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“The star man in my heart 
is young and moves with all the strength 
                                        memory masters” 

 
How those opening lines of Gerrit’s poem, One of the Company of Light have already shifted for 
me. 
 
Our star man, Gerrit Lansing. Will you say his name with me? “Gerrit Lansing” 
 
We all know how he would light up when he heard his name. In person you knew immediately how 
happy he was to see you & even on the phone you could hear him smile. 
 
How his name must have sounded bouncing off the walls in this castle. How many stories we have 
heard about this place. I can hardly contain myself from looking for the secret passages or the cave of 
the owner’s mummified cats along the shore.  
 
Can we say his name again? “Gerrit Lansing” 
 
I was asked if I would speak a bit about my relationship with Gerrit and our intersecting interest in 
magic & esotericism. Like many of us who are interested in these things, the journey is an intensely 
personal one. & we all have guides and teachers to help us along the way. Gerrit and Harry Smith 
had Count Walewski. I had Gerrit, who is perhaps my most profound teacher, who continues to 
unveil things to me on my own journey.  
 
Someone recently reminded me that the four attributes of the magus, as reputedly inscribed on the 
sphinx, are to know, to dare, to will and keep silence, & it is for this reason I would urge you to read 
the poems.  
 
The Magick is in the poems. The Magick IS the poems. Aligned with star and stone. 
 
A good example of how Gerrit continues to lift up my spirits, offering further teaching is contained 
within four lines of a mother goose rhyme. 
 

 “Hickety, pickety, my black hen / She lays eggs for gentlemen; / 
Gentlemen come every day / To see what my black hen doth lay.” 

 
I was on the phone with Jim Dunn the day before Gerrit took flight, and he told me that Gerrit was 
reciting these lines. And when Jim asked who’s poem that was, Gerrit got that big trickster grin 
going and said, “Mother Goose.” As Jim was telling me this, I was bursting with laughter, thinking 
immediately of the 16th century French grimoire, The Black Pullet, and couldn’t wait to let Jim in 
on a little secret about the origins of the mother goose lines.  
 



 

So praise the star man in your heart, Gerrit Lansing. 
	  

Marilyn Rinn and Keith Richmond printed the version I have of this grimoire on their Teitan Press 
imprint. I am really thankful to Gerrit for introducing me to Keith and Marilyn who also own 
Weiser Antiquarian Books in York Beach Maine. As many of you know, Gerrit has a long history 
with Weiser that dates back to its beginnings in New York on Book Row. 
 
A cornerstone to my friendship with Gerrit revolves around Weiser books. In fact, the first time I 
visited with Gerrit, we made plans to go to Weiser as soon as possible. This year would have been 
the 11th year we would make our frequent pilgrimage up to visit with Keith and Marilyn, whose 
friendship I cherish. Gerrit was always on the point of giddy with excitement when I would arrive in 
Gloucester to pick him up. I lived in Lowell when we first started visiting Weiser and I always joked 
with Gerrit that I only knew how to get there from his house. On many of those trips Thorpe Feidt 
and Kristine Roan joined us. Everyone looked forward to those visits with Keith and Marilyn. And 
the thing I will miss the most, was that Gerrit and I would always end our Weiser day with his cat, 
Hector, on the big green couch, reading to each other from the treasures we had found, & generally 
reliving all of the lively conversation of the day.    
 
While there are many things I will miss, I look forward to the many things that will continue to 
come into focus around my friendship with him and the community he built that connects us. 
Gerrit knew that what separates us keeps us fragile & I’m sure that he is ecstatic that we have come 
together to celebrate him. (I was told a bat flew into the room at this point.) 
 
There will be many times in the coming days, months, years, where you will be reminded of Gerrit. 
Perhaps it’s in a song you hear, a mushroom you pick, something your child says, a nursery rhyme, a 
meal, a poem, a memory, a book. How many books Gerrit made sure we had access to. When these 
moments arise, I want to encourage you to name it, by saying, “Hey Gerrit”. Let’s try it. Will you 
say “Hey Gerrit” with me? “Hey Gerrit!”  
 
Lastly, a couple years ago, he gave me a book: The Meeting of East and West, by FSC Northrop. In 
the inscription that he wrote in the book he quoted from a page of the book. It is two stanzas from 
the Kena Upanishad. 
 

By whom impelled flies the forward-impelled 
Mind? By whom compelled does the First Life 
go forth? By whom impelled is this Voice 
that they speak? Who, in sooth, is the 
Bright One who compels sight and hearing? 
 
That which they call the Hearing of hearing, 
the Mind of mind, the Voice of voice, that is 
the Life of life, the Sight of sight. Setting 
this free, the Wise, going forth from this 
world, become immortal. 

 
(whew!) 


