitate, or squash altogether, opportunities to experience enchantment. 

Coalescence, and enchantment in general, is extremely ambiguous in 

nature.  Scholars of the everyday, and enchantment, appear to straddle the 

exceptional and the mundane, the strange, and the familiar.  In contrast, an 

investigation of coalescence highlights the ambivalent ways that both the 

mysterious and fascinating, and the boring and routine, are overlaid in such a 

way that queers the boundaries of the mundane and the exceptional, blurring 

them, together into new forms that resist any notion that either can be boxed in, 

or defined in any totality.  It is witches’ queer, boundary-blurring practices that 

create a space for them to not only have a life in which there is enchantment, but 

to have an enchanted life.   
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BETWEEN THE WORLDS 



 

 176 

Chapter 4 

Self Knowledge 

 
This is my own telling of a story that was here long ago… 

and will remain long after me. 
-Malek 

 
Language is Political 

-Starhawk 

 

 

 For witches, the direction of East is associated with Air, breath, and 

mental activity (a mind like the wind).  Following the witches’ logic, in this 

chapter I would like to explore the ways that coalescence is produced and 

experienced through talk, the mouth, breath, and speech.  To do this, I utilize the 

theories of Sara Ahmed, Brian Massumi, Gaston Bachelard, Bruno Latour, and 

others, to explore how what witches say, and how they say it, affects witches’ 

identity construction, or, Self-fashioning, both as persons and as ‘witches,’ and 

how this ‘Self’ emerges in attunement with the environment, and other ‘Selves.’  

What emerges is a set of practices, a form of know-how, a logic of the symbolic 

and semiotic, that informs witches’ knowledge-production and sense of self-

orientation, that facilitates a particular way of ‘being’ in the world, unique to 

witchcraft. 
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Immanence & Transcendence: Reynard’s Creation Myth 

I’d like to start with the idea that coalescence is an orientation, which can 

be defined as “a point from which an individual stands, looking out” (Ahmed 

2006:545); “a point from which to begin” (Husserl 1989:165); or, “a point from 

which the world unfolds” (Ahmed 2006:545).  Sarah Ahmed describes an 

orientation an act “of being drawn towards some objects and not others” (Ahmed 

2006:546).  Coalescence is a unique form of orientation by which an individual 

looks out at an unfolding world; but, they do not choose some objects over others; 

instead, they are drawn towards all objects at once. 

Reynard shares his creation myth with me7: 

A long time ago, back before there was anything, in the darkness of the 
void, in a time before time, Mother Night floated in that dark expanse.  
She was and is that dark expanse, that we still refer to as ‘outer space.’ 

For who knows how long, she floated in that peaceful darkness before 
time. 

She floated until She became aware of Herself, and in Her own self-
awareness, She fell in love with Herself.   

The Goddess was so filled with Self-love that she swelled up with love, 
and gave birth to the song of the universe—the literal uni-verse—that is 
the unfolding of all creation since the dawn of time, of which we are the 
most recent manifestations. 

Out of nothingness came something.  From chaos and darkness came 
form and order.  And this form was divided into four sacred elements: 
air, fire, water, and earth. 

                                                
7  Elements of this myth are shared by many witches.  Myths are told and retold in witchcraft, until 
memorized.  This is not the myth exactly as Reynard told it to me; after transcription, Reynard asked to 
change and delete some elements, before publication.  Witchcraft is an initiatory lineage, and, as such, 
much of the liturgy is kept secret.  Reynard asked for protection of this secrecy, but assured me that he 
adapted the myth to “still contain the important parts and get the proper points across.” Alternative versions 
of this myth can be found in Starhawk’s The Spiral Dance, and Francesca de Grandis’ To Be a Goddess.  
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The Goddess, Herself, is the fifth element, or, the consciousness that holds 
all together. 

In all of the motion and movement of creation, The Goddess, Herself, 
divided, as the full spectrum of light divided from the darkness.   

She became the Springtime God, and The Maiden, the ever-young 
goddess and god who cause all manner of living things to grow, bud, and 
open up. 

As the universe expanded, The Springtime God became The Summer 
King, The Father of All Life, bright like the summer sun.  The Maiden 
became The Summer Queen, The Mother of All Life, the depth of the sea, 
and the growth and abundance of all life on earth.   

All energy that is expended must, at some point, retract, and as the 
Goddess began to draw back into Herself, The Summer King became the 
Winter King, the Lord of snow, hunting, and death.  The Summer Queen 
became the Winter Crone, her aged face wind-blown and frosted, a 
gleaming scythe in her hand. 

The Winter Crone drew The Winter King into her dark black robes, and 
The Goddess and The God were joined, once again, as One. 

The Goddess is like a wheel, and all life travels this wheel through birth, 
growth, fulfillment, repose, and death. 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and forever shall be.   

 

Not all Traditions work with the same mythologies, and this is but one version 

among many of the creation story.  At its most basic, this myth speaks broadly 

about the creation of the universe, and the changing of the earths’ seasons, 

spring, summer, fall/winter.  On a deeper level, however, this myth speaks about 

notions of immanence and transcendence, which lay at the very heart of 

coalescence, and witches’ sense of Self. 

 The myth stars out with ‘Mother Night,’ a personification of what existed 

before The Big Bang, the unfathomable emptiness that existed before there was 
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anything at all, some form of consciousness, all-knowing, all-present, 

omniscient, so large as to be un-knowable.  This consciousness is given the name 

Mother Night because there was only darkness (night) and all that exists today 

came out of this darkness (mother).  But, in practice, this consciousness-before-

anything-existed is not seen as female or male; it is neither sexed, nor gendered, 

yet is all-sexed, and all-gendered.  It is a paradox, simultaneously encompassing 

both everything and nothing. 

 It wasn’t until Mother Night became aware of Herself that anything began 

to happen.  She became aware of, fell in love with, and made love to, Herself, 

signifying self-consciousness and self-love, the recognition of oneself as a 

conscious being, and falling in love with the divine spark within oneself.  “If that 

which you seek is not found within you,” goes a famous witch axiom, “then, you 

will never find it without you.” 

 “I am God,” says Malek.  “I am God,” he elaborates, “because if I were not 

God, then I would be outside of God, and there is no outside of God, 

because God is everything.”  Malek’s statement mirrors many witches’ beliefs, 

on the subject of divinity: they all agree, in some fashion or another, that human 

beings are ‘spiritual beings having a human experience.’  Witches believe in a 

spark of divinity within each human being, called by various names: soul, spirit, 

essence, energy, or consciousness.  On account of this divinity-within, many 

witches believe it is foolish for anyone to bow before any god or goddess.  “I need 

not bow before any deity,” explains Reynard, “because I am a deity.” 

When asked to elaborate, Reynard said: 

The idea of bowing before God, in some sort of obsequious manner, or 
servitude, is as bazaar to me as bowing before my mother or my 
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grandmother.  Why would you do that?  That’s just not how the 
relationship works.  There’s no need for it. 

Another informant, Hunter, explained that: 

My awareness of God comes to me the same way as my awareness of 
myself.  I feel it just as vividly as my awareness of myself.  To be aware of 
myself is to be aware of God.  Integrated.  I don’t have hang ups and 
fears that keep me in a place where I’m afraid of God.  God is something 
bigger than me, and yet I am a part of it.  God experiences everything 
just as vividly as I am! 

When Mother Night makes love to Herself, creation happens: the 

Elements of Life appear.  Witches simplify these elements as: Air, the gases, the 

wind; Fire, the core of the earth, heat, the sun; Water, the ocean, streams, rivers; 

and Earth, the soil, trees, plants, rocks, and minerals; but this system is a 

simplification for all natural elements that exist in the universe.  After self-

consciousness, self-actualization, and self-love, creation begins with sexual 

passion.  Note this is not about the heterosexual act of procreation, but, rather, 

about desire and ecstasy.  Desire and ecstasy are at the heart of creation in the 

world of witchcraft.  

As the worlds were formed, Mother Night divided Herself into light and 

darkness, just as the night sky turns cobalt blue just before the dawning of the 

sun.  This is the beginning of the life cycle and growth, childhood, spring, the 

seed that has cracked open, and the green shoot that appears.  She becomes the 

Spring God and the Spring Maiden, deities of growth, love, and desire.  The 

desire spoken about here is the force, the pull, like gravity, like electrons and 

protons, like electromagnetic fields, that draws things to other things, that holds 

tight to our bodies on the earth so we do not float away, that allows each grain of 

sand to cling to other grains of sand until rocks are formed.  Witches view the 

universe as a system of forces, pulls, and desires. 
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The Spring God becomes the Summer King, as the Spring Goddess 

becomes the Summer Queen.  They are polar opposites. These are not meant to 

represent a fixed rigidity in sex and gender.  Rather, this is to illustrate the light 

spectrum, utter darkness and utter light, the epitome of a sucking vacuum and a 

pushing force.  The Goddess and God represent a spectrum, a polarity, of points.  

This point is the height of life, the fullness of summer, the flower that blooms, the 

tree full of leaves, culmination, adulthood, the peak of power found within all life.  

Here, we have passed birth and growth, and have reached fulfillment. 

After fulfillment, the Summer King becomes The Winter King, and the 

Summer Queen becomes The Winter Queen, or The Crone.  At this point, they 

have passed through birth, growth, fulfillment, and now enter repose, and finally 

death.  This is Autumn, the human life cycle in its senior years, retirement, the 

leaves falling from the trees leaving them bare, the harvest crops cut from their 

vines, the sun’s heat declining as the earth tilts upon its axis. 

Energy that was expended now returns to its source, to Mother Night, and 

the cycle is complete.  This point is winter, cold, no light, darkness, a period of 

rest and renewal of the spirit, according to witches.  For, the cycle will begin 

again, in spring, as the trees blossom once more, the sun’s heat grows again as 

the earth tilts once more upon its axis, and new life is given birth.  The practice of 

witchcraft involves the belief in this cycle of birth, growth, fulfillment, repose, 

death, and rebirth.  It is a cycle of energy conservation forces that expand, reach 

climax, deplete, and get recycled.   

But the God and Goddess forms, the elements, the energy, that moves 

through these cycles never becomes a separate entity from Mother Night; it is all 

made up of the same source, comes from the same source, and returns to the 
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same source.  It is all One.  In the world of witchcraft, God is the divine spark 

within each living thing, but God also is everything, as Malek explains: 

The Goddess [Mother Night] is really everything.  The fabric of reality.  
The void from which everything sprang.  The manifest universe.  All is 
One.  And, to some degree that is impersonal.  But it’s personal when we 
recognize that we are part of that as well.  I am a cell in the body of the 
Goddess…and I demand my rights! (laughs). 

Another informant, Duke, elaborates, saying “I not only hold the earth as sacred, 

but I hold the earth as the body of the divine.”  “God is everywhere,” says 

Hyakinthos, “…spirit is everywhere, in everything, there is nothing outside of it.”  

In the myth, the Goddess forms everything, but she also is everything: “The fifth 

element,” or, consciousness.  It would appear, then, that, in the world of 

witchcraft, there is no division, no solid boundaries, between the sacred and the 

mundane.  Whether talking about the physical plane or the meta-physical plane, 

all is considered sacred. 

 “The training of the witch,” explains Duke, “is to learn that there is no 

difference between in and out…between magical and mundane…it’s just all!”  

Malek describes witchcraft as a form of “embodied transcendence,” meaning that 

“…the manifest universe is a ‘manifest One.’”  In an interview, Hunter explains 

that: 

The universe itself is God.  There’s this belief that we must be caught up 
in the spiritual, or we must be caught up in the mundane.  That they are 
different.  But they are not.  Thinking that these are separate realms 
leads to the stories we always hear associated with Christianity…God 
against man…man against woman…woman against nature…etc.  It 
breeds conflict where there is none.  Everything is connected. 

One informant, David, puts it this way: 
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When I look around at my environment, I am not separated from it, as if 
I am a human being and the rest of the world is wild.  No.  I am 
intrinsically connected to everything.  I am part of the whole. 

It appears, then, that, in the world of witchcraft, divinity resides within each 

individual thing, AND, each individual thing is, in itself, an outward 

manifestation of divinity.  There is no boundary between the sacred and the 

profane.  All manner of existence, in all forms, is sacred.  Even in its most 

mundane aspects, life, itself, is seen as sacred. 

Witches, acting within the enchantment of coalescence, hold a particular 

orientation, a “point of view” (Ahmed 2006:547) in the words of Sara Ahmed, a 

state of consciousness, in which the world is perceived by attending to both 

foreground and background simultaneously.  ‘To put something on the back 

burner’ is a popular phrase for when something can wait, or does not need 

immediate attention.  This is a domestic metaphor, conjuring thoughts about 

cooking at a stove; food on the front burner is what is most important, or requires 

immediate attention, while the back burner is for things that can wait, or, 

perhaps take longer to finish. 

Coalescence is an orientation that does not see the burners as two separate 

entities, but views both burners simultaneously as one.  As an example, let’s say 

that there are potatoes cooking on one burner, and carrots on another burner 

(this metaphor has no metaphysical significance; these were chosen at random).  

These two foods have very different cooking times, potatoes needing much longer 

to soften up than carrots; furthermore, there are two different chemical reactions 

happening within both pots, carrots and potatoes being made of different matter; 

the actual material of the pots may also play a role in cooking, one being more 

conductive than the other; there are plenty of variables. 
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Coalescence is an orientation that sees both burners, and attends to the 

differences in spaces and times between them, viewing the cooking of both the 

potatoes and the carrots as a complete system, a whole.  The differences between 

the two food sources, the chemical reactions in each, the cooking utensils used for 

both, and the time-space durations of cooking, are all taken into account.  

Attention is not placed upon the potatoes, then the carrots, then the potatoes, 

and then the carrots; the two burners are viewed together, their differences and 

similarities overlapping, crossing, taking two different trajectories to completion, 

sometimes working well together, sometimes getting in each other’s way, but not 

as two separate entities, or two events (the cooking of carrots and the cooking of 

potatoes), but as one object—the cooking of a whole meal. 

There is an exercise performed at many witch gatherings, a guided 

meditation called by many “The World Tree,” which is usually invoked when 

someone says “Ok. Let’s ground and center before we begin.”  The World Tree is 

another way that witches affirm, in their daily practices, that the sacred and the 

mundane, the spiritual (transcendence) and the physical (immanence), the 

earthly and the celestial realms, are One. 

The World Tree generally goes something like the following: 

Close your eyes.  Imagine that roots, thick roots like a tree’s roots, unfurl 
from the base of your spine, and burrow deep down into the earth below 
you.  Allow your roots to push on deeper and deeper into the earth, past 
the soil, past the sediment and the rock, past the underground water 
systems and reservoirs, all the way until you visualize your roots breaking 
through to the core of the earth itself, the hot iron core of the planet earth.   

With your roots, feel the heat of the earth’s core.  See it burning bright red.  
It does not burn your roots, it energizes them.  With your roots tapped into 
the earth’s core, imagine that they draw up the fire in the earth’s center, 
and pull this fire upwards upwards through the earth, towards your body.  
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Your roots, like the roots of a tree drawing up water and nutrients from the 
soil, draw up the earth’s fire, until it reaches your body, filling your body 
with the red glow of the earth’s fire, energizing your body.  The fire from 
the heart of the earth itself has the power to heal.  Visualize any area of 
your body that this fire fills being healed upon contact. 

Now imagine that your body becomes the sturdy trunk of a tree, large, 
thick, and solid, extending up towards the clouds.  Your roots extend down 
into the core of the earth, your body is a massive tree trunk, and now 
imagine branches growing out of your head, up and up they grow, 
strengthening, sprouting buds and leaves, reaching ever higher.  Allow 
your branches to grow, and grow, and grow, until you are so tall that your 
branches reach out into the darkness of outer space.  There you stand, an 
enormous tree, rooted in the core of the earth, your trunk growing 
upwards from the ground, and your branches reaching deep into outer 
space.   

Feel the light of the stars hit your branches.  Feel your branches soaking in 
this starlight, and slowly start to pull this starlight down into your 
branches, just as a tree would photosynthesize the sun’s light with its 
leaves, pull down this starlight into your body, down, down, down, until 
this starlight flows through your trunk, finally meeting the red fire of the 
earth’s core swirling about within you, and there is an explosion of light 
and heat, as the starlight and earth-fire meet within you.  Continue to pull 
fire up from the earth with your roots. Continue to pull starlight down into 
your body from the depths of space.  And feel these two energies co-
mingling within you, energizing your body, healing your body.   

You are of the earth, but you are made of stars.  This is your nature.  As 
surely as iron rests at the core of each stars, your body contains iron.  As 
surely as gases, and minerals, and metals swirl about in outer space, they 
swirl about within your blood, your lymph system, your gut.  Just as you 
are made up of both earthly and celestial realms, you must know yourself 
in both earthly and celestial realms, your body and your spirit, the physical 
and spiritual realms, which are ONE.  As above, so below. 

“As above, so below” the axiom goes, affirming transcendence and immanence.  

But, what we are also talking about, here, is figure and ground. 

 

 



 

 186 

 

 

There is a famous image (shown above) of what looks like a black chalice 

on a white background, but if one allows their eyes to shift, then it becomes 

visible that the white background is made up of two people’s faces, looking at 

each other.  The eyes flip back and forth between figure and ground, chalice and 

faces, faces and chalice.  Being oriented to coalescence is to allow one’s eyes to 

relax enough so that both chalice and faces are discernable simultaneously, so 

that the eyes do not merely flip back and forth so quickly that it appears that the 

chalice and faces are one; it is to truly see both at the same time.  It is an image of 

both chalice and faces; the moment one’s eyes see either chalice or faces, is the 

moment that one is no longer practicing coalescence. 

 

Be-ing in a World: The Sunset at Jonas’s 

As an orientation, simultaneously immanent and transcendent, of both 

figure and ground, coalescence provides a sense of being, or “being there,” and 

“being here” (Bachedlard 1958:213), in a world which is continuously unfolding.  

There is no one way to ‘be’ in a world; and, the various ways of being are wholly 

contingent upon an individual’s feelings.  We are in a world when we feel that we 

are in a world.    
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We are sitting on Jonas’s balcony, in the Haight, San Francisco.  Jonas is a 

42 year old gay male, who has lived in San Francisco his whole life.  He is the 

member of an all-queer-male-coven, and invited the coven (six guys in total) to 

stay in his beautiful 3 bedroom, 2 bath house, for a weekend getaway, to just hang 

out, play in the city, and enjoy each other’s company.  The coven invited me to 

stay with them for the weekend, and I gladly accepted. 

We have all just come back from a long day in the city, sight-seeing, 

shopping, eating, and exploring San Francisco.  I’m tired.  Everyone seems tired.  

We are talking less, just quietly spending time in each other’s company, enjoying 

the view of the setting sun, while drinking iced-coffees.   

It’s nice to have a moment of peace. 

The sky turns a beautiful display of watercolor pinks and purples as the 

sun descends lower and lower towards the horizon, eventually disappearing out 

of sight. 

“I love the sunset,” says one of the coveners, Marco, “To me, it feels like 

the God of the Day is riding strong and bright towards the horizon, until his fiery 

chariot descends into the underworld, when it finally slips behind the horizon.” 

“To me,” says Christian, “it feels like all the worries and troubles from the 

day are erased by the sunset, like the sun purifies me as it sets and takes all my 

griefs with him as he descends behind the horizon.”   

One by one the coveners share some insight about their own personal 

connection to the sunset, the sun, the evening time of day, and they relate this to 

their lives in some significant way. 

Everyone looks at me, to see if I have something to add. 
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“Well…,” I stammer, “it was very beautiful, the colors were amazing…but, 

it’s just a sunset to me.”  

Just as there are multiple ways of being in a world, there are multiple ways 

to experience the enchantment of coalescence; it takes various forms, some 

individual, some shared by a group.  But, it is only the feelings and sensations 

aroused by coalescence, the sense of being in a world, that constitutes an 

individual’s subjectivity, or, the Self that is experiencing coalescence.     

 

Processes of Be-coming Self: Magical Names 

Many queer scholars’s work has centered on the argument that there is no 

such thing as an internal essence called the ‘Self’ (Butler 1990, 1997, 2004; 

Dubisch 1995; Kulick 1995; Sedgwick 2008).  Instead of trying to view the Self as 

a constant, or an object which achieves a state of being, the Self should be viewed 

as “a process, a becoming” (Butler 1990:92).  Since any ‘essence’ of an individual 

is a process, it follows that any notion of the Self is “a fantasy which allows for 

play and movement” (Butler 1990:92).  Taking a “Craft Name” is one way a witch 

explores and plays with their notions of Self.   

“What should we call you?” Ximean asked, directing his question at me. 

“My name is Dominique,” I told him. 

“No, no,” he said, “that’s the name someone else gave you, your 

parents.  You need to find your true name.” 

Witches claim for themselves what they refer to as ‘magical names,’ a form 

of name, or nick-name, used both within witchcraft settings and in everyday life, 

depending.   
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“I was given my name,” says Michael, whose magical name is Obsidian.  

He explains that: 

at the time, I was going through a divorce [with a woman], and things 
were getting really ugly.  I mean, we hated each other by the end.  I was 
training in Gardnerian Witchcraft at the time, and had not yet found, or 
chosen, or whatever, a name for myself.  My High Priestess said that I 
needed some heavy duty protection about myself.  She said she was going 
to call me Obsidian, because it’s a stone of protection, and also because 
it’s a dark broody stone, and I was dark and broody at the time.  I started 
to use it.  I wrote it in notebooks.  I thought about it during the day.  
Meditated upon it.  When I started to meet people out in the pagan 
community, I introduced myself as Obsidian, and no one batted an eye.  
The name seemed to suit me.  It stuck.  And I found that I liked the fact 
that it had protective qualities.  I really did need that in my life.  So, here 
I am ten years later, and Obsidian is my name.   

Another informant, Gregory, was given the name Fox because he is clever and 

quick-witted; according to witches’ folklore (as well as other indigenous groups), 

the fox is smart, and out-maneuvers trouble because he is always one step ahead. 

“A fox,” Malek explained to me one day, “never gets caught in his own trap.”   

 Names do not have to be given, but can also be freely chosen by an 

individual.  One informant, Benjamin, chose the name Raven for himself, because 

he believes that he already possesses Raven qualities, which, according to 

witches, are qualities such as “the power of silence,” and, “the power of 

discerning deep mysteries.”  Another informant, Joshua, chose Hibiscus for his 

Craft Name, because, according to witches, hibiscus flowers are sensual, soft, 

flowy, sexual, and, at the time, Hibiscus was coming to terms with his sexuality as 

a gay male.  The name Hibiscus would help him tap into sensuality as he explored 

and developed his sexual desires. 

 One informant, Frank, possessed a name that he says “was given to me by 

a god.”  I asked him to describe how that happened, and he said: 
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It was strange, actually.  I was searching for a name for myself, but 
hadn’t quite stumbled upon the right one.  I wasn’t too worried about it.  
Craft names were not at the top of my priority list.  But it was definitely 
in the back of my mind all the time, so when I was reading I would pay 
attention to the names in books, or the names of places on maps.  I was 
waiting for something to really stand out, but nothing really did.  Then, 
one day, I was just taking a walk, as I always do; I like to walk about an 
hour a day or so just to get some exercise.  I was walking along, it was 
the middle of the afternoon, and I felt a weight behind me, like all the air 
had been sucked out of my personal space, like a vacuum.  I didn’t turn 
around to look, because the sun was shining really brightly, and so I just 
looked down at the ground to see if there was a shadow behind me.  And 
there wasn’t.  But I felt something change.  Within a second’s time, I had 
a vision, which is what I’ll call it, because I’m avoiding calling it a 
hallucination, and The Spring God was beside me, on my left.  Clear as 
day!  I’m not saying ‘Ohhhh I felt like he was there.’  What I’m saying 
is…that I looked left, and the god was there, walking beside me!  
He was casting a shadow, from the sunlight, onto the 
pavement.  I got scared.  I had just about enough courage to not fully 
turn my head to look, but to shift my eyes left and look at him out of the 
corner of my eye.  As he walked along side me, he turned to look directly 
at me, got very close to my face, and half-said, half-whispered, to me 
‘Where are you going Shiannack Beck?.’8  I froze.  I froze solid.  And 
within another second he was gone.  But that phrase stuck with me 
Shiannach Beck, Shiannack Beck, Shiannack Beck.   

So I went home, and I wrote Shiannack Beck in a notebook, and started 
typing it into google over and over and over, sometimes altering the 
spelling.  I was using it phonetically, but, I knew it had to be a real 
phrase.  It didn’t sound like nonsense; it just sounded like words of a 
language I didn’t speak.   

Little by little, I found leads here and there….and sometimes foreign 
language sites will have buttons you can click to hear native speakers 
says the words you are looking at…well, what it turned out to be, is 
‘Sionnach Beag,’ which means little fox in Scottish.  

And that is how I got my Craft Name.  It was given to me by The Spring 
God, himself.  

                                                
8 This was initially how Frank spelled the name, phonetically. 
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I asked Frank if he even liked his name, since he didn’t get to choose it.  He said, 

“Yes, it was given to me by the Spring God, himself.  When a god gives you 

a name, you keep it!”  

 Michel de Certeau asserts that the practice of naming “authorizes the 

production of an area of play” in terms of Self-identification and Self-identity (de 

Certeau 1984:106). Craft Names, then, are a form of what de Certeau calls “local 

knowledge” (de Certeau 1984:106), in that they co-produce and classify identities, 

making them “inhabitable” (de Certeau 1984:106), and facilitating a Self-

production that acquires a form of legitimacy, or, “a genuine hold as badges of 

group identity” (Stein 2001:8).  Self and group identities open up a space 

“saturated with significance” that “allows a certain play,” blurring the boundaries 

between signification, naming, and labeling (de Certeau 1984:106).  Queerness is 

about blurring boundaries, “avoiding terms that define identity in any permanent 

way that might suggest stability” (Jones 2005:72).  Witches seem to understand 

the “dangers of stable identities” (Jones 2005:72), and, instead, look for ways in 

which their Self-identities can remain fluid.   

 I think many people want to call these types of techniques ‘adopting a 

persona.’  But there is much that gets glossed over with broad-sweeping analyses 

or generalizations.  As an example, let’s imagine that someone must give a public 

lecture before a large audience.  They may ‘imagine the audience naked,’ as goes 

one of the oldest (and I find not useful) suggestions for public speaking.  Or, they 

may focus on their breathing a bit, before walking out on stage, as a means to 

keep calm.  Or, as I often do, they may totally overcompensate, and become very 

personable and chatty, appearing to be a ‘people person’ on the outside, all the 
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while, dying on the inside, and counting down the seconds until they can get out 

of there.   

My point being: they make it through the speech. 

To say that they ‘adopted the persona of a public speaker’ sounds so 

bizarre as to almost not make sense.  What they did was utilize practices and 

techniques, either their own, or some offered to them, that allowed them to pull 

inner strength from themselves, physically, psychologically, and emotionally, 

that allowed them to make it through.   

Coalescence is a multi-faceted practice that allows witches to do just that.  

In this chapter we are talking specifically about Self-development, and the 

production of the Self, in terms of coalescence.  So, taking a name unto oneself, 

either underscoring what one’s strengths already are, or drawing to oneself the 

characteristics that one wants to emulate, is a witches way of walking between the 

worlds.  They are firmly planted in the physical plane of materiality, and, at the 

same time, they are orienting themselves towards something else, something 

‘higher,’ something more ‘inward.’  But they are definitely co-producing identities 

based on a double, triple, quadruple, consciousness, that works to fashion a Self.  

Kathleen Stewart argues that the Self is an “always-changing formation 

caught in the quick repetitive cycles of ups and downs, the flights of fancy 

followed by disappointments, satisfactions, rages, or dreams of rest” (Stewart 

2007:58).  Anthropologist Don Kulick writes that the Self is always partial, 

“constructed and stitched together imperfectly” (Kulick 1995:18).  Exploring 

witches’ identities, through these theories, then, a witch’s ‘Self’ is never a finished 

product, but rather, what Kathleen Stewart describes as an “ever-unfolding 

fabulation that enfolds intensities and fashions itself out of the particularities, 



 

 193 

singularities, movements, and situations, that enwrap the individual” (Stewart 

2007:58).  The Self/Selves that witches are producing are not something 

constant, but, rather, are made up by the orientations, attachments, and 

attentions to worlds that “constitute the Self only in their unfolding” (Stewart 

2007:58). 

 

Know Thy ‘Self’: Brude’s Mirror  

Witches often cite that the Delphic temple of Apollo, god of light and 

wisdom, had “Know Thyself” written over its doorframe.  Don Kulick argues that 

any sense of knowing comes from a “sensitivity to position,” and “a heightened 

awareness of one’s partiality” (Kulick 1995:18).   Donna Haraway describes a 

“split and partial self,” which can “interrogate” its own “positionings” (Haraway 

1991: 586).  Judith Butler calls this partiality “consciousness,” or “habitual self-

reflexivity” (Butler 2004:110). 

Witches actively labor to produce a Self, which they see as both 

immanently and transcendently valuable, but they also place high value upon the 

ability to gaze upon one’s Self from outside one’s Self.  This multiple 

consciousness of coalescence allows witches to orient themselves outwards 

towards the materiality of the world, but also facilitates an orientation inwards, a 

constant state of reflection that ever-strives (although, deliberately, never 

achieves) to answer the question: WHO am I? 

I am walking with Brude through downtown Boston.  It’s a chilly fall day 

and we are spending time in each other’s company, walking around the city, 
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shopping, and eating whatever sweets catch our eyes and noses.  It is a perfectly 

relaxing day. 

Brude is a 33 year old male, of Germanic descent, who has lived in Boston 

his whole life.  We met initially through an online call for research participants 

that I had put out on Craigslist.  Brude answered the call, we talked by phone, 

met up for coffee, and he became one of my favorite informants to spend time 

with.  The reason why I enjoyed spending so much time with Brude is that he had 

a habit of talking to himself out loud.  It wasn’t conversational.  He didn’t ask 

himself how he was doing and then respond ‘well, thank you, and yourself?’  But 

he processed things out loud, softly, so spending time with him gave me insights 

into how his witch-mind worked, as opposed to other participants, who would 

stand in silence, staring, and I’d have to ask “What is it?  What are you thinking?” 

With Brude, everything was right out there on the surface.  And it was 

spending time with him that made me realize that one facet of coalescence’s 

enchantment involves an on-going self check-in, self-evaluation, and self-

critique.   

We had gone back to Brude’s apartment, in the South End; but, then, 

feeling too full (we had really eaten too much), decided to spend some more time 

outdoors, so we took the Green Line over towards Boston College, and spent 

some time walking around the reservoir and talking. 

The way Brude talked was like this: 

I’d say something like “God, the leaves are so beautiful.  I miss living in 

New England, especially around this time.”  And Brude, in his soft and calming 

voice, would say something like: 
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I love it here.  I’ll never move.  The red leaves are my favorite…I wonder 
why?  I’ve been drawn to red since I was a child.  I wonder why that is?  I 
think it’s a very passionate color…and there’s a fine line between red-love 
and red-war…and I do believe that there is that line in human interaction 
as well…I mean, I can really only hate people passionately that I once 
loved, or love still enough to hate.  I wonder why red is associated with 
love and war?  Red…Red is interesting…Red is the sun at sunset…Red is 
blood…I’m very connected to my family and my ancestors.  I wonder if 
that’s why I am so drawn to red?... 

And, he’d go on quite extensively.  It never came off like someone who doesn’t 

know when to stop talking.  Nor did it ever come off as someone who just likes to 

hear themselves talk.  It always seemed like he was just thinking out loud, 

allowing his brain to process things, all the while getting ‘deeper’ (for lack of a 

better word) inside himself at the why, or the impetus, for his own predilections, 

desires, emotions, and inspirations. 

I would use the term Self-evaluation to describe Brude’s process, because, 

sometimes, he’d ask a question out loud to himself, give himself time to think, 

and then answer his own question in a manner that made it seem, to me, like he 

was only assured of his answer because he had taken the time to reflect about it in 

this exact moment.  As in, if I asked him the same question, the following day, he 

might actually take a moment to think about it again, to see, in that exact 

moment, if he still felt that way. 

For example, when I asked Brude “Tell me about how you first came into 

witchcraft?” he said something like: 

As a kid I was always imaginative.  I was always living in a different world.  
I had a lot of make believe friends.  Or, invisible friends, I guess people call 
them.  I wonder why that is?  So many imaginary friends?  I adored them.  
When I went outside to play in the yard, our yard was a whole universe for 
exploring.  I remember flowers became tea cups.  Stones became treasure 
maps.  It’s weird that stones were my treasure maps; I wonder why that 
association was made for me?  I’d climb trees and pretend I was some kind 
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of wild animal, high up in my tree, in my natural habitat, surveying my 
land, my kingdom.  I was always up in the trees.  I wonder why trees held 
such a fascination for me?  They still do today.  I love trees.  But, a child’s 
imagination is really wild, right?  Maybe that’s why I’m attracted to 
witchcraft?  I can be just as creative with it as when I was a kid.  The 
universe for me can still be a wild place, full of mystery.  Except the 
universe isn’t always a wild place, is it?  I guess not.  But even when it’s 
not I can make it one, can’t I?  I guess I can! And I suppose when I first 
heard about witchcraft, that’s what drew me to it.  There’s rules of sorts, I 
mean it’s not like it’s without structure.  Is it without structure?  No, 
there’s definitely structure.  But the structure can be adapted.  There’s 
structure, but what gets laid upon that structure is totally open to 
interpretation and creativity.  Imagination.  Do I still have such a vivid 
imagination?  Like when I was a kid?  …yeah.  Yeah I think I do.  I do 
alright for myself.   

I asked Brude, outright, once, why he believed that his thought processes jump 

around like they do.  Why is “why” even important?  He told me that “It’s all 

about the ‘why.’  It’s the ‘why’ that tells you who you are.” 

More and more, it became obvious to me, from the way that Brude’s 

speech patterns revealed what he was thinking about, what he was pondering, 

how he was mapping out his conversations, that, coalescence enabled him to 

straddle his outside and inside environments—how he’s feeling, what he’s 

thinking about, as well as outside stimuli that he’s perceiving—and also allowed 

him to jump between past, present, and future—one moment he’s talking about 

something he likes today, but then he’s reflecting upon why that may be, based 

upon himself in the past, and, then, he brings it back up to the present, to 

confirm it, and, may even project into the far future, depending upon what 

conclusions he has come to.   

Brude is a matrix of inside, outside, past, present, and future, all at the 

same time, and he utilizes coalescence in this manner as a form of enchantment 

that Heidegger calls “ek-stasis,” giving the space of “otherness to the Self, a state 
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of being beyond or beside oneself” (Heidegger, cited in Lloyd 2007:138).  Rather 

than any stable endpoint, the Self can be seen as a ever-continual process of be-

coming, given impetus through self-awareness, as an individual orients 

themselves towards a world, and reflects upon the “why” of this orientation.  

 

A Cartography of the Self:  All the Folks Quicksilver Knows 

Worlds are produced as individuals establish their bearings in relation to 

their environments, an act similar to map-making, only, here, it is a “cartography 

of the Self” (Conley 1996:11), defined by Tom Conley as the ways that an 

individual moves towards “a growing consciousness of their position” (Conley 

1996:11), to which I would add ‘within an assemblage, or an order of relations.’  

Coalescence is a similar cartographic endeavor, providing individuals with a 

‘sense,’ imposed from both within and without themselves, that they are 

implanted in, belonging to, or, participating in, a world which circulates about 

them.   

I am spending the afternoon with Quicksilver, a 43 year old gay male living 

in Austin Texas, an initiate of Gardnerian witchcraft.  He has invited me to his 

house for lunch, and to spend the afternoon together.  I arrive to find that he has 

made avocado and provolone sandwiches, with salt and vinegar chips on the side.  

I have brought two jugs of sweet tea.  We eat and talk, about life and my research 

project.   

We decide to walk down to Dolce Vita, a small café close to his house, to 

get some gelato.  “Before we go,” he says, “let me feed the tree-folk out back.”  He 

takes an enormous bucket out from under the kitchen sink, fills it with water 
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from the bathtub, and heads out his back door into the yard.  He pours some 

water at the base of the trees in his yard, and uses his hands to liberally sprinkle 

water over flowers and vegetables in his garden.  “Ok.  Now the green-folk are all 

set, so us red-folk can go get some ice cream!” he says with a smile. 

As we walk, I listen as Quicksilver describes for me the ways that he has 

noticed global warming affecting Texas weather patterns, plant growth cycles, 

and animal migration patterns to and from Austin: 

Austin used to be somewhat mild during the winter.  I mean, I’ve gone to 
Christmas and New Year’s celebrations in just a button up shirt with no 
coat.  But the past five years, maybe even four, I’ve noticed weather 
patterns changing drastically.  I mean, it’s gotten down into the teens!  
That’s coat, hat, and scarf weather!  I can see the changes to the climate.  
And they are happening fast.  Five years is not a long time, really, when 
you think about it.  And these weather changes have altered everything 
else.  I mean, my garden gets a later and later start every year, which 
affects when the harvest comes.  And the animals’ migration patterns are 
changing.  The bird-folk are appearing later in the spring, the tree-folk are 
dropping their acorns later.  Everything is all screwed up.  It’s only gonna 
get worse.   

Quicksilver’s concerns about global warming and changing climate and 

environmental patterns are palpable, but what strikes me is the way he talks 

about his environment: he is a ‘folk’ among many ‘folk’ that I think most people 

would not consider ‘folk,’ such as rocks, trees, birds, rivers.  And by using the 

term ‘folk,’ there is an implied relationship, a closeness that is not usually 

invoked when the majority of people talk about the world around them and their 

surrounding environment. 

 Walking around town with Quicksilver, it is not uncommon for him to 

point at a group of trees and say “I love it when the tree-folk grow together like 

that!” or “Oh, just stepped on one of the rock-folk; I could feel it through my 
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shoe!”  When I asked Qucksilver about why he calls everything folk, and, perhaps, 

when this started, he explained that: 

When it began?  I don’t know.  I guess the more and more I came to realize 
that everything is connected in some way, the more I realized that 
everything is just another form of ‘folk.’  Yknow?  It keeps me mindful that 
everything I am interacting with is a living breathing entity, whether it be 
birds, or grass, or flowers, or even a bumble bee.  I am not here to be 
master over all these things.  I am but one being among many, and we 
exist and live together.  We are a system.  I am is different from what 
they are.  I’m obviously not made of rock.  I am made of flesh and bone, of 
the human species.  That’s who I am in this larger picture.  But we’re all 
here, and we’re all trying to get things accomplished, and we’re all trying 
to exert our desires upon the world, and other beings.  Seeing the world 
this way let’s me know who I am in relation to all of this.  I am me.  That 
tree is that tree.  That squirrel is that squirrel.  But at least I know, or feel 
like I know, who and what I am in relation to all of this.  

This awareness produces Qucksilver’s subjectivity as an ever-constituted Self, or 

an ‘I’ position that is ever in flux, forever in a state of be-coming, dependent upon 

its relation to and with other Selves. 

Judith Butler writes that “any ‘I’ position is constrained by the language 

which structures all possibilities for expression;” however, in locating oneself in a 

world, an ‘I’ position can emerge, “not as a stable concept,” but, as “an ever-

shifting positionality” (Butler 1990:34.  An ‘I’ can be used to demarcate a point on 

a trajectory, or an “ideal type,” in the words of Max Weber (Weber 1930), what 

Judith Butler describes as “snap-shot of a particular moment among a multitude 

of free-floating attributes” (Butler 1990:34).  In this manner, the ‘ego,’ according 

to Deleuze, is seen not as a stable essence of an individual, but “an attention to 

the moment when a person is responding to something” (Deleuze 1969:115). 

The process of Self be-coming is most prominent at sites where the 

relation to the unknown is most noticeable (Conley 1996:11).  Worlds are 
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produced as individuals establish their bearings in relation to “that which escapes 

recognition” (Conley 1996:9), the sites of “ruptured attachment to the world” 

(Conley 1996:9).  

Quicksilver and I are hanging out, again.  This time we are walking 

around, downtown Austin, on a cool Autumn evening.  We walk the streets, 

slowly, as Quicksilver explains to me how the landscape of the pagan community 

in Austin, and Texas in general, and perhaps the whole nation, has been changing 

so drastically over the past few years, that he hardly recognizes witches anymore 

when out in public.  Suddenly he stops, his focus staring down at the sidewalk. 

Just a few feet in front of us is an object laying on the sidewalk, but I can not tell 

what it is.  It is just a dark mass to me. 

“What is that?” Quicksilver asks. 

“I dunno,” I say, not necessarily sure it matters all that much to me.   

Quicksilver continues to look at the object, craning his neck in some odd 

attempt to sharpen his vision, even though neck and eyes are not related at all.   

“Weird,” he says, finally going over to the object and nudging it with the 

toe of his shoe.  “Oh!  It’s a scarf!” he exclaims, laughing at himself, “I had no 

idea what the fuck I was looking at!”   

“Did that bother you?” I asked him.   

“No,” he said, wistfully, “I was actually enjoying it.  There is not an 

answer for everything, yknow.”   

“True,” I confirmed.   

“But I enjoy when things baffle me,” he said, “It makes me have to take a 

moment to figure out how I relate to them, like, how do I fit into this picture with 

that thing right there!” 
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Queer theorists suggest that there are no stable identities or subjectivities, 

but, rather, moments when an assessment of ‘where a person is at’ can be 

recognized and analyzed as a ‘Self,’ for the time being.  Tom Conley argues that a 

Self utilizes relations and impressions to link his or her body to a mobility of 

relations, which make subjectivity “at once recognizable (both to the Self and 

others), collective (in its assemblage with others), and personal (in an individual’s 

own understanding of these relations and assemblages)” (Conley 1996:20).  An 

individual gains a sense of Self, actually feels the processes of be-coming, when 

he or she gains the perception of being in a world, ‘being there,’ having a real 

place, experiencing movement in space, and “an increased awareness of a 

perspectival point of view, an orientation, albeit a partial one, in historical time” 

(Conley 1996:22).   

Self-hood, or, what Conley refers to as “self-fashioning” (Conley 1996:6), 

occurs when an individual discovers themselves to be in “a delicately nascent 

place held in the tensions of time, discourse, and space” (Conley 1996:6), and is 

only visible when it achieves the “effect of totality, of having engineered a world 

through its own labors” (Conley 1996:6).   It is the attachments (or dis-

attachments) of the Self—meaning the ability, through the engaged practices of 

coalescence, to see oneself as a totality, as self-made, as a ‘witch,’ while at the 

same time, viewing one’s Self as local, a production of circumstances from one 

moment to the next—that facilitates a witch’s awareness as a totality, for the time 

being, within the enchanted world which they inhabit. 
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A Logic of the Symbolic and Semiotic: How Reynard Celebrates Mud 

Coalescence is accomplished through conscious cognition and language, as 

well as pre-conscious or subconscious sensation or affects.  In this manner, it can 

be said that the processes of coalescence are both symbolic and semiotic.  The 

‘Symbolic’ is a term for the realms of language, signs, and signification (Lloyd 

2007:88).  The ‘Semiotic,’ also called “the imaginary,” is the realm of images and 

impulse, both conscious and unconscious, both perceived and imagined, “a mode 

of bliss or extreme pleasure that is unregulated by social law” (Lloyd 2007:92).  

Coalescence is a logic that is, on the one hand, oriented towards that which is 

literal, signified, speakable, and identifiable, and, on the other hand, is oriented 

towards that which is unspeakable, vague, intangible, and unidentifiable.  

Coalescence, as a state of being, utilizes these two orientations to form one 

coherent world. 

This is exemplified by many witches’ sense of time, as a cyclical 

attunement to the relationship between the Earth, Sun, and Moon.  The sun is 

considered by most witches to be the embodiment of the God, masculine divinity, 

or, masculine life force.  The moon is considered to be the embodiment of the 

Goddess, feminine divinity, or, feminine life force.  The Earth itself is considered 

to be the embodiment of both God and Goddess, masculine and feminine 

divinity; the earth’s soil and growing conditions are said to be the body of the 

Goddess; that which grows, such as trees, grass, crops, are said to be the body of 

the God, who is born out of the Goddess.  Not only do these beliefs, again, 

underscore notions of immanence and transcendence—the sun is both physically 

the sun and also the spirit of the God—but, the practices associated with these 
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beliefs take the form of a symbolic and semiotic logic known as the 3-fold 

Witches’ Calendar: (1) Solar, (2) Lunar, and (3) Solar-Terrestrial. 

The solar calendar is marked by eight ‘Sabbats,’ often referred to as ‘The 

Wheel of the Year,’ which aligns with the creation myth at the start of this chapter 

in that it reinforces the symbolic patterns of the circle of life, the cyclical nature of 

birth, growth, fulfillment, repose, death, and rebirth.  It should be noted that 

many witches view the year this way, but not all.  There is no one way to see the 

wheel of the year, but many do adhere to the mythos below. 

The names for the Sabbats, themselves, are of Celtic origin: 

Oct 31/Nov 1: Samhain (Sow-en).  Considered to be a time of death and 

darkness.  The God is in the underworld, awaiting rebirth, and witches focus on 

their own loved ones who have passed away, and are awaiting rebirth. 

Dec 20/Dec21: Yule (Yool).  Winter Solstice marks the ‘rebirth’ of the sun 

from the Goddess, a metaphor witches use for the fact that the earth’s axis has 

tilted, and daylight will increase more and more until the Summer Solstice. 

Jan 31/Feb 1: Imbolc (Im-mulg).  Witches celebrate this Sabbat as a time 

of purification.  The Goddess has gave birth to the God, at Yule, and now she 

renews herself, becoming The Maiden again, given evidence by the thawing of 

winter.   

Mar 20/Mar 21: Ostara (A-star-uh).  Witches celebrate the Goddess and 

the God meeting together as equals since on the equinoxes both day and night are 

of equal length.  Witches celebrate spring, youth, growth, as Goddess and God are 

both seen as mud, rains, flowers, and a breath of fresh spring air. 
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Apr 31/May 1: Beltane (Bee-el-tah-nah).  Witches celebrate sexuality, and 

the fertility of the earth ready for seed-planting.  The Goddess and God are seen 

as reaching sexual maturity, and enter into a relationship with one another. 

Jun 20/Jun 21: Litha (Lee-tha). Summer solstice marks the time witches 

celebrate light, heat, and potency.  The Goddess and God are seen as mature 

adults, King and Queen, Father and Mother of All Life, the sun at the height of its 

power, and the earth, green, abundant, and lush.  

Jul 31/Aug 1: Lammas (Lah-mus).  This is the witches’ first harvest.  From 

the sexual union of the Goddess and God at Beltane, the Goddess gives birth to all 

manner of life thriving upon the earth: flowers, fruits, and vegetables.  

Sept 20/Sept 21: Mabon (May-bahn).  This is the witches’ second harvest.  

In their cosmology, the Sun God, born at Yule, lover to the Goddess at Beltane, 

and crowned King at Litha, now pours all his strength (literally, the sun is very 

hot now) into the growing crops, giving his life-force for the health and well-being 

of the earth, as the crops, seen as the God’s literal body now, are cut and 

harvested. This is a sacrificial-king motif, well documented in many traditions 

around the world, but most elaborately explored by Sir James Frazer in The 

Golden Bough (Fraser 1922).  Witches believe that the slain God descends into 

the underworld, a place where souls go to rest after death, to await rebirth. 

Oct 31/Nov 1: The Wheel turns to Samhain, again, and witches, again, 

honor the God in his underworld aspect, and celebrate death, mourn the loss of 

their loved ones, and mark the time when their souls will be reborn 

(reincarnation), just as, when spring arrives, the leaves of the trees will ‘be 

reborn.’ 
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Reynard lives in Western Massachusetts, where the winters are so 

desperately cold, far more colder than my old bones can endure.  But there is 

something about surviving the harsh New England winters that comes as a badge 

of courage, a testament to one’s survival.   

It was February, generally the coldest month; but there was a thaw that 

came suddenly.  I was spending a week with Reynard, at his house, in 

Northampton, Ma., and, as we walked around town, there were little hints of 

warmer weather, such as melting snow, thawing icicles, and water trickling down 

the sides of the streets.   

 In Reynard’s yard, much of the snow had melted away, and as we stood 

outside, smoking cigarettes on his back porch, he suddenly pointed to a patch of 

wet mud in the center of his back yard.  “Lookit there!” he exclaimed, hopping 

off the porch to approach the spot, “Woo!” he hollered, “it’s mud season!  The 

first hints of mud season!” 

 “What does that mean?” I asked.   

“It means,” Reynard said, emphatically, “that the tides are turning, winter 

is loosening it’s grip, thank god, and the first hints of spring are here.”   

“Well, that’s good news,” I said; I’m not a big fan of winter, so any hint of 

its passing is a good sign to me.   

“Better than good news!” Reynard exclaimed, “Winter sucks!  It’s a 

reason for celebration!” 

 I didn’t think anything more of our conversation, until a couple days later, 

when I returned from the grocery store to find that the living room was decorated 

as if Reynard was having a party.  The furniture had been moved to the edges of 

the room, and a large round table had been placed in the very center of the room, 
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draped in brown cloth, with little evergreen sprigs and candles as decorations, 

and a bowl of mud in the center.   

 “Are we having a party?” I asked Reynard.   

“No, we’re having a Sabbat,” he replied.   

Reynard explained that witches celebrate certain holidays, or Sabbats, on 

specific calendar days, but he chooses, instead, to not rely on the calendar to tell 

him when a season is changing, but to rely upon his own perceptions and 

feelings.  What he sees happening around him, in the environment, lets him know 

“the tides are changing,” as he puts it. 

 That night, six other witches came over to Reynard’s to celebrate Imbolc, 

the first spring festival, which seems to mark the first shifts in the seasons, from 

winter to the slightest hint of spring.  It’s almost a celebration of when the ‘edge’ 

and ‘bite’ of winter just seem to be a little less.  Reynard explains that it is also a 

time “for purification,” a time “to throw off the winter sludge, and prepare 

yourself to start a spring project.” 

 As the witches gathered around the altar in the center of the room, they 

called upon the “Mud Maiden” and the “Lord of the Rising Sap,” dipping their 

fingers in the bowl of mud in the center of the altar and placing a small smear of 

mud upon their foreheads.  Paper and pens were passed around, and everyone 

wrote one thing on the piece of paper: something about themselves that they 

wanted to eliminate, whether it be a bad habit, an negative influence in their life, 

or a personality trait that they felt held them back from achieving successes.  

These included such things as “overeating,” “laziness,” “ignoring gut instincts,” 

and “fear of failure.” 
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 Then a serving tray, with eight small glasses of milk, was placed upon the 

altar.  The witches held hands in a circle, chanting a “chant of power,” as they call 

it, until their voices were roaring.  At a moment, which no one seemed to officially 

decide, they let go of each other’s hands, and held their outstretched hands out 

towards the glasses of milk, lightly touching the lip of each glass.  They said that 

this was “to release the energy raised into the milk, so that it was charged with 

power.” 

Reynard had a fireplace in his living room, in which a large, warm, cozy 

fire had been lit.  The tray of milk glasses was placed on the hearth, beside the 

fire.  All the witches gathered around the fireplace, kneeling in front of it, with 

their slip of paper clutched in their hands.  One by one, in no particular order, 

each started throwing their slips of paper into the fire, saying “I purify and 

cleanse myself of _(bad thing)_,” then, reaching for a glass of milk, they said 

“…and I bring into myself _(good thing)_,” then, they lifted the glass to their lips, 

and drank all of the milk within the glass.   

“You can not just empty yourself of something,” explained Reynard, “…it 

leaves a void; you need to bring something in to replace it.” 

After everyone had tossed their papers into the fire, and drank their glass 

of milk, the atmosphere of the evening became lighter, less intense, and everyone 

sat around the living room, eating, drinking, and talking for the rest of the 

evening. 

The Wheel of the Year is said to be the invention of Gerald Gardner.  

Although some cultures celebrated/celebrate one or two of these festivals, there is 

no historical documentation that I could find that confirmed that any culture 

celebrated all eight.  I do not say this to discredit witchcraft; instead I want to 
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underscore witches’ creativity, innovating or developing a system that meets the 

needs and wants of its practitioners at any given time.  

In her research, Sabina Magliocco found that “no single myth symbolizes 

the year-cycle of all witches” (Magliocco 2004:106).  I found that many witches 

adhere to the mythos described above, but, there are numerous different stories 

and mythologies, concerning the relationship between Sun, Moon, and Earth.  

What is significant, however, is that all stories have the same pattern—a 

recognition and honoring of the cycles of birth, life, death, rebirth.  Magliocco 

underscores that “The stories are not perceived as competing against each other, 

or as mutually exclusive expressions of truth, but as complementary metaphors” 

(Magliocco 2004:107). 

Alongside the Solar Wheel of the Year, the witches’ lunar calendar cycles, 

monthly, with the 13 full moons of the year.  The moon is said to be the Goddess, 

who is conceptualized as “triplicate” or “triformis” (Carpenter 1996:62).  She is 

Maiden during the waxing moon; Mother at the time of full moon; and Crone 

during the waning phase.  Each aspect of the goddess, or phase of the moon (they 

are really one and the same, according to witches), corresponds to a different 

activity or ‘energy’: the dark moon, and the waxing moon, are about beginnings 

and growth; the full moon is about maturity, fulfillment, abundance; the waning 

and dark moon are about decline, cutting away, and death.  The re-emergence of 

the first sliver of the crescent moon is the harbinger of rebirth, as the goddess 

renews herself, emerging again as Maiden.  This cyclical nature reflects the 

creation myth at the start of this chapter, and is mirrored in the solar Sabbats of 

the wheel of the year, illustrating, again, the importance of birth, growth, 

maturation, decline, death, and rebirth, within witch cosmology. 
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Each of the full moons has a name, or theme.  Witches celebrate the full 

moons as “the time when the Goddess is giving out all of her power,” according 

to one participant, Daniel, “in the form of moonlight.”  Witches see this power as 

something that they can draw into themselves, through a practice called 

“Drawing Down the Moon,” in order to use the moon’s energy to their own ends, 

aligning themselves with the energetic theme of each particular moon.  The full 

moon names are not the same throughout all Traditions; but an example of the 

lunar year would be: 

 
January: Wolf Moon 
February: Storm Moon 
March: Chaste Moon 
April: Seed Moon 
May: Hare Moon 
June: Dyad Moon 
July: Mead Moon 
August: Wort Moon 
September: Barley Moon 
October: Blood Moon 
November: Snow Moon 
December: Oak Moon 
2nd full moon within one calendar month: Blue Moon 
2nd dark moon within one calendar month: Black Moon 

 

Attuning to the natural cycles of birth, life, death, rebirth, witches follow the 

patterns of growth and decline in all life.  Folklorist Margot Adler, whose 

Drawing Down the Moon is hailed as one of the most popular texts on witchcraft 

in The United States and Europe, writes that witches’ attunements to their 

environment “renews a sense of living communion…with the changing of the 

seasons and the land” (Adler 1986:111), which, according to Magliocco, is the 
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“key” (Magliocco 2004:105) to understanding how witches view “life’s processes” 

(Maglicoo 2004:105).   

Helen Berger, who wrote one of the earliest ethnographies on Modern 

Witchcraft, writes that witches “draw parallels between changes in the natural 

world and in each participant’s personal life” (Berger 1999:29).  In other words, 

by aligning their personal life trajectories with environmental changes, natural 

seasonal cycles, and the cycles of the moon and the sun, witches connect to their 

environments in ways that are unique, and which, according to pagan author, 

Starhawk, give impetus to a personal investment in their environment (Starhawk 

1990:86), an investment in “nature, oneself, and other people” as Berger puts it 

(Berger 1999:22).  Practicing witchcraft is an alternative worldview that 

“confront[s] the questions of the source of all life and the place of humans in the 

cosmos” (Adler, cited in Hutton 1999:397). 

Starhawk writes that: 

The moon waxes and wanes…We are reminded at the new moon of our 
power to begin.  At the full moon, we remember and intensify what it is in 
our lives that we are bringing to fulfillment.  As the moon wanes, we let go.  
The moon cycles takes on a new depth of meaning, and the changes in our 
own lives become integrated with the forces around us (Starhawk 
1990:98). 

In other words, the practice of witchcraft is a “way of marking and intensifying 

value” (Starhawk 1990: 98), an orientation and attunement that draws 

inspiration, guidance, and wisdom, applicable to daily life, from the witch’s 

surrounding environment.  

Coalescence, as a way of attuning to the environment, works is a form of 

philosophy, a logic, an ethos, which Merleau-Ponty defines as an “act of bringing 

truth into being” (Merleau-Ponty 2007:137), of distributing what is “sensible,” 
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(Rancière 2004:13), meaning “what presents itself to sensual experience” 

(Rancière 2004:13).  A logic delimits the visible and invisible, as well as space 

and time relations, that determine forms of lived experience.  As a logic, 

coalescence is “a strategy of metaphor” (Lefebvre 1974:78), or, rather, a 

“metaphorization” (Lefebvre 1974:78) of the world that “presupposes and 

imposes homogeneity” in the divisions and subdivisions of seemingly disparate 

persons and objects (Lefebvre 1974:98).  Living bodies are caught up in the 

images, signs, and symbols utilized to make sense of the world (Lefebvre 

1974:98).  Coalescence, then, functions as a sorting strategy for processing the 

massive influx of information bombarding individuals at any given time. 

 

Signs and Codes: Bluebonnets for Peter-Paul 

As a logic, coalescence is dependent upon witches’ “schemas,” defined by 

Mary Douglas as “a constructed stable world” in which persons and objects “have 

recognizable shapes, are located in depth, and have permanence” (Douglas 

1966:37).  Douglas elaborates that, in terms of legibility, “as perceivers we select 

from all the stimuli falling on our sense only those which interest us, and our 

interests are governed by a pattern-making tendency” (Douglas 1966:37).  The 

most obvious “cues,” signs, and connections are those which “fit most easily into 

the world” that is being produced (Douglas 1966:37); ambiguous signs are 

“tolerated as if they harmoniously fit into the pattern” of the world (Douglas 

1966:37); and, signs that are completely “discordant” with the world are rejected 

(Douglas 1966:37).  Douglas stresses that, if discordant signs are to be accepted, 
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then “the structure of assumptions about the world” need to be modified before 

this can happen (Douglas 1966:37). 

Training in Witchcraft involves this type of modification, as witches learn 

to interpret signs through associations; things are associated with other things.  

For instance, East is the direction of Air, South the direction of Fire, West the 

direction of Water, and North the direction of Earth.  When I asked witches 

“Where did this system come from?” I was met with many different answers, such 

as Medieval ceremonial magic, pre-Christian European folk associations, some 

said that Gerald Gardner made it up when he published his books on witchcraft 

in the 1950s.  It seemed to me that the majority of witches actually don’t know 

exactly where these associations come from, they just know that they use them, 

and that they work.  By ‘work,’ I mean that these associations make sense, have 

affective components that resonate or feel comfortable for witches, and bring 

about tangible results. 

For example, the Maiden Goddess and the Spring God are associated with 

the East, as are new beginnings, growth, inspiration, creativity, mental activity, 

learning, and language.  The direction of East, for witches, draws their attention 

to the winds, tree branches, tornadoes, gentle spring breezes, the pulmonary 

system of the human body, breathing and breath, light-heartedness.  There are 

herbs associated with Air such as sage, lavender, lemongrass, meadowsweet, 

dandelion, and white pine trees—the bark, needles, and sap.  Witches spend years 

in training, learning these associations, and experimenting with them, selecting 

which ones make sense for them, which ones resonate, cause feelings and 

connections, and they discard those which do not ‘work.’   
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What this means is that, as witches walk through their everyday lives, their 

environment speaks to them in ways that are unique to the practice of witchcraft.  

Something as simple as taking a stroll through a city park holds immense 

significance because every tree, flower, type of grass, bird, cloud formation, and 

the position of the sun, holds a deep meaning, a meaning ‘more real than real.’  

Witches discern each thing they see, pass, or encounter, as heavily weighted with 

significance.  There is nothing that stands outside of witches’ association; the 

entire universe has deep meaning, in some form or another. 

Witches categorize singularities according to these schemas: objects and 

persons are named and analyzed, and these organizations, or mental mappings, 

influence the ways that witches experience or perceive objects at any given 

moment.  If a witch sees a blue jay, it means to prepare for a challenge to come; if 

they pass some lavender growing on the side of the road, it reminds them to relax 

and enjoy life a little; if the sun is just rising, it signals to them to gather their 

strength for the day ahead of them.  Coalescence acts as a form of labeling, of 

association, or, rather, “speedily slotting symbols in the pigeon-holes” (Douglas 

1966:37) of their associations, to use the words of Mary Douglas, and activating 

feelings and sensations within the witch.  

The signs of coalescence rely upon the interpretation of values placed upon 

signs, which, themselves, act as “the vehicle for making felt the potential force” 

(Massumi 2010:63) of person and objects in the world.  Signs take many shapes.  

Brian Massumi utilizes the term “sign-event” to describe the ways that signs have 

agency and “cause us to act at the same time that we are being acted upon” 

(Massumi 2010:63).  It should be noted that that sign is not the object or thing to 

which we respond, but, rather, our “alerted flesh, feeling, our command to 
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alertness,” or the actual response, that should be noted as the ‘sign.’ (Pierce, cited 

in Massumi 2010:64).   

It’s March, in Central Texas.  As a New Englander, I don’t find the Texas 

winters exceptionally cold, but there is a noticeable change when spring starts to 

arrive, and the temperatures rise from the 40s and 50s of winter to the 80s of 

spring.   

I am driving with Peter-Paul, a Gardnerian student, who has not yet 

undergone his full training and initiation.  It’s Sunday, and we have just had 

brunch, our bellies full of pancakes, bacon, sausage, omelets, and mimosas.  We 

are heading out to a spot in Austin called the “360 Bridge,” which Peter-Paul tells 

me has an amazing view, and is “a really nice spot to spend an afternoon.”   

As we drive, Peter-Paul suddenly cries out “Oh my god!  Fucking 

awesome!  It’s the Bluebonnets!”   

I’ve seen these flowers before; in fact, I believe they are the state flower of 

Texas.  But Peter-Paul is very excited to see them. 

“That means it’s officially Spring!” he says, beaming with a smile.   

He pulls the car over (right there on the side of the main roadway) and 

hops out, making his way into the grassy island between the two sides of the busy 

interstate, to lay down in the center of all the bluebonnets and take a selfie.   

“C’mon!” he yells, “you gotta take a selfie or it didn’t happen!” he jokes.  

We lay down together in the grass and snap a few pictures—him, totally caught 

up in the bluebonnets, and me, totally caught up in the fact that it seems 

dangerous to stop one’s car and leave it on the side of the highway.   

“I’ve got goosebumps!,” Peter-Paul laughs.   

“Over bluebonnets?” I ask.   
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“It’s not just that,” he says: 

it’s about seeing them for the first time.  Every year I wait to see them, 
because then I know spring is here.  It’s like an old friend who comes to 
visit once a year.  I get excited. 

“What would it mean,” I asked, just musing: 

if there were a false-start to the bluebonnets.  Y’know, back in New 
England, it can happen that the weather thaws enough, usually during 
February, that the flowers start to grow; but it’s not really spring yet.  It 
can even snow a few more times after that, killing them again, and then 
they re-grow later.  What would a false start like that mean to you? 

“It would mean that spring tide has still turned,” Peter-Paul responded, as if he 

thought my question was silly.  He elaborated: 

You gotta feel what you feel, look around you and see what you see, and act 
accordingly.  I mean, if the flowers start to bloom, and then more snow 
happens, and it wasn’t really the official start of spring, it’s still the start of 
spring.  Those flowers sure as hell couldn’t bloom in December!  You’re at 
another stage, another cycle in the development of the wheel, and it’s OK 
to connect to that, however you want to.  It’s not about being right.  It’s 
about being connected and engaged.  You have to look around yourself 
and interact. 

Signs “act on the nerves” of witches and “force attention” (Pierce, cited in 

Massumi 2010:64).  Although signs appear to be attached to things (such as 

Bluebonnets) the “signs themselves assert nothing” (Massumi 2010:64, stress 

added).  The sign “merely says: ‘Look here!’” (Massumi 2010:64).  Kathleen 

Stewart writes that “signs are both cryptic and crystal clear” and “heave 

themselves at the world” (Stewart 2007:39).  For witches, signs appear, but the 

interpretations and reactions these signs are given depends upon what 

associations, values, or significance witches latch onto them. 
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Talk, Stories, and the Un-Said: Marco’s Love Spell 

Language and terminology play a large role in the values latched onto 

signs, often in the form of stories and narratives (Bakhtin 1981; Ricoeur 1984; 

Stewart 1996:29).  Kathleen Stewart, elaborates on stories and storytelling, 

saying that, in stories, “world is mediated by word, fact moves into the realm of 

interpretation to be plumbed for significance” (Stewart 1996:27).  Surrounded by 

signs and symbols, the ever-becoming-Self is always already located in “the 

textual role of narrator, audience, and object of narration” (Stewart 1996:140).  

Story-telling, itself, is “an act of emplotment—a grasping together” (Stewart 

1996:29); it is how we process things, “it makes things happen, sets things in 

motion, pushes people together and apart, catches them up in one situation and 

then another” (Stewart 1996:140).  Talk and language become the site where 

“sociality gets caught in the exchange of signs” (Stewart 1996:140). 

As “operations,” narratives play the everyday role of demarcating events 

and spaces (de Certeau 1984:122).  Oral narration, both implicit and explicit, 

“labors to compose spaces, to verify, collate, and displace their frontiers” (de 

Certeau 1984:123), even as stories, themselves, provide “the decorative 

containers for everyday practices” (de Certeau 1984:70).  But, stories possess 

limitation due to language, itself.  Any story told must utilize language to 

represent the un-representable, or intangible.  “To be sure,” writes de Certeau, 

“stories describe only fragments of our everyday practices. They are no more than 

metaphors” (de Certeau 1984:70). 

Sometimes it is not what is said, but what gets left unsaid that is 

important.  The French call this ‘le non-dit,’ the unsaid (White 2001:8).  Story-

telling and narratives serve as important approaches to self-actualization and the 
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creation of worlds (Cvetkovich 2005:92); in hearing narratives, “it is just as 

important to pay attention to what is not said, the ways that stories are told by 

not telling them, and what details are left out in the act of storytelling,” as it is to 

focus on what is being made explicit (Cvetkovich 2005:26, 35).  Sometimes, the 

un-said may actually be the most important part of the story. 

We are gathered in the kitchen of Marco, an Italian witch, in his 50s, living 

in Massachusetts, who practices a tradition of Stegheria, with roots that reach 

back to Old World Italty, passed down through the generations of his family.  

Marco is very proud of his tradition, and his sense of family is bolstered by their 

shared tradition, as it is woven into the very fabric of their cultural heritage.   

 It is a chilly late-fall night.  The leaves have already fallen off the trees, and 

it is coat and scarf weather.  Marco’s kitchen is warm.  In fact, his kitchen is 

always warm.  Any visit with Marco is accompanied by copious amounts of food 

and drink; to say ‘no thank you’ would be an affront (believe me, I tried, once), so 

it’s better to just make room in your belly, and do the best you can. 

There is always a pot of soup simmering on the back burner of his stove.  

He says this is a long-held family tradition.  One should always keep a soup 

simmering on the back burner for company, because you never know when 

someone will pop in, and “to offer them something warm and rich and tasty is of 

the highest service.” 

Marco’s tradition is all about “service.”  This does not mean that he is 

subservience; rather, for him, and his family, service is about serving, not in a 

grandiose fashion, but, in very small acts of kindness and giving, and only to 

those within a certain group.  “You know,” says Maria, Marco’s mother: 
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there’s gold circles and silver circles.  Silver circles are the friends you 
might have coffee with every once in a while, you chitty chat about the 
weather, the news, the president.  It’s all very surface.  Friendly, but 
surface.  Gold circle is your family, blood or whatever.  Gold circle is that 
friend who comes to bring food to your house when you got none.  Gold 
circle is that friend that rejoices when something good happens to you, and 
doesn’t look at you with envy.  That’s the evil eye, y’know, envy.  That 
look’ll kill ya.  Gold circle is the one you call in the middle of the night to 
help you bury a body, and when they pick up the phone they don’t ask no 
questions, they just say ‘Gimme a minute to get dressed and Ill be there in 
half an hour.’  That’s gold circle.  We don’t do silver circles.  Who the 
hell needs ‘em!  You’re either gold circle, or you’re not at all.  Nobody 
needs fair weather friends, you understand me?  Nobody gets anywhere in 
life with fair-weather friends. 

Giving and service belong in “gold circle,” so, in a way, if you’re being given to, 

then you’re clued in that you’re in this person’s gold circle.  They think of you that 

way.  And, I was part of Marco’s gold circle, as evident by the abundant kindness 

he always showed me, and that I made certain to always return.  

 So, every time I went over to Marco’s I would get served some of his 

delicious chicken soup from the back burner.  This particular chilly fall evening it 

was myself, Marco, his mother, Maria, and his sister, Ana, all gathered around his 

large (9 long X 4 wide) wooden kitchen table.  We spent the night just talking, or, 

more truthfully, they spent the evening talking (they are really a loud, rowdy 

bunch, who can somewhat take up all the air in the room if you’re not used to that 

kind of thing), and like a modest guest (who couldn’t get a word in edgewise), I 

mostly listened.  They didn’t mind; Marco’s family likes to talk and tell stories, 

and an active listener in their presence made for the perfect audience.   

Marco’s sister had been going on about a new man that she had met, and 

how well their dating had been going.  She had been seeing her new beau for 

about two weeks, but an intense two weeks, and she was half-elated, half-

nervous, at how well everything was going.  After eating, Ana said her goodbyes, 
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to leave and spend the evening with her new man.  Marco walked her to the door, 

with lots of hugs and kisses goodbye, waving to her as she drove off.  He closed 

the door, quietly, and returned to the kitchen table again, joining his mother and 

I.  He smiled a knowing smile at his mother, saying “Well…that didn’t take as 

long as I thought!” 

 “MAR-CO!” his mother exclaimed, giving him the look I might give a 

child who just stole a candy bar from the store; not the end of the world, but a 

crime nonetheless. 

 “What?!” he said, “she was moping around.  She needed something to 

occupy her time, and keep her happy.” 

 “Mar-co!” his mother repeated, stirring her coffee, and shaking her head 

back and forth, “Tsk. Tsk. Tsk.” 

 Marco waved his hand back and forth in front of his face as if he were 

batting at a mosquito.  “So!,” he said, addressing both his mother and I, “Who 

wants cake?” 

And it was never brought up again. 

I did not want to pry, but I can only be under the impression that Marco 

had cast a love spell for his sister to find a man, to ‘occupy her time,’ and he took 

this man, with whom Ana was so enthralled, as the manifestation of his spell.  In 

a coded language he let his mother know that he had done this spell, and his 

mother had let him know that she did not necessarily agree with his meddling in 

his sister’s love life, but it was not a grave error. 

Without actually saying what Marco did, nor exactly what his mother 

thought of whatever it was that he did, the mystery of the un-said was almost 

enchanting in itself, for to leave an audience to their own devices, to conjure their 
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own mental imagery, allows a story to wander places a straight-out guided 

narrative would prevent.      

 

A Know-How of the Self 

Witches use their voices, talk, and stories, in ways that occupy a third 

space in which talk and story-telling are no longer just discursive, but a form of 

critical self-reflection.  The myth of Mother Night both informs and reflects 

witches’ beliefs about immanence and transcendence, that spirit and matter, or 

the sacred and the profane, are not, at all, separate spheres, but all is sacred.  

Magical names reflect that one human can possess multiple consciousnesses, 

each with their own strengths and weaknesses, and each with their own way of 

‘being’ in the world.  Constant self-reflection is very much a daily practice in 

witchcraft, as each witch examines themselves—their motivations and desires—in 

order to come to some deeper understanding of themselves, others, and their 

environment; this is the process of the ever-emerging Self that witches 

acknowledge is not a stable ‘thing’ trapped within the body, but exists only 

moment-to-moment, as witches respond to environmental stimuli.  This could be 

held as a great fear: nothing is real; everything is an illusion.  Yet, the witches 

seem to revel in the illusion of the Self, finding liberation that another Self can be 

fashioned when desired. 

Witches weave these messages into their stories and ways of talking so that 

their stories almost come off like myths or folktales.  But these ways of speaking 

express a particular kind of knowledge, or “know-how” (de Certeau 1984:70), that 

passes down witch-to-witch as a form of oral tradition.  These stories would be 
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what Tom Conley describes as “narrative fulcrums” (Conley 1996:41), meaning 

stories that organize their material according to the vantage of their narrators, in 

which “perspectival loci” denote exactly where the abstraction of symbols is 

conveyed and betrayed by graphic modes of organization” on the part of the 

story-teller (Conley 1996:41).  A story’s loci, writes Conley, act much in the same 

way as the borders of a map between “territories in focus,” and “unknown 

territories,” where “symbolic randomness emerges into visibility as deliberately 

mapped on the part of the narrator” (Conley 1996:41). 

At the same time, the philosophies, logics, schemas, signs, and codes, that 

witches co-produce through talk and storytelling, tare not fixed or stable 

concepts.  They are a significant, but fluid part of witches’ Self-fashioning 

processes, a bricolage of sorts (Levi-Strauss 1966:22), using the “odds and ends” 

(Levi-Strauss 1966:22), the “remains of events” (Levi-Strauss 1966:22), to 

structure an unstable, ever-shifting, fluid, process-ual Self, made possible by 

intense self-examination, and an attention to the relationships between witches 

and other Selves in their environment, both human and non-human.   

Witches locate their sense of Self only from the shifting relations between, 

and reactions to, a multitude of agents in their environment.  The Self that 

emerges from these relations forms what Michel de Certeau calls “know-how,” or 

“a kind of taste, tact, or genius” (de Certeau 1984:70), to which witches orient 

themselves, taking the remains of all past experiences, and re-organizing them 

into a present knowledge system imbued with meanings that can be interpreted 

one way, for one event, and another way for another event, sometimes repeated, 

and sometimes completely innovative and original.  The meanings that witches 

latch onto themselves and other agents in their environment, when taken 
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together, work to co-create a world, facilitate witches’ understanding of this 

world and their environment, and enables their ever-emerging Self to take its 

place within an environment, or world. 
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Chapter 5 

Acts of Will 

 
Do you have the Will to continue? 

-T. Thorn Coyle 
 

“What care I for human hearts, soft and spiritless as porridge… 
a Faery’s heart beats fierce and free! 

-Oona 

 

 

 For witches, the direction of South is associated with Fire, energy, agency 

and action.  Following the witches’ logic, in this chapter I would like to explore 

the ways that coalescence is experienced through movement, motion, trajectories, 

and how these practices inform witches’ sense of their capabilities, as free-acting 

agents.  I would like to explore spellwork and magic, not in a formalized manner, 

but how spellwork occurs in the everyday.  In order to do this, I explore desire 

through a close reading of Deleuze’s theories on ‘the event,’ as something that 

does not exist in the present, but is always either already just past, or is yet-to-

come.  For the purpose of this chapter, I refer to the event of desire as a “desire-

event.”  What emerges from this exploration is a set of practices that encourage 

engagement with one’s environment through the act of setting of one’s will into 

action. 
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Desire and Yearning: The Effects of Gentrification on Moonshine 

There is an array of individuals participating in the daily practices of 

witchcraft; but their reasons for doing so are myriad.  The practices of 

coalescence are a space Marc Augé calls a “concentrated crowd,” (Augé 2002:78), 

meaning a space in which “individual and collective fantasies are mixed” (Augé 

2002:78).  Despite being witchcraft being a large assemblage, “every individual is 

transfixed on themselves…fixated on their own objectives” (Augé 2002:33).  The 

desires of every witch are incredibly personal, as a “social space in which are at 

play the chance and destiny of individual lives” (Augé 2002:82).  Each witch’s 

desires “become a small river tracing the outlines and the drift” of their everyday 

experiences (Wojnarowicz, cited in Floyd 2009:217).   

If we explore desire through Deleuze’s theory of ‘the event,’ then each 

desire-event can be said to be “a continuous chain,” or “singularities deployed in 

a field,” with each desire-event made up of singular points corresponding to a 

“series” (Deleuze 1969:56), or, series of events, one following the other, and the 

other, and the other.  A desire-event is a thing, an occurrence that takes place, in 

which there exists “relations of silent compatibility or incompatibility,” aiding the 

“cast of characters” of a desire-event to discern the conjunctures and disjunctures 

of what is happening at any given moment (Deleuze 1969:169-170). 

Deleuze writes that when an event occurs, individuals look for causality—

“What has caused this desire-event to occur?” (Deleuze 1969:170).  Deleuze 

argues that to look for causality is an impossible question, since any desire-event 

is an “aggregate of non-causal correspondences,” a “relation between effects,” 

which form a system, a series of signs, “assumptions and resonances which 

require interpretation” (Deleuze 1969:170).  A desire-event, then, can be 
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determined to be taking place, not in terms of causality, but, if there is an impact 

of some sort, what Kathleen Stewart refers to as “a reason to react” (Stewart 

2007:16). 

Moonshine, whom we lovingly call “Triple X,” is a 41 year old gay male, 

and Eclectic Witch, of German and Italian descent, living in Austin, Texas.  When 

I met Moonshine, when he was living in a very cute, 650 square foot apartment, 

in the Hyde Park district of Austin.  His rent was $650.00, which blew my mind, 

because rents in my home state of Massachusetts are much higher.  Austin Texas 

seemed like a steal, to me. 

Moonshine enjoyed living alone.  His apartment was always immaculate, 

and had a very peaceful, low-key vibe to it.  There was always music playing, jazz 

and blues, and he always had coffee and something sweet to offer guests, scones, 

muffins, cookies, or cake.  Living on the second floor, he had a balcony, on which 

we would sit and chat away the evening, chain-smoking cigarettes, and either 

philosophizing about life, until our heads hurt, or just talking about local town 

gossip, who’s who at the gay bars, what dudes we were dating that week, who was 

seen fighting with their boyfriend in the middle of the street, downtown, at 3am.  

gay gossip.  

Moonshine lived in his apartment for three years solid.  But, in his fourth 

year, as the time to renew the lease approached, Moonshine talked about leaving 

his apartment to live with a roommate: 

The rents in Austin have gotten so astronomical.  When I first moved here 
in 2010, my rent was $650.  Now, in 2013, my landlord is asking for $995!  
Nothing has changed about the apartment!  It’s the same dump it always 
was.  And I don’t mind living in a dump, but for a dump price!  I just 
can’t believe that in three years my rent has gone up $350!  My brother 
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lives in Boston, and in the time my rent has gone up $350, his has gone up 
$30.  That’s fucking insane!   

The rent increases troubled Moonshine greatly because he was, truthfully, being 

pushed out of his apartment; he could just not realistically afford it anymore.   

Y’know, people always claim gentrification affects people of color, and how 
terrible it is that Austin has become so gentrified that blacks and latinos 
are pushed into other neighborhoods.  Well, you know what?!  
Gentrification affects everybody!  I cant afford this place!  I’m being 
pushed out because I can no longer afford the rent here.  And for what?!  
So some yuppie couple can come along and have 2.5 babies and live out 
their yuppie dreams?  I mean, why are the rents skyrocketing in Austin?  
There’s nothing here!  Why would you come live here?  It’s not like 
there’s a booming fashion industry.  They don’t even have a subway to get 
around, and public transportation sucks.  And it’s the “live music capital” 
of the world or whatever, but it’s not like the music is actually good.  It’s a 
bunch of 45 year old dudes, or 22 year old dudes, playing some bullshit 
like you’d hear pouring out of someone’s garage in the suburbs, if they had 
teenage sons, or something.  It’s like, ‘Dude, you’re 45!  If you’re music 
career hasn’t taken off yet, it ain’t happenin’!  And yet, here I am, 
getting pushed out of my apartment, my rent going up by hundreds of 
dollars each year, and I can’t afford to stay in my home, and for what?  Cuz 
some yuppy just ‘loves how weird and zanyyyy Austin is?’  Fuck them! 

In the face of gentrification, Moonshine was forced to accept that he could not 

afford the climbing rents as a single-income tenant, and had to look for a 

roommate situation. 

 “I don’t want to live with a total stranger,” he says, “how can I relax, in my 

own house, when I’ve got a total stranger there with me?!”   After a few weeks 

passed, I asked him how his apartment search was going.  “I don’t know,” he said, 

looking very sad, “I think for me the hardest thing is accepting that, despite all 

planning and plotting, I’ve come up with no solutions as to how to stay in my own 

place.  I really can’t live here anymore.” 

Moonshine’s desires are what Lauren Berlant calls “clusters of promises” 

(Berlant 2010:93): the promise of staying in his own apartment, making a home 
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for himself, feeling comfortable, finding another apartment, finding a roommate 

with whom he can share space and get along.  There is a constitutive relationality 

between desire and self-consciousness, as the two emerge side-by-side (Lloyd 

2007:15).  Queer theorist Leo Bersani argues this point when he asks “Can we 

know who we are at all if we no longer know what it is that we desire?” (Bersani 

1995:141).  Moonshine likes living alone, in a quiet space, and he has a particular 

area of Austin that he wants to stay in.  These desires reflect attributes of his 

personality.  Every decision he makes has a reason behind it that reveals 

something about Moonshine, himself.  At the same time, Herdt argues that “we 

can not mistake desires for identities” (Herdt 1997:13).  If we look at desire 

through the lens of coalescence, in which identities and desires are not stable or 

fixed, but fluid, constituted from one desire-event to the next, then Moonshine’s 

desires do not fix any particular personality upon him, and he has the agency to 

transform his personality attributes according to context.  For example, although 

he likes to live alone, he is willing to be the kind of person who can live with 

someone else.  He is flexible and fluid in his attributes. 

“Desire wanders,” writes Eric Clarke, “like a psychic tourist, over the 

landscape of the subject’s past experiences, reconstructing a future out of a 

selectively re-presented trace of a utopian past of wish-fulfillment” (Clarke 

2000:13). Moonshine’s desires invoke all his hopes and fears surrounding a 

utopian “home-life,” as he attempts to re-construct some sort of future that will 

somehow, as he hopes out loud, “just all be ok.”  In setting his Will upon the 

world, and taking action towards attaining his desires, Moonshine moves forward 

along a trajectory: he will turn to magic.  
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Magic: How Moonshine “Slow-Cooks” a Spell 

Determining if a desire-event has taken place is complicated when events 

are considered in terms of spatio-temporality.  Any event, according to Deleuze, 

has a unique spatio-temporal component, advancing in two directions at once—

“What has just happened?” and “What is going to happen?” (Deleuze 1969:63).  

In other words, a desire-event has “no present” (Deleuze 1969:63), but is divided 

ad infinitum into things that have just taken place and things that are about to 

take place.  Deleuze utilizes death to illustrate this point when he writes that “the 

event is that no one ever dies, but has always just died, or is always going to die” 

(Deleuze 1969:63).  Deleuze calls this empty present “The Aion” (Deleuze 

1969:63), a spatio-temporal paradigm that sees the present as impossible to hold 

down.  A desire-event, then, is forever simultaneously “already-just-passed” and 

“yet-to-come” (Deleuze 1969:63). 

Moonshine decides that he is going to cast a spell for a new apartment and 

a compatible roommate.   

For weeks he discusses his desires with me, what type of apartment he 

wants, what he is looking for in a roommate, where he wants this apartment 

located, in what price range he wants this apartment.  He makes lists, then more 

lists, weighing pros and cons, deciding what is negotiable and what is a deal-

breaker, in terms of both apartments and roommates. 

As he is thinking all of this out, Moonshine utilizes his living room wall as 

a drawing-board, literally taping small pieces of paper to it, upon which he has 

written particular phrases that represent exactly what he is looking for.  On one 

side of the wall, these phrases include apartment qualities like “$650-800 price 

range,” “balcony or patio,” “Hyde Park neighborhood,” “plenty of cabinet space,” 
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etc.  On the other side of the wall, these phrases include roommate qualities such 

as “neat,” “no parties,” “quiet environment,” “pays bills on time,” etc.  He uses a 

blue magic marker to write with, because he says “blue is a house and home color, 

to me, because it’s soothing.”   

As time passes, and Moonshine continues to gather and assemble these 

representations upon his wall, he also spends all of his free time, online searching 

through the want ads for apartment listings.  He prints out the apartments that 

he likes, and tapes them up onto the wall too, in descending order from most 

desirable to the least desirable.  He writes the phone numbers in bold upon each 

of these apartment listings.   

His living room wall is now starting to fill up.  On the most left side is 

posted all the qualities that he wants his apartment to have.  Down the right side 

of the wall is posted all the qualities that he wants in a roommate.  And down the 

center of the wall is posted all apartment listings that have captivated his interest.  

The wall looks like some kind of crime investigation scene straight out of a tv 

show, like CSI, or something.   

For Moonshine, this is the beginning of a very powerful spell.  He utilizes 

the phrase “slow-cook” to describe his method: 

When it comes to spell work, I’m a slow-cooker.  I need it to simmer.  Like 
a pot on the stove that cooks something all day, really pulling the juices 
and flavors out of the food.  Spell work is like that for me.  Some people 
cast their spells in seconds, and I can do this.  But the longer I simmer on 
a subject, the longer I can really draw out my desire, decide what I do and 
don’t want.  The longer I can let it slowly come to a boil, I just find the 
more effective my spell.  Using my slow-cooker method really helps me 
hone in on exactly what I want. 

The way Moonshine connects spell work to cooking seems to imply that there is a 

domestic quality to spell work.  Spell work, for witches, has to do with attaining 
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desires, but these desires are very closely connected to hearth and home, be it 

good health, money, a new place to live, or the protection of loved ones.  Magic is 

not something that is used frivolously; it is very much anchored in gaining the 

needs and desires that enhance everyday life.   

Pagan author, Starhawk, writes that “only through action can magic be 

realized” (Starhawk 1987:6); although magic, itself, has been defined in many 

ways.  Dion Fortune defined magic as “the art of changing consciousness at will” 

(Fortune, cited in Starhawk 1987:6).  Starhawk describes magic as “the act of 

tapping into power” sometimes called “the act of evoking power-from-within” 

(Starhawk 1987:6).  Malinowski’s documentation of magic focused on the 

‘weirdness’ of magic, as he describes magic in terms of how it was set apart from 

everyday life by strange language and over-ritualized gestures (Malinowski, cited 

in Magliocco 2004:99).  Margot Adler simply referred to magic as any 

“superstition or belief in the supernatural” (Adler 1986:6).  Sabina Magliocco 

describes magic as “the ability to harness  existing natural forces in conformity 

with one’s will in order to bring about transformation” (Magliocco 2004:101). 

 “Magic works by raising, concentrating, and directing energy toward a 

particular goal” (Magliocco 2004:110).  “Raising energy” is a term witches utilize 

to encompass techniques that Isaac Bonewits describes such as “using the 

imagination, stimulating emotions, and moving the body” (Bonewits 1989:159), 

in ways that are directed towards bringing about a specific outcome.  Bonewits 

describes the way magic is performed through desire as a state of emotional 

arousal: 

Emotion is aroused, increased, built to a peak.  A target is imagined and a 
goal made clear.  The emotional energy is focused, aimed, and fired at this 
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goal.  Then there is a follow-through; this encourages any lingering energy 
to flow away and provides a safe letdown (Bonewits 1989:159-160). 

 

Making an Effort: Moonshine Goes Hunting 

When we find ourselves caught up in a desire-event, there is a sense of a 

suspended present, moments long-lasting in their temporal dimensions.  Deleuze 

argues that events, or, desire-events, in this case, have no present; they either 

have just occurred, or are about to occur.  So why do we feel this lingering 

present?   

The present feels lingering not because of the event itself, but because of 

our “sense of the event” (Deleuze 1969:149).  “The splendor and the magnificence 

of the event,” writes Deleuze, “is sense” (Deleuze 1969:149). 

Within every desire-event, then, is a present sense of what is happening, in 

which a desire-event, itself, can be “actualized, embodied, prolonged, understood, 

and represented” (Deleuze 1969:150-151).  Since affects and emotions are 

entangled within desire-events, there is a part of the desire-event which can be 

realized or actualized, and there is a part of the desire-event which escapes any 

definition or explanation, and “can not be actualized in totality” (Deleuze 

1969:152). 

Moonshine has been slow-cooking his apartment spell for a number of 

weeks now.  “There is no rush,” he tells me, “but naturally I’d rather have some 

answers sooner than later, so I can stop worrying about it.”  He continues to add 

to his living room wall collage all manner of bits and pieces, slips of paper on 

which he has written adjectives or nouns, little pictures of apartments and floor 
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plans he has printed off the computer and taped to the wall, more slips of paper 

on which he has written adjectives describing his ideal roommate.   

In the meantime, he has begun contacting apartment landlords and 

realtors around Austin Texas, and has started going to apartment showings, 

creating a large list of available apartments, their price, neighborhood, and the 

pros and cons of each.  Honestly, as I watch Moonshine pour so much of his 

energy, work, time, and effort, into his apartment search, I am struck by the 

thought that he has put more effort into this apartment search than I have put 

into some of my biggest projects, ever. 

 “This is a hunt,” he tells me, “like my ancestors used to hunt.”  He 

continues: 

I feel a real connection to my ancestors.  They were hunters, gatherers, and 
grew their own food.  So for me to hunt this apartment down is already in 
my blood.  But, like my ancestors, the animal hunted does not just come 
strolling into your village.  Well, maybe one lucky day out of your thirty 
years alive it might.  But no.  You gotta get out there!  You gotta hunt it 
down!   My gods don’t hand me anything.  They do, however, more than 
willingly meet me half-way when I make an effort 

Moonshine’s spell-working is a form of making an effort.  By putting together 

this project, actually materializing it on his living room wall, he keeps his mind 

focused on the task, all his energy and free time goes towards bringing his goal to 

fruition, and it makes him feel pro-active in his endeavor, which is a confidence 

booster, giving him more inspiration to devote even more energy to the project.   

 Physically going out to see apartments that are for rent, and talking with 

landlords, gives Moonshine realistic expectations of what is available to him, but 

also makes him excited, it makes the process real: and seeing different 

apartments, the floor layouts, their closet space, new appliances, makes him 
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hungry to start his new adventure, his new stage of life in his new apartment.  A 

clean slate can be very exciting.  

“To practice magic,” writes Starhawk, “is to bear the responsibility for 

having a vision, for we work magic by envisioning what we want to create, 

clearing the obstacles in our way, and then directing energy through our vision” 

(Starhawk 1987:8).  Moonshine believes his apartment spell will work because he 

has formulated concrete ideas, and has moved himself along a trajectory of action 

in order to make those ideas materialize.  This makes him feel powerful; it is a 

powerful thing to draw up an idea, and put it into action; it re-affirms his ability 

to make things happen.  Moonshine is not a wilting flower, just waiting for 

whatever happens to come his way by chance.  He sees himself as a warrior, a 

hunter, a do-er, as one who does, one who makes plans and creates movement.  

Moonshine is an agent, moving towards his desires, drawing upon his own 

personal power and capabilities to exert his will upon his environment, and 

create a world to his own liking. 

 

Ethics: “This Bitch Gotta Go!” 

Moments of desire are affectively made up of “fleeting, but decisive 

sensations” (Lefebvre 1974:429) that can be ecstatic, delightful, disgusting, or 

consist of surprise, horror, and outrage—the possibilities are endless.  Henri 

Lefebvre refers to sensations as “movements” which are “ephemeral and pass 

instantly into oblivion” (Lefebvre 1974:429); yet, during their passing, “all 

manner of possibilities and euphorias” are rendered recognizable (Lefebvre 

1974:429).  Desire, then, consists of “sublime sensations” which interrupt and 
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rupture the everyday, signaling that an event is taking place.  Desire-events are 

intense experiences in everyday life that provide vivid sensations, fleeting and 

affective, feelings that contain possibility, the promise, of something different, 

something out of the ordinary, something that is unexpected or surprising.  

These fleeting sensations are what anchor our sense of desire-events, allowing us 

to hold onto it, despite its ephemerality.  Sensation and feelings are how we 

embody desire itself. 

About a month has passed.  I see Moonshine weekly as I always do.  I 

watch as his project grows in his living room.  There are now candles in front of 

the ‘apartment shrine’ (my term, not his): three blue candles; a Virgin of 

Guadeloupe; a Lady of Miraculous Medals; a Guardian Angel; some white 

candles; there are bowls of flowers; bowls of water; bowls with a mixture of water, 

honey, and wine; incense burning; and a huge straw basket filled with all manner 

of fruits and vegetables, apples, bananas, peppers, etc.  It’s elaborate, by which I 

mean that it not only takes up the entire living room wall, but has spilled out onto 

the floor in front of the wall, growing larger and larger, taking on a life of its own. 

Moonshine calls me up one evening, and invites me over to hang out.  He 

sounds very excited, and insists I grab some wine and get over to his place ASAP, 

because “we have some celebrating to do.”  I swing by the local store, grab some 

wine and snacks, and head over to Moonshine’s, already certain that he is going 

to tell me some good news about his apartment situation. 

When I arrive, I find that I am correct: Moonshine has found an apartment 

and a roommate.  It seems that when Moonshine went to his apartment office, to 

tell them that he was leaving, his landlord let him know that a two-bedroom 

apartment was opening up, right next door to his apartment, and, if he wanted it, 
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the landlord would give him first dibs, on account of how long he had been a 

tenant, and his great rental record.  Moonshine didn’t say anything at the time, 

but this apartment would be perfect: he wouldn’t have to move far, he would still 

be in the same neighborhood, he would still have basically the same apartment 

structurally (he really loved the layout of his apartment), and it would not make 

for a difficult move (no first, last, security required, etc).  Moonshine left the 

rental office determined to find (and fast) a new roommate.   

That same week, a friend from school, Seamus, brought up, randomly in 

conversation with Moonshine, that he couldn’t afford to stay in his own place 

because of the way that Austin rents were skyrocketing.  He would have to find a 

new place, but where?  And, with who?  Moonshine saw this as an opportunity, 

and told Seamus that he had been going through the same thing, and for the past 

few weeks had been trying to figure out how to find a new apartment and 

roommate.  Moonshine invited Seamus to come over and hang out for a day and 

hash out some details.   

Moonshine had a list of questions prepared, for Seamus, so that the two 

could talk very seriously about lifestyles, living arrangements, cleanliness, paying 

bills on time, party/company habits, etc.  He brought up for discussion anything 

that he could think of that might cause a snare in a roommate-situation.  The two 

seemed be in agreement: they both worked from home, so they wanted a quiet 

home environment; both didn’t have much company over; both were clean, more 

or less, to varying degrees; and both paid their bills on time.  On paper, and in 

discussion, they seemed to share the same values when it came to house-goals 

and house-ideals.   

Moonshine moved in with Seamus two months afterwards.   
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It was the biggest mistake of his life. 

And he knew it, on move-in day.   

Moonshine had prepared well to move into the new apartment; he had 

scheduled the movers; paid his first months rent; obtained the keys from the 

landlord; purchased new things for the house like a shower curtain, cupboard 

liners, trash bags; and bought all new bottles of cleaning supplies.  He was ready.  

His move-in took two hours.  The movers came to help bring his furniture from 

the old place to the new; they set up the apartment as he had planned ahead of 

time; everything was put in its place; he hung his pictures up on the walls, leaving 

enough space for Seamus to contribute to the decoration of the apartment; and, 

by 5pm, that day, Moonshine was moved, mostly unpacked, and back to work, in 

his new bedroom. 

Seamus, on the other hand, showed up at the new apartment, at about 

6pm, with no furniture or belongings, but a female in tow, and the two of them 

went into Seamus’ new room (again, completely empty), and spent the entire 

night fucking in there, as evident by the loud moans, grunts, and yelps, heard by 

Moonshine, half the night long, through the very thin apartment walls.  So, 

within Seamus’s first half hour in the apartment, Moonshine got a sick feeling in 

his stomach that he had made a terrible mistake. 

Things only got worse from there.   

Seamus turned out to not be not as invested in his work (from home) 

much at all, but very interested in partying; having ladies over every night; 

fucking said ladies very loudly, with little regard that Moonshine was not 

interested in hearing that; not cleaning up after himself; and having friends over, 

three or four nights a week, filling the living room with noise and beer bottles.   



 

 237 

This was not a match. 

“Can I tell you what his worst habit is?” asked Moonshine, one afternoon, 

as we sat drinking coffee on his patio, while he had the house to himself, “I mean, 

besides bringing fucking girls up in here to fuck loudly all night while I’m trying 

to work, or playing his stupid music at a volume of 10 even though the walls are 

made of paper, or never fucking cleaning up after himself…”   

“Sure,” I laughed, “what’s his worst habit?” 

Moonshine elaborated: 

His worst fucking habit is that he will get something out of the kitchen 
cabinets, I guess while cooking, or god knows what the fuck the kid is 
doing in there, and then he will leave, I mean walk away, and never shut 
the cabinets!  I open the door when I get home, and find three or more 
kitchen cabinets wide the fuck open!  I mean wide open, like my 
apartment looks like I should be calling the police because we 
just got fuckin’ ran-sacked or something!  I mean, who the fuck 
does that!  Why would you ever grab something out of the cabinet, and 
not realize that the fuckin doors are wide open!  Like, you might even 
smack your fuckin head on them next time you’re in the kitchen 
because they are wide open.  As open as open can be! He does this 
every…day!  

I laugh, not because seeing a friend tormented is funny, but because Moonshine 

can be very over-the-top, and has quite a comedic personality, even though he’s 

not trying to be funny; in fact, his not trying to be funny is what’s actually so 

funny. 

Moonshine and Seamus had lived together for just about two months by 

this point.  It is more than evident, to me, that Moonshine has already had his fill.  

“You’re only two months in,” I say, “and have ten more months to go.” 

We sit in silence for a moment. 
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I can feel the waves of aggravation and frustration wash over Moonshine, 

emanating from him like a black cloud.  It doesn’t take a genius to know when 

your present company is feeling sour.  I say nothing, but remain alert.  I don’t feel 

obligated to dote over Moonshine, but he has been a good friend to me, and I 

want to offer my support.  

 Moonshine is lost in thought.  He is gazing down at a spot on the ground 

with a faraway look.  He’s not even seeing what’s in front of him.  He’s 

somewhere else right now.  He suddenly ‘comes back,’ with a few blinks of his 

eyes, an inhalation of breath, and a sigh that is combined with a “yup.”  He’s 

decided some course of action.  He has come to a conclusion in a conversation in 

his head to which I was not privy.  He looks at me, pauses, squints his eyes, a very 

serious expression on his face, and says: “Y’know…I think it’s time this bitch 

gotta go.”  

 I know by “this bitch” he’s referring to Seamus, but I have no idea what 

“gotta go” might entail. 

 “Yep,” Moonshine says again, I think mostly to himself, “…bitch gotta go.” 

Magic, in the sense that Moonshine believes in it, opened up the 

opportunity for a new apartment and new roommate.  But it was not the perfect 

match.  I asked Moonshine if he believes that this gives any indication that his 

magic is ‘faulty’ or ‘flawed.’  He responded: 

No.  I am faulty or flawed, maybe.  Or, my concentration was off.  Or, 
perhaps I didn’t really feel out the situation as thoroughly as I could have.  
But magic is no more faulty or flawed than a pen, or a sword, or anything 
else.  It just is.  It has a life of its own, in some respects.  On the other 
hand, it is neutral, and whatever happens with it is in the hands of the 
beholder, or the person doing magic.  You ask if I think my spell backfired?  
I do not.  I did a spell to get an apartment.  I have an apartment.  I did a 
spell to get a roommate.  I have a roommate.  The fact that my roommate 
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and I do not get along perfectly is not anything to do with magic, and 
everything to do with the fact that despite what magic is performed, people 
still have free will.  It is the free will of my roommate to party and always 
have girls over.  It is his free will to not clean and leave the house a mess.  
It is my free will to desire a clean apartment.  It is also my free will to not 
endure an entire year of living with this man.  Magic is not a miracle drug.  
It is not a fix-all.  It is a concentration of one’s energy into something to 
produce an effect.  There are variables all over the place that give room for 
pluses and minuses.  I could’ve fallen madly in love with Seamus, and been 
a gay guy who is now living with a straight roommate who he’s in love 
with.  The possibilities are endless.  But I did magic to find an apartment 
and a roommate because my lease was ending and I needed these things.  I 
have these things.  In fact, I’m saving over $450.00 a month because I live 
with Seamus now and don’t have to pay everything by myself.  There’s ups 
and downs all across the board.  Magic opens doors, but after that, it is 
entirely up to some planning, and some chance.   

For Moonshine, magic is a way to focus on projects, to chase desires, to bring 

desires into fruition, through a combined effort of concentration and agency.  

Magic is a means for Moonshine to reflect upon and enact his will upon his 

environment, but it is no guarantee that the outcome will be perfect.  Like most 

aspects of life, there seems to be some elements that are under the control of the 

witch, and then others that the witch couldn’t possibly have planned for.   But, for 

Moonshine, magic is not something expected to solve all of his problems; it is, 

instead, a methodology, a technique or practice, for getting in touch with his 

deepest desires, and then moving out along a trajectory to manifest those desires.       

 

Ethics: The Hot Foot Oil 

“I need to tread carefully with what I do next,” Moonshine tells me, one 

evening as we are having drinks at The Flying Saucer, in Austin, a regular haunt 

of Moonshine’s and mine, “I do not want to open myself up for more trouble than 

this kid is worth,” he continues, gravely.  Moonshine is talking with me about his 
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plans concerning his horrendous living situation.  Sharing his living space with 

Seamus has affected Moonshine, significantly.  He has become depressed (“I will 

literally lay in bed 12 hours, and not get up, and not want to get up!  That’s not 

like me, at all!”), apathetic about his work (“I can’t work when this kid is pulling 

his bullshit at every turn, it’s disruptive to my creative processes”), and 

embarrassed about his apartment (“Why would I invited anyone to hang out at 

this shit hole?!  I don’t want to bring people over because the apartment doesn’t 

look how I want it to.  It’s not clean, and it always looks run down!”).  He is 

becoming more and more isolated, both in terms of friends and dating/lovers, on 

account of the disruptions to his life, and the coping mechanism he needs to 

endure this disruption.  He finds himself holed up in his bedroom, alone, more 

and more, in order to avoid even seeing Seamus.  Moonshine appears, to me, to 

just be trying to make it through each day.   

“I fucking hate him!,” Moonshine tells me, “I hate him for being such a 

fuckin man-child that he’s turned what should be a beautiful space, nice and 

peaceful, into a fuckin’ dump!”   

I soothe Moonshine; it’s a horrible feeling to see a friend so miserable, and 

know that there’s nothing I can really do but listen and be supportive.  “I think 

you need a plan,” I tell him, “a real plan, because you can’t just stay in bed 14 

hours a day.  That’s a sign of depression, like, serious depression.”   

Moonshine agrees.  He tells me that he has decided that he is going to use 

magic to get Seamus out of the house.  “But I need to be very careful,” he says, 

“because what I do to him, I do to me first.” 

“What do you mean?” I ask.   

“When a witch casts a spell,” he elaborates: 
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…it moves through them first.  I’m not saying that I believe in that law of 
three Wiccan crap, where whatever you do comes back to you times three.  
That’s bullshit.  What I do believe, however, is that whatever you put out 
has consequences, and is attached to you.  I mean, it’s not science, it’s 
logic.  If you go around being a fucking douchebag all the time, people are 
gonna hate you.  If people hate you, you’re gonna have no friends.  If you 
have no friends, no one will be there to help you in a time of need.  You see 
what I’m saying?  I don’t believe in this Karma concept or Law of Three, 
whatever.  But I do believe that what I put out is connected to me, to my 
life, and has results, consequences or rewards, causes and effects, and I 
don’t want to tangle myself up in some bullshit, when all I was really trying 
to do was get away from someone who is toxic to my life.  I mean Seamus 
has done me wrong: he misrepresented himself as some kind of quiet, 
responsible roommate, and he’s not, at all.  He douped me, just to move 
into my apartment complex because it’s in a better location than his old 
place, and he thought he could party it the fuck up here.  So he’s definitely 
wronged me.  But I don’t need to waste a lot of my energy getting any kind 
of revenge.  I just need to get him the fuck out!  

Moonshine spends the next few nights doing divination—a term many witches 

utilize to mean a form of answer-seeking, whether it be tarot cards, meditating 

upon a bowl of water until images appear, crystal ball gazing until an image 

appears, or, according to many, just seeking out spirits who give them 

information first-hand.  Moonshine uses tarot cards, a very beautiful deck called 

the Paulina Tarot, which has images that look like water color paintings in 

beautiful pastels.  After about a week, he confides in me that he has a plan, and he 

is going to slow-cook a spell to get rid of Seamus. 

 While I was not privy to every aspect of spellcasting (these things are 

delicate, and often very personal; it’s not meant to have an ‘audience’ and I was 

very respectful of that) I did hear of some of the techniques that Moonshine 

utilized in order to assuage his living situation.  

 The first thing Moonshine did was “protection,” meaning he secured 

himself and his space, putting a “protective barrier” about them.  When his 
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roommate was not home, Moonshine burned herbs over a charcoal briquette, and 

sprinkled salt water around the perimeter of the apartment.  He also took baths 

in which herbs, salt, and oils had been placed.  He said that by doing these things, 

he was putting a protective boundary around himself and his home. 

 Moonshine started actively avoiding his roommate.  “The less that I’m 

actually in space with him,” he said, “the less he will annoy me, influence me, and 

our energies will mix.”  By avoiding his roommate, meaning to literally avoid even 

being in the same room as him, Moonshine was “psychically disconnecting” his 

energy from that of his roommate, and putting some distance between them. 

 Any time his roommate was gone, Moonshine put what he calls “hot foot 

oil” on the doorknob of his roommate’s bedroom, and a few small drops into his 

roommate’s shoes, which were left by the door.  “Hot foot oil,” said Moonshine, 

“is just something that will give him a little kick, a little incentive, to want to leave 

the apartment.”  When I asked how it works, Moonshine said that hot foot oil will 

make his roommate uncomfortable in the apartment.  He would not explain it 

more than that, but left it that the oil would make his roommate not want to be in 

the apartment anymore, and would actually make his roommate itch to get out of 

the apartment, perhaps finding another place to live, or, at least, staying away 

from the apartment more than usual, leaving Moonshine to have some peace and 

quiet in his own home. 

 Moonshine continued these measures for a few weeks, the baths, the 

purifying of the house, avoiding the actual presence of his roommate, and putting 

Hot Foot Oil on his roommate’s doorknob and inside his shoes.  As I continued to 

hang out with Moonshine, I started to notice changes in his roommate, such as 
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nervousness, sluggishness, he started looking very thin to me, he was smiling 

less.   

I went out for drinks with Moonshine, one evening, and he told me that his 

roommate was leaving. 

“What?!” I exclaimed, “What happened?” 

Moonshine elaborated: 

Well, I’ve been working him and working him, and the other day he said to 
me that he didn’t feel good living in the apartment.  He felt depressed.  He 
felt sick.  And that he found a new place to live and was going to move out 
of our place.  I asked him what about the rent, and he said that since it was 
him who was leaving before the lease was up, he would continue to pay 
the rent until the lease ended.  So, now I’ll have the place to myself, he will 
be gone, but the rent will continue to be paid…and, as far as I’m 
concerned: problem solved.  

“That’s crazy!” I said.  “It’s not crazy,” said Moonshine, “it’s magic.” 

 “Do you feel bad about making your roommate move out?” I asked.  “Not 

at all.” he said: 

If my roommate hadn’t misrepresented himself, playing himself off like 
he’s some kind of quiet, no-parties, studious kinda guy, I would never have 
agreed to live with him.  He pulled one over on me.  At that point, all bets 
are off.  I deal fair and square, until it becomes obvious that the other 
person doesn’t or isn’t.  He may have tricked me into living with him, but I 
certainly don’t have to just stand by and live with it. 

Moonshine’s desires involve him making his own ethical and magical decisions, 

based upon life circumstances, and following his own ethical code.  There is no 

strict code of ethics in witchcraft; each witch must decide for themselves what is 

good or bad, healthy or unhealthy, and what repercussions they are willing to 

endure when it comes to their actions.  Being left to create one’s own ethical code, 

deciding what works best for oneself, is taken very seriously, and bears a heavy 

weight of responsibility.  
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A Cruiser’s Orientation, A Flâneur’s Trajectory: Moonshine’s Dream Apartment 

In pursuing his desires, Moonshine may seem like a loose canon, first 

wanting to move, then not wanting to move, then wanting a roommate, then not 

wanting a roommate, then finding a roommate, but hating the roommate, but 

loving the apartment, but then not wanting to share the apartment, etc.  It can 

appear that he seems to simply flit from desire to desire to desire.  And in a sense 

he does, as do we all, choosing that which we believe we want in life, and 

pursuing our own dreams and aspirations, whether they be a new home, a new 

career, our next relationship, or travel plans.  Lives are made up of singularities 

that build off of our desires, and propel us forward along trajectories, as we hunt 

our desires, in order to bring them to fruition.   

When I first thought about the way in which witches move through the 

world, pursuing their desires, I initially thought they were similar to Baudelaire’s 

flâneur, “the hero of modernity” (Munt 1995:114), who consumes the “city-

spectacle” (Munt 1995:114) as a space between worlds, a “voyeuristic zone neither 

completely public, nor completely private” (Munt 1995:114). 

But, I realized that this was not a proper analogy, for Baudelaire writes of 

the flâneur: 

For the perfect idler, for the passionate observer, it becomes an immense 
source of enjoyment to establish his dwelling in the throng, in the ebb and 
flow, the bustle, the fleeting and the infinite.  To be away from home and 
yet to feel at home anywhere; to see the world, to be at the very centre of 
the world, and yet to be unseen of the world, such are some of the minor 
pleasures of those independent, intense, and impartial spirits, who do not 
lend themselves easily to linguistic definitions.  The observer is a prince 
enjoying his incognito wherever he goes.  The lover of life makes the whole 
world into his family…Thus the lover of universal life moves into the crowd 
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as though into an enormous reservoir of electricity.  He, the lover of life, 
may also be compared to a mirror as vast as this crowd; to a kaleidoscope 
endowed with consciousness, which with every one of its movements 
presents a pattern of life, in all its multiplicity, and the flowing grace of all 
the elements that go to compose life (Baudelaire 1981:399). 

Moonshine exhibits some of these characteristics, of blending himself seamlessly 

with the world around him, melding into his environment, and wanting to be a 

living, breathing participant in the energies, the electricities, of this environment.  

He is open to experiences, and seems to wander from experience to experience, 

‘enjoying his incognito,’ one foot in the material world, and one foot in the 

spiritual world.   

However, Moonshine differs from the flâneur, who merely moves along 

aimlessly, no particular goal in mind; instead, Moonshine wanders, but with 

particular goals in mind.  He is adrift, but not aimless.  He wanders; but it is a 

goal-orientated wandering.   

 In this manner, desire-events are not precisely a form of flânerie, 

perhaps, but, more akin to cruising, the ways that gay men search out sexual 

conquests in public or private environments around a city.  The flâneur is, by 

definition, endowed with the leisure to stroll, he or she has both the time and the 

ability to lose time, to amble about the city in unconstrained browsing.  

Moonshine, on the other hand, is cruising desire, meaning that, unlike the 

flâneur, whose “promenades are meant to be useless, deprived of any goal beyond 

the pleasure of merely circulating” (White 2001:145), Moonshine is hunting a 

goal, much the same way that gay men hunt sexual partners in cruising areas.  

His desires may end up going unrewarded, but he doesn’t set out towards them 

with an “aesthetic disinterestedness” (White 2001:145) like the flâneur.  

Moonshine’s practices fall somewhere between flânerie and cruising: he hunts his 
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desire, with a specific goal in mind, but the trajectory towards that goal is as open 

to experiences as the flâneur’s stroll.  Moonshine’s desires take place in the form 

a cruiser’s orientation, and a flâneur’s trajectory. 

Moonshine now faces a new dilemma: he is living in the apartment that he 

had with Seamus, but he can not stay; he can not afford to stay.  The time he has 

spent not living with Seamus has re-affirmed, for Moonshine, that he needs to 

live alone; he needs a space all to himself.   

He goes out apartment hunting, but has difficulty finding a place that he 

likes and can afford. 

One day, very randomly, he is walking down the street, and an apartment 

building catches his eye.  There’s something about the apartments that 

Moonshine “just likes,” something about the way the building looks, how small 

and quaint each apartment seems, each with it’s own patio and balcony.  The 

location is central to everything Moonshine needs, his neighborhood, job, grocery 

store, and favorite coffee shops.   

There is an old man standing on one of the balconies, and Moonshine calls 

up to him “Hey!  Do you have the phone number to your landlord?  I’d like to call 

and inquire about the apartments.”  The old man gives him the phone number to 

the rental office, and Moonshine calls that night.  The landlord explains that 

there is one apartment available, and, if Moonshine would like to see it, the 

landlord will schedule a showing for the following day. 

Moonshine makes the appointment, goes to see the apartment, which 

turns out to be perfect for him.  It’s a small one bedroom townhouse, hard wood 

floors, patio downstairs, balcony upstairs, there are four walk-in closets.  “It’s 

wonderful,” he tells me. 



 

 247 

When he tells the landlord that he wants the apartment, the landlord 

informs him that they are selling the building, and, she wants to get Moonshine’s 

paperwork done sooner, rather than later, in case the new landlord wants to jack-

up the price; this way, Moonshine can get the apartment for the cheaper price.  

Moonshine is more than happy to take a cheaper price, and completes all the 

paperwork, and security deposits, by the next day. 

Within 24 hours Moonshine goes from not knowing what he is going to do 

about his living situation, to having a brand new, perfect-for-him, apartment, in a 

location and price-range that he wants, ready for move-in, and all paperwork 

signed and completed.   

“See,” he tells me: 

this is why magic is mysterious.  This is the kind of place I wanted for 
myself.  This is my perfect apartment.  My perfect living situation.  When 
I did my spell, this is a place like I had in mind.  I think I get in my own 
way, sometimes, because I get nervous, or I get antsy, like life will throw 
me a curve ball and I’ll lose everything.  So I jump on things, like living 
with Seamus, because they are an immediate fix.  I needed a place, I found 
a place with Seamus.  I needed a roommate, so I kinda hustled Seamus 
into living together.  If I had just waited…if I had just allowed myself to 
relax a little bit, and let the magic unfold, I may—because I’ll never really 
know—have found this place first, and I may have saved myself the 
hassle of going through that whole time with Seamus at all.  That’s one of 
my biggest lessons in this life…letting magic unfold, and not making panic 
decisions along the way, just because they’re there, and I’m nervous about 
the end result not showing up.  

“I’m very happy for you,” I tell him, “It’s nice to see you happy.”   

“I am happy,” he says, “…not only because I now have a beautiful 

apartment that fits my needs perfectly, but also because I made that happen.  I 

can take pride in myself that I have the capabilities to manifest in my life.”  
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Trajectories of Pride  

Coalescence is practice-centered.  This means it requires action.  And 

action requires will.  Within the enchanted refrain of coalescence, one’s will has 

the potential and power to affect and be affected by one’s environment.  Witches 

labor to engage their will, they hone in upon and claim their desire-events, and 

project their wills outwards, as a conscious and directed intention, that 

simultaneously reverberates outwards from the witch and draws objects towards 

the witch.  Everything a witch does or says, after their intention is actualized and 

projected, acts to bring about the manifestation, the materiality, of their desire.   

Witches derive a sense of pride from their capabilities to manifest things, 

whether it be Moonshine’s apartment, a new love affair, a new job, the start of a 

diet, or making more friends.  Through the practice of coalescence—the belief 

that actions will affect multiple worlds simultaneously—witches set adrift, 

although not aimlessly, on the trajectories towards their desires, carefully 

aligning themselves and their actions to have consequences in multiple worlds.  

Trajectories involve movement, but a movement that has been planned out, 

devised, and perhaps even “mapped,” in the words of Michel de Certeau (de 

Certeau 1984:xviii).  A witch’s capabilities to successfully follow a trajectory 

towards their desire, fashioning particular practices around specifically attaining 

a desire, also imbues them with a sense of pride; a pride in their abilities as 

human beings to make things happen for themselves; a pride in their capacities 

as agents of their own lives; a pride like the pride a craftsman might feel after 

imagining, designing, and finishing a cabinet; a pride like a runner might feel 

after training for, and winning, or even just finishing, a race.  Witches’ ability to 
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‘make things happen’ is valued as an immense source of pride in themselves (not 

to be confused with arrogance). 

This ability to ‘make-happen’ reinforces for witches that they are 

responsible for their own actions, “discoverers of their own paths” (de Certeau 

1984:xviii-xix), and agents in their own right.  As witches hunt their desires, they 

do not stumble towards them willy-nilly; like any trained hunter, they pull back 

their strong arm, with their target in sight, and set loose an arrow of desire, 

laboring to ensure that everything that happens around them leads them one step 

closer to attaining their goals.   

 Michel de Certeau writes that trajectories are “the process of appropriation 

of the topographical system on the part of the pedestrian; it is a spatial acting-

out; and it implies relations among differentiated positions,” or “movements” (de 

Certeau 1984:97-98).  Trajectories, within the enchanted refrain of coalescence, 

are an attention to both desire-events and moments that diverge from, or queer, 

linear-logical spatio-temporalities, opening up a space in which innovative queer 

assemblages and queer relations can be actualized and given form.  Coalescence 

is not an attention to punctuated moments or sensation; rather, all is a moment, 

or a series of moments, a series of desire-events, as bodies both human and non-

human, move from one moment to the next, surged forward by the visceral 

affects of the desires enfolding them. 
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Chapter 6 

Perceptions, Sensations, & Sense-Making 

 

 

For witches, the direction of West is associated with Water, emotion, 

feelings, and intuition.  Following the witches’ logic, in this chapter, I would like 

to explore the ways that coalescence is produced and experienced through 

feelings, and how these feelings inform witches’ sense of, and connection to, their 

environments.  Using theories on sense-making and sensibility, from Bertelson 

and Murphie, Lefebvre, and Brian Massumi, I explore the particular ways by 

which witches pay attention to the world through vantages, perceptions, and 

aesthetic sensibilities.  What emerges is a set of practices that encourage 

engagement with one’s environment through unique forms of attunement, 

actualizing and mapping one’s feelings as a way of sense-making. 

 

Vantages and Contours:  Thomas Feels Used 

An orientation (discussed in chapter 4) is a starting point from which an 

individual moves through a world, in a continuous process of becoming, or self-

making.  A vantage can be described as the ways in which an individual takes in 

surrounding stimuli, making sense of it, and using this information to form a 

world.  In other words, orientation is about facing, or directionality; vantage is 

about the actual view from an orientation (Floyd 2009:201).  Vantage points, or, 

what Bertelson and Murphie call “contours,” are the specific ways that persons or 
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objects, outside of ourselves, “reflect towards us” (Bertelson and Murphie 

2010:146). 

Bertelson and Murphie use smiles as an example of vantages or contours.  

There are million smiles in the world, but each smile has its own contours, which 

affect us differently depending upon what type of smile it is (Bertelson and 

Murphie 2010:146).  We catalog and analyze the contours of every smile we see, 

based upon other smiles we have seen in the past, and what results may have 

come about of those smiles (Bertelson and Murphie 2010:146).  Each smile, its 

contours, informs how we interpret any smile we see, and informs how we receive 

and interpret smiles in the future (Bertelson and Murphie 2010:146).  Vantages 

form the ways in which we perceive the world.  They are stimuli we perceive, that 

catch our attention, which we then interpret with deep meanings in any given 

moment.   

Thomas, a student of Gardnerian Witchcraft, had no set plans for 

Thanksgiving.  He had gone out to the store to buy a huge turkey, potatoes, 

stuffing, bread, wine, and pie; but wasn’t sure what he wanted to do for the 

holiday.  He had options: either go to a friend’s house for Thanksgiving dinner, 

or, stay home and cook for himself, and just lounge around in pyjamas all day, 

enjoying the peace and quiet.   

At about 11pm, Thomas received a text from Chilco, a Feri student, with 

whom Thomas had been friends with for about a year and a half.   

“What are your plans, tomorrow?” Chilco asked Thomas. 

“It’s still up in the air.” Thomas replied, “although I’m not going to stress 

about it.  I refuse to get stressed about holidays in general.” 

“Holidays have never been good for me,” said Chilco, “yknow..family.” 
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Thomas detected a wistfulness in Chilco’s response, and felt compassion.  

Thomas loved holidays, and always enjoyed getting together with family to 

celebrate and eat copious amounts of food.  It was always a good time.   

In that moment, Thomas decided what he would do for Thanksgiving: he 

would invite Chilco over, and cook for him, and make it a stress-free, enjoyable, 

holiday for him, something special, without resentments, so Chilco could just 

relax and enjoy himself. 

“Come to my place tomorrow,” Thomas texted, “do Thanksgiving with 

me.” 

Chilco agreed, texting “I’ll text you when I wake up, and then you can tell 

me what time you want me to come over.” 

It was a plan. 

Thanksgiving morning, Thomas woke up early, and set to cooking.  He 

prepared the bird and put it in the oven, went out and bought more wine, started 

making gravy, set the table fancy, lit candles around the house scented of 

cinnamon, apples, and sugar cookies, and selected music like Ella Fitzgerald and 

some celtic music he knew Chilco would like (being of Celtic descent, and 

strongly connected to that).   

As the last steps to the meal, Thomas prepared the potatoes, and got the 

ingredients ready on the stove top for the stuffing, so he could whip it up really 

quickly when Chilco arrived. 

By this point it was 1pm. 

When it got to be 2:30pm, and he still hadn’t heard from Chilco, Thomas 

texted him: “Hi.  What’re you doing?” 
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Chilco responded about 45 minutes later, “Just woke up.  Happy 

Thanksgiving.  You want me to come by after I get ready?” 

Thomas texted “Yeah.  I was wondering if you would make a Walgreens 

stop (convenience store, whatever) on your way over for American Spirits and a 

bottle of coke?” 

“Sure, no problem” said Chilco, “It’ll be a little bit, tho. Just about to get in 

the shower and what not.” 

“Ok,” said Thomas, “Text me when you’re leaving and I’ll throw the last 

stuff on the stove to heat up before you get here.” 

Thomas describes his thoughts in that moment: 

He’s just getting up now?!  Like he doesn’t know it’s Thanksgiving and 
people eat in the afternoon or something?  I’m over here waiting on his 
ass, not eating anything to save my appetite, waiting on him to get here 
so I can eat, and he’s just waking up now, at 2:30 in the afternoon?! 

Another hour goes by, and at 3:30pm Chilco texts Thomas “Hey, there aren’t any 

car to gos nearby, how much do you need that Walgreens stuff?  I could grab one 

with you when I get there and we could head over?”  Thomas texts back “That’s 

ok…I’ll walk to Walgreens now.” 

The Walgreens in question is four blocks from Thomas’s house.  Thomas 

was pissed.  “So,” he explains: 

I can invite this fuckin’ bitch over, cook all his fuckin food for his 
ass, but he can’t swing by the store and grab me a pack of smokes and 
some coke for us to drink while we eat?!  Which I would’ve or could’ve 
done my goddamn self, but I’ve been in my house cooking food for 
him!  So over it!    

Thomas goes around the house, shutting it down, so he can leave it safely.  He 

turns off the stove burners, making sure there’s nothing flammable in the 



 

 254 

kitchen.  He goes around the house blowing out the candles.  He turns off the 

stereo.  Giving the house one more glance-over to ensure that nothing is unsafe, 

he puts on his shoes and coat, and heads out to the convenience store. 

 Thomas thinks to himself: 

I can’t believe he would fucking begrudge me a simple request for a 
little bit of help, here, because I’m too busy preparing Thanksgiving 
for him?!  This is why I don’t bother with a lot of people.  This is why I 
don’t bother doing nothin’ for nobody.  Cuz it always ends in bullshit.  

Thomas gets to Walgreens and buys cigarettes.  He ends up not buying any coke, 

deciding “That fucker gets water!”  

 When Thomas gets back home, he texts Chilco “Just got back from the 

store, I’m home.” 

 He starts to relight all the candles in the house, to try and get the house 

looking beautiful and smelling good, like it did before he left, but he stops, 

thinking “Why bother…we don’t need music either…no candles, no music.” 

Thomas finishes cooking the stuffing, and starts to make up the plates to 

eat, thinking “Well, I’m eating now. If his ass shows up to eat, then, fine.  But 

It’s after 4pm, now, so…” 

At this point, it’s about 4:30pm, and Chilco knocks on the door.   

 Thomas takes a few deep breaths, to adjust his attitude, and then opens 

the door, greeting Chilco in a friendly manner.   

“I’m sorry, I probably could’ve grabbed the stuff you needed on my walk 

over,” says Chilco, “I don’t know why my brain registered that if I was walking I 

couldn’t hit up a store.” 

Thomas didn’t even acknowledge this comment, and, instead, asked 

directly “You hungry?” 
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All the food was left in the kitchen area, so Thomas and Chilco could go 

and fill their plates, and then sit at the dining room table to eat, where an unlit 

candle sat as the centerpiece.  . 

 The house seemed eerie and quiet now that there were no candles and no 

music.  The conversation was a bit forced, at first; but, eventually topics took the 

interest of both speakers and the air lightened up.   

After dinner, Thomas and Chilco, moved into the living room, way to 

overstuffed to talk much.  But, after a little while, the topic of witchcraft came up, 

as it often does when witches hang out together. 

Chilco asked Thomas a lot of questions, as he always did, about Thomas’s 

thoughts on witchcraft teachings and practices, the mythology and lore, and some 

aspects of the Mysteries of witchcraft.  Chilco asked Thomas questions about his 

training, what was happening with his training, what was he working on at the 

present moment, about his teacher, etc.  A lot of questions. 

Anytime Thomas asked about Chilco’s practices, what he was working on, 

about his teacher, he was met with the answer “that’s really private, I can’t talk 

about it.”  This type of behavior had been going on since Chilco and Thomas met, 

but tonight, after the whole Thanksgiving fiasco dinner, it was especially grating.   

Chilco left after a couple hours, because he was going out later that night.   

After he left, Thomas sat in contemplation about the evening.  He explains 

that: 

I feel like he just wanted to use me today.  I mean, here I am opening up 
my home to him, my space, cooking for him, doing this work to make his 
day more special…and I did want to do it…but then it just became very 
apparent to me that he didn’t see it that way.  He woke up late, not even 
giving a thought as to whether I’d be waiting for him or not, on account 
that…I dunno…it’s a national holiday today!  Then he can’t even pick 
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me up some smokes and some soda for the dinner, when I didn’t have 
those things because I was cooking and preparing my house for him.  And, 
in fact, he brought nothing.  He contributed nothing.  I mean, who 
shows up at someone’s Thanksgiving completely empty handed, 
anyway!  I mean, where were you raised that that’s even remotely 
acceptable?  Then he just drills me about witchcraft stuff.  I know he was 
trying to find out the status of me and my teacher, if we were still working 
together or not, etc, what lessons we’re doing, etc.  It all boils down to 
Chilco getting’ himself a nice big fat free meal and some 
information he wanted.  That’s what today was about for him.  Where, 
for me, it was about community, bonding, doing a good thing, surprising a 
friend, bringing a little joy into someone’s day, and a little bit about the 
pride of pulling it off!  I mean, I’ve never hosted a Thanksgiving at my 
house.  It was cool to think I’d actually pull off having a bird, potatoes, 
stuffing, bread, wine, pie, music, candles, warm house, and really have 
someone over.  Like, real hospitality.  And it was a total let-down.  It’s 
always a let down with people.  This is why I don’t put myself out there 
anymore, to do great things for folks, to open up my space to them, to 
give…they never fuckin’ appreciate it, and they never fuckin’ give back.  
Chilco is not my friend.  He’s just interested in what he can get out of 
me.  I’m not sure he knows it…but tonight was our last meal, if you catch 
what I’m sayin’.  Cuz I don’t need people like that in my life.  

 

Thomas’s analytical processes rely upon intuition, here defined as “the mind’s 

ability to perceive and order appearances in space and time” (Surkis 2006:32).  

Thomas’s intuition, or ‘gut instinct’ as it is often called, relies upon his sensual 

interaction with the world, and the critical and practical knowledge that he stores 

in his memories of these experiences.  He relies upon his intuition and memories 

as a sensibility, a form of sense-making, to determine what has “really happened” 

(Massumi 2010:52) in any situation, opening up a horizon of possible relations 

between objects, both human and non-human.  This horizon represents the 

negotiations of competing or oppositional ways of “seeing things as they are” 

(Floyd 2009:210), and a sense of knowing, or know-how, about what holds 

together social relations.   
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PERCEPTION: LOCKED OUT, PART 1 

Brian Massumi suggests that spatio-temporality plays a major role in 

sense-making practices, in terms of past, present, and future (Massumi 2010:52).  

Sometimes, when individuals are trying to make sense of things, it is the future, 

what has “not yet happened,” what Massumi refers to as “the looming present” or 

“the potential next,” that “is more important and real than what has happened, or 

is happening” (Massumi 2010:52).  It may be argue that individual perception is 

not always what is actually happening, but Massumi argues that “sometimes 

things are ordained real because we feel them to be real,” or perceive them to be 

real (Massumi 2010:52).  In other words, perception, itself, is reality-

construction. 

Reynard is visiting me in Austin, Texas.  We had walked to eat brunch, at a 

restaurant near my place, and, upon returning, I realized that I had shut the 

apartment door and didn’t have my keys with me.  We were locked out.  What 

added insult to injury is that, when I peeked into my apartment, through the 

window, I could actually see my keys sitting on the kitchen table.  After trying to 

pry open every window around the perimeter, I finally caved in, recultantly, and 

called a locksmith. 

The locksmith arrived, after about an hour and half wait, and said that he 

would first try to pick the lock, but, if that didn’t work, he would have to drill the 

lock open, and the price of the procedure would go up drastically, from $50 to 

$175.  I did not want to pay $175.  At all.  So, as the locksmith knelt on the ground 

before the door, I closed my eyes, and tried what the witches call ‘magic,’ or, 
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directing my Will towards accomplishing something, an outward manifestation of 

an internal desire, creating a change in the outside world by creating a change 

inside myself, and ‘moving energy,’ as the witches say, out of myself to affect the 

material plane. 

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

I imagined my lock.  By this I mean that I visualized it, imagined it, and 

held that image in my mind’s eye until I could see all the little details of the lock, 

the color, the texture of the lock, the way the metal was corroded away in some 

spots around the keyhole.  I saw all of these details in my mind, and I saw the 

dead-bolt’s latch, bolted from inside the apartment. 

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

My eyes clenched shut, I saw in my mind’s eye, the locksmith kneeling at 

my door; his back turned to me as I stood beside him.  I saw his black tshirt, his 

black cargo-pants, his black baseball cap, turned backwards so he could see 

better.  He looked to be about 26 years old, thin, European descent, maybe 

150lbs, blond crew cut, and the beginnings of a beard.  I saw his blue eyes staring 

down the lock, his tools forcing their way into the lock, pushing themselves upon 

it, trying to get the lock to open.   

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

I saw, in my mind’s eye, the lock giving way, caving in to the pressure of 

the locksmith’s instruments.  I imagined the lock turning, I heard the click, and I 

saw, as if by standing inside the house, the dead-bolt latch mysteriously turn, 
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rotating unaided, as if I were inside the house watching someone outside enter by 

using a key to turn the lock.  In my imagination, I watched the lock swivel to the 

unlock position and door open wide.   

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

In my mind’s eye, I imagined the locksmith standing up, turning to me, 

and saying “Whelp,” in his thick southern drawl, “there ya go! I gotter open!”  I 

smile because I can enter my home again; it’s a terrible feeling to be locked out, 

on the outside of one’s own home looking in.  I also smile because I’m happy that 

I do not have to pay the extra fee for drilling, as I really can’t afford it.   

And, because I can’t afford it, because I’m really in trouble, here, I resort 

to magic.  To visualization.  To action.  To exerting my Will.  “We manifest our 

own destinies!,” or so the saying goes.  “The world is what we make it!”  “Seize the 

day!”  “CARPE-fuckin-DIEM!”  

…“Yuuuup!  Imma hafta driiiiyal!” 

Ugh… 

For fuck’s sake… 

It’s the locksmith.   

I’d forgotten he was there.  I’d forgotten where I was.   

The full weight of his words, and what this means for my wallet, sinks in, 

destroying all my concentration.  I open my eyes and see the locksmith still 

kneeling on the ground in front of my door.  My eyes hurt, adjusting to the 

brightness of daylight.  Squinting, I watch him reaching into his yellow tool box, 

beside him, for bits of metal that he seems to be using to assemble a drill.  My 

heart is sinking, and my visualization is fading; but there is an aura left behind, 
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something that remains, almost touchable.  It’s an ache, a very real ache for the 

scene I had imagined, for the outcome I had so much desired.  My faith and 

vision are fading by the moment.   

It’s like when I see a shark attack on the nature channel, and the bright red 

blood of some poor sea creature has clouded the deep ocean.  Slowly the red 

spreads wider, thinning itself out, making indiscernible what is red blood and 

what is water, until, after just a few minutes, there is no evidence that the red 

blood was ever there, even though I know it was, and could even trace with my 

finger, on the television screen, where it had once been.  There is just a 

remainder, an energy, a yearning, and a stretching out to grasp clumsily at 

something not there. 

I breathe in deeply. 

But I forget to exhale. 

My visualization has faded. 

It is gone. 

There is no blood in my waters. 

My spell, as the witches call it, did not work. 

Once the locksmith is paid, and gone, I tell Reynard about my experience 

and my feelings about it.  He smiles, and I think he is mocking me, or doesn’t take 

my sense of failure seriously.   

“That locksmith,” says Reynard, “…he tried to open your door by picking 

the lock first, and he wasn’t able to do it.” 

“Right,” I confirm. 

“Ok,” says Reynard, “do you think for one second when he was reaching 

for his drill to finish the job that he felt like any less of a locksmith?” 
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I just looked at him silently, listening to his words. 

“What I’m saying,” he continued, “is that all these things we possess, like 

magic, energy, psychic sight, the ability to heal with our hands, herb lore, the 

power of prayer….they are all tools.  And they can work sometimes, and 

sometimes not, they can work better in this situation than that situation, they 

work best in combinations, or they need to be used alone, and the whole damn 

thing is really a scientific experiment for you to figure out what works for 

and with you, personally.” 

I continued just listening. 

“So don’t give me that crap about not being good at witchcraft, or 

possessing no skills, or being bummed out because this or that spell didn’t work” 

he continued, “because it’s way more complicated than that.  If that locksmith 

dude wasn’t able to drill through your door, he’d make a new plan and find the 

tools that do the job and get it done.  We do the same as witches.  We find the 

tools and get the job done, and some days are better than others, and some jobs 

are harder than others.  But we always know who we are!” 

Henri Lefebvre writes that there is an “aesthetic quality” to perception that 

operates on multiple levels (Lefebvre 1974:113).  Massumi calls aesthetics an 

“operative logic which creates worlds” (Massumi 2010:62-63), while Gregg and 

Seigworth refer to “mattering maps” in order to trace the ways that “affects, 

perceptions, and sensation are articulated and contextualized” between 

individuals (Gregg and Seigworth 2010:21).  Seen in this way, perception, and the 

aesthetics and affects that give rise to our perceptions, determining who we are, 

and what is happening, is an “inquisitive, mutli-layered, endeavor” wherein an 

ever-be-coming Self “discerns the relations between effects and meanings,” and 



 

 262 

“traces paths back, from felt effects, to the experience of sense-making that 

initially gave rise to them” (Lefebvre 1974:113). 

 

Sensibilities: Locked Out, Part 2-Eleanor’s Sound Advice 

The aesthetics, associated with perception, have been explored in terms of 

“sensibilities” (Bronski 1998) and “territorialization” (Deleuze 1969; Donnan 

2010; Grossberg 1992; Highmore 2002; Lefebvre 1974).  The term, ‘sensibility,’ is 

often attributed to subcultures, but each individual has their own sensiblities 

(Bronski 1998:52).  A person’s sensibility is made up of the sum total of all their 

experiences, used collectively as a lens through which to view and create worlds 

(Bronski 1998:52).  Sensibility, then, is “a totality of sense-making experiences 

and perceptions, which are then utilized as a blue-print” for perceiving the 

singularities, events, and moments that occur in the everyday (Bronski 1998:52).  

Once inside my apartment, Reynard collapses onto my couch.  “Homie, 

you got any coffee?” he asked.  Reynard drinks a lot of coffee.  I headed into the 

kitchen to brew a pot for us both, and I heard Reynard’s phone dialing out, on 

speakerphone.  “I’m calling Eleanor,” he said.   

Eleanor is the oldest witch I have met in my research, and a good friend to 

Reynard.  They were in a coven together, in Massachusetts, a few years back, and 

remained close ever since.  She must be in her 80s, small framed, blond hair, of 

German descent. 

Eleanor is very wise, by which I mean she really has a knack for knowing 

people, and how to deal with them.  “Honey, sometimes you just gotta play the 
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game,” she told me once, during one of my stays with Reynard, when she had 

invited us both over for dinner.  “I learned that as a woman,” she continued:  

These are things women learn to do.  You make people feel important, you 
make them feel like you’re dumb and they’re smart, and it gives their ego 
a boost, and they want to help you.  ‘You get more flies with honey than 
with vinegar’ really is true. 

“Yeah,” I said, “but they’re still flies!” 

She just smiled, turning to Reynard, saying “It’s like tossing pearls 

amongst swine with this one, eh?”  

I have read the bible, and knew exactly what she was saying, but, for the 

sake of public relations, I decided to just kept my mouth shut, and let it go. 

As I set Reynard’s coffee in front of him, on the living room table, I heard 

his phone stop ringing and Eleanor’s voice say “Hello?” 

Reynard told Eleanor what had just happened, about getting locked out of 

my apartment, he told her every detail, like it was a juicy story, about how long it 

took to get back inside, how cute the locksmith was, what kind of weather we 

were having in Texas, etc. 

Eleanor and Reynard talked for awhile, just shootin’ the breeze, as I’d call 

it.   At one point, Eleanor recounted a tale from her youth, about how she did not 

graduate high school.  She quit school, when she was 17, to take care of her 

mother, who was bed-ridden, dying of brain cancer, lying in a bed they had made 

for her in the living room of their home.  Eleanor is the second oldest of four.  Her 

older bother, Henry, worked to bring money into the household; Eleanor quit 

school to take care of their mother; and the youngest two siblings continued to go 

to high school, with the older two siblings to care for them.   



 

 264 

Eleanor was home alone when their mother died.  She was leaning over, 

brushing her mother’s teeth, when she felt her mother’s last breath hit her 

squarely in the face.  “It made me sit bolt upright!” she told us.  Eleanor 

explained that she was unsure of what to do next.  “I stood up in the moment,” 

she said, “and I knew…I knew!...that there was someone in the room with me.” 

Reynard and I sat, side by side, on my big blue Ikea couch, listening 

intently to Eleanor, and shoving chocolate chip cookies into our faces, almost 

forgetting to chew, just staring straight ahead, wide eyed.  I imagined Eleanor as 

a 17 year old girl, having to go through this, and my heart grew heavy and sad, 

because it sounded like such an immense burden for such a young person. 

“But, I’ll tell you this…” said Eleanor, trailing off a moment for emphasis: 

 …there was not one person in the room with me, but two!  I felt the 
presence of two!  And, I’ll swear this until the day I die…which could be 
any day now, quite frankly [she laughs]…that I am convinced that when 
we cross-over, there is someone there to greet us. 

“I think someone comes to get us,” she elaborated, “to guide us to wherever it is 

we go next.” 

The three of us, Eleanor, Reynard, and myself, sat for a moment in pure 

silence.  Nobody said anything.   

Eleanor broke the silence, with a story more recent, this time about her 

own experience of getting locked out of her house.   

It was during the middle of a bitter New England winter, Eleanor explains, 

“and I just ran out to my car to grab something, and I shut the house door behind 

me, and when I got back, it wouldn’t open!  I locked myself out!  I didn’t 

even have a coat on!”  
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It was so cold that Eleanor started to panic.  And I intrinsically understand 

this.  I live in Texas, now; when I locked myself out of my apartment, I simply sat 

outside, in 80 degree weather, smoking, and bitching about my ‘shit luck.’  Up 

north, however, during winter, if the door isn’t opened again, in 15 minutes or so, 

and sometimes even less, there is a real risk of losing fingers to the cold, or even 

death.   

“I was screaming!” Eleanor continues: 

and a man heard me screaming from all the way down the street!  I don’t 
even know how he heard me, but he did!  And he came running across 
the snow, and I told him ‘Help! I can’t get in!  Just break it!  Just 
break down the door! 

The man stepped back a bit and braced his shoulder, ready to break down the 

door the way that firemen on television break down doors, “and he did!” Eleanor 

exclaimed, “I had to get the door fixed, sure, but at least he got me back inside 

the house!”   

“The Goddess sent him!” she said, “She knew I’d die if I didn’t get inside 

soon, and she sent that man! 

 “We do things,” Eleanor continued, referring to acts such as locking 

ourselves out of our houses, “because we’re moving too fast, and we’re too busy.”  

When these life-blunders happen, for Eleanor, it’s a message to slow down.  She 

takes them as a sign that she is not perceiving her environment fully.  “If I’m in a 

position to forget my keys inside my house and lock myself out,” her voice 

comes clear over the phone: 

then it signals to me that I’m not in tune with my environment, and I 
need to do some quick alignments.  I’m not in the here-and-now.  I’m 
running on auto-pilot. 
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I think many folks run on ‘auto-pilot,’ as Eleanor calls it.  It’s nice and easy.  It 

takes away some of the stress, because we can continue to go through the 

motions, but our poor, wracked minds are spared having to think about them.  

For Eleanor, auto-pilot signals a pathology, a dis-ease of the will.  She does not 

believe that we should run on auto-pilot, because then we are not making 

conscious decisions from one moment to the next; we are just coasting through.  

To have “full self-possession,” as Eleanor calls it, means to be in full possession of 

our personal power, fully aware at all times, of the choices offered to us, the 

decisions we make concerning these choices, and the deliberate exercise of our 

will upon our environments.   

“Running on auto-pilot, that winter day, could have killed me,” Eleanor 

says, and the full weight of her words hung heavy in the silence of my living 

room, where Reynard and I sat, “It literally could have taken my life!”  

“Always be present,” came her imperative, “…be present, and know 

your Will.  Auto-pilot means doom.  Being aligned and present means you at 

least have a fighting chance.” 

Eleanor’s words sunk into both mind and Reynard’s thoughts, as we still 

sat quietly.   

“…Ok, honnies!” came Eleanor’s voice over the phone, suddenly very 

chipper, “if I don’t get off the phone, I’ll never get this laundry done.” 

We said our goodbyes, thanking Eleanor for the sound advice, and hung 

up the phone.   

Reynard and I sat on my couch for awhile longer in silence.  For some 

reason, I guess, neither of us had anything to say for a moment.  I, myself, was 
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just playing Eleanor’s words over again in my head, and processing how I felt 

about them.   

I looked over at Reynard.  He turned his head to look back at me.  His face 

was very serious; then he smiled and exclaimed “God! I fuckin love that 

dame!” and the whole atmosphere of the room became lighter, more jovial, and 

Reynard and I hung out a bit longer, talking, while drinking coffee and eating 

sweets. 

The varying ways in which both I and Reynard interpreted getting locked 

out of my house, and the way that Eleanor feels we are greeted after death by a 

guide, illustrates Bronski’s notion that sensibilities are “unique” (Bronski 

1998:52), meaning that each individual’s lived experiences are personal and are 

interpreted, perceived, and made sense of, in ways that are “particular to each 

person” (Bronski 1998:52).  At the same time, Eleanor’s story of getting locked 

out of her own house, of the man that came to help her, and how she strives to 

not operate on auto-pilot, reveals that sensibilities are shared, meaning that they 

are lived experiences that occur in assemblages—events, moments, and 

perceptions that are “relational” (Bronski 1998:52).  

 

Territorializing: The Dogs 

Grossberg refers to perception and sensibility as “territorializing” 

(Grossberg 1992:313), meaning the practice of sensing the “structured mobilities” 

which move across relations, revealing “what people choose to invest in,” “what 

gets left behind,” where and how people make connections to their environment 

and those who share it. (Grossberg 1992:313).  Territorializing is a means of 
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mapping out the “mobile landscape” (Grossberg 1992:313) of human and non-

human object, a process of making sense of “the overlapping and disjunctive 

dimensions” (Grossberg 1991:313), “scapes” (Appadurai 1996:33), or “interests” 

(Donnan 2010:160), of multiple persons co-creating worlds. 

Leif is a 28 year old gay male, of Irish descent, living in Northampton, 

Massachusetts.  He is an Eclectic Witch, pulling from predominantly Celtic 

influences.  One afternoon, mid-May, when Leif found himself with some free 

time, he invited me to take a walk with him, in the woods that lay behind Smith 

College.  There is a long man-made dirt trail that runs alongside a small river that 

makes for a nice afternoon walk, with beautiful, secluded wooded scenery.   

As Leif and I set off along the trail, we walked slowly, talking about this 

and that, looking around at the fresh green growth, and small animal families—

such as squirrels and ducks—that we saw going about their business.  About half-

way down the path, we came across two men, who were walking their dogs, 

unleashed.  The trail is very popular with folks who want to walk their dogs, and 

it is not altogether uncommon to find an unleashed dog, although state law 

forbids it.  Usually this means that the dog is docile and well-behaved enough 

that a leash is not required; there is no danger of the animal running away or 

biting anyone.  The two dogs ahead of Leif and me, however, did not fall into that 

category. 

The two men were in their forties, wearing blue jeans, boots, plain tshirts.  

One dog was a large black Doberman, and the other was a German Shepherd.  

The dogs were running around loose, romping around and playing with each 

other, sniffing at things on the ground; they looked overall playful.  But as soon as 

Leif and I, walking faster than the other two men, came up to pass by, the dogs 
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stood before us, blocking us from moving forward.  One of the two men saw this 

and said “Oh, don’t worry about them, they’re friendly,” but, as soon as I took one 

step forward, both dogs lowered their backs a little bit, and started showing their 

teeth, growling.   

I stopped moving. 

Leif tried to take a few steps to his right, to walk around the dogs, and this 

made the dogs growl even more ferociously, teeth bared, and spit dripping from 

their chins. 

Leif stopped moving. 

The two other men had continued walking ahead, and now had their backs 

to us, as they were getting further and further away; meanwhile, we were left 

behind on the path, with their dogs growling threateningly in front of us, blocking 

us from moving forward. 

I have to confess, I felt threatened.   

I didn’t know these dogs.  I didn’t know what they’re actions or body 

language meant.  I didn’t know if they were going to lunge, bite, go for my leg?  

Who knows?   

Leif muttered “oh fuck this!” and yelled out ahead to the two men “HEY 

ASSHOLES!  YOU WANNA COME FUCKING TAKE CARE OF YOUR 

FUCKING GROWLING AGGRESSIVE FUCKING DOGS SO THAT WE 

CAN MOVE?!” 

At this, one of the men turned around and whistled.  The dogs 

immediately turned and ran after their masters. 
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But, this presented the problem that Leif and I were, once again, behind 

the two men, and would, once again, have to try and pass them, and, once again, 

possibly deal with the dogs.   

We walked forward, at our usual clip, and when we drew near to the men, 

the dogs, again, started coming in our direction. 

“IF YOUR FUCKIN DOG GETS IN MY WAY, DUDE,” Leif yelled, 

“I’M GONNA SNAP ITS FUCKIN NECK, AND YOU’LL GO HOME 

DOGLESS, TO THINK ABOUT WHY MAYBE YOU SHOULDN’T WALK 

YOUR AGGRESSIVE FUCKING DOG WITHOUT A LEASH!”  

At this, one of the men stopped walking and said “Relax, man, they’re just 

being friendly.” 

Leif looked down at the ground, and saw a palm-sized rock on the path.  

He picked it up, and, standing relatively close to the man who spoke, he made a 

motion like he was going to throw it right at the guys face (but didn’t).  The guy 

winced, and took a step back.  When he realized Leif didn’t throw the rock, he 

said “What the fuck!” 

“Relax man,” said Leif, “…I’m just being friendly.” 

The two men each leaned down and held onto their dog’s collar, which 

gave Leif and I a chance to scoot ahead of them. 

“Gee, thaaaaaanks!” Leif sneered. 

Our walk continued, but every once in a while I found myself looking back 

over my shoulder to make sure two big dogs were not bounding towards us. 

I can’t say that I would have done exactly what Leif did, in this situation.  

He’s a bit more punk rock than I am, and I thought, for a moment, there, that an 

actual fistfight was going to break out.  But, I understood where he was coming 
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from.  The dogs were obviously aggressive, evident by their aggressive posing, 

growling, bearing their teeth, to two total strangers.  And they should have been 

on leashes, on account.  It’s a public space, a park of sorts, and people should be 

able to walk through it without fearing threats or violence, in the form of a dog 

attack.  And, the two men with the dogs were not paying attention to their dogs, 

and when it was brought to their attention that their dogs were being aggressive 

and scary, they brushed it off as ‘being friendly.’   

In that brief but tense interlude, on the path that day, Leif, myself, the two 

men, and the two dogs, were the co-creators of a reality, what Donnan refers to as 

a “mobile landscapes of people and objects…the dissemination of investments, 

ideologies, and rhetorics” (Donnan 2010:160-161).  The two men seemed 

unwilling to invest in their dogs behaviors, or to invest in their relationship to 

other people walking the path that day.  They did not sense any urgency or 

problem.  The dogs, perhaps, thought their owners were in danger and needed 

protecting, or, perhaps the dogs were just mean (giving agency means accepting 

that non-humans don’t have temperaments that are always sweet).   

Leif and I, on the other hand, had a very different sense of the 

environment, and those who were sharing it with us; we took the bits of 

information we could process, in order to make sense of the scene, meaning body 

language and the moving relations between people and things, and both of us 

formed the perception that the dogs were aggressive, and that we were in danger.  

There were six individuals present, four humans, and two dogs; and each 

individual seemed to have a different sense of their own personal investments 

based upon what was happening. 
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Frames: “In All Space and In All Time” 

When individuals come together in an assemblage to co-create a world, 

their sensibilities can be said to function within a “frame resonance” (Gould 

2009:166).  Having a sense of what frame one is operating within plays a major 

aspect in meaning-making processes.   A frame’s ability to be articulated and 

effective relies completely upon an individual’s “interpretive processes, many of 

which are unconscious” (Gould 2009:171).  We have discussed frames in terms of 

rituals, the magic circle, and formalized ceremonies.  But, what if we explore 

frames not only as “a marked off time or place” (Gould 2009:166), but also as “a 

time or place which alerts an individual to a special kind of expectancy” 

concerning events and their meanings (Gould 2009:166).    Mary Douglas writes 

that “the phrase ‘Once upon a time’ can be a frame” (Douglas 1966:64), meaning 

that it designates a sense of expectancy, what is coming next, and what belongs 

where.   Frames can be found within the everyday, not as a way of marking off, or 

singling out, but as “an organizational process” (Douglas 1966:64) within the 

meaning-making practices of the everyday.   

Sharkstooth is a 28 year old gay male living in the Upper Filmore district 

of San Francisco.  He is an eclectic witch, having undergone some training in a 

few different traditions, such as Gardnerian, Traditional, and McFarlane Dianic, 

and even passed a small stint in Druidism.  He says that he does not feel called to 

formal training at this time in his life, and feels extremely empowered by not 

having to follow any particular school of thought, exercises, or customs.  He is 

free to mix and match, pick and choose, as he pleases. 

When Sharkstooth does almost anything, he says “I feel it in all space and 

all time” and I found this to act as an important framing practice for him.  It 
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means that, for Sharkstooth, his desires, feelings, and actions, quite literally, 

reverberate between the worlds, between the unseen and material worlds, having 

both effects and consequences in all the worlds, “in all space and all time.”   

One afternoon, Sharkstooth and I were at a convenience store, just to pick 

up a few things, like smokes, snacks, and beverages.  As we bought our snacks, 

Sharkstooth decided to try his luck at a scratch ticket.  He selected one out of the 

case of scratch tickets based upon its color; it was purple, “one of my favorite 

colors,” he said.  We left the store, and, as I lit up a cigarette, Sharkstooth started 

to scratch his ticket.  He won $200.  “Woo!” he shouted, both hands raised high 

above his head like he had just kicked a winning field goal, “Prosperity is mine!  

Let it be so in all space and all time.” 

Another time, the two of us were meeting up for dinner.  We both ordered 

our food, and, when the food arrived, Sharkstooth drew a star in the air over his 

plate of food, and said: 

Father in Heaven, Mother Earth, as this food physically nourishes me, so 
may I be nourished, spiritually, from eating at your table.  Please shower 
my life with your cornucopia of blessings, in all space and all time. 

And then he took a huge bite  of food, moaning “Mm mm mm.  This is so good!” 

 Still another time, I was going over to Sharktooth’s apartment, and he, 

apparently, was just finishing what witches call a ‘house-cleansing,’ which 

involves burning herbs, and using candles, water, and salt, to “purify the house of 

all that is evil, discordant, or imbalanced,” as he explained later.  When I arrived, 

Sharkstooth opened the door, and let me in, running a bowl of burning herbs 

around my body so that the wafts of smoke completely engulfed me.  As he 

finished up his house-cleansing, he said “Let this home be safe and divinely 
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protected, in all space and in all time, so that I might find comfort and solace 

in this space, and be perfectly safe.” 

“In all space and all time,” for Sharkstooth, is a form of framing that 

enables him to mentally map and make meaning of his lived experiences.  As 

patterns of meaning-making start to emerge, and singularities begin to resemble 

or differ from other singularities, Sharkstooth sorts his experiences, almost like 

putting them into categorized and coded mental files; a world, or worlds, emerge, 

for him, out of the objects that converge, both human and non-human, that have 

a relationship with one another, framed “in all space and in all time.”  

 

Actualization: The Processes of Inter-Individuality   

The ways in which witches process their emotions and feelings through 

coalescence seems to be a process of actualization through what Deleuze calls “an 

individual-world relation” (Deleuze 1969:110), defined as the ways that 

singularities, and the feelings and emotions that they invoke within individuals, 

produce or “become some body,” or become somebody within a world (Deleuze 

1969:110).  This ‘becoming some body’ is a form of embodiment Deleuze calls 

“interindividuality” (Deleuze 1969:110).   

Exploring witchcraft through interindividuality, it can be said that witches 

actualize their feelings in ways that “produce individuated worlds and the 

individual selves which populate these worlds” (Deleuze 1969:111).  In other 

words, witches are constituted in the very feelings and sensations which envelop 

them, and into which they are enfolded.  Witches are highly attuned to their 

feelings, exemplified by Thomas’s reaction to Thanksgiving dinner, Leif’s reaction 
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to the dogs, and even in Eleanor’s strict warning against not paying attention, not 

being attuned to what is happening and how one is feeling.  Just as Reynard and I 

disagreed, concerning the effectiveness of magic, and, also, how the two men 

walking their dogs did not perceive any danger, worlds depend upon feelings and 

do not exist outside the individuals who express them.  Deleuze writes that 

feelings and sensations are “the appurtenance of the subject and the event” 

(Deleuze 1060:111), elaborating that we wear feelings and sensations “like 

accessories” (Deleuze 1969:111).  We are dressed in, or embody, our feelings, 

moods, and dispositions.   

Leibniz writes that “every individual expresses a world” and “only in the 

processes of actualization do individuals find expression” (Leibniz 1969:110).  It 

is witches’ acute attention to ‘dispositions’ and ‘feelings,’ as a form of affective 

daily practices, through which they constitute themselves as subjects between the 

worlds, and only in the processes of actualizing these feelings, both senses and 

perceptions, do witches find the expression of their subjectivity, through 

sensibilities, perceptions, intuitions, and the aesthetics and frames which ground 

these feelings in the body.  
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Chapter 7 

Aesthetics and the (Re-)Production of Space 

 

 

For witches, the direction of North is associated with Earth, materiality, 

things, abundance, stability and structure.  In keeping with the witches’ logic, in 

this chapter, I would like to explore the ways that coalescence is produced 

through things, through material objects, and how these things produce and 

inform witches’ sense of environments in terms of spaces and places.  I explore 

witches’ place and space making practices through the theories of Lefebvre, 

Michel de Certeau, Gaston Bachelard, and Marc Augé.  What emerges is a set of 

space-producing practices that encourage engagement with one’s environment 

through unique forms of embodiment and boundary-making that are particularly 

focused on aesthetics. 

 

Place versus Space: Gwyion’s Shoes 

Coalescence is not only a state-of-being, or an ideology; nor it is only an 

orientation, schema, or logic; it is a space held by witches, who rigorously train 

themselves, for years, in order to be able to inhabit this space.  Space has been 

taken up by scholars, as an anthropological object of enquiry, with the aim to 

“discover or construct a theoretical unity between ‘fields’ which are apprehended 

separately—the physical, the mental, the social” (Lefebvre 1974:11).  With a focus 

on “the imagination, sensory phenomena, and social practices” (Lefebvre 
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1974:12), scholars have suggested that all the realms of space, previously 

theorized, “are interconnected, and do not stand alone as separate spheres” 

(Lefebvre 1974:12). 

Henri Lefebvre writes that “space is neither a ‘subject’ nor an ‘object,’ but 

rather a social reality—that is to say, a set of forms and relations” between things 

(Lefebvre 1974:117).  I would highlight, here, that these ‘things’ can be both 

human and non-human.  Lefebvre stresses that space can not be reduced to a 

general “inventory of things” found within a space, nor can it be simply reduced 

to “the ideas and discourses about a space” (Lefebvre 1974:117).  We can, 

therefore, refer to a locale’s physical layout, and the objects contained within it, 

both human and non-human, as a “place,” and, the social practices, the set of 

relations between the environment and objects, both human and non-human, as 

“space” (Latour 2005:46). 

Michel de Certeau writes that there are particular nuances to both places 

and spaces.  A Place (lieu) is the geometrical shape of an environment, and the 

objects within it, “excluding the possibility of two things being in the same 

location” (de Certeau 1984:117).  Persons and objects must each be located in 

“their own proper and distinct location,” beside one another (de Certeau 

1984:117).  The persons and objects in a place “define their location” by existing 

within it (de Certeau 1984:117).  A ‘place’ is, therefore, “an instantaneous 

configuration of positions, and implies stability” (de Certeau 1984:117).    

Space (espace) is more abstract than place.  Marc Augé describes space by 

using the analogy of two fences: each fence constitutes a place, but there is a 

space (10 feet, 100 feet, whatever) between the two fences (Augé 1995:67).  Space 

can also have a temporal component, such as accomplishing a task within the 
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space of a week, a month, a year, etc (Augé 1995:67).  Space is a spatio-temporal 

expanse, “of immanent abstraction,” composed of the intersections of 

multiplicities, and the “relations between numerous mobile elements,” actualized 

through the assemblages and movements within it (Augé 1995:67).  Michel de 

Certeau writes that “space occurs as the effect produced by the operations that 

orient it, situate it, temporalize it, and make it function” (de Certeau 1984:117).  

“Space is a practiced place” (de Certeau 1984:117), the “materialization of social 

being” (Lefebvre 1974:102). 

My very first time, arriving at Gwyion’s home, I found it to be a small-but-

not-constricting apartment in the Hyde Park District of Austin Texas.  Gwyion is 

a 26 year old gay male, of Italian and Germanic descent, born in Lubbock Texas.  

As a product of the southern U.S., southern culture plays a large role in his life in 

the form of manners and hospitality.   

Upon entering his home, he asked me “Are you wearing socks?” to which I 

said “Yes.”   

“Would you mind popping your shoes off at the door?” he asked.   

As I kicked off my shoes, letting them fall on top of the pile of other shoes 

near the doorframe of his apartment, my assumption in that moment was that, 

for Gwyion, not wearing shoes in the house was a way of keeping the house clean 

and not tracking dirt inside.  However, as I began to visit Gwyion more, and 

become closer friends with him, it became evident that taking one’s shoes off at 

the door had a deeper meaning of esoteric, or magical, significance.  While this 

hidden meaning was revealed to me, over time, it didn’t change the fact that, 

when I went to Gwyion’s home, there were always shoes by the door.  A pile of 

shoes became a ‘thing.’ 
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It wasn’t until we were sitting in his living room, having a conversation 

about boundaries, that he brought up the shoes by his door as something that, 

although useful for keeping his house floors cleaner, actually had more to do with 

boundaries, and less to do with cleanliness.  “When I’m out in the world,” Gwyion 

explained: 

I am surrounded by people, and some of them don’t have my best interests 
at heart.  I deal with violence, deception, power-games, envy, greed, and I 
also associate the work day with labor, strain, hard work, and pressure.  
When I come home, I want to leave all that bullshit outside my home.  I 
want to come home and relax and have a peaceful, quiet house, and just 
really forget all that bullshit.  It’s not good to always be taking your work, 
and the psychic sludge from the day, home, and bringing all that gunk and 
nasty energy into your house.  So I kick off my shoes, the symbol of being 
‘out there’ off at the door, and I just don’t even bring all that into the 
house.  And I ask anyone else who comes to visit to please do the same.  I 
don’t want the gunk from their day in my home either. 

By leaving shoes at the door, Gwyion is first and foremost creating a boundary 

between ‘in here’ and ‘out there,’ where ‘out there’ seems to be fraught with 

tension, labor, uneasiness, and potential harm, and ‘in here,’ meaning inside the 

confines of his household, seems to be a respite from all of that, a place of peace 

and tranquility. 

 I wondered how obsessively Gwyion policed this border, between outside 

and inside.  As time went on I realized that his shoes-off policy wasn’t obsessive 

at all.  If he forgot his keys on the kitchen counter, or wanted to grab a sweater if 

it was chilly, he would just run into the house without taking his shoes off.  It 

seemed that, for him, it was not about obsessing over his boundaries; it was about 

being “mindful,” “attentive,” and “aware,” to use a few of his own words, about 

what he carries with him, or on him, in terms of “energy,” meaning the mental 

and emotional baggage from each day. 
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 Gwyion goes to work each day, and interacts with his boss, who he 

describes as “a complete despot,” and all of his co-workers, some who, he says, 

are “gunning” for him, and trying to get him in trouble with management; he 

interacts with people at coffee shops, bus terminals, everywhere where there is 

the hustle and bustle of the “outside world,” as he calls it; and, by the time he gets 

home, he is tired, worn out, sometimes emotionally exhausted and mentally 

numb.  Life—meaning that 9 to 5 grind—wears him out.  When he walks in the 

door of his house, he wants to be done with that.  He wants to leave that behind, 

at least for the night, and chill out, get his head clear.  Crossing the threshold of 

his own house, and kicking off his shoes, is a deeply personal and symbolic signal, 

for him, that it is time to rejuvenate, emotionally, eat something, and not remain 

hampered down with all the expectations, interactions, and excess baggage of the 

day. 

When Gwyion kicks off his shoes at the door, all worry, grief, stress, and 

unhappiness, is left at the door with them.  These ‘things’ are not allowed into his 

home, and he polices that boundary, not with obsession or high maintenance, but 

with all the energy expenditure and ease of routinely brushing one’s teeth.  It is 

something done in the day, that takes all of a few seconds or minutes, for the 

purpose of self-maintenance and self-care, and with the belief that it is a 

beneficial practice. 

A house is geometrically defined; it has a certain length, width, and 

contains a certain number of rooms, etc.  It is a place, and a stable unit.  The 

place of a house is transformed into a space when humans and non-humans fill it, 

moving within it, mobilizing and assembling together.  The space of a house 

emerges with the “intersection of moving bodies” (de Certeau 1984:117) within it, 
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the assemblage of “mobile things” (Augé 1995:64).  The mobilizations within a 

space are ever-changing; therefore, a space should be seen, not as stable or fixed, 

but, rather, as “abstract, unstable, and polyvalent” (Augé 1995:66). 

 

 

Geometric and Anthropological Spaces: Reynard’s Altar 

Both Merleau-Ponty and Bachelard refer to places as “geometric space” 

(Bachelard 1958:vii; Merleau-Ponty 1958:173-174).  Geometric space refers to the 

physical layout of a locale, its “shape, geometric measurements, angles, and lines” 

(Merleau-Ponty 1958:173-174).  Both scholars refer to spaces as “anthropological 

space” underscoring the social aspect of space, when it is filled with people and 

objects who are moving and interacting (Bachelard 1958:vii; Merleau-Ponty 

1958:173-174).  Bachelard urges researchers to pay attention to the ways that 

places, as “objects of planes and angles,” that adapt to inhabitants, accommodate 

human activity, and “welcome human complexity” (Bachelard 1958:vii). 
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I asked Reynard if I could take the above picture of his altar, because I 

found it beautiful, as a work of art and creativity, and, also, the image works great 

to show the ‘stuff’ of witchcraft, the objects and things that witches accumulate 

and utilize for their practices.  Not all witches have altars; but, for those who do, 

their altars can vary drastically, from witch to witch, as drastically as matters of 

personal dress and style can vary.  Altars are intersections of personal fascinating 

objects, creativity, desires, and aesthetics.  Reynard gave me an extensive tour of 

his altar, the objects upon it, what each one meant to him, and how he used them 

in his daily practices.   

For example, he explained that the pentacle (which can be seen near the 

center of his altar), the five-pointed star, either within or without a circle, so often 

used as a symbol of witchcraft, is not the symbol of evil, as it is so often portrayed 

in the media, but, rather, is a representation of the five elements of life, air, fire, 

water, earth, and spirit, or consciousness (remember the creation myth from 

chapter one?). 

Reynard went through all the objects upon his altar (and there were 

many), elaborately describing each in terms of when he got them, why he chose 

the particular object that he did, where he got them, why he placed them upon his 

altar in the exact position he chose for them, and the anecdotes that went along 

with acquiring his altar objects.9 

                                                
9 These are all deeply personal, and I agreed not to write about them in detail.  
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 When I first met Reynard, he did not have the enormous altar shown 

above.  Instead, he had smaller alters all over the house.  He walked me around 

his home, another evening, explaining his little altars.  In the kitchen, on the 

stove, was a small statue of the Venus of Willendorf, along with a green candle, 

and a Virgin of Guadeloupe novena candle.  “This is where my sustenance and 

nourishment comes from.” Reynard said, “I cook all my food here, and I feed 

myself from here, and the abundance of my household is reflected here, because 

if I don’t have money, I don’t have food!”   

 In the living room, Reynard has a couch and two chairs, a coffee table, and 

two large bookcases.  On top of one of the bookcases was a colorful tapestry, 

burnt oranges and terracotta colors, upon which was set another Virgin of 

Guadeloupe novena candle.  Surrounding the candle were framed photographs of 

family members and friends, along with an array of stones, some natural stones 

from outdoors, and others refined, purchased stones, like tiger’s eye marbles.  

Reynard explained: 

Not only is the Mother Goddess who I turn to for abundance and 
prosperity, but, to me she is the Goddess of my home, how comfortable it 
is, how well I entertain guests.  She reminds me to be thankful for what I 
have, but also to offer up to those who have less.  She helps me to tend my 
own hearth, to engage in reciprocity, to be generous, to engage in 
hospitality, and to cultivate familial or clan ties.  And she fiercely protects 
my home from those would disturb its peace. 

Reynard’s apartment consisted of a kitchen, dining room, living room, bathroom, 

and bedroom.  I noted at the time, that, while a deity presides over each room of 

the house, the fact that Reynard’s Mother Goddess presides over the kitchen, 

living room, and dining room, means that, for Reynard, her influence is over 3/5 

of the house, exceeding the influence of Reynard’s other deities.   
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Reynard’s bathroom consists of two rooms.  The first room entered is 

simply a sink and mirror, with drawer space underneath the sink for bathroom 

supplies.  Through another door is a smaller room with just a toilet and a shower, 

with cabinet space above the toilet for bathroom supplies.  “This room,” Reynard 

gestured towards the sink and mirror, “is about beauty and pride.  It’s where I get 

ready and primp.”  Around the sink were blue candles, an incense holder, a vase 

with flowers in it, and a taller vase out of which exploded a large fan of peacock 

feathers, spanning about two feet wide. 

“And this room,” Reynard said, gesturing towards the toilet and shower, 

“is devoted to the Moon Mother.  It is all water and cleansing.  My sacred baths 

are done here.”  There was a small shelf, between the toilet and the cabinets, 

upon which was placed a small white candle, some sea shells, blue bath salts, a 

bowl of beach sand, and some fancy fragranced soaps, unopened. 

As we moved into his bedroom, Reynard explained “This room is about 

lust and passion.”  Upon entering the bedroom, to the left of the doorframe, was a 

small table over which was draped a piece of fabric, colored scarlet, crimson, and 

purple.  A statue of the Greek god Pan sat in the center of the table, surrounded 

by a candy bowl full of condoms, bottles of lube, an incense holder, and a white 

silk scarf.10   

This was how Reynard had his house set up when we first met. 

Now, Reynard just had the one large altar upon which he placed most of 

his devotional things, while the more decorative elements of his altars, the 

                                                
10 I didn’t get a chance to ask; so, make no assumptions. 
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flowers, the soaps, the stones, remained in the rooms in which they had always 

been, serving as household decorations.  

I asked Reynard “Why did you take all your altars away?”  He let out an 

enormous sigh and rolled his eyes, shaking his head back and forth with his eyes 

closed, in what read as a gesture of exasperation.  “I’ll tell you why…” he started: 

It is definitely my style to have altars about the house.  I enjoy that.  It feels 
integrated with my whole life.  I mean, my gods are not something I keep 
in a cabinet and I only let out when I need something.   They are real!  As 
real as you and I.  I mean, yes, I call Her ‘abundance’ or whatever; but the 
fact is that abundance is in your life too, it’s in everyone’s.  We just don’t 
connect to it the same way.  For you, abundance might be a fridge full of 
food.  When you see a fridge full of food you feel good and feel like you’re 
living your best life.  When I see my own fridge full of food, I feel the 
same, but I associate the power of that abundance, the sensation of it, 
how it feels, to a goddess.  Or god.  Or whatever.  We are all doing the 
same thing, we just call it different names, and connect to it in different 
ways.  There is nothing more special about witches other than the fact that 
they are more attuned to what is happening and try to connect with that 
energy and work with it in a different way that is specific, and it’s only that 
specificity that makes witchcraft what it is.   

Do you not want to fall in love?  Have a nice home?  Be married maybe?  
Have kids if that’s your wish?  Have a fulfilling job that you don’t hate 
waking up in the morning for?  We all want things.  But how we reach for 
them, what we align ourselves with, and the paths we take to get there are 
only what separate us.   

But I digress:  the reason I have moved all my altars away is because 
people keep fucking with them!  I mean, I’ll bring home a trick, and 
be hanging out and drinking, and I’m about to get laid, and I’ll go to take a 
piss, come back out of the bathroom, and find that they put their wine 
glass or coffee cup right on my altar!  I mean can they not fucking 
see that this is something different than the rest of the house?!  
What is it about their brains that doesn’t register ‘this is not where you 
put a beverage’?  I’m not saying they have to know that it is an altar.  In 
fact, I’d prefer they didn’t.  I’m not a religious zealot and I find that when 
people find out I’m a witch, it’s really all they see from that moment on.  
So I’d prefer they not realize ‘ALTAR’.  But…at the same time, do they 
not realize that this is some kind of special space…if not an altar, an art 
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project, or a decorative-only area, or something!  It baffles my mind the 
number of folks who enter my home and don’t realize that what they are 
putting their food or drinks down upon, or picking up and touching, are 
sacred objects to me, and I don’t necessarily want them used that way, 
or touched at all if possible.   

“And you want these spaces not to be used for anything other than their intended 

use?” I asked Reynard.  “I mean,” I said, aiming for clarity, “what exactly is so 

bad about someone putting their drink upon one of your altars?” 

 “To me,” he said: 

these are spaces that I have given to someone else.  They are occupied 
spaces.  When I set up an altar, say, on my living room bookcase, I have 
given a space to my Mother Goddess, in the sense of really giving her that 
space.  That is her space.  I don’t even stick stuff on there like 
drinks or whatever.  That is her space.  So when someone, including 
myself, uses that space for something that isn’t intended for her, her being 
my Mother Goddess, it has the equivalent of coming into a house, finding 
someone who already lives there sitting in a chair, and, without 
regard, just plunking your ass on their lap.  Well, I can tell you, that, if I 
go into someone’s house, and I see a cabinet with special knick knacks on 
it, or something…I feel like it doesn’t take a lot of brains to realize that this 
is a ‘thing’ and that that cabinet is not where I’m going to empty all the 
change out of my pockets, put my phone down, or throw my chapstick, 
before plunking down on the couch.  It’s obviously something else, 
something special.  It is not a ‘common object.’  It might be made up 
of common objects, but the area itself is not a common object.  It’s 
special.   

“And people don’t recognize this ‘specialness’ you’re talking about, when it comes 

to your altars,” I asked.   

“No!” he replied: 

It’s unbelievable.  I’ll bring a dude home, and he’ll look around the 
house for a place to dump all the stuff out of his pockets, and actually 
choose, on purpose, after gazing around the room for the best spot, 
he’ll choose to unload his keys, phone, spare change, and whatever other 
crap he’s got in his pockets, right onto the middle of my fucking 
Mother Goddess altar in the living room!  It is unbelievable.  It almost 
fucking defies logic.  I mean, there’s this area, that’s been made up all 
beautiful, and decorated, and clearly has some kind of ‘more significance’ 
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than some of the other spots in the room, like the fucking completely 
empty coffee table in the goddamn center of the whole fucking 
room, and yet, the altar is where he’ll put his shit.  Or set his wine glass.  
Or put his phone down when he gets up to take a piss.  Or something.  It 
defies logic so much, to me, that I’d almost say these altars possess a 
power, or glamour, or attraction, that makes people gravitate towards 
them.  Even on a subconscious level.  There is something about my altars 
that draws people.   

“So, your solution was to take them all away?” I ask.  “Yeah!” Reynard says 

emphatically.   

 “You know what I don’t have to worry about, anymore, when I invite 

people over…?” he asked me, not waiting for my answer, “…dumbasses putting 

shit on my altars!” he finished, shooting me a wry look, over the top of his glasses.    

Reynard’s frustration with people utilizing his altars in ways that he 

doesn’t want underscores how there is a dialectical relationship between 

geometric and anthropological spaces; when people and objects are moving and 

interacting in a space, the relationships between them can be variable and 

unpredictable.  But it does seem that the anthropological space—how humans 

and non-humans interact and behave—is directly related to the geographical 

space, the overall physical form of a place/space. 

 

Non-Places: Doorframes and Gates 

Marc Augé, in his theories on place and space, identifies a realm that he 

calls “non-places” (non-lieux), which he associates with “places of travel and 

movement,” classifying non-places as those “intended for transit, but not for 

habitation” (Augé 1995:115-122).  These places are “generic,” such as airports, bus 

terminals, metros, shopping malls, department stores, and grocery stores (Augé 

1995:115-122).  Augé writes that “if a place can be defined as relational, historical 



 

 289 

and concerned with identity, than any place which cannot be defined as 

relational, or historical, or concerned with identity will be a non-place” (Augé 

1995:78).   

Much like the crossroads, discussed in chapter one, there is a common 

practice, among many witches, of regarding doors, doorways, doorframes, and 

gates, as special places/spaces.  They are not an area for habitation, or long-term 

occupancy; they stand between two areas, and are the means by which one travels 

to and from areas.  In fact, they are spaces deliberately made just for traveling 

through. 

Prince is a 33 year old, Gardnerian witch, living in Boston, Massachusetts.  

He was born and raised in Boston, and has a thick Boston accent (“When I need 

a-liddle help, I cawwl out to my gaahds!”).  Prince, like many witches, has a small 

altar, just inside the front door of his apartment, for the god of crossroads, roads, 

travel, and doorways.  This god, according to witches, is “the opener of the way” 

who allows communication between humans and deities, and who clears 

obstacles out of the way, so that the pathway to success and fulfillment is easily-

traveled, and devoid of hang-ups.   

Prince’s doorway altar is a small table that stands about three feet high, 

made of wood.  Its dimensions are about a foot wide and a foot and a half in 

length.  In the center of the altar are two novena candles, one black, and one red.  

The rest of the altar seems fairly haphazardly decorated.  It is definitely not the 

neatest altar I have seen.  And yet, the clutter isn’t total chaos, it’s an ordered 

chaos.  More importantly, it is a chaos that makes perfect sense to Prince. 

The entire altar is covered in change.  Pocket change.  It is almost entirely 

a pile of pennies, nickels, and dimes.  I asked Prince why there were no quarters, 
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and he responded, matter-of-factly, “Cuz I need ‘em for lahndry.”  The altar is 

also covered entirely with small toys, the types of toys one might get out of the 

$0.25 vending machines that are often found in the exit lobbies of grocery stores, 

where you put your quarter in the slot, crank the crank, and out pops a little 

plastic bubble in which is found a small figurine, a sticker, or a temporary tattoo.   

There are also candies placed upon the altar.  Some are hard candies.  

Some are taffy.  A few Hershey’s kisses.  A piece of gum.  “The guardian of the 

threshold is a protector of children, and is child-like himself, in his playfulness, 

his trickiness, so he likes childish, playful, colorful, sweet things,” explains 

Prince.  “But he is also very potent,” Prince elaborates, “because he is the one who 

opens the gates between mortals and deities.”  In witchcraft, there is often found 

this paradox: deities are simultaneously sweet and ferocious. 

Doorways, for witches, are portals; they are not places to be used long-

term, they are an ends to a means, a traveling space, a space through which one 

passes, going from point A to point B.  The doorway itself is neither here nor 

there, and yet exists here and there.  Windows are treated the same way.  In this 

sense, windows and doorways are non-places, like Augé speaks about, 

“predominantly architectural and technological” places (Augé 1995:70) designed 

to be traveled through and “consumed” (Augé 1995:70), rather than 

appropriated, and, as such, “they retain little or no trace of our engagement with 

them” (O’Beirne 2006:38).  “The traveler’s space,” writes Augé, “may thus be the 

archetype of non-place” (Augé 1995:70).  Place and non-place are like polar 

opposites: “the first is never completely erased, the second never totally 

completed” (Augé 1995:64).  Augé suggests that “the possibility of non-place is 

never absent from any place” (Augé 1995:86), however, non-places seem to go 
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unnoticed by the casual observer.  In witchcraft, non-places are not consumed 

without thought, but, instead, given special attention equal to any other place.  

Witches’ cultivate a heightened awareness, an attunement to non-places. 

 

Aesthetic Dis-Positions: The Sensorium of Oberon’s Living Room 

Henri Lefebvre focuses on the “sensory phenomena, imagination, and 

social practices,” that go into the production of space, by dividing space into 

physical, mental, and social space, each with their own spheres of influence 

(Lefebvre 1974:12).  Physical space is “perceived space,” meaning that physical 

space is determined, created, and understood “through the processes of 

perception”—the use of the sensory organs for sight, sound, hearing, smell, and 

touch (Lefebvre 1974:40).  “Perception of spatial order is sensual and practical” 

(Lefebvre 1974:40).  We feel our way through a space, moving where the space 

allows us to move, and we stop where a space prevents us from moving any 

further.  

Oberon is a 28 year old, gay male, of Irish descent, living in Boston, 

Massachusetts.  His coven is gathering at his house for their Full Moon Meeting.  

Any time there is a witch-meeting at Oberon’s his living room becomes the 

Sacred Space, the area in which the meeting will take place.  Oberon has turned 

his living room into a temple so many times that he has it down to a science. 

The living room, itself, is approximately 15 feet long by 10 feet wide.  It is 

the first room, in his apartment, right inside the doorway.  To enter his home 

means to walk through the doorway and be inside in the living room, a large open 

area, not closed in by walls.  All the other spaces of his home branch off the living 
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room, each with their own doors, so the living room acts as the central space, the 

very heart of the apartment.  

In his living room, Oberon normally has the furniture arranged away from 

the walls, so that one could walk the perimeter of the room freely, if one wanted.  

The furniture in the room consists of a large couch, a large coffee table, two plush 

chairs, three bookcases, and two area rugs, one under the couch, and the other 

under the chairs, to section off the living space, and bring an aesthetic quality to 

the room.  When preparing to host a witch gathering at his home, however, 

Oberon will push all the furniture outwards, so that it is all pressed up against the 

walls, leaving the center of the room as a mostly-circular space, about which 

people can move freely without bumping into one another.  

How Oberon arranges the furniture has direct effects upon how people are 

able to move about the room.  Oberon could choose to push all his furniture 

closer into the center of the room, which would only allow movement in a square, 

around the perimeter of the room.  He could arrange the furniture haphazardly, 

scattering it here and there, which would force people to move about the room 

like a maze, winding in and out between couches and chairs and bookcases.  

Oberon chooses to create a large open space in the center of the room, because it 

seems to facilitate the easiest movements at any gathering; a large, open space 

allows people to move in any direction they please without running into a 

boundary, border, or obstacle.   

This isn’t rocket science.  It is obvious that people can really only move in 

directions which are not barred from movement.  What I’m stressing, here, in 

this case, is that, for Oberon, who is left to choose how he wants to facilitate 

movement in his home, creating a large open central space is his selection.  To 
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him, this is what makes sense, in terms of facilitating movement.  No one told 

him to do this, there was no vote or consensus decision; Oberon decided, 

according to his own aesthetics, that a vast expanse of space is the best choice for 

gatherings at his home, and this decision effects the ways people in his home 

utilize the space.   

There is not a lot of conscious thought in the perception of space.  

Navigating a spatial order can almost be done on auto-pilot (albeit not perfectly, 

as I can certainly attest to jamming a toe or a shoulder against a door frame, 

when I was just trying to simply pass between one room and another).  Lefebvre 

calls the ways we move through a space “spatial practices,” suggesting that “they 

reveal how we decipher our space” (Lefebvre 1974;38). 

Lefebvre defines mental space is “conceived space,” meaning 

conceptualized, planned, and mapped out (Lefebvre 1974:40).  Mental space, or 

conceived space, can also be called a “representation of space,” highlighting that 

this form of space “relies upon symbols, signs, and communication systems” 

(Lefebvre 1974:40). 

Think of Oberon preparing his living room for a witch gathering.  He must 

mentally create a map or blueprint of the space, where any altars or decorations 

will go, where the guests will sit, stand, walk, eat food, where the bathrooms are 

in relation to the gathering space, how he wants participants to move about the 

space, and make use of, or consume, the space.  Because this is a gathering 

among friends (unlike a doctor’s office, school, or other professional place) 

negotiations can happen when the guests arrive, concerning the space.  Each 

individual conceives space in their own way, and there is no guarantee that two 

individuals will conceive space the same.   
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Oberon’s living room has been set up in preparation for the full moon 

meeting.  All the furniture has been pushed to the outside of the room, allowing 

for a large clearing in the middle of the room where the gathering can take place.  

In the center of the clearing, Oberon has placed a tapestry upon the floor, upon 

which he has a small flat stone, approx. 12” by 12”.  The stone looks like what is 

called a ‘flagstone’ in New England, a flat rock substance, sometimes colored blue 

or red, which people use as a stepping stones for their walkways, either from the 

street to the house, or perhaps around their gardens.  Upon the flagstone, Oberon 

has arranged a small bowl of water, a small bowl of salt, some incense, and a 

small tea-light candle (water, earth, air, and fire, from the creation myth in 

chapter one).  He has sprinkled white rose petals around the altar, and all about 

the cleared out center space of the living room.  He has dimmed the lights to a 

soft mood lighting, and has turned off any other lights around the house.  The 

atmosphere is relaxed, low-key, even romantic. 

As more and more witches arrive, questions like “Do you think we’ll have 

enough room?” come up, and people start really looking around at the space as 

Oberon has it arranged.  This stands out, to me, because if I go to a party at 

someone’s house, even if I didn’t like the way they have decorated, I think it is 

rude to say something about it.  For example, to say “Wow.  You chose blue table 

cloths for the birthday party?  Are you sure you want to do that?” would be 

extremely out of line, for me.  I could get away with that if I were hanging out 

with family, or very close friends, however.  So the debates about space seem to 

imply a very close relationship between witches in a coven; they almost have 

familial rights with one another. 
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Someone suggests that, instead of having the altar in the center of the 

space, maybe it should be put to the perimeter of the space, leaving nothing in 

the center; the suggestion is offered because “that way, there’s nothing at all for 

anyone to step on, step over, or knock over.”  Oberon considers this for a 

moment, and decides to take up the suggestion, moving the altar, and all the 

objects on top of it, to the perimeter.  There is now nothing in the middle of the 

room except flower petals strewn about, and human bodies.   

Everyone who shows up has something to contribute to the gathering: an 

item of food, and something to put upon or near the altar.   

The food brought is small-scale, pot-luck, types of food: mac and cheese, 

crackers and soft cheese, or bread and soft cheese, a package of Ferraro Rochers, 

a box of wheat thins, a bunch of bananas.  Simple.  Tasty.  Not completely 

unhealthy (I’ve never seen anyone arrive with fast food, or heavily processed 

foods).   

The ‘offerings’ for the altar are equally simple: a flower, a rock, a 

photograph, a leaf, a piece of string, a small toy, a little cupcake.  These are given, 

at each gathering, as offerings to the deities and ancestors of those assembled.  It 

is very much a witch axiom that “in order to receive you must learn to give; 

nothing comes for free.” 

Before the full moon ritual begins, everyone looks around the living room, 

for any last minute changes that might be made or suggested.  Nothing seems to 

stick out to anyone as requiring alteration, so the ceremony begins. 

All throughout the ceremony, there is constant negotiation about where 

people will be moving, and where objects—both human and non-human—should 
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be positioned.  The creation of this space is dialectically relational, between all 

objects in the space.   

Before any activity is performed, drumming, singing, dancing, or prayers 

said, there is a moment where the members gathered together discuss it.  This 

can take the form of some kind of back-and-forth, between folks who have 

different ideas, or, it can be as simple as “Do we want to dance left?” and 

everyone nods in agreement, discussion done.   

All of the various ways that the negotiations are enacted reveal that space 

is an act of co-creation that is based upon a shared knowledge among the group.   

Henri Lefebvre suggests that conceived space is “an act of creation, derived 

from accumulated knowledge, and disseminated as ideology” (Lefebvre 1974:40).   

The witches gathering at Oberon’s must ‘know’ what type of food to bring to eat, 

they must ‘know’ what type of gathering is happening, what types of space is 

required, what type of altar is needed, what decorations are appropriate, what 

time of year is it, what time of day or night is it, and, even perhaps most 

importantly, what items, objects, foods, decorations, material culture, and 

behaviors are not acceptable within the gathering space. 

Social space is the lived experiences, expressions, interactions, relations, 

and assemblages that occur as a result “of incorporating physical and mental 

space with the social actions of social life” (Lefebvre 1974:33).  “Social space 

overlays physical space” (Lefebvre 1974:33), “makes symbolic use of its objects” 

(Lefebvre 1974:33), “changes and appropriates the space by the imagination” 

(Lefebvre 1974:33), and “has an affective kernel or centre” (Lefebvre 1974:42).  

Physical, mental, and social spaces are interconnected “so that individuals may 

move from one to another without confusion” (Lefebvre 1974:40).  
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Social space can also be called “representational space,” and is considered 

to be “the cumulative projection of both perceived (physical) and conceived 

(mental) space onto a spatial field” (Lefebvre 1974:8,27).  Social space is “lived 

space,” meaning that “physical space has no ‘reality’ without the energy that is 

deployed within it” (Lefebvre 1974:13,40). 

 

Poetic Space: Quicksilver’s Frogs 

Bachelard, who, along with Merleau-Ponty, described space in terms of 

geometric space and anthropological space, also identified a third realm called 

“poetic space” (Bachelard 1958:201), which allows space “an expansion, more 

space than it has objectively” (Bachlard 1958:202).  As an example, Bachelard 

uses the analogy of tree honey (Bachelard 1958:202).  Imagine a tall and sturdy 

tree; inside this tree is a beehive teeming with honey, perhaps even leaking out of 

the tree and dribbling down the trunk.  The geometric space is the height of the 

tree, its circumference and diameter, its location, in someone’s yard, or in the 

forest. The anthropological space of the tree is how humans interact with the tree, 

or in what ways the tree comes into human contact, by bearing fruit (economics, 

foodways), by sprouting blossoms (aesthetics), or by providing shade, under 

which a couple sits every night, while drinking tea, etc; any number of social 

situations are possible.  

The poetic space of the tree is “a mental realm that operates through 

metaphor” (Bachelard 1958:201).  It is the process of making the tree a poetic 

metaphor that opens up more space for the tree than its limited physicality.  The 

tree can be said to be a defender, a guardian of the beehive and its honey.  The 
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honey can be said to be the blood, sweat, or tears of the tree.  The tree can be 

labeled a ‘she’ or ‘he’, mother or father, both protecting and nurturing.  Poetic 

space gives a place or an object “the power of expansion over and beyond the 

surfaces by means of which the geometrician would like to define it” (Bachelard 

1958:202-203). 

The first time I went to visit Quicksilver at his home, I walked to his house 

from mine.  He lives in the Hyde Park neighborhood of Austin Texas, a historic 

district that is primarily made up of very small, quaint, and colorful houses, set 

very close together, with small yards. 

As I approached Quicksilver’s place, I saw that there were a small set of 

stairs leading up to his front door.  At the top of the stairs, on the landing right in 

front of his door, were two enormous frog statues, (about two feet tall, and a foot 

and a half wide, or so), one on each side of the landing, so that anyone coming to 

the house had to walk in-between the frogs to get to the door.  It was a frog-

gateway.  A frog-gauntlet. 

The fact that the frogs were both angled inwards a bit, so that they directly 

faced whomever arrived at the house, signaled to me that this was a deliberate 

placement, and that there was something special about these frogs; they were not 

just random decorations. 

Once inside, I asked Quicksilver about the frogs and he said “those are my 

house guardians… 

Frogs are sacred to the goddess Hecate, a witches’ deity of crossroads, 
doorways, paths, and She is a protectress of witches.  So I have my frogs on 
the doorstep to guard the house, and keep anyone who means me harm 
from crossing the threshold 
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“And you believe that these frogs will actually keep anyone who means you harm 

out of your house?” I asked him.  

 “Yes,” he said, “I have charmed the frogs so that if anyone, with ill intent, 

approaches my home, I believe I’ll receive a sign.  Either the statues will crack, or 

‘accidentally’ be knocked off the doorstep, or something. Some sign will occur.” 

 Quicksilver explains how he has “fashioned a relationship” with his 

doorstep frogs: 

During the full moon and dark moon, I’ll take some wine outside and pour 
it over the frogs, as an offering to Hecate, and I’ll leave a small plate of 
pork and apples outside, overnight, also as an offering, in order to 
demonstrate that I am willing to enter relationship, I am willing to engage 
in reciprocity, to form a connection, with the goddess.  This secures my 
relationship with Her, and She, in turn, provides protection over my home. 

As a practice, coalescence transforms places—even places as simple as someone’s 

doorstep—into spaces.  The place of coalescence is everyday life, along with all 

the human and non-human agents co-existing along-side the witch.  The places 

where witches locate the space of coalescence are infinite, because they can be 

any place, all the places—the office, in bed, in the shower, walking in the park, 

driving down the highway in the car, or standing outside in an open field at night, 

underneath a blanket of stars.  The overall goal of witchcraft is to inhabit 

coalescence as a space at all times, so that all places are potential spaces for 

coalescence. 

 

Producing Cultural Forms: How Andy Practices “Home” 

“(Social) space is a (social) product” (Lefebvre 1974:26).  If space is to be 

seen as a process, an “act of creation” (Lefebvre 1974:26), then objects “must be 
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expected to shift from things in space to the actual production of space” 

(Lefebvre 1974:36).  If, as Lefebvre contends, spaces are simultaneously “a work 

and a product” (Lefebvre 1974:83), then there must be a productive process by 

which objects located in a place, discourses that center on a place, perceptions 

and conceptions of a location, and human and non-human activity, all meld 

together to engender a space.  There is no way in which spaces can have an a 

priori condition, because they are produced from the “raw materials” of nature, 

and “the human activities of the economic and technical realms” (Lefebvre 

1974:83). 

Andy is a 26 year old gay male living in Boston, Massachusetts.  He is 

Ashkenazim, and his Jewish heritage plays a large role in his witchcraft, as he 

primarily blends Middle Eastern and European influences for his meditations, 

aesthetics, and cosmological influences.  He lives in a small one bedroom 

apartment, where he has agreed to conduct an interview for this project.  Andy 

suggests that we meet at a small café, nearby to his place, and he can escort me to 

his apartment from there.  He explains that his apartment is a little difficult to 

find, because it is in a small neighborhood where the streets wind in and out of 

one other, and the apartment numbers are not all visible from the street.   

When I arrive at the café, Andy is already sitting inside, drinking a coffee, 

and eating a chocolate chip scone.  I sit down and join him, and we spend about a 

half an hour drinking coffee and talking.  After we finish our drinks, we leave the 

café, headed for Andy’s apartment.  It is a beautiful spring day in Massachusetts, 

warm, with a slight breeze.  As the two of us walk the few blocks to Andy’s place, 

the sun is shining, and green buds are visible on all the trees.  A few of the New 
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England spring flowers, such as crocuses, hyacinth, daffodils, can be seen 

sprouting up in people’s gardens.   

We finally arrive at his place.  It is a tiny, out of the way, completely 

unmarked apartment building, set back a ways from the street, with another 

apartment complex in front of it.  The outside looks a bit run down, but it is 

charming, a dark grey exterior with darker grey trim, and light blue window 

shutters.  His door is bright red.   

Upon entering his home, Andy asks if I wouldn’t mind taking off my shoes, 

and leaving them by the door.  I oblige.  He tosses his keys upon a small table on 

the inside of the doorframe, which I recognize as an altar to the Guardian of 

Crossroads, Doorways, and Gates.  There is a red and black candle upon the altar, 

a few pieces of candy, a small toy truck, and a handful of change.  In the middle of 

the altar is a medium sized wooden bowl into which Andy tosses everything that 

is in his jeans pockets, his keys, wallet, money, a pack of gum, and a marble.11  

Once his pockets are emptied, Andy lights the red and black candle on the altar, 

and walks further into his home. 

Upon entering his home, the first room encountered is the living room.  

Off of the living room is a small kitchen straight ahead, and a hallway to the right, 

which leads down to a bathroom and a bedroom.  The first place Andy goes, once 

inside the house, is his stove, upon which is a pink and blue candle, which he 

lights, moving his hand in a clockwise circle over the candle, obviously 

concentrating or in deep thought. 

                                                
11 I have no idea.  I didn’t ask. 
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He opens one of his kitchen cabinets, pulls out a package of incense sticks, 

removes one stick, and holds the tip of the incense in the candle flame.  Once the 

incense is lit, he walks it into the living room and places it into an incense holder, 

which sits on a small table in the corner of the room, and also has a pink and blue 

candle upon it, just like the one on the stove.  He pauses for a moment, before 

this small shrine, again lost in thought, or concentrating.  When he is finished, he 

turns to me and says “Make yourself comfortable, you can sit anywhere you like.  

Can I get you something to drink?”  I ask for water, and Andy goes back into the 

kitchen to get me some.  Andy has a love seat and two large comfy chairs in his 

living room.  I choose one of the comfy chairs, and start pulling out my interview 

materials in order to set up for our interview.  He returns from the kitchen with 

water, and I thank him.  In his hand he also has a sage smudge, a small bundle of 

dried sage leaves that, when burned, smells really nice (in my own opinion), and 

is also used by witches as a means to spiritually cleanse an area.12  

Andy also has a lighter in his hands, which he uses to light the sage bundle 

on fire.  As the bundle sends wisps of smoke billowing upwards towards the 

ceiling, he moves towards his front door, and then, walking counterclockwise 

around the apartment, he waves the sage smudge to and fro, as he traces the 

walls of his apartment with smoke.  Again, he seems to be concentrating, or lost 

in deep thought. 

Once he has circled the house, counterclockwise, and has returned to the 

front doorway, he takes the sage bundle, still smoking, and, starts at his feet, 

wafting smoke around his body, first his feet, then his shins, then his knees, then 
                                                
12 Malek told me, once, that “Sage is like soap; its smoke just cleans, in the same way that dragging a bar 
of soap across your skin just cleans.  You don’t have to believe in anything, do anything special, or say 
anything special.  It does what it does, with or without you.  It just is.” 
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his thighs, his groin area, his belly and hips, his torso, his chest, his shoulders, 

down one arm and up the other, his neck, his face, and finally the very top of his 

head.  He then changes direction, starting at the top of his head, he stretches 

behind him to waft smoke around the back of his head, the back of his neck, his 

shoulders, down one arm and up the other, his middle back, his lower back, his 

ass, the backs of his thighs, the backs of his knees, his calves, and back to his feet 

again. 

“May I?” he asks me, gesturing politely for me to stand up and allow him 

to do the same to me.  And I do.  Again, he starts at my feet, works up the front of 

my body, and, once above my head, he turns me around and works his way down 

the back side of my body, until he reaches my feet.   

“All of this is unnecessary,” he says, “but…it’s nice to just take a little time 

to settle into a space, get our minds in order, cleanse out anything that might 

stand in the way of our work, the interview, being good company for each other, 

and just be clean and in the moment.”   

“Sounds good,” I say, with a smile. 

When we start the interview, I ask Andy to explain to me, in as much detail 

as he feels comfortable, the actions I had witnessed upon arriving at his house: 

the lighting of candles, incense, moving about the space in a particular way, etc.  I 

want him to explain exactly what he was doing and thinking during those 

moments, so that I can get a sense of what meanings lay behind the practices he 

was enacting within the space, how he was using the house.  There were two of us 

here, yet I seem to be using the house in a different manner.  We both occupy the 

space, but the space means something very different for the two of us. 

“When we came in the door,” he started: 
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I always stop at my Guardian altar.  He guards my home, so it’s a 
stopping point, whether or not I’m coming home or leaving the house.  I 
will place small offerings there, like change, or candy.  But the Guardian 
is also a traveler, so that altar makes for a nice stopping point to either 
check, before leaving the house, that I have everything that I need for my 
travels, or, when I get home, to unload everything from my travels, like 
all the shit I wind up having in my pockets at any given time.  I keep my 
keys there.  I’ve seen lots of folks with little tables near the door, to keep 
keys, or to throw the mail when they get inside.  Mine serves the same 
purpose.  But there’s deeper meaning, for me, maybe, because these 
actions are associated with a deity, or spirituality, or a deeper part of 
myself.  The same action is being performed, between myself and many 
people, but maybe mine is different in its connection to the larger world.  
I think most people really do just toss their mail down when they come in.  
For me, this altar is a stopping point, a check in point, where I am 
processing much more stuff than that, thinking about things, going over 
stuff in my mind, checking in with myself.  It’s just different.  A deeper 
psychological level of something-or-other is going on for me.   

The first thing I usually do when I get inside my house, and after I’ve 
stopped at my Guardian altar, is to light my hearth fire.  I do not have a 
hearth, as you can see.  But the idea of the hearth, the home, the hearth 
fire, all resonate deeply with me, and have a great deal of folklore 
surrounding them.  So in a sense I do have a hearth fire…it’s my kitchen.  
My stove.  It’s where I prepare all my meals.  The kitchen is the room of 
sustenance.  The stove is warm and hot and can cook things and is a 
space of transformation, meaning, I take separate ingredients out of the 
fridge and cabinets, and put them together in a pot, and produce a meal, 
greater than the sum of its parts.  The stove is a magic place, like the 
hearth, and it’s a symbol of food, comfort, home, magic, sustenance, 
abundance.  All those awesome things that make for a happy, well-fed, 
taken-care-of home.  So when I enter mine, I like to light my hearth fire.  
I say a prayer to Isis, because, to me, She is the goddess of hearth and 
home, a provider, she sustains my household, and brings food and money 
into these walls.  So I say a prayer to Isis to watch over my house, guard 
it and protect it, and all those within it.  And, also, Isis is a goddess of 
hospitality, friendship, love, relationships.  So lighting my hearth fire 
reminds me to possess these qualities, that I value them, and helps me to 
stay mindful of my own values.  It’s reaffirming.   

I smudged the house and our bodies afterwards.  This is simply like 
cleaning the air.  Taking a shower.  Sage cleanses.  So I light my hearth 
fire, I settle into my home, and I do a quickie cleaning.  Simple-like.  The 
equivalent of grabbing a broom and spot-sweeping the floor just a little 
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bit every day, so dirt doesn’t build up.  If you clean in small doeses, and 
monitor things daily, you don’t have a huge build up, or mess, to clean 
when you feel like doing a deep cleaning.  Apartments are like this.  Cars 
are like this.  Offices can be like this.  Spot-checking every day, I’ve found, 
benefits me by not allowing things to build up.  Whether that be literal 
dirt on the floor, or keeping my own body clean with showers, 
paperwork on my desk, or energy in my environment.  All of it.  It’s a 
personal preference of mine to clean in small daily spurts than to tackle a 
large build up that came into existence because I let things build up.  

These are just simple things that I do, daily, to keep myself aligned, in 
tune with my environment, and, honestly, to remind myself who I am, a 
witch, with goals and objectives.  Doing these little acts remind me of 
that.  

 

The space of coalescence is a production, a product, consumed like any other 

product, be it food, clothing, etc.  Viewing space as a product implies “a means of 

production,” be it a network, raw materials, technologies, know-how, or any 

exchange of goods (Lefebvre 1974:83).  A means of production implies “the 

circulation of goods,” meaning the signs and symbols that are read within the 

space of coalescence (Lefebvre 1974:100).  Lefebvre stresses that “a commodity 

code of exchange does not determine what is exchanged,” but only dictates that 

something be exchanged (Lefebvre 1974:100).   

Coalescence can be a type of exchange if we look at the signs and symbols 

utilized to produce it, such as sensations, feelings, affects, obligations, 

responsibilities, relationships, as well as the tangible physical signs and symbols 

such as candles, incense, herbs, and other accouterments associated with 

witchcraft.   These signs may be arbitrary; the herbs a witch uses, which deities 

they call upon, where they set up their altars, what gets put upon an altar, are all 

arbitrary and predominantly left up to personal taste; but, the production and 

exchange of these signs is central to the practice of witchcraft, and relies heavily 
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upon aesthetics, shapes, sizes, circulation, and takes the forms, in the words of 

Lefebvre, “of encounter, assembly, and simultaneity” (Lefebvre 1974:100-101).   

 

Reading Aesthetics: Samhain at Jon’s  

 Coalescence, as a space, is a product, or, rather, a production, which 

Lefebvre elaborates means “simultaneously a result and a cause” (Lefebvre 

1974:143).  If people’s activities produce coalescence, it is a result; if coalescence 

gives impetus to people’s activities, it is a cause.  Like other spaces, coalescence is 

not produced only to be read and interpreted, but is intended to be “lived in, with 

bodies and lives in their own particular context” (Lefebvre 1974:143).  In fact, like 

other spaces, while coalescence can be deliberately produced, in order to be read, 

it is often “produced before being read” (Lefebvre 1974:143). 

Given that we can talk about ‘reading’ a space, at all, suggests that 

coalescence can be understood as a text or a code, and that a decoding or 

deciphering is necessary to crack this code.  Coalescence can be equated to a 

message, and, inhabiting coalescence can be equated to “reading” (Lefebvre 

1974:7), an act of semiology—deciphering and interpreting codes and their 

meanings. Like other produced spaces, coalescence should not be viewed “as a 

blank page upon which a specific message has been inscribed” (Lefebvre 

1974:142), but, instead, the messages of coalescence should be considered 

ephemeral and fleeting, malleable, and open to both interpretation and 

misinterpretation, much like discourse (Lefebvre 1974:143).  “A space speaks,” 

writes Lefebvre, “but it does not tell all” (Lefebvre 1974:142-143). 
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We are gathered at Jon’s house, in Westfield, Massachusetts.  Jon is a gay 

male, 39 years of age, and lives with two cats in a large Victorian-style home.  The 

house is pale violet colored, with darker purple house shutters, and dark brown 

wood interior.  There are two spiral staircases at either end of the house, which 

creak loudly anytime anyone walks up or down them.  The whole house feels old.   

The first room, upon entering the house, is a large kitchen.  Off the kitchen 

to the right are the living room, parlor, dining room, and a spare room, which Jon 

uses as his ritual room.  Directly across from the ritual room is the back spiral 

staircase, leading upstairs, and the front door, which is barely ever used, because 

the driveway is on the side of the house, so the kitchen door has become the main 

doorway into the home. 

Standing in the kitchen, to the left, one sees the main spiral staircase, and 

a half bath.  Going up the main staircase, one comes to a long hallway that runs 

the entire length of the house.  Off of this hallway is a full bathroom on the left, a 

room on the right, which Jon uses as his office, and three bedrooms further down 

the hallway, before coming to the top of the back staircase, leading back 

downstairs. 

In Jon’s office, there is a door which leads to another spiral staircase that 

goes up to the attic, a space large enough that there is no need to duck or fear 

hitting one’s head.  The attic runs the entire length of the house, and is fully 

finished, with windows, carpeting, and two smaller rooms, although Jon just uses 

the entire space for storage.   

It is a New England looking and feeling home, meaning it is the type of 

home one sees in magazines about New England fall, or on movies that are set in 

the New England colonies, or on Cape Cod.  I was surprised to find that, despite 
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not being near water, there was not a widow’s walk on the top of the house, 

because it’s that kind of house, the type that would have a widow’s walk circling 

the entire roof and all its gables. 

The reason for tonight’s gathering is the witches’ holiday of Samhain, an 

important holiday that celebrates the coming of winter, and honors the dead as 

“the dearly departed ancestors,” both blood-line, and witch-ancestors, or witches 

who have passed away.  It is a solemn, but joyous, holiday.   

A popular activity for Samhain is what many witches call “The Dumb 

Supper.”  This is a dinner party that is held, in complete silence, to which the 

spirits of the dead, the dearly departed, are invited to join witches at the dinner 

table, to share space, to reunite, to remember, and to honor. 

Upon arriving, the majority of the house’s lights are turned off, and 

candles are lit everywhere.  It’s just a touch too dark, for me; although the dim 

lighting softens any sharp edges, and makes everyone look good, the lighting is 

just barely enough for me to not bang my knee on any sharp furniture edges, but 

still too dark for me to always see people’s facial expressions, or anything that is 

detailed.   

Everyone is in good spirits.  More and more people arrive, bringing with 

them flowers, food, CDs of music, and small gifts for Jon and his home, 

personally, as a way to say ‘thank you’ for hosting. 

Jon’s house is large enough to accommodate everyone (there are ten of us) 

without being cramped, and getting in each other’s way.  He also has an 

enormous dining room table, approximately ten or twelve feet long, and about 

four and a half feet wide, which also comfortably accommodates ten people. 
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The table is already set, draped with a black tablecloth.  Each place setting 

consists of a large plate, a smaller plate on top of that, a bowl on top of that, two 

forks, a spoon, and a knife, for silverware, a water glass, a non-water glass, and a 

wine glass above each setting.  There are a set of condiments at both ends of the 

table, salt and pepper, butter, and a large carafe of water.  There are unlit tea-

light candles dabbled here and there across the table. 

At the head of the table, on one end, the chair is draped in black cloth.  

There is a place setting before the chair, with a large red pillar candle sitting in 

the bowl.  All around, and on top of, the plates are flowers, candy, and coins.  

There are standing picture frames positioned here and there, around the place 

setting, filled with photographs; small handwritten notes are scattered before the 

photos.  It looks like a shrine.  As guests arrive, and enter the dining room, they 

gasp at how beautiful the table looks.  It seems that there is something 

understood about this set up, as no one has to ask what to do, but, instead, every 

witch who enters looks over the table, with a smile and admiration, and then 

places objects at the head of the table, before the black-shrouded place setting, 

whether it be flowers, a small piece of cake, a jar of honey, some coins, a 

photograph of a departed loved one, or a note to a departed loved one.  As each 

guest contributes to this ‘shrine’ the piles of flowers and gifts gets larger and 

larger, until the entire head of the table is full of beautiful, sweet-smelling, shiny 

objects. 

Once everyone has arrived and settled in, Jon rings a bell and says “Ok, 

everyone, let’s do our last cigarettes, last bathroom trips, and meet back at the 

table in about five minutes, and we can begin.”  At this, there is a bit of a rush in 

the air, excitement, and people start off in all directions; some to grab a last drink 
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of water from the kitchen; some head outside to smoke on the porch; some stay 

seated where they are in the living room, but their conversation becomes more 

lively as they try to finish any story they began; others, still, head to either the 

upstairs or downstairs bathroom.  The party was already lively, but at Jon’s 

announcement, something in the atmosphere has become pronounced, come 

even more to life.   

One by one, as people finish up whatever they were doing, they approach 

the table, and stand behind one of the chairs around the table.  When the last 

person arrives at the table, all look at each other with a tacit agreement that ‘it’s 

time,’ and everyone pulls out their chair, with loud scraping sounds of wooden 

legs on wooden floors, and seats themselves in their place.   

Jon seats himself at the end of the table opposite the black-shrouded chair.  

He ceremoniously elaborates why we are all gathered, here, tonight, and the tone 

of the evening becomes more solemn: “Tonight we gather to celebrate the time 

when the veils between the worlds are thin, when the living and the dead are 

closer than any other time of year, when our dearly departed join us, briefly, 

before the cold winter months set in…” 

The dinner itself is enacted in total silence.  No speaking whatsoever.  The 

focus is upon communing with one’s own ancestors, dearly departed friends, 

family, lovers, pets even.  After the dinner, the candle at the head of the table, 

before the black-shrouded chair, is left burning all night, but the atmosphere 

lightens, and people are joking and talking and laughing again.  Desserts are 

served, with coffee and booze.  It becomes a party.   

As the evening goes on, I find myself sitting on the couch next to an older 

woman, in her 50s, with long grey hair, and wearing a purple flowy skirt.  We 
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banter back and forth about who we know at the party, my research project, how 

long she’s been in The Craft, how awesome the dinner was… 

At one point, I notice a small statue sitting on the end table beside me.  I 

pick it up to give it a closer look.  It’s a small fertility god of some sort, which I 

assume because it has an enormous penis (“ithypallic” is the word witches use to 

denote these types of fertility statues).  I make a small comment about it to the 

witch beside me, who takes it from me, eyeing it in her hands.  She abruptly puts 

it back on the side table, smiling, and says: “We probably shouldn’t touch 

anything. You never know what’s bewitched in a witch’s house.” 

“You think?” I ask.   

“Oh honey,” she said, “in a witch’s house you always take your chances.  It 

wouldn’t surprise me if there was a witch out there who has charmed her toilet 

paper.”  

When an assemblage inhabits a space, each individuals’ unique reading of 

the space, the values and meanings attached to things, the affects that arise, and 

spatial practices, all inform what Lefebvre calls a “spatial code” (Lefebvre 1974: 

47-48).  Spatial codes structure space, have a history, a historicity, organize a 

space, become a form of knowledge or know-how about the space, and act as a 

means of “living in that space, understanding it, and of producing it” (Lefebvre 

1974:47-48).  Spatial codes are an accumulation of shared signifying practices 

that bring together particular signs, meanings, readings, and interpretations of 

the space. 

Given that space is produced through mobile relations, it is not a bold 

assumption that the negotiation of space is a significant component of the 

everyday.  As persons move along various trajectories, everyday spaces are 
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produced through the processes of assemblage, alliances, affiliations, 

subjectivities, schemas, frame resonances, affects, and sense-making, that 

emerge as a result.  As a space, then, coalescence is a process of worlding, a world 

formed with “many aspects and many contributing currents, signifying and non-

signifying, perceived and directly experienced, practical and theoretical” 

(Lebebvre 1974:110).  The world of coalescence has a history, the sum of traces 

left by events, deposited into the “script” (Lefebvre 1974:110) of coalescence, and 

“held together by internal links and connections” (Lefebvre 1974:110). 

 

Reading Aesthetics: Ximon’s Tattoos 

Reading the space of coalescence centers on aesthetics, or, what Benjamin 

Highmore calls “social aesthetics” (Highmore 2010:121).  Aesthetics is a 

philosophy that emerged around the mid-t0-late 18th Century in the work of 

Alexander Baumgarten (Highmore 2010:21).  Baumgarten tried to study the 

world as it was perceived through the field of all sensory perceptions.  Terry 

Eagleton describes these perceptions as a “territory” made up of “nothing less 

than the whole of our sensate life—the business of affections and aversions, of 

how the world strikes the body on its sensory surfaces, of that which takes root in 

the gaze and the guts, and all that arises from our most banal, biological insertion 

into the world” (Eagleton 1990:12).  Aesthetics covers: 

 the terrain of both the vehement passion (fear, grief, rapture, and so on) 
and the minor and major affects and emotions (humiliation, shame, envy, 
irritation, anxiety, disdain, surprise, and so forth).  It is attuned to forms 
of perception, sensation, and attention (distraction, spectacle, 
concentration, absorption, for example); to the world of the senses (haptic, 
aural, gustatory, olfactory, and visual experience); and to the body (as 
gestalt and in pieces) (Highmore 2010:21).   
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To talk of aesthetics underscores the ways that sensual experiences are 

“recognized, registered, and represented” in everyday life (Highmore 2010:19).     

There is an implicit form of judgment and prestige in aesthetics—“vision, 

contemplation, and revelation” are what distinguish aesthetics from other forms 

of attention to the senses (Halperin 1990:470).  Aesthetics assume that certain 

experiences—namely visual—are better than others, or, rather, they are held in 

higher esteem than others. Aesthetics champion visual experiences—or, uphold 

the “hegemony of the visual” (Levin 1993)—to the point of excluding other forms 

of experience, such as affect and bodily sensation, relegating the latter to a 

category deemed “impossible to describe” (Highmore 2010:21-22).  Judgment is 

embedded within aesthetics, not only on the part of the individual who judges 

something as aesthetically pleasing, but also as judgment against those who do 

not share the majority aesthetic (Highmore 2010:21-22). 

Ximon is heavily tattooed, with tattoos all up and down his arms, his torso, 

his thighs, his calves, and he even plans to get a face tattoo at some point in time.  

When I asked Ximon about these tattoos he said that they were an integral part of 

his witchcraft practices: 

I have these tattoos, just as my ancestors had tattoos.  Each tattoo means 
something, and the particular areas of the body, where they are 
positioned, means something.  There is a system, here.  Getting tattooed 
and being tatttoed is a sacred thing, to me.  It means something more 
than just pretty art on the body.  You will not find any Tazmanian devils 
on my ankles, Tinkerbell tramp stamps, or peace signs and gothic suns 
on my biceps.  Those are bullshit tattoos.  My tattoos are timeless and 
have significance. 

For Ximon, tattoos have meaning beyond pictures on skin; they are heavily 

weighted with meaning and significance, to the point that he painstakingly plans 

out his tattoos, and is very particular about them. 
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It can be said that Ximon’s tattoos form a system.  His body is divided into 

sections, and particular tattoos, with specific meanings, must be located on 

specific parts of the body.   

His neck, shoulders, arms, and back, all pertain in some way to his specific 

spiritual practices, namely Witchcraft.  He explains that: 

My arms, and, kinda the whole area of my arms, shoulders, and neck, 
and maybe face [excited grin]…has to do with my spirituality, 
specifically.  I have a pentacle on my arms, I have some deities tattooed 
on my biceps.  These are tattoos closely associated with my spiritual 
practices, what I gravitate towards in terms of magic, myth, folklore, 
and witchcraft.  My arms are usually the first part of me to interact with 
the world, I reach for things, I move my hands through space and time to 
grab things, move things, touch things, connect to things.  So to put all of 
my literal spirituality…because all of life is spiritual, really…but, to focus 
on specifics, in terms of witchcraft, and to put these right on my arms, the 
first things to connect with the world, is my way of mediating myself and 
the world through witchcraft, through walking between the worlds.  It’s a 
form of mindfulness about who I am and what I am doing.  What is my 
purpose, here, on this planet. I want that purpose to always be in the 
foreground of my thoughts. 

Ximon reserves his torso for tattoos that reference his personality, who he is as a 

person, ideals he holds dear.  He describes his torso area as being: 

…all about who I think I am as a person, who I want to be as a person, or 
how other people perceive me as a person.  I have some cartoon 
characters, I have an avocado, because I love avocados and I feel like I’m 
really taking care of myself when I eat them, I have a fox, because fox is 
my animal, so I associate foxes with my own personality.  Stuff like that.  
Stuff about my actual personality is placed right on my core, very close to 
my core.  It’s like you could start on the outside of my body, and start 
looking at the tattoos I have, but as you move closer and closer to my 
center, the tattoos become more personal, more intimate in their telling 
of who I am and what values I hold dear. 
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Ximon’s thighs are where he puts tattoos that have to do with family, bloodline, 

kinship, and Clan.  He specifically chooses his thighs for kinship based tattoos 

because: 

My thighs are all about what I stand on, my family, my bloodline, my ties 
to kinship and clan.  I have my family tree because my family means 
everything to me.  We are very close.  I also have some cave art from 
Europe.  Anything that has to do with pulling on the strength of Clan goes 
on my thighs.  My ancestors…it is their blood that flows out of the past, 
through me, into the future.  I stand on their shoulders.  So I wanted Clan 
tattoos to be on the strong parts of my legs.  I literally stand with them, 
upon them, and they guide my movements through this world, protecting 
me, guiding me through obstacles, clearing the path for me. 

Ximon’s calves, or, his legs from the knees downwards, are the areas where he 

places tattoos that have almost a miscellaneous feel to them.  They are not geared 

towards any specific all-encompassing theme, although they do hold immense 

significance for him.  Instead, the tattoos that go on his lower legs seem to be, 

more than anything, tattoos about wishes and dreams.  They are tattoos that tell a 

story that may still be unfolding, and may continue to unfold in the future.  They 

are more amorphous than his other tattoos.  He describes the tattoos on this area 

of his body by saying that: 

My calves are all about where I want to go, outward expressions of my 
desires, or goals that are set for me for the future.  I have some country 
flags of all the places I’ve traveled as well as some countries I would like 
to travel to.  I have a little house, because I’m still waiting to find my 
perfect house someday.  Below my knees is kinda my wish list of tattoos.  
These are tattoos that are not finished products, but can be, and are, 
added to occasionally.  For example, when I travel to a new country I’ve 
never been before, I will get that country added to my ‘travel section’ 
tattoos.  These tattoos are still informative about me, and they do tell my 
own personal folklore just as much as the others, but there’s something 
less solid about these stories.  They are not as solidified as my others.  I 
mean, my family members are who they are…that’s not going to change.  
But what kind of house I buy, or where I travel, or what foods I like to 
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eat, are all susceptible to change, so I put those tattoos here, because I 
can add to them easily.  They are easy access. 

In this sense, Ximon’s entire being is literally a text to be read.  There are 

particular stories and themes, written, literally, on particular parts of his body.   

When I asked Ximon about how he started to get tattoos, he told me that it 

started with commemorating his initiation into witchcraft: 

My very first tattoo was a pentacle on my arm.  I just wanted something 
to commemorate my initiation, and make public my position as a witch, 
but also to give myself something to look down at and remember who I 
am, what I stand for.  So that’s how it began.  Then I wanted to tell more 
stories about myself.  My tattoos are for me, first and foremost, but they 
are also publicly visible, and, in this way, they are outward expressions 
of myself, they are a form of sharing.  I am sharing my stories with 
people who see them.  They may not ‘get’ the story, or know exactly what 
the story is, but the stories are accessible, if people will just look.  Like a 
public secret.  It’s right there out in the open, but you won’t or don’t 
necessarily know what it is unless you’re connected to that symbolic 
system. 

Ximon sees tattoos as a form of reaching out or connection.  Tattoos are 

simultaneously private (in terms of personal meaning, and their location on his 

body) and public (in terms of making connections with like-minded others, who 

share these meanings). 

 What I found interesting is how invested Ximon is in his tattoos, and 

tattoos in general.  His aesthetics around tattoos are full of high expectations in 

terms of tattoo quality.  I have tattoos myself, and, when I showed them to 

Ximon, he leaned in very close to them, boring his eyes into them, studying every 

detail.  “Your artist is a great artist,” he said, “your line work is solid, the 

shading is perfect, color saturation impeccable…” 

 “I’ll never understand why people will allow someone to put janked up 

tattoos on their body,” he says, “when tattoos are for life!”  He continues: 



 

 317 

I mean, we are going to be buried with these tattoos.  They’re forever!  
Why would you ever skimp on something that is forever?!  Two things 
drive me crazy: one is when the actual artwork of a tattoo is junk.  The 
lines are crooked or not done well.  The color doesn’t fill in the spaces all 
the way.  There’s something off about the placement.  Stuff like that.  The 
actual quality of the tattoo.  The other thing that fuckin’ kills me is when 
the tattoo is fine, but it’s a shitty picture.  Like, a tinkerbell tramp stamp.  
Or a tazmanian devil.  Or some equally lame thing.  Tweety bird in the 
back of the shoulder.  I mean the list is endless.  Why the fuck would you 
put that on you?  Tattoos should be meaningful.  Like, really meaningful.  
And when I see a dude with a tribal arm band or some shit like that it just 
fuckin kills me.  It’s like…ugh…y’know…it speaks to their class level.  And 
I don’t mean class as in income class.  I mean taste level.  A super Mario 
brothers mushroom on your forearm, or something, tells me you have no 
fuckin’ class!  Nothing sucks more than seeing a really cute dude, and 
then seeing that he’s got bad tattoos.  It, like, brings his cuteness down 
exponentially.  And shame on the tattoo artist!  For letting a cute boy 
walk into his studio and leave a little less cute!  Shame. On. Them! 

Ximon’s tattoos are not only decorative, they are communicative, imbued with 

deep meanings, correlating to a personal belief system, as well as a system that 

relegates particular tattoos to particular parts of his body.  In addition to this 

system, there is definitely an aesthetics surrounding tattoos, regarding both the 

quality of the tattoo and the actual image chosen for representation, that Ximon 

holds in high esteem, and he judges harshly when people deviate from his 

preferred aesthetic qualities. 

Benjamin Highmore writes that judgment, in terms of aesthetics, comes in 

the form of questioning someone’s “taste level,” which, in turn, “calls into 

question all manner of characteristics about a person, such as their personality, 

education, mental faculties, and upbringing” (Highmore 2010:22).  After hearing 

Ximon speak about his thoughts on tattoos, I was just grateful that mine passed 

his test.  I have a feeling he would think a little less of me if they hadn’t. But 

Ximon’s affective reactions to what he calls “janked up tattoos” reveals how 



 

 318 

invested persons can be in aesthetics, and just how much affective weight 

aesthetics possess in shaping a world.   

 

Aesthetics as Mediators: The Pig’s Head 

We mediate our spaces through aesthetics.  The ever-becoming-Self 

locates persons and objects “in the meeting of a glance” (Stewart 1996:8), and 

attaches values upon these things according to aesthetic qualities.  The result if 

that things become “objects of fascination” (Stewart 1996:8).  “In such a space,” 

writes Kathleen Stewart, “signs are not just reflective but productive, not just 

transparent mirrors of an extra-verbal ‘real’ but acts and situations that are 

themselves in-filled with the density of a written and read sociality” (Stewart 

1996:140). 

It is Samhain again, the Witches’ Festival of the Dead.  I have been invited 

to a public Samhain ritual hosted by a group of Streghe in Massachusetts.  

Apparently this coven hosts large public Sabbats as a community service to 

pagans in the area.  Witches will travel from hours away to attend the Witches’ 

Sabbat, re-connect with other witches they have not seen in awhile, and re-affirm 

solidarity and community amongst themselves.   

The ritual is held on a large plot of community farm land.  There are crops 

in all directions, and a large expanse of grassy land that serves as the central 

ritual space.   

The public ritual is held during the daytime.  The Steghe will hold their 

own Samhain ritual, in the evening, as a closed, invite-and-coven-members-only 

affair, after the general public has left the property.   
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As more and more car-loads of attendees arrive, it becomes obvious that 

this is a family affair.  All age groups are present: elderly (60yo +), middle aged 

(30s and 40s), people in their twenties, and lots of children, seemingly as young 

as 5 years old or so, running around playing with each other. 

The actual ritual space itself is made up of a large circle of pumpkins, with 

hay, and autumn flowers, such as Gerba daisies and sunflowers, interspersed 

between the pumpkins.  It is a beautiful display of oranges, reds, yellows, and 

browns.  There is a large altar on one side of the pumpkin circle, shrouded in a 

black cloth, whose glittery black sequins shimmer in the sunlight.  Upon the altar 

is smaller pumpkins and more flowers, photographs (of who, I do not know), 

letters, and small trinkets. 

Directly beside the altar is a pig-roasting contraption, the kind where the 

pig is impaled upon a large piece of what looks like iron rod, and the rod spins 

and spins, and the pig roasts over a fire in this fashion.  The pig has no head.  I 

had never been to a pig-roast before, so I was not sure if this was common or not. 

The High Priestess of the coven announces that the ritual will begin 

shortly, and everyone slowly finds a place to stand within the pumpkin circle, 

which spans about twenty five feet diameter.   

Once everyone found their place, and the busy chattering died down, all 

attention was upon the High Priestess, who addressed the crowd, thanking them 

for coming to celebrate the dead, the dearly beloved, and joining together as a 

community before the coming cold winter months.  After her brief introduction, 

the formal ritual begins. 

The coveners run the entire ritual, in a call-and-response fashion with the 

attendees.  The ritual begins with the lighting of an enormous smudge stick.  It 
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has to be about a foot long and at least four inches thick or so.  Once lit, one of the 

coven members, a girl who looks to be no older than 16 years old or so, walks 

about the circle, first along the outside, wafting sage smoke all over the backs of 

all attendees, including the High Priestess and the hosting coven.  Once she has 

finished her outer circuit, she steps inside the circle, and repeats this action, but 

along the front-side of everyone present.   

She is saying something, almost to herself, and I only catch some bits and 

pieces that are said within my earshot, as she wafts smoke over the person to my 

right, then me, then the person to my left, before continuing around the circle…“I 

cast out from thee all that is evil, negative, and imbalanced, that you may be a 

pure, positive, and balanced vessel for our working here this day...   

Once the girl has finished her circuit, the High Priestess calls the 

Guardians of the Circle, in each direction, and then calls down the Goddess and 

God (whose names I was asked to keep out of publication) to join the rite, and 

participate in the celebration of the dead, to open the gate between the worlds 

that the dead may flow freely.   

Once this is finished, the High Priest of the coven begins to beat a drum, a 

large drum, in a metronomic, steady beat every two or three seconds…BOOM 

…BOOM …BOOM …BOOM.  As this happens, I see people across the circle from 

me suddenly shifting their heads, as if they are looking not at me, but, past me, 

over my shoulder.  I turned my head slightly, to peek over my shoulder, and I saw 

a processional, of five or six witches, dressed in black robes and hoods, slowly 

weaving their way towards the main circle.  They moved slowly, in a long, 

winding, side-to-side fashion, curving, like how a snake’s body curves as it moves.  

Slowly they wound their way to the main circle.  As they walked, I could see that 
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the procession was led by two witches, side by side, sharing the burden between 

them of carrying something very large, and seemingly heavy.  The closer and 

closer they got, the less I looked, because I did not see anyone else craning their 

heads and necks to see; everyone in the main circle stood facing inwards, looking 

forward, so I followed suit, and waited patiently for the procession to make its 

way to the circle.  

I could hear the rustle of leaves under footsteps, and the shuffle of cloth or 

material, most likely the witches’ black robes, getting closer and closer.  The High 

Priest continued to steadily beat the drum. 

Suddenly, I actually felt the sweep of cloth against the back of my legs.  

The procession was directly outside the circle, close enough that their robes were 

brushing against those standing in wait.  They were moving around the outside of 

the circle, counterclockwise.  Because there were people standing in a circle, I still 

could not see the object that the two witches leading the procession carried 

between them.  I tried to catch glimpses, but I could only see for a second before 

whatever it was disappeared behind the body of someone standing in the main 

circle.   

When the witches finally made an entire circuit about the outside of the 

circle, they stepped inside the circle, right where the altar stood, and continue 

their processional, counterclockwise, around the inside of the circle.  It was then 

that I saw the enormous object that the two witches leading the procession 

struggled to hold between them: it was the pig’s head.  Each of the two witches 

had a grip of one of the head’s gigantic, soft, rubbery ears, the weight of the head, 

itself, hanging heavily downwards, stretching out each ear to look twice its length.  
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The procession made its way around the inside of the circle, and ended with the 

pig’s head being propped upon the altar, where it sat as the altar’s center-piece.   

The ritual continued, honoring the dead, ancestors, friends, family, anyone 

who had left the mortal coil, nd was considered to be in spirit form.  They were 

welcomed into the circle, with invocations and ritual gestures, along with guided 

meditations and songs.  

By the close of the ceremony, the roasted pig was ready for serving, and a 

plate was filled with small cuts of meat.  Coven members went about the circle 

distributing the meat.  They stopped in front of each person present, pointed at 

the altar with the pig’s head upon it, and pointed back at the plate of meat in their 

hands, saying: 

This pig has died so that you might eat it and live.  Something dies so that 
you might live.  And someday you will die so that something else might 
live.  Life begets life.  As it was from the beginning, is now, and ever shall 
be.  This is the cycle of life.  May you never forget that each thing you 
ingest was once a living being, whether it be animal, vegetable, or grain.  
You take life to have life.  And eventually something will take your life to 
have life. 

After saying this, they handed the person a small piece of meat, and the person 

ate it. 

 The ritual was finished, the Guardians thanked, the Goddess and God 

thanked, and the circle dispersed.  The rest of the afternoon was spent just 

hanging out with each other; some read tarot cards; others just ate food and 

talked; some witches brought crafts to sell.  The atmosphere was lively.  At some 

point, the pig’s head was brought down, from the altar to the area where everyone 

was hanging out, and placed upon a chair shrouded in black cloth.  “This pig is 

the honored guest today,” one witch said out loud. “I only hope,” chimed in 
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another witch, “that I’m remembered so fondly, and treated with such respect, 

when I die.”  All the other witches present nod their heads in agreement. 

The worlds the witches create, and the spaces produced within these 

worlds, are co-created through aesthetics, even aesthetics such as a pig’s head.  

Witchcraft is an assemblage, a collective, that “coheres around shared aesthetic 

orientations towards the same one-thing or another” (Ahmed 2010:35), what 

Sara Ahmed calls “sticky objects” (Ahmed 2010:35).  The witches’ aesthetics 

communicate values through the senses, “making palpable” their sensations and 

feelings about particular people, places, and things (Thrift 2010:291). 

 

Claiming The Space of Coalescence 

Coalescence is a space that witches produce.  Their aesthetic practices 

inform how they read the space of coalescence, but they are also part of the 

process of claiming coalescence.  Aesthetics is a form of pleasure, a pleasure of 

the senses, pleasure from what looks beautiful, what feels good, what tastes 

delicious, etc.  Nigel Thrift calls the affects associated with aesthetics “formless 

enjoyment” (Thrift 2010:292), because these affects are “immediate, active, 

intelligible, and ever-moving” (Thrift 2010:292), a “force that generates sensory 

and emotional gratification” and can be a shared “means of captivation” among a 

collective of individuals (Thrift 2010:292). 

The space of coalescence is a filled-up space, a full space, continuously 

accumulating objects and people.  Any object, argues Lefebvre, be it human or 

non-human, can be “extracted from everyday practice” and “suffer the 
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displacement” that “transforms” the object into a space of coalescence (Lefebvre 

1974:225).  When this happens: 

a pen becomes holy, a shirt becomes ceremonial, underwear becomes 
lucky, and a food item becomes sacred.  The signs we read and arrange 
within a place are transportable to a space with the slightest shift in 
relationship between the signifier and signified (Lefebvre 1974:226). 

For witches, a candle becomes the embodiment of deity, a doorway can become a 

portal to another world, and a pig’s head can become an honored guest.  

“Aesthetic objects have their own existence, independent of anything or 

anybody,” and, the values that witches associate with these objects evoke “moral 

reckonings” in the space of coalescence (Thrift 2010:292). 

Aesthetic items within the space of coalescence can be attractive and 

alluring, and abhorrent and repulsive, sometimes simultaneously.  In the blink of 

an eye, a thing’s value can change and it becomes something else.   Bachelard 

describes this process through the analogy of housework (Bachelard 1958:67).  

He writes that the moment we start to “pay special attention” to an object in the 

home, by dusting it, painting it, setting it somewhere on display, we create “new 

impressions that come into being beneath the familiarity” of the object 

(Bachelard 1958:67).  Witches produce and claim coalescence as a space in the 

same manner, as each part of their home, their environment, becomes associated 

with more than meets the eye: it is not just a bathtub or shower, it is a sacred 

bath; it is not just a stove, it is a hearth or hearth fire.     

The notion of ‘coming into being beneath the familiarity’ is the type of 

transformation that occurs when a place becomes a space, and when a space 

becomes ‘our space.’  We live on a street, with the same houses, mailboxes, and 

street signs that we see every day, or, perhaps we work in an office building, 
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constructed of repetitive 15 x 15 rooms, made of the same wood and plaster; but, 

the moment there is a party, an accident, or a new person enters, the ordinariness 

of the place is transformed into a space, where there is movement, something is 

happening, there is potentiality, a flow of energy, feelings, and affect (Augé 1995). 

Bachelard writes that beautifying, or “taking care” of a place is a form of 

space production (Bachelard 1958:67).  Exploring coalescence through 

Bachelard, then, it can be said that the humans and non-humans that are 

accumulated in the spaces of coalescence are cared for, attended to, each given 

special attention, attaining a “higher degree of reality” (Bachelard 1958:68).  

When things become special, they become ‘spacial,’ and vice versa.  These 

special/spacial objects, and the aura they take on, produce a “new reality of 

being” (Bachelard 1958:68).  In the same way that person can “awaken furniture 

that was asleep,” by polishing it, beautifying it, and taking care of it, witches 

awaken a world, its materiality, the persos and objects located in that world, by 

co-creating a space through their shared relationships to materiality, beauty, and 

aesthetics. 

Marc Augé describes non-places as those meant for commute, transit, but 

not habitation (Augé 1995).  Non-places are considered to be the routes, or 

pathways, to get from one place to another, from one habitable spot to the next.  

They are the subways, the bus stations, the airports, the city streets, paths that 

lead places but are not meant for living.  They are the doorways of a home, as 

opposed to the rooms into which the doorways lead.   

Enchantment is popularly theorized as a non-place, a space for visiting, 

getting caught up momentarily, enjoying briefly, but short-term; in other words, 
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a return to the ‘habitable,’ ‘unenchanted,’ world is expected.  Enchantment is 

theorized as a space meant for moving through, but not for long-term occupation.   

I propose that this is why coalescence is unique: it is a ‘non-place space,’ 

meaning that it is a space, not meant for habitation, that is being re-produced 

and inhabited through the daily practices of witchcraft.  Coalescence, the form 

of enchantment referred to by witches as ‘walking between the worlds,’ is the 

equivalent of setting up one’s house in an airport, on a highway, or in a 

doorframe.  It is the deliberate practice of sustaining enchantment beyond the 

momentary, immobilizing encounter, and living one’s entire life within an 

enchanted refrain.   

This practice, the re-production of coalescence, aligns with the symbols of 

witchcraft that possess the most meaning—the belief in both immanence and 

transcendence, the world tree, the crossroads—symbols and signs that represent 

spaces deliberately positioned as in-between spaces, neither here nor there, and 

yet are both here and there.  It is very much in the spirit of witchcraft to blur 

boundaries, to inhabit in-between spaces, to play with spatio-temporality; 

therefore, it makes sense that witches’ primary spatial practices occur in such a 

space. 
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WITCHCRAFT AS A CREATIVE QUEER WORLDING 
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Conclusion 

The Creative Relationships of Enchanted Worlds 

 

 
The first stage is when you totally believe in Witchcraft. 

The second is when you realize that it’s a complete lot of rubbish. 
The third is when you realize that it’s a complete lot of rubbish, 

but that somehow it also seems to work” 
—Ronald Hutton 

 

 

WITCHCRAFT AS A MYSTERY TRADITION 

Many witches describe witchcraft as a “Mystery Tradition,” meaning, in 

the words of historian Ronald Hutton, that it is “concerned with the processes of 

growth and regeneration and the manner in which devotees undergo experiences 

of death and rebirth and confront questions of the source of all life and the place 

of humans in the cosmos” (Hutton 1999:397).  I would describe witchcraft as a 

Mystery Tradition, because witchcraft is not something that can be learned in 

books, but, can only be known through lived experience.  There is an axiom 

shared among some witches that “witchcraft is not information, it is experience; 

witchcraft is an embodied tradition.”  The mystical or magical training, required 

to become a witch, involves training one’s Self to see the world through 

coalescence, particular links between all time and all space, embodying physical 

space, mental space, and social space, in particular ways that do not separate the 

sacred from the mundane, as many scholars are apt to report, but, rather, 
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eradicate, altogether, the dichotomy between sacred and profane, so that all 

existence is seen as sacred, or inherently valuable.   

Some scholars refer to this worldview as a form of magical consciousness 

(Greenwood 2009:64) or Mythopoetic Consciousness (Greenwood 2009:4), but I 

believe it is best viewed, not as a belief system, something philosophical or 

ideological, that is adhered to with any sort of faith; instead, I believe that 

witchcraft is best viewed as a set of daily practices, as individual as there are 

witches on the planet, that orient and attune a witch to the entire universe as a 

holistic, or interconnected, whole.  Witches train themselves to increase their 

sensitivity and attention to seeing the extraordinary in everyday life and events, 

and to developing personal and interpersonal skills for interpreting these events 

through an enchanted refrain, which they call “walking between the worlds,” and 

which I have chosen to call “coalescence.”   

Coalescence is what Brian Massumi would call an “operative logic” 

(Massumi 2010:62) that acts as a form of sense-making.  The sensibilities co-

created by witches, through coalescence, can be difficult to define because they 

are subversive, in the sense that they can exist right out in the open of dominant 

culture, and, yet, go unnoticed.  Witches navigate coalescence through shared 

signs, symbols, and codes which act as the “vehicles for making felt” (Massumi 

2010:63) the potential forces and affects in their environments.  Living in the 

enchanted refrain of coalescence, embodying the space of walking between the 

worlds, “is not the reflection of a pre-existing truth,” but is “the act of bringing 

truth into being” (Merleau-Ponty 2007:137).  The entire universe, becomes, for 

witches, a production of reality, a co-created, lived, allegory, a story that reveals 

hidden meanings of what is really real.   
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This story is a queer story because it’s boundaries are flexible, taking place 

in multiple spaces and times simultaneously, allowing witches to cultivate 

identities that are flexible and fluid.  These practices stand, on the one hand, 

completely outside of bourgeois temporalities of reproduction, family, gender 

roles, and sexuality, and, on the other hand, are completely engrossed with these 

activities, but in a way that challenges ‘business as usual,’ and creates a new 

understanding of these practices, their limitations, or lack thereof.  Witches 

create a world in which these practices have nuanced meanings that are set apart 

from dominant paradigms. 

Witches draw from the past in order to find common threads to this story, 

yet there is no hard documentation or proof that their daily practices are 

unbroken traditions from the past.  So witches strive to emulate their ancestors, 

the old tribes of Europe, creating almost a simulacrum of practices, a copy which 

has no original.  Although witchcraft draws from the past, it is “designed for 

living in the present” (Jones and Matthews 1990:13, cited in Carpenter 1996:47).  

This ‘living in the present’ is a creative practice.  Creativity, among witches, 

according to Margot Adler, “is not unlike the process of identity creation among 

many ethnic and regional groups attempting to revitalize the culture of their 

ancestors” (Adler 1979:253).  One of the witches’ most popular icons is the 

crossroads, the “very epitome of modernity; the presence of the past in a present 

that supersedes it, but still lays claim to it” (Augé 1992:61).  In this sense 

witchcraft is a culture of European Diaspora, displaced by capitalism, 

globalization, and immigration to The United States, through which witches 

constantly search for ‘home,’ meaning a culture which views the universe, and all 

life forms within it, as interconnected and inherently valuable, what Harry Hay, 
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who formed The Radical Faeries, calls “subject-subject consciousness” (Hay, 

cited in Timmons 1990:255).  

Peter Hennen, in his study on Radical Faeries, the Leather/BDSM 

community, and gay Bears, articulates through Hay that subject-subject 

consciousness is a form of relation in which “one must always treat others as 

subjects, like themselves, never as objects, or as a means to some instrumental 

end” (Hennen 2008:77).  “Humanity,” says Hay, “must expand its experience of 

thinking of another not as object to be used, to be manipulated, to be mastered, 

to be consumed, but as subject, as another like him/her self, another self to be 

respected, to be appreciated, to be cherished” (Hay, cited in Timmons 1990:255).   

Witchcraft is rooted in subject-subject consciousness, between all living 

things, human and non-human, and it is this rootedness “by virtue of real, active, 

and natural participation, in the life of a community, which preserves, in living 

shape, certain particular treasures of the past, and certain particular expectations 

for the future” (Weil, cited in Bronski 1998:204).  Participation in the world of 

witchcraft can be described as ‘natural’ only insomuch as it “is brought about by 

place, conditions of birth, profession, and social surroundings” (Weil, cited in 

Bronski 1998:204).  Witches cultivate their daily practices, their enchanted 

world, by way of their relationship to, and interactions with, the environment, of 

which they feel they are an integral part.    
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WITCHCRAFT AS A WORLD 

Instead of using the term ‘community’ to refer to witches, as many 

scholars do, I find the terms ‘world,’ “shared life world” (Shutz, cited in Berger 

1999:69), ‘the world of witchcraft,’ or, ‘the world in which witchcraft exists,’ to be 

far better descriptors for how Lauren Berlant and Michael Warner describe 

worlds, as “affective connections that magnetize [witches] in a kind of nebulous 

communitas” (Berlant 2008:xi), enabling them to “develop their own networks of 

sympathy, support, and recognition that create alternative spaces of survival and 

solidarity” (Berlant 2008: xi).  These spaces are referred to as “counter publics” 

by Berlant and Warner (Berlant and Warner 1988), or, “spaces where individuals 

can develop forms of intimacy and relations which bear no resemblance to 

dominant public cultures” (Floyd 2008:208).  José Munoz refers to 

counterpublics as “communities and relational chains of resistance that contest 

the dominant public sphere,” validating and producing “minoritarian public 

spheres” through their challenges to “majoritarian publics” (Munoz, cited in  

Halberstam 2005:128). 

Counterpublic theory, then, “combines the notions of ‘subculture’ and 

‘minority culture’ in an attempt to mediate the everyday lives of dominated 

persons” (Berlant 2008:7-8).  However, the notion of ‘counterpublic’ is a bit too 

romanticized for me.  It groups together people that I don’t feel necessarily have 

anything to do with each other, whose lives may be very different from one 

another, and whose needs in life are drastically different from one another’s.  

These persons may—may!—be able to come together sometimes under a 

common theme, such the practice of witchcraft, but to lump them all together as 

a counterpublic seems a bit near-sighted to me.  While I like Berlant’s notion of 
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counterpublic emphasizing “points of important, if not illicit, contact and 

identity-making” between persons (Berlant, cited in Cobb 2006:55), I feel an 

even broader definition of counterpublic would speak to the lives of a larger 

number of people, not only underscoring what is similar among them, but also 

highlighting what is different between them.   

Berlant also describes “intimate publics,” defined as a public “wherein 

which there is an expectation that consumers of its particular stuff already share 

a world and the emotional knowledge (schemas and frame resonances) they have 

derived from a broadly common historical experience” (Berlant 2008:viii).  

Intimate public, with its focus on experience, worlding, and world-sharing, allows 

for the inclusion of individuals and multiplicities that would previously have not 

been associated with each other.  Furthermore, these associations would not be 

centered on identity-politics, such as ‘witch,’ but, rather on who or what have 

shared experiences and, on account, share a world together.  Intimate publics are 

a form of worlding wherein inhabitants perceive themselves to be marked by a 

common lived historicity.  Their orientations, narratives, and aesthetics reflect 

that historicity, while shaping the conventions of affects, sense-making, and 

feelings of social belonging, pertaining to the lived experiences of “a certain kind 

of being in the world” (Berlant 2008:viii). 

A public is intimate when: 

…it foregrounds affective and emotional attachments located in fantasies 
of the common, the everyday, and a sense of ordinariness, a space where 
the world is rich with anonymity and local recognitions, and where 
challenging the banal conditions of life take place in proximity to the 
attentions of power but also squarely in the radar of a recognition that can 
be provided by other humans (Berlant 2008:10). 
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Intimate publics demarcate their members by the ways people feel an attachment 

towards certain things—whatever “circulating interests and desires speak directly 

to them and express what is common between them” (Berlant 2008:5).  

Individuals rely upon these interests and desires in order to create situations of 

well-being, shared imaginaries, and a sense of belonging within a world of their 

liking. 

 Intimate publics are described as “cultural logics, coherent formations 

arranged around similar principles” (Lewin 2009:88), and “cultural poetics” 

(Halperin 1990:4), whereby “individuals join together into a subgroup through a 

widely shared construct of meanings, behavioral conventions, social distinctions, 

conceptual schemes, aesthetic values, religious attitudes, moral codes, gender 

roles, and paradigms of sexual excitement” (Halperin 1990:4).  Attention to 

intimate publics is a theoretically innovative way to avoid tired, worn out, 

theories of the social constructedness of social groups, thereby giving meaning to 

the forms of collective experiences shared by disparate individuals, describing 

assemblages, or, the formation of persons, while still giving each person within 

each formation agency outside of the ‘everything is socially constructed’ 

hegemonic academic frameworks. 

 Instead of viewing what we call ‘a group of people,’ such as witches or 

witchcraft, as an already, socially constructed, formed entity, what is at stake if 

we start with the notion that “there is no group, only group formation” (Latour 

2005:27)?  In other words, as Bruno Latour would argue, using the term 

‘witchcraft’ to describe “a number of processes”—social constructions, social 

identities, social formations, daily practices, etc—actually “renders [witchcraft] 

silent and invisible” as an object of inquiry (Latour 2005:27).  Stating that 
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witches, already, are a group, something ‘social,’ overlooks all the intricate 

processes and relations which draw people together and move them apart (Latour 

2005:27). 

 In order to highlight these processes and relations, Bruno Latour suggests 

the term “collective” or “assemblage” (Latour 2005: 7, 8, 43, 76, 77), since any 

group of individuals is only temporary, and will disperse and reassemble in both 

similar and different ways (Latour 2005: 7-8).  An attention to witchcraft, as 

made up of assemblages, highlights the processes of human and non-human 

actors’ networks, “the ways that humans and non-humans come together, act 

upon one another, and make each other act” (Latour 2005: 67), and reveals the 

nuances of what exactly it is that holds witches together, forming the little world 

of witchcraft.  ‘Witchcraft’ is not a noun, but a verb, an “ever-engaging process of 

relations” (Latour 2005:67), a “multiplicity of intimacies, self-cultivations, shared 

knowledges, and exchanges of affects, that give impetus to alliances and 

affiliations” (Berlant And Warner 1998:202), that emerges as a world-making 

strategy between and amongst witches and their environments. 

 

 

QUEER WORLD-MAKING 

Witchcraft, the practice of walking between the worlds, the in-dwelling of 

coalescence, is a form of queer world-making.  Witches’ daily practices, when 

taken together, make up a public culture, a world, that supports the forms of 

affective, erotic, and personal living, of every witch, that are the very foundations 

upon which each witch lives their lives, or, rather, are the refrains within which 
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they live their lives.  As witches participate in the practices of worlding, they bring 

together bodies in time and space, create associations, and these assemblages, in 

turn, create new worlds, altering those already in existence.  Through the practice 

of witchcraft, witches spin worlds out of worlds. 

The queer world-making practices of witchcraft emphasize both witches’ 

pre-subjectivity and subjectivity, as well as their production of knowledges, or 

ways of knowing, both practical and critical.  Sometimes these ways of knowing 

are normalizing; other times, they are liberating, standing outside of dominant 

norms.  Using the term “queer worldmaking” (Berlant and Warner 1998:558) 

underscores the production of historically and socially situated cultural forms, 

specific to witchcraft, not as a bounded entity, but as an amorphous, shifting, 

entity, a “queer commons, some kind of publicly accessible social formation, with 

some kind of infrastructure, however delicate” (Berlant and Warner 1998:558).   

 Witchcraft, as a form of queer worldmaking, develops and cultivates 

intimate relationships, and facilitates the exchange of sensations through “self-

cultivation and shared knowledge” (Berlant and Warner 1998:561).  Queer 

theorists Lauren Berlant and Michael Warner underscore that queer 

worldmaking is: 

a project, where ‘world,’ like ‘public,’ differs from ‘community’ or ‘group’ 
because it necessarily includes more people than can be identified, more 
spaces than can be mapped beyond a few reference points, modes of 
feeling that can be learned rather than experienced as a birthright.  The 
queer world is a space of entrances, exists, unsystematized lines of 
acquaintance, projected horizons, typifying examples, alternate routes, 
blockages, incommensurate geographies (Berlant and Warner 1998:558). 
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Instead of being an already-bounded entity, the queer world of witchcraft is  

“improvisational,” a “frontier socially and historically dynamic, and irreducible to 

categories of identity” (Floyd 2009:209).   

The practice of witchcraft, and the world in which witchcraft exists, are not 

a ‘thing’ already defined, but, rather, a polymorphous and improvisational 

positionality that is not constituted through an identity, an innate ‘anything’ that 

resides within the witch, but through daily practices that, only when enacted, 

constitute a witch. 

The queer world formations, that emerge through the practice of 

witchcraft, have among their productions, conditions, and possibilities, the 

capability for queer praxis, strategies and techniques that “encompass 

subcultural practices, alternative methods of alliance, forms of transgender 

embodiment, and those forms of representation dedicated to capturing these 

willfully eccentric modes of being” (Halberstam 2005:1), a “queer way of life” 

(Halberstam 2005:1).  Foucault writes that: 

To be ‘gay’ I think, is not to identify with the psychological traits and 
visible masks of the homosexual, but to try to define and develop a way of 
life (Foucault, cited in Halberstam 2005:1). 

Similarly, if we let go of witchcraft in the most common theoretical frameworks 

through which it has been explored—as a religion of rituals and magic—then 

witchcraft becomes a queer world produced through daily practices whose goal is 

to define and develop a witch, through queer world-making practices, namely ‘a 

queer way of life,’ that space, or state-of-being, called coalescence. 

Witchcraft exists within a queer world, an alternative temporality, “a logic 

that lays outside the dominant paradigmatic markers” of heterocentric coupling, 
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marriage, and reproduction (Halberstam 2005:1).  In queer theory, notions of 

“body-centered identities” are rejected for “theoretical models that locate 

subjectivities in the relations between the physical body, place, space, and 

practice” (Halberstam 2005:5).  Exploring coalescence as a queer space reveals 

new ways of understanding non-normative behaviors that are particular, and 

have meaning and significance, for witches, as they construct themselves as 

subjects and agents. 

 Coalescence is ‘queer’ because its practices refer to “non-normative logics 

and organizations of community, identity, bodies, and activities, within space and 

time” (Halberstam 2005:6).  Coalescence can be viewed as a “queer time,” 

meaning “a temporality that emerges once one leaves the temporal frames of 

bourgeois reproduction and family, longevity, risk/safety, and inheritance” 

(Halberstam 2005:6).  It is also a “queer space,” meaning “the place-making 

practices in which queer people engage…the new understanding of space enabled 

by the production of queer counterpublics” (Halberstam 2005:6). 

 Exploring coalescence as a form of queer worldmaking emphasizes the 

“subjective capacities” (Floyd 2009:198) of daily practices within a historically 

“embedded form of knowledge production” (Floyd 2009:199) from which 

emerges forms of belonging and enchantment, operation in opposition to 

dominant, normalizing forms of enchantment.  Witches’ daily practices produce a 

queer world in form of a “critical, practical knowledge passed down in a common 

language of self-cultivation” (Floyd 2009:209), an embodiment of coalescence as 

an enchanted space that is always every-emerging, improvisational, and 

irreducible to categories of fixed socially constructed identities. 
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WITCHCRAFT AS AN ECOLOGY OF ENCHANTMENT 

 As a queer world, the practice of witchcraft is a form of expressive culture, 

expressive of history, belonging, and the sensuous experiences of living life as a 

witch.  The world of witchcraft is an experiment, an experience, in the words of 

Berlant and Warner, “always ahead of actually existing social possibilities” 

(Berlant and Warner 1998:498).  It is a world that provides a sense of social 

belonging, because it is experienced as participatory.  It is a “feeling that can be 

learned” (Berlant 1998:498), “a way for people to find each other, to map a 

commonly accessible world, and to construct the architecture of queer space” 

(Berlant 1998:491).    

The practice of witchcraft is a strategy of “making an effort” (Pike 2001:3), 

of fashioning the sacred within the mundane, in order to forge deeper 

connections to the human psyche and the environment.  Coalescence links a 

witch to a reality, an awareness of the Self and the environment, that reveals the 

witch’s place in the world, and gives impetus to their ability to develop a sense of 

Self, affect reality, sense and perceive their environments, and to co-create and 

claim space, in ways that allow the witch to experience ecstasy in every aspect 

and moment of their everyday lives, and not, as scholars are apt to conclude, 

solely in ceremonial settings.  

Coalescence foregrounds the sensuality of everyday life.  By allowing for a 

more direct sensual experience of a witch’s environment, through a sharpening of 

the senses, coalescence is emergent as “a world of both mental and sensual 

experience,” (Pike 2001:21) that “problematically expands the range of 
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meaningful elements” (Pike 2001:21) of what is real, or really real, meaning that 

it allows for more “direct experience of ‘reality’ and sharpening the senses” (Pike 

2001:22), not in a space set apart as sacred, but in the everyday, what Starhawk 

calls “a space in which alternative realties meet” (Starhawk 1989:72).  T. Thorn 

Coyle writes that witches do not “aspire to some higher realm that exists beyond 

the scope of the material world” (Coyle 2004:45), nor do they “leave the human 

for the divine” (Coyle 2004:45); they find their divinity within the materiality, 

sensuousness, and somatic experiences of the human condition and everyday life. 

In this sense, witchcraft incorporates what Anthony Giddens calls “life 

politics” (Giddens 1991:214), a politics concerned with the ways that 

“globalization intrude[s] deeply into the reflective project of the Self, and, 

conversely, where the process of Self-realization influences global strategies” 

(Giddens 1991:214).  Life politics is a form of self-reflexivity, or self-actualization, 

in which an individual is constantly in a state of reflection, about how external 

processes are influencing their production of Self, while simultaneously being 

hyper-aware of how the Self they are producing has external effects on their 

environment.    

James Clifford argues that “we cannot dismiss the methods used by 

various communities to make room for themselves in a crowded world” (Clifford 

2000:103).  The daily practices associated with witchcraft create a shared life 

world, heavily influenced by life politics, and also facilitates the affective labor 

that allows witches to develop their Self in relation to their environment, and, in 

turn, to re-shape their environments to reflect their Selves.  The study of 

witchcraft requires an acceptance of Victor Turner’s claim that “the ability to 

experience different levels of reality is one of the normal human abilities” (Turner 
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1994:94).  Walking between the worlds is an alternate reality, involving the 

“visceral feeling of connection between all things and their inseparability” 

(Magliocco 2004:159).  It is a form of enchantment, an ecstatic state, that is “not 

about escaping the world, but about realizing one’s connection with it, and 

responsibility towards it” (Magliocco 20094:159).  If everything is connected, 

then there is an attachment, a responsibility, and a certain level of engagement 

that is required of witches, towards all living things. 

Coalescence is a “high density setting” (Brekhus 2003:26), or “magnified 

space” (Bachelard 1958:155-156), meaning a space “that elicits a greater 

concentration,” or attention, to that which is generally considered “diluted” or 

“muted” in the everyday (Grekhus 2003:26).  A magnified space is an attention 

that “radically configures life” (Blanchot 1987:12, cited in Highmore 2002:122), 

the potential in which “the details of a thing can be the sign of a new world” 

(Bachelard 1958:155).  Magnified spaces “endow objects with life” (Bachelard 

1958:156), producing  the “magical atmosphere” (Berger 1999:72) of coalescence, 

as witches and their environments, both the human and non-human objects 

within these environments, interact within “an imaginary geography” (Pike 

2001:19). 

 

 

CREATIVE INTERCONNECTEDNESS 

“Witchcraft” signifies a variety of practices that stand for a particular way 

of life, an enchanted form of queer world-making, that views the universe, and all 

life within it, whether human or non-human, as equal, and innately valuable.  
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What this means is a profound sense of interconnectedness with all of existence.  

There is a value, in witchcraft, placed upon creativity, since it is creativity that 

manifests this interconnectedness as relationships.   

Creative relationships are the integral components to a witch’s everyday 

life, inspiring their daily practices, such as candle-burning, gathering rain water, 

talking to trees, breathing exercises, setting up altars, treating their stoves as 

hearths, tattooing their own bodies, etc.  All of these practices are creative 

endeavors to connect to other beings and the environment.  What makes 

witchcraft unique is that, since witches see all things as interconnected and 

valuable, walking between the worlds, or coalescence, is a form of engagement, a 

cultural poesis, a labor of investment, with both human and non-human agents 

within the ecology of enchantment that makes up the world of witchcraft, 

whether they be the trees that line a street, the birds in a tree, the clouds 

overhead, the sun brightly shining, passengers on a bus, people sharing the 

sidewalk; with everything. 

What does it mean to view all life as interconnected and inherently 

valuable?  The understanding that all beings—rocks, air, clouds, trees, soil, 

humans, foxes, butterflies, earthworms, water, etc.—have immanent value means 

that witches cultivate unique relationships with these beings.  Witches do not 

move through the world as if they have mastery over it; they move through the 

world in relationship with it, much the same way that it one can be said that one 

exists in relationship with friends and family.  For witches, the entirety of 

existence is seen as family or kin.  

There are political implications to having a relationship with everything 

that exists.  Many witches hold strong political views, or engage in ‘political 
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activism,’ without discussing these aspects of their lives in political terms; 

instead, the dialogue around politics is more about value and relationships: if all 

life is inherently valuable, then anti-racism, active challenges to homophobia, 

volunteering at food pantries and shelters, marching for female reproductive 

rights and health coverage, are priorities, not because witches are ‘being political,’ 

but, because, seeing all things as inherently valuable means that there can be no 

hierarchies, where any one person, behavior, or ideology, is championed over 

others.  The relationships formed between witches and their environments, their 

relationship to and with everything, demonstrate the value placed upon all 

beings treated as inherently valuable. 

 

ANTHROPOLOGY BETWEEN THE WORLDS: COALESCENCE AS METHODOLOGY 

My overall goal for this project is to highlight an attention to witches’ 

orientations, attunements, and attachments, in the everyday, that, in my opinion, 

reveals more about witchcraft than the overarching themes of ‘religion,’ ‘ritual 

practice,’ or ‘magical system,’ to which witchcraft has been relegated within the 

academy.  By focusing primarily upon formal practices, such as ritual and magic, 

I believe that many scholars have overlooked the nuances of daily practices, that 

make up the backbone of witchcraft, and, by which, witches navigate their world.  

It is through daily practice that witches engage with their environments, co-

producing reality through an enchanted refrain they refer to as walking between 

the worlds.  I have chosen to call this practice ‘coalescence’ for the ways in which 

it coalesces all time and all space, human and non-human agents, into a shared 

world.  
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Every society is made up of little worlds, and each is experienced as 

uniquely as there are the number of individuals who inhabit them.  As 

anthropologists, we explore these worlds, calling them ‘cultures,’ describing the 

depth and breadth of the human condition through all space and time.  Often we 

approach groups as already-formulated ‘things,’ a whole already present before 

we arrive.  We use pre-conceived notions, such as ‘culture, or ‘religion,’ or, even 

concepts as seemingly simplistic as ‘walking,’ or ‘eating,’ perhaps out of ease, or, 

perhaps, because we feel that we agree upon their meanings.  Using these terms, 

actually keeps the researcher at a distance from his or her research object, 

because these terms gloss over important nuances that would bring a deeper 

intimacy with the research object, draw the object closer, or, reveal details that 

give rise to new knowledge about what individuals are doing, why, and what it 

means.   

For example, I remember walking down the street one summer afternoon, 

with a research participant, Malek, and his friend, James.  The three of us were 

going to get ice cream, and hang out for the evening.  As we walked, we fell into a 

silence that was finally broken when Malek started describing all the trees we had 

passed as we walked.  He explained how he had heard at least four different birds 

singing in the trees.  He also elaborated that each tree, to him, was a different 

“individual,” with its own needs and wants, personality, and relationship to its 

surrounding environment.   

James, who does not identify as a witch, laughed, and said “Wow!  I did 

not pick up on all that.  I’ve thought of nothing but what I need to do this week, 

going over my own agenda, and planning things out, to make sure that I tackle all 

my projects, and get shit done.”   
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I admitted to both of them that my own thoughts were alternating between 

how tasty ice cream was going to be on a such a hot summer day, and what 

questions I wanted to ask Malek, to tie up some loose ends on my research 

project.  I had noticed the trees, as I passed them by, but, to me, they were just 

pretty trees. 

It was then that I realized that all three of us were in very different worlds, 

each with its own stimuli, members, and our role in each was different.  Yet, all 

three of us were walking down the same road, at the same time, with each other 

as company, so we could say that we shared at least one world.13  It would require 

longer research, and more exerted effort and energy, to follow the lines and 

trajectories of all three of us, separately—Malek, James, and I; at the same time, 

to do just that would reveal more in-depth detail about how our orientations, 

attunements, attachments, values, aesthetics, etc., all differed and were not 

equally shared.  It could be said that we were all American, that we were all 

located in the same geographical area, and yet, we were not all inhabiting the 

same world.   

During this project, I adapted my own research methodology, trying to 

closely follow all trajectories, as best I could, mapping affects, sensations, 

feelings, seeing moments open up, events happen, only to watch, before my eyes, 

as the moment shifted, changed, and became something else, like Levi-Strauss’s 

analogy of watching a kaleidoscope form a pattern, then in the blink of an eye, 

shift, mixing the same pieces up to create yet another pattern.  Some research 

participants saw the same patterns, sharing a world; others were outside of this 
                                                
13 Were we walking down the same road?  Were we walking at the same ‘time?’  Theorizing that could be 
a whole book in itself.  I only ask these questions to underscore how in depth any exploration of worlds and 
realities can go.  
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world, yet, found a way to participate in it, or, had a world of their own, 

unfolding; I, myself, would find that I was sometimes within a world with others, 

and other times I was in a world of my own.  But my attention to these subtle 

shifts was, itself, a form of walking between the worlds, a practice in coalescence, 

as I found myself occupying multiple spaces at once, with my research 

participants, altering my own orientations, to gain different vantages, seeing one 

contour and then another, noticing how (all) time and space flowed as it was 

produced, read, practiced, and interpreted, by research participants.   

I was able to be creative, finding new and innovative ways to coalesce with 

my research community so that I found myself interconnected with them, at 

times influencing them, at other times them influencing me, and, still other 

times, we didn’t influence each other at all.  But we shared a world, in such a way 

that I was able, on the one hand, to see the differences in descriptions, 

trajectories, desires, and practices of each participant, but, also, on the other 

hand, to see the ways that these differences all formed a coherent whole, more 

intimate than over-arching signifiers such as ‘culture’ or ‘religion,’ or ‘magic,’ 

could relate.  Oscillating between individuals and assemblages revealed dynamics 

much deeper than ‘culture;’ more intimate; more real; it was really real.  I am so 

honored and grateful to have had the experience of moving between the worlds 

with the witches in this study.  They taught me how invaluable a tool it can be to 

see the interconnectedness of things, how all things affect and are affected by all 

things, a tool applicable both within the academy and without, for exploring the 

human condition, as Sharkstooth would say: “In all space and all time.” 
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Coda 

 

 

As stated in the preface, this project is an experimental ethnography about 

enchantment and witchcraft, in which I drew upon the methodological theories of 

Guyatri Spivek Paul Stoller, Ruth Behar, and Jone Salomonsen, in order to 

cultivate a particular writing narrative that aimed at addressing Spivek’s concern: 

“How can we touch the consciousness of the people, even as we investigate their 

politics?  With what voice-consciousness can the subaltern speak?” (Spivek 

1988:27). 

My intervention to the ethnographic process is what I am call mulit-meta 

narratives, meaning a method of storytelling that challenges grand narratives by 

superimposing, in innovative ways, majoritarian and minoritarian narratives, as 

a means to highlight and analyze the theoretical, political, and conceptual 

concerns and challenges, of both groups, simultaneously.  I took Bruno Latour’s 

“compositionism” as my inspiration for my writing style, as a means to “build a 

common world” (Latour 2010:474) with my research participants.  By sharing 

analytic space with my research participants, allowing them to speak on their 

own behalf, as experts in their own lives, the stories in this project highlight the 

way that things are “put together” or composed (Latour 2010:473).   

The use of compositional storytelling works to pull the reader into an 

everyday scene, making them feel as if they are right there.  At the same time, the 

narrative is not biographical, meaning my telling of another’s life; nor is it 

autobiographical, meaning told from only the perspective of research 
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participants; it is a third space, a blend of autobiography and biography, as both 

myself and my research participants spiral over the same stories, again and again, 

revisiting refrains, and creating stories that act as assemblages, fragments that 

come together, briefly, layered one on top of the other, while remaining fluid, 

undefined.  The compositional narrative of this ethnography is not meant to 

define anything, with any sort of finality; rather, it is intended to open up a space 

of conceptualization and analysis, for both my research participants and myself. 

I would like to take a moment to reflect upon this project, in order to 

highlight some compositional aspects of this project, and examine how well they 

worked toward my objective of composing multi-meta narratives on witchcraft 

and enchantment.   

The first story I would like to examine is from chapter 5, and concerns my 

getting locked out of my apartment, with Reynard: 

 

Reynard is visiting me in Austin, Texas.  We had walked to eat brunch, at a 

restaurant near my place, and, upon returning, I realized that I had shut the 

apartment door and didn’t have my keys with me.  We were locked out.  What 

added insult to injury is that, when I peeked into my apartment, through the 

window, I could actually see my keys sitting on the kitchen table.  After trying to 

pry open every window around the perimeter, I finally caved in, recultantly, and 

called a locksmith. 

The locksmith arrived, after about an hour and half wait, and said that he 

would first try to pick the lock, but, if that didn’t work, he would have to drill the 

lock open, and the price of the procedure would go up drastically, from $50 to 

$175.  I did not want to pay $175.  At all.  So, as the locksmith knelt on the ground 
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before the door, I closed my eyes, and tried what the witches call ‘magic,’ or, 

directing my Will towards accomplishing something, an outward manifestation of 

an internal desire, creating a change in the outside world by creating a change 

inside myself, and ‘moving energy,’ as the witches say, out of myself to affect the 

material plane. 

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

I imagined my lock.  By this I mean that I visualized it, imagined it, and 

held that image in my mind’s eye until I could see all the little details of the lock, 

the color, the texture of the lock, the way the metal was corroded away in some 

spots around the keyhole.  I saw all of these details in my mind, and I saw the 

dead-bolt’s latch, bolted from inside the apartment. 

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

My eyes clenched shut, I saw in my mind’s eye, the locksmith kneeling at 

my door; his back turned to me as I stood beside him.  I saw his black tshirt, his 

black cargo-pants, his black baseball cap, turned backwards so he could see 

better.  He looked to be about 26 years old, thin, European descent, maybe 

150lbs, blond crew cut, and the beginnings of a beard.  I saw his blue eyes staring 

down the lock, his tools forcing their way into the lock, pushing themselves upon 

it, trying to get the lock to open.   

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

I saw, in my mind’s eye, the lock giving way, caving in to the pressure of 

the locksmith’s instruments.  I imagined the lock turning, I heard the click, and I 



 

 350 

saw, as if by standing inside the house, the dead-bolt latch mysteriously turn, 

rotating unaided, as if I were inside the house watching someone outside enter by 

using a key to turn the lock.  In my imagination, I watched the lock swivel to the 

unlock position and door open wide.   

I breathed deeply. 

I exhaled slowly. 

In my mind’s eye, I imagined the locksmith standing up, turning to me, 

and saying “Whelp,” in his thick southern drawl, “there ya go! I gotter open!”  I 

smile because I can enter my home again; it’s a terrible feeling to be locked out, 

on the outside of one’s own home looking in.  I also smile because I’m happy that 

I do not have to pay the extra fee for drilling, as I really can’t afford it.   

And, because I can’t afford it, because I’m really in trouble, here, I resort 

to magic.  To visualization.  To action.  To exerting my Will.  “We manifest our 

own destinies!,” or so the saying goes.  “The world is what we make it!”  “Seize the 

day!”  “CARPE-fuckin-DIEM!”  

…“Yuuuup!  Imma hafta driiiiyal!” 

Ugh… 

For fuck’s sake… 

It’s the locksmith.   

I’d forgotten he was there.  I’d forgotten where I was.   

The full weight of his words, and what this means for my wallet, sinks in, 

destroying all my concentration.  I open my eyes and see the locksmith still 

kneeling on the ground in front of my door.  My eyes hurt, adjusting to the 

brightness of daylight.  Squinting, I watch him reaching into his yellow tool box, 

beside him, for bits of metal that he seems to be using to assemble a drill.  My 
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heart is sinking, and my visualization is fading; but there is an aura left behind, 

something that remains, almost touchable.  It’s an ache, a very real ache for the 

scene I had imagined, for the outcome I had so much desired.  My faith and 

vision are fading by the moment.   

It’s like when I see a shark attack on the nature channel, and the bright red 

blood of some poor sea creature has clouded the deep ocean.  Slowly the red 

spreads wider, thinning itself out, making indiscernible what is red blood and 

what is water, until, after just a few minutes, there is no evidence that the red 

blood was ever there, even though I know it was, and could even trace with my 

finger, on the television screen, where it had once been.  There is just a 

remainder, an energy, a yearning, and a stretching out to grasp clumsily at 

something not there. 

I breathe in deeply. 

But I forget to exhale. 

My visualization has faded. 

It is gone. 

There is no blood in my waters. 

My spell, as the witches call it, did not work. 

Once the locksmith is paid, and gone, I tell Reynard about my experience 

and my feelings about it.  He smiles, and I think he is mocking me, or doesn’t take 

my sense of failure seriously.   

“That locksmith,” says Reynard, “…he tried to open your door by picking 

the lock first, and he wasn’t able to do it.” 

“Right,” I confirm. 
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“Ok,” says Reynard, “do you think for one second when he was reaching 

for his drill to finish the job that he felt like any less of a locksmith?” 

I just looked at him silently, listening to his words. 

“What I’m saying,” he continued, “is that all these things we possess, like 

magic, energy, psychic sight, the ability to heal with our hands, herb lore, the 

power of prayer….they are all tools.  And they can work sometimes, and 

sometimes not, they can work better in this situation than that situation, they 

work best in combinations, or they need to be used alone, and the whole damn 

thing is really a scientific experiment for you to figure out what works for 

and with you, personally.” 

I continued just listening. 

“So don’t give me that crap about not being good at witchcraft, or 

possessing no skills, or being bummed out because this or that spell didn’t work” 

he continued, “because it’s way more complicated than that.  If that locksmith 

dude wasn’t able to drill through your door, he’d make a new plan and find the 

tools that do the job and get it done.  We do the same as witches.  We find the 

tools and get the job done, and some days are better than others, and some jobs 

are harder than others.  But we always know who we are!” 

 

This particular story does well as a composition, conveying theoretical and 

conceptual concerns, of both myself, as researcher, and Reynard, as my research 

participant, concerning the validity of magic, identity construction as a witch, the 

ability to exert one’s will upon the environment, and processes of perception and 

sense-making.   
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In the story, I am faced with a dilemma, and I actually attempt to utilize 

the  tools of witchcraft as a means of solving my dilemma.  This speaks to my 

willingness to engage with witchcraft in the compassionate, humble, ways that 

Salomonsen, Behar, and Stoller speak about, ‘taking seriously,’ as Favret-Saada 

suggests, the beliefs and practices of my research participants. 

My execution of magic, as the witches in this study call it—visualization 

and will—did not come to fruition as  I had desired: the locksmith could not open 

my lock, and he ended up having to drill it.  I found that so disappointing.  I 

wanted very much to have this moment be one where I attempt to do something 

new, as suggested by witches, my research participants, and to succeed, to be 

successful at it. 

What stands out most to me, now, and at the time, is the way Reynard was 

not put off, at all, by the fact that my visualizations and magical thinking 

(anthropologically speaking) did not open the lock.  This didn’t phase him in the 

slightest.  Instead, he stood firm in his belief in witchcraft, aligning the magic and 

spellwork of witchcraft, not as something that needed proving, meaning should 

be measured in a success/failure rate, but, as a tool, job, or skill, like any other, 

such as the locksmith himself.  In other words, Reynard draws attention to the 

fact that the locksmith was unable to open the lock on his first try, and had to find 

another tool, and another means, for opening my door; and, when this happened, 

he did not feel like any less of a locksmith.   

Reynard stressed that witchcraft works the same way.  If magic does not 

work, a witch does not cease to believe in witchcraft, nor, as I (jadedly) may have 

guessed, do they wave it away with an excuse, like “Oh, I’m just tired today, that’s 

why the spell didn’t work,” or, “Things work out how they’re supposed to, it just 
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wasn’t meant to be.”  Not at all.  Reynard demonstrated, for me, that magic is not 

something that witches rely upon, expecting either a 100% success or failure rate.  

Instead, magic is, for them, considered one tool among many, such as common 

sense, or, literal tools, like hammers and nails, or, timing, or body strength, etc.  

Magic, according to the witches in this study, is the art of changing consciousness 

at will, meaning that: the ability to think and act in a manner that brings success 

to the task at hand, is an act of magic for them.  Just as the locksmith had to re-

negotiate another plan, with another tool, to open my door, witches think of 

magic in terms of tools at one’s disposal, their advantages and disadvantages, 

their times and places, their applicability and non-applicability; but, never do 

they doubt their identities as witches, capable, in one way or another, of success.  

Just as the locksmith is a locksmith no matter how he tackles a problem, a witch 

is a witch, no matter how they tackle a problem.   

I was able to reveal much in terms of how Reynard, and many witches, 

view their magical practices, through my compositional narrative, revealing my 

own theoretical concerns (how dependent upon magic are witches?), the specific 

aspect of magic that I was aiming at investigating (what happens when magic 

doesn’t work?), along with Reynard’s input and analyses, concerning magic 

(magic is a tool, for witches, one tool among many, that, like any tool, has 

variability in successes and failures; but the witch’s identity as a ‘witch’ never 

falters in light of these).  In this story, majoritarian and minoritarian objectives 

met very well as a mutli-meta narrative.   

I believe these two objectives met very well in this narrative form. 

I would like to examine one more example, the story of the Samhain Dumb 

Supper at Jon’s house, from chapter 7: 
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We are gathered at Jon’s house, in Westfield, Massachusetts.  Jon is a gay 

male, 39 years of age, and lives with two cats in a large Victorian-style home.  The 

house is pale violet colored, with darker purple house shutters, and dark brown 

wood interior.  There are two spiral staircases at either end of the house, which 

creak loudly anytime anyone walks up or down them.  The whole house feels old.   

The first room, upon entering the house, is a large kitchen.  Off the kitchen 

to the right are the living room, parlor, dining room, and a spare room, which Jon 

uses as his ritual room.  Directly across from the ritual room is the back spiral 

staircase, leading upstairs, and the front door, which is barely ever used, because 

the driveway is on the side of the house, so the kitchen door has become the main 

doorway into the home. 

Standing in the kitchen, to the left, one sees the main spiral staircase, and 

a half bath.  Going up the main staircase, one comes to a long hallway that runs 

the entire length of the house.  Off of this hallway is a full bathroom on the left, a 

room on the right, which Jon uses as his office, and three bedrooms further down 

the hallway, before coming to the top of the back staircase, leading back 

downstairs. 

In Jon’s office, there is a door which leads to another spiral staircase that 

goes up to the attic, a space large enough that there is no need to duck or fear 

hitting one’s head.  The attic runs the entire length of the house, and is fully 

finished, with windows, carpeting, and two smaller rooms, although Jon just uses 

the entire space for storage.   

It is a New England looking and feeling home, meaning it is the type of 

home one sees in magazines about New England fall, or on movies that are set in 
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the New England colonies, or on Cape Cod.  I was surprised to find that, despite 

not being near water, there was not a widow’s walk on the top of the house, 

because it’s that kind of house, the type that would have a widow’s walk circling 

the entire roof and all its gables. 

The reason for tonight’s gathering is the witches’ holiday of Samhain, an 

important holiday that celebrates the coming of winter, and honors the dead as 

“the dearly departed ancestors,” both blood-line, and witch-ancestors, or witches 

who have passed away.  It is a solemn, but joyous, holiday.   

A popular activity for Samhain is what many witches call “The Dumb 

Supper.”  This is a dinner party that is held, in complete silence, to which the 

spirits of the dead, the dearly departed, are invited to join witches at the dinner 

table, to share space, to reunite, to remember, and to honor. 

Upon arriving, the majority of the house’s lights are turned off, and 

candles are lit everywhere.  It’s just a touch too dark, for me; although the dim 

lighting softens any sharp edges, and makes everyone look good, the lighting is 

just barely enough for me to not bang my knee on any sharp furniture edges, but 

still too dark for me to always see people’s facial expressions, or anything that is 

detailed.   

Everyone is in good spirits.  More and more people arrive, bringing with 

them flowers, food, CDs of music, and small gifts for Jon and his home, 

personally, as a way to say ‘thank you’ for hosting. 

Jon’s house is large enough to accommodate everyone (there are ten of us) 

without being cramped, and getting in each other’s way.  He also has an 

enormous dining room table, approximately ten or twelve feet long, and about 

four and a half feet wide, which also comfortably accommodates ten people. 
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The table is already set, draped with a black tablecloth.  Each place setting 

consists of a large plate, a smaller plate on top of that, a bowl on top of that, two 

forks, a spoon, and a knife, for silverware, a water glass, a non-water glass, and a 

wine glass above each setting.  There are a set of condiments at both ends of the 

table, salt and pepper, butter, and a large carafe of water.  There are unlit tea-

light candles dabbled here and there across the table. 

At the head of the table, on one end, the chair is draped in black cloth.  

There is a place setting before the chair, with a large red pillar candle sitting in 

the bowl.  All around, and on top of, the plates are flowers, candy, and coins.  

There are standing picture frames positioned here and there, around the place 

setting, filled with photographs; small handwritten notes are scattered before the 

photos.  It looks like a shrine.  As guests arrive, and enter the dining room, they 

gasp at how beautiful the table looks.  It seems that there is something 

understood about this set up, as no one has to ask what to do, but, instead, every 

witch who enters looks over the table, with a smile and admiration, and then 

places objects at the head of the table, before the black-shrouded place setting, 

whether it be flowers, a small piece of cake, a jar of honey, some coins, a 

photograph of a departed loved one, or a note to a departed loved one.  As each 

guest contributes to this ‘shrine’ the piles of flowers and gifts gets larger and 

larger, until the entire head of the table is full of beautiful, sweet-smelling, shiny 

objects. 

Once everyone has arrived and settled in, Jon rings a bell and says “Ok, 

everyone, let’s do our last cigarettes, last bathroom trips, and meet back at the 

table in about five minutes, and we can begin.”  At this, there is a bit of a rush in 

the air, excitement, and people start off in all directions; some to grab a last drink 
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of water from the kitchen; some head outside to smoke on the porch; some stay 

seated where they are in the living room, but their conversation becomes more 

lively as they try to finish any story they began; others, still, head to either the 

upstairs or downstairs bathroom.  The party was already lively, but at Jon’s 

announcement, something in the atmosphere has become pronounced, come 

even more to life.   

One by one, as people finish up whatever they were doing, they approach 

the table, and stand behind one of the chairs around the table.  When the last 

person arrives at the table, all look at each other with a tacit agreement that ‘it’s 

time,’ and everyone pulls out their chair, with loud scraping sounds of wooden 

legs on wooden floors, and seats themselves in their place.   

Jon seats himself at the end of the table opposite the black-shrouded chair.  

He ceremoniously elaborates why we are all gathered, here, tonight, and the tone 

of the evening becomes more solemn: “Tonight we gather to celebrate the time 

when the veils between the worlds are thin, when the living and the dead are 

closer than any other time of year, when our dearly departed join us, briefly, 

before the cold winter months set in…” 

The dinner itself is enacted in total silence.  No speaking whatsoever.  The 

focus is upon communing with one’s own ancestors, dearly departed friends, 

family, lovers, pets even.  After the dinner, the candle at the head of the table, 

before the black-shrouded chair, is left burning all night, but the atmosphere 

lightens, and people are joking and talking and laughing again.  Desserts are 

served, with coffee and booze.  It becomes a party.   

As the evening goes on, I find myself sitting on the couch next to an older 

woman, in her 50s, with long grey hair, and wearing a purple flowy skirt.  We 
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banter back and forth about who we know at the party, my research project, how 

long she’s been in The Craft, how awesome the dinner was… 

At one point, I notice a small statue sitting on the end table beside me.  I 

pick it up to give it a closer look.  It’s a small fertility god of some sort, which I 

assume because it has an enormous penis (“ithypallic” is the word witches use to 

denote these types of fertility statues).  I make a small comment about it to the 

witch beside me, who takes it from me, eyeing it in her hands.  She abruptly puts 

it back on the side table, smiling, and says: “We probably shouldn’t touch 

anything. You never know what’s bewitched in a witch’s house.” 

“You think?” I ask.   

“Oh honey,” she said, “in a witch’s house you always take your chances.  It 

wouldn’t surprise me if there was a witch out there who has charmed her toilet 

paper.”  

 

I utilize this story in my project, because, although it takes place at a large 

gathering, a formal ceremonial holiday, there are some interesting things 

happening in this story, retold from that night, that, to me, speak more to the 

unceremonial, everyday, aspects of witches’ lives. 

The story begins with the set up for the Dumb Supper. 

First, the ‘altar’ that is constructed on the dining room table, as an ode to 

ancestors and beloved dead, is made up of flowers, candy, photos, and 

handwritten letters.  In other words, the ‘things’ of witchcraft, the props, the 

material objects, are not eccentric, expensive objects.  They can be, if a witch so 

desires; but, honestly speaking, a decent sized offering could have been brought 

to this event for all of about $3.19.  So, there is a hint to the everydayness of 
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witchcraft, in my description, being that the ‘stuff’ associated with witchcraft is 

about intent and meaning, and not about price and showiness.  

Also, I include in the composition a bit about what happens before we sit 

down to eat.  Everyone present is told that there is about five minutes before the 

formal ceremony will begin.  I include this portion of the story in order to 

describe how the tension of the evening is building up, and, also, to say that a few 

witches went outside on the porch to smoke.  Witchcraft, as an ‘earth religion,’ is 

generally associated with health movements, natural medicines, homeopathy, etc.  

But, in practice, witchcraft does not demand or mandate any particular health 

regime or diet.  Witches smoke.  They drink.  They eat a variety of foods.  Alcohol, 

cigarettes, and fatty foods, are all left up to the personal taste of the witch.  

Witches may discuss with other witches how, if they really see their bodies as 

sacred, they should treat them better; but there are no mandates in witchcraft 

that a witch must do anything in terms of dietary limitations.   

One of the things that caught my attention, while at Jon’s house, were his 

household decorations, which I found to be quite sexual for public display.  

Sexuality, in witchcraft, is celebrated, and is not considered a taboo subject, like it 

is in other spiritual practices or traditions.  It is not necessarily out of the 

ordinary to sit on a witch’s couch, in their living room, and find a three-foot-tall 

statue of a naked satyr, with an enormous erection, or, a statue of a naked 

goddess, as decorations.  I tried to bring this aesthetic to light when I describe the 

statue in Jon’s living room. 

At the same time, I found the comment of one of the witches present that 

night really intriguing: she said that it would not surprise her to find out that a 

witch had charmed toilet paper.  While this comment comes of as flippant, even 
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humorous, the fact that she utilized toilet paper—which is very common, and not 

often thought of as an important aspect of spiritual life—as an example of 

something a witch might enchant, underscored, for me, just how ‘mundane’ the 

‘stuff’ of witchcraft can be.  As I explain in my project, witches do not divide the 

world into sacred and profane, or mundane and spiritual; rather, all is sacred.  All 

matter is sacred to witches.  It is this view which allows for things like charmed 

toilet paper, or paper clips, or bubble gum, or a myriad of objects, generally not 

considered in spiritual practices, that, for witches, are special.  It is this attention 

to all materiality that is one of the important aspects of witchcraft that grounds 

its practices in the everydayness of common, often overlooked, objects. 

By giving the witch, who pointed this out to me, the “I” position, allowing 

her to speak for herself, in my story, brought the nuance that this was something 

of a ‘teaching moment,’ between her and me.  Talk is a form of teaching, 

instruction, and enculturation.  Her comment, said in her deliciously wry 

manner, gave me insight into how ‘common’ the common objects of witchcraft 

really are.   

Re-reading this story, I can see parts where I would actually go back in, to 

layer in more information, elucidating more aspects of the evening, particularly 

about what Jon said during the supper, but with him in the “I” position.  I’d 

prefer not to write in third person pronoun (“He did this and then he did that”), 

instead opting to capture more clearly what Jon said specifically, by saying it 

from his perspective, allowing Jon to do his own speaking.  It is easy to fall back 

on old habits and patterns, and, in this story, I very much fell back into the 

register of traditional ethnography.  If I am to gauge whether this composition 
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worked well, as a multi-meta narrative, I would say that I brought some nuances 

to the foreground, but, overall, I could do better.   

Both stories, however—Reynard’s view on magic, and Jon’s Samhain—are 

set within more formalized theoretical definitions and analyses.  Reynard’s story 

is discussed as an example of Brian Massumi’s theory of reality perception, 

specifically that, despite what is actually happening, it is what people perceive as 

real that actually counts as real; Jon’s Samhain is an example of Lefebvre’s 

argument that a space is often produced before being read or interpreted as a 

space.  These academic frameworks and citations frame my stories of witchcraft 

within an academic register for theorizing and analysis, while allowing the 

register of the stories, themselves, to accomplish my objectives of bringing the 

reader into a scene as if they were there, allowing research participants to speak 

for themselves, and superimposing my own theoretical and conceptual concerns, 

as an academic, with those of my research participants, who are allowed to 

‘speak’ for themselves, participating in the analytic process. 

As I wrote up this project, I gave finished sections to others, to read.  These 

people included research participants, academic peers, and friends outside of 

academia.  The responses I received to this project ran a spectrum, from 

overjoyed, to fascinated, to revulted, pissed off, and intrigued.  Some engaged 

with the material, while others did not.  What I found most interesting, though, 

was not what people thought of the material, or what arguments they made about 

my analyses; what stood out, most, to me, was how deeply people felt about what 

they were reading.  People were strongly affected by these stories.   

I think this speaks to the narrative style, being both compositional and 

mutli-meta.  I found that these stories engaged readers in a way very different 



 

 363 

from traditional ethnographic writing.  It was almost as if the storytelling format 

that I used for this project engrossed individuals, drawing them into the scenes, 

and increasing their investment in the project.  By ‘increasing investment,’ what I 

mean is that when people liked it, they really liked it, and when they hated it, 

they really hated it (one reader told me that, after reading a particular story—I 

won’t spoil which one—that “I had to put it down and go for a walk.  I was so 

pissed off by the people in this story that I needed to set it down for awhile and 

come back to it later”).  Storytelling, as an ethnographic methodology, affected 

people in a drastically different way than my other writings, which, by schooling 

and training, have been in traditional ethnographic form.   

This is significant, to me.   

My critique of traditional ethnography, as laid out in my preface, is that it 

can become a form of ‘talking about’ someone, rather than ‘talking with’ them.  In 

other words, traditional ethnography can erase the voice of research participants, 

because all the reader ‘hears’ is the voice-over of the anthropologist.  Add to this 

the power dynamics between research and research community, in terms of 

resources, education, and publishing capabilities.  Add to this, most 

ethnographies start each chapter of the book (maybe there’s six or seven) with a 

direct story from the field; so, by the end of the book, you’ve been taken there, as 

I’ve been stressing in my project, maybe seven times, and the rest of the book is 

the anthropologist talking, talking, talking.  It becomes almost like the research 

participants are ‘over there,’ ‘talked about,’ but their actual voices are missing 

from the work.  Rarely do I find research participants portrayed so lively that they 

jump right off the page and become real for me.   
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So, to get feedback from people that they experienced potent, affective, 

visceral reactions, to the scenes from my project, written in storytelling, 

compositional, mutli-meta narrative format, signals to me that these stories, 

which allow participants to speak for themselves, do something that traditional 

ethnography does not.  The people in this project come to life for readers in ways 

that a traditional ethnography can not convey.  And, I’m going to consider that a 

successful aspect of my project. 

As I said above, I do see parts of this project, where I could go back in, add 

more layering to the stories, and do an even better job.  But, this is also a large 

part of my point about these stories and the narration for this project: they are 

moments, events, assemblages joined together, for the time being, to create a 

compositional whole, that, at any time, can drift apart and re-assemble in a 

nuanced manner, as something else, perhaps a deeper understanding of an 

already existing story, perhaps a completely new story, or something else, 

entirely, altogether as yet imagined.  Just as these stories are snap-shots, not 

meant to remain stagnant, in any manner, neither is ethnography meant to 

stagnate.  With continued work, perseverance, effort, trial and error, I believe 

that we can continue to create innovative ways to do our research, as well as 

exciting new ways to write ethnographies that include our research communities 

in the analytic process and bring a warmth and vibrancy to our writing, as 

compassionate and humble anthropologists.   
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