
                                   Book 4 
 
                                          1. 
 
Like a pilgrim on the way to a secular shrine, 
Pascal Wanderlust negotiates the contradictions. 
This is the not-me: in its grey uncertainty, 
the landscape observes itself among fog-wrapped 
hills. Pascal hesitates: what else to describe? 
This is the good-me: the sun shines down upon 
the ley lines, and the mists evaporate as the path 
is revealed. Secure Pascal, the system secured, 
is happily received into the steady state. Wake up, 
Wanderlust! These operations are never secure. 
The steady state is an illusion—unbound energies 
remain at play. Can you restore the balance? 
 
                                          2. 
 
In a dream, Pascal hears the sound of a horn. 
Azure, azure: the scales appear in the heavens. 
Astraea astray, and Wanderlust in no condition 
to find her. The psycho-political muse refuses 
her attentions. Is the quest then stalled? In 
a dream, Pascal again beholds “the starry 
dynamo in the machinery of night.” Thinks of 
prophecy and its costs. Wandering heroes, 
wandering seers, extravagant tales told out of 
school. “Creeds and schools in abeyance”? 
Better stay in that room while it’s still available— 
but look out the window at the darkening sky. 
 
                                          3. 
 
Pascal entertains guests from afar. Aliens, 
members of a different Order, they agree 
to hold a grand Consultation. Pascal adjusts 
the trodes on the Universal Translator, pours 
another cup of tea. Wanderlust Unlimited, 
Consultants. The staticky hum of laughter 
from organs intended for entirely different 
purposes. Partial materiality despite appearances 



to the contrary. Pascal reflects, straightens up. 
Viscous matter on the teacups. This partnership 
might not be such a great idea. In any case, 
the carpets and furniture will have to cleaned. 
 
                                          4. 
 
Guest. Ghost. Host. Not all the visitors 
materialized, nor spoke so as to need 
translation. A shadow in the corner 
of the room, in the corner of the eye. 
An enigmatic, ectoplasmic smile: 
“Pascal, it’s not an accident that Din 
and Hesed stand opposed and balanced 
on the Tree. You know this. All the star- 
born do. Yet who can bring them together 
along the pathways of their power? Who 
bears such adornment as may in Tiferet 
dwell?” Real old school, thinks Pascal. 
 
                                          5. 
 
Mentor or maggid, here or hereafter, she had taught 
Pascal all that was necessary. Every triumph, every 
disaster. Diplomacy and alchemy. Statecraft and 
witchcraft. Clandestine meetings and sudden 
apparitions, romantic songs and necromantic chants. 
And after her return, when it all came down, when 
the golemancy failed and the armies of homunculi 
stormed the estate, the chain reaction obliterated 
every unit, every outpost, and she and the soul 
who would be reborn as Wanderlust fled on foot, 
until she fell behind and refused to go further— 
only then did Margaret tell Pascal her name. 
 
                                          6. 
 
Pascal opens a portal—then closes it. 
Pascal peers into a mirror—then looks 
away. No Summerland for Wanderlust, 
no sojourns in Faerie. Was it only yester- 
day or the day before, or was it uncounted 



moons ago, when Wanderlust, abandoned 
on the outer rim, vowed never to go beyond 
the limits of that double being, the psychic 
range of that uncanny name? But who was it 
who named you, Pascal Wanderlust? Was it 
not she who first sent you forth? “There are 
no limits,” she whispers; “neither in your room 
 
                                          7. 
 
nor on the starry path.” So Wanderlust ascends— 
“Past Midnight! Past the Morning Star!” Her Voice 
rushes by in the wind. The tzinorot beckon. 
Each Face gazes outward as Wanderlust approaches. 
These are the boundaries of the infinite spaces, 
the non-Euclidean forms, studied in Antarctica 
and Provence. Elder Things hanging with Shimon 
bar-Yochai among the hills of Galilee. L’cha Dodi! 
The throbbing in Pascal’s temples is more painful 
now as the Book opens, floating in the silent void. 
The Zohar, aka The Necronomicon. Sacred fantasy. 
Drawings by Steve Ditko. Story by Stan Lee. 
 
                                           8. 
 
Pascal on “the little pathway between speech 
and silence,” flowered Docs reflecting light 
from distant stars. The delegation approaches. 
Pascal would rather be at home, but business 
is business—and look at the fire falling from 
those wings! A memory descends, even as they 
descended upon the cliffs of Schloss Duino, 
lifetimes ago. With whom are we consulting? 
Will wonders never cease? Wondering Wanderlust, 
witness and messenger, suddenly sees the terms 
of this election. Aliens and angels abounding! 
Pascal listens, turns off the Translator. .תירבע 
 
                                            9. 
 
Purified Pascal recalls the hand that held 
the tongs, the tongs that held the coal, the coal 



upon the lips. Prophetic Pascal called upon 
to speak. Reluctant Wanderlust, accompanied 
by a host of proclaimers, all sent forth upon 
missions which they have been forbidden to 
reveal. Recite as you have been instructed— 
and who shall receive instruction in turn? 
Those who yet may turn. Wanderlust among 
those who would be masters of turning, but to 
what end? Poised between justice and mercy, 
unpurified Wanderlust breaks rank, departs. 
 
 
                                            10. 
 
Not the first messenger betrayed by the message, 
not the first witness traduced by the testimony. 
Not the first anchorite, not the first knight errant, 
not the first soul suffering and celebrating division. 
Not the first renegade, not the first revolutionary 
accused of fomenting counter-revolution. Not 
the first fugitive fleeing the state, not the first 
passenger in flight forever. Not the first to simply 
dream of escape, and in escaping, discover 
a destiny: messenger, witness, anchorite, knight 
errant, revolutionary, fugitive, passenger— 
and guide. This is the way, says Pascal. Onward. 
 
                                             11. 
 
The Florentine’s Angelic Rose is seen in the skies 
over Providence. Nephilim and Blengigomeneans 
heed the call to arms. The letters leap from the scrolls. 
Nice, thinks Pascal, adjusting the lenses. Phantoms. 
Phantasmagoria. Phanopœia. Consults grimoires 
and epic poems, refines the optics further. Mixes 
a soundtrack: horns echoing among the hills, radio 
static resolving into spacey theremin oscillations, 
purgatorial cries—all in a minor key. Unsanctioned 
interplanetary prophecy. Time to upload these visions, 
broadcast these seeds. Worth the risk, thinks Wanderlust. 
Tinkers with the motherboard. Boards the mothership. 
 
                                             12. 



 
Twenty thousand leagues or light-years: 
the steampunk extravagance of the Nautilus, 
the Pequod’s ivory savagery, the sleek bridge 
of the Enterprise with all its blinking lights, 
the Aero Rondo Pascal piloted in a different 
life—even those flowered Docs that take you 
where you want to go…Wanderlust looks down. 
The road is paved with pages, screens line 
the path. Beyond, space folds and unfolds in 
endless patterns too complex to be graphed. 
Pascal picks a card, plots a course. Wanderlust 
looks up. Locks. Wheels. Stars. Flames. 


