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            Nothing in Joss’s universe is left to chance, and so perhaps it’s not surprising that Angelus, Buffy’s high school nemesis, seems so familiar to every one of us over the age of fourteen. The cruelty, the mockery, the sheer pleasure he took in others’ pain—all of us went to high school with someone like him. Of course, for most of us, the high school bullies we faced were pale imitations of the sublime evil of Angelus. For most of us….

ANGELUS.

Angel’s dark side, the monster with the beautiful face. When I was preparing to write Shakedown (the fifth novel in the Angel series), I knew my portrayal of Angelus would be critical. I had to capture not only his ruthlessness, but the exuberant joy he took in his cruelty. I also knew it wouldn’t be a problem, because Angelus was already a character I was all too familiar with.

See, I went to high school with him.

I grew up in a small town; too small, in fact, to have its own high school. It was decided that the students from my community—and a few other, nearby small towns—would be bused to a central, slightly larger town, where we would all learn together. I don’t know about anyone else, but I learned a lot. Some lessons took longer to sink in, but it’s amazing what repetition will do.

I learned to always carry the book I was reading with the back cover facing outward and the spine toward the floor; it made the book harder to identify, giving them less fuel with which to mock me. I learned that ignoring someone who’s abusing you will never make them go away; it will only make them try harder. And I learned that adults, no matter how well-meaning, can’t protect you from a determined predator.

Not that I was any stranger to bullying. I was always bright, already reading by the time I hit first grade; in a school populated mainly by farm kids, that made me a magnet for trouble. My parents decided to take the brilliant step of having me skip fifth grade, so I landed in a class where I didn’t know anyone, was the smallest and youngest there and already had a reputation as a bookworm.

Did I mention my father was a teacher at the same school?

I love my father a great deal. He gave me my appreciation of books and words in general, and he’s a decent, ethical human being. He was, unfortunately, the kind of teacher that good students love . . . and delinquents hate. And in an attempt to protect me, he taught me something it took a long time to unlearn: that if the bullying got too bad, I could always come to him for help.

This did protect me, to a certain degree; no one would actually lay a hand on me. Sometimes I wish they would have—a few schoolyard beatings might have toughened me up. Instead, I was attacked in all the other ways children can think up: name-calling, ostracization, having my stuff stolen or wrecked. And when it got too bad, when I felt like every kid I knew hated my guts, I’d tell my dad . . . which gave me a reputation as a snitch, as well.

But these were mainly farm kids. Simple people. Salt of the Earth. As Gene Wilder says in Blazing Saddles, “You know . . . morons.” Thinking back on it now, they remind me of the vamps that Angel or Buffy would stake while on patrol: nameless thugs, not too bright, often dust by the opening credits. Bad guys, sure—but not particularly memorable or important.

Eighth grade was the last one legally required for my classmates to attend, and out of a dozen or so guys, a grand total of three—myself included—made the jump to high school. Neither of the other two used to bully me, so you’d think I’d be home free, wouldn’t you?

Did I mention that when they started busing kids to the new school, my father went with them?

And now it was a whole new ball game. Same rules . . . but a different breed of player.

SUCK AND CESS

Let’s call him Jock. He certainly was that, but it wasn’t his physical strength that made him a threat to me. Jock was as different from the ignorant farm kids that picked on me in middle school as Angelus is from the blood-sucking cannon fodder Angel dispatches on a regular basis. See, Jock wasn’t just a brute—like Angelus, he was good-looking, surrounded himself with others of his own kind and was smart. He only laid a hand on me once the entire time we were in school together, to punch me in the stomach when I didn’t get out of his way fast enough, and even so he glanced around first to make sure nobody else saw him do it.

No, Jock preferred more sophisticated weapons. He was a master of sarcasm, of mockery, of innuendo. He wasn’t above name-calling, but while previous attempts at saddling me with a nickname ranged from the infantile to the naïve—what can you say about people so deeply ignorant they think “Professor” is an insult?—Jock’s creations were vicious and deeply humiliating. They started with Bookworm; that mutated to Bookmaggot, then Bookfaggot. Shortened versions of any of these were also considered acceptable, with Maggot usually taking first place. Considering the amount of crap they made me eat, it was almost appropriate.

For the first time, I had to deal with someone who wasn’t simply following a knee-jerk response, mindlessly attacking me because I didn’t fit in, or even because of who my father was.

No, Jock’s motivations were entirely different. Like Angelus, Jock understood exactly what he was doing—and he enjoyed doing it a great deal. He didn’t hate me; if anything, I was a hobby he enjoyed. He got his friends interested as well, as people with hobbies do, and then there were the inevitable copycats who just wanted to jump on the bandwagon. Picking on me was almost trendy.

I endured this for two and a half years. During this time, no subject was taboo if Jock thought it would provide entertainment. Masturbation, bestiality and of course the all-time classic, homosexuality, were favorite topics.

And then my sister died.

She was six years old. She was born mentally handicapped and with epilepsy; her entire existence was spent in an institution, her personality never growing beyond an infant’s. And no, Jock saw nothing wrong with mocking that.

On the day after her funeral, I walked into typing class and sat down. I felt dead inside. In those days they taught typing on big clunky Underwood typewriters, made out of metal and heavy as hell. I put my fingers on the keys and heard Jock, who sat at the table behind me, say, “Hey. I heard your sister died.”

I stood up, grabbed the typewriter, turned and smashed it into his face as hard as I could.

It broke his nose and knocked out his front teeth, but that was incidental. It also caved in his right temple, crushing the skull and driving part of the frame into his temporal lobe. He was dead before he hit the floor.

Sure.

What really happened was I turned around, looked into his eyes, and said, “That’s right.” He must have seen something there—like I said, he was smart—and he muttered, “Sorry,” and looked away. Lucky for him—for both of us, really—because I’d already rehearsed the other part in my mind. If he had shown so much as a smile, I would have done exactly as I just described. After two years of abuse, I just didn’t care any more. Fortunately, it never became anything more than a fantasy.

Sometimes, when reality is too grim, fantasy is all we have. Fantasy lets us remake the rules to suit ourselves; it lets us right wrongs, change the world, transform ourselves. Supernatural fantasies, in particular, are great for this—you can use magic to juggle any circumstance, justify any outcome. You can literally bend reality itself, as in the episode “I Will Remember You” (A1-8), when Angel gains his humanity for twenty-four hours only to have the entire day erased as if it had never been. While ultimately it’s for a noble purpose, he suffers horribly as a result.

Because not all fantasies are happy ones. Mine certainly weren’t.

It wasn’t the first time I murdered Jock, nor was it the last. I smashed his face in with a baseball bat. I tore his head off with my bare hands. I locked him a concrete cistern with a metal grate set eight inches from the top, filled it with water and watched him try to claw his way out as he drowned. I killed him in a hundred ways, and some of them were pretty creative. Fantasy was the only outlet I had for my rage.

That rage has, to a certain degree, shaped my creativity. My work has a dark edge to it, an edge honed by that period of my life; the torture scenes in Shakedown were certainly sharpened by it.

Joss Whedon has said that if he’d been happy in high school, he never would have created Buffy. I wonder, sometimes, who Joss’s Angelus was.

I’m sure there must have been one—or, more likely, a number of them—and he or they all fit the same description: handsome, popular, athletic . . . and cruel. This is the kind of bully that all teenagers know but somehow adults are oblivious to; unlike the vamps that live in sewers and graveyards, they can pass as human—because they’re successful.

Used to be, vampires were considered hideous, monstrous beasts, one step above ghouls; but the twentieth century version has evolved into something sleeker, sexier, more akin to a romantic anti-hero than a walking corpse. Anne Rice’s Lestat or Frank Langella’s Dracula are what we expect in a neck-biter today, and it’s not just their physical comeliness that defines them.

More than anything, vampires have become a metaphor for the upper class. They dress and act like royalty, gain their strength and power by preying upon the common man . . . and if one of them takes a liking to you, he may even offer an invitation to join their ranks.

Aside from living in a castle, that pretty much describes the popular crowd in high school. And like the twentieth-century vampire, they get away with murder . . . because they’re at the top of the food chain.

The Jocks of this world are all too real, while vampires are just a fantasy. But sometimes, when a fantasy takes shape in a crucible of abuse, it can take on a life—and power—of its own.

FEAR AND LOATHING

Angelus was pure evil. From 1753 to 1898 he roamed Europe, leaving a trail of destruction and horror in his wake. His first act as a vampire was to kill and feed off his own family; when it came time to increase his vampiric pack, he drove a young nun insane before turning her into a fellow creature of the night. He developed a taste for torture, both physical and psychological—it wasn’t the kill that mattered, it was the amount of suffering he could inflict on his victim beforehand.

Jock didn’t kill anyone I loved. He didn’t tie me up and drive railroad spikes through my body. But he did systematically try to destroy any trace of pride or dignity I had . . . and he did so five days a week for over two years. As an experiment, I tried to count how many times he insulted me in a single day.

He hit thirty-five by noon, and I stopped counting.

What sets Angelus apart, more than anything, is his attitude. He’s not just a killing machine, he’s a party animal. He’s always grinning, always gleeful; you know there’s nothing else he’d rather be doing than turning somebody else’s life into Hell.

And we almost want him to succeed . . . because he’s funny.

When humor is used as an attack, it’s specific and directed. It’s no accident that all the adjectives used to describe this type of humor sound the same: razor-sharp wit, barbed comments, cutting remarks. This kind of humor always has an edge, and how deep that edge cuts depends on how far the comedian is willing to go.

It’s all about pain. Ridicule is just a way to get rid of your own by forcing it upon someone else. It is an act of violation, and the people who employ it express the same savage joy in the act that all rapists seem to take. It’s that attitude that Angelus projects so well . . . and as stand-ups from George Carlin to Chris Rock can attest, channeling it in the right way can make you very popular indeed.

But heaping scorn on society with a microphone in your hand isn’t the same as slicing someone to ribbons in person. Only the end result is the same, at least for the comedian: people laugh. And in high school, it’s infinitely better to laugh than to be laughed at.

I don’t know what kind of pain Jock was trying to get rid of by launching it at me. I don’t really care; it’s hard to empathize with someone who’s made it his hobby to destroy you. Perhaps Joss never understood his tormentors either—Angelus is portrayed as a being of elemental evil, one who enjoys the process of causing pain simply because he’s so good at it.

And he is good at it. Unlike other fictional killers who come off as insane or disgusting, Angelus has the charm and wit to make us laugh. It may be a nervous laugh, we may not like ourselves for laughing, but laugh we do.

Part of it is simply that he’s good-looking. Even when he vamps out, when his forehead bulges and his teeth become an orthodontal nightmare, Angelus is still sexy. Would we still think he was desirable if he sported piggish features, a beer gut and a bad haircut?

Of course not—because that’s what real bullies look like, isn’t it? At least, that’s what we’ve been conditioned to think. Someone with Angelus’s good looks couldn’t be a bully, because bullies are losers. The virtue of physical attractiveness somehow justifies even the worst actions; on some level, we seem to believe people like that are just taking their due. The resentment we feel toward them is balanced by our desire to be them, to have what they have and do what they do. It’s that crucial point, the ability to transform a victim into a fellow victimizer, that makes the modern-day vampire so attractive . . . and why we turn a blind eye to the cruelty of those we consider our betters.

CENTER OF BALANCE

I wonder sometimes why the undead always claw their way out of the grave with an extensive knowledge of the martial arts. It doesn’t matter if the guy was a ninety-eight-pound accountant who never stepped foot in a gym when he was alive—as soon as he sprouts fangs he’s doing spin kicks and somersaults like a Chinese acrobat. What, does Bruce Lee have a dojo in Hell?

Not that I’m complaining—the fight scenes in Angel are always well-choreographed and exciting. The spiritual aspect of certain Eastern disciplines also mirrors many of the underlying themes of the show; Angel and Angelus are the yin and yang of not only good and evil, but action and reaction, comedy and tragedy.

Angelus is very much the male part of the equation. He’s aggressive, invasive; he has an agenda and he devotes all his energy to getting what he wants. He attacks both physically and psychologically, always moving forward, always a force of destruction.

Angel—like many heroes—is reactive. He responds to evil, rarely seeking it out. Cases used to come to him via the Powers That Be; now, he deals with the clients of Wolfram and Hart, the law firm that used to be his worst enemy. Most importantly, he doesn’t just destroy monsters; he tries to make the world a better place.

And where Angelus laughs, Angel broods.

There are different ways to deal with pain. You can fight it, you can ignore it, you can try to transform it into something else—even a joke. Humor, when used as a defense, disperses the hurt, generalizes it; it’s an inclusive process, one that everyone identifies with. When someone laughs at himself, he invites the world to laugh with him.

But a person with a self-deprecating sense of humor is still trying to lessen his pain by sharing it. Angel won’t allow himself that luxury; he takes responsibility for every one of Angelus’s actions. Despite the supernatural aspect of their relationship, he refuses to hide behind the rationalization that Angelus is someone else. Angelus is him, and as such Angel must bear the guilt of everything he’s done. He insists on keeping all that pain to himself . . . and that pain is the force that drives their relationship. Angelus inflicts it; Angel internalizes it.

And the pivot on which that pain turns is Angel’s soul.

PAYBACK, WITH INTEREST

Angel is doomed to suffer. He literally cannot experience a single moment of true happiness; if he does so, he loses his soul and Angelus takes over. He is not simply a tragic character; he is a character who is incapable of being anything other than tragic. He is trapped in a hell of his own making, where he remembers in vivid detail every horrific act he ever committed. Angel suffers, and perhaps worst of all, he cannot escape the conclusion that he deserves to suffer.

Angel’s condition was an act of revenge—a gypsy curse, inflicted by the family of one of Angelus’s victims. But it resonates, at least for me, on a much deeper level.

It’s easy to wreak revenge through fiction. You’re playing God, after all; you can do anything to your characters. If you want to take someone you hate and toss them into a volcano, go ahead. You can beat them, maim them, torture them and kill them with impunity. Writers do it all the time.

If you’re a good writer, you can get away with even more. Disguise them well enough and you can hold your substitute up to the same kind of mockery that they put you through. No one but you will know who that slimy, despicable wretch represents, of course—that’s what libel laws are there to prevent—but at least you’ll have the satisfaction of tormenting your own metaphoric voodoo doll.

But a really good writer goes one step further. He doesn’t just respond in kind, trading attack for attack. Instead, he takes the object of his anger and holds up a mirror. Makes that character see himself for what he truly is, the effect he’s had on others’ lives. Makes that character understand the cost his victims have paid for his entertainment . . . and most of all, makes that character care.

The metaphor Joss uses is the soul—but what Angelus really has imposed on him is a conscience. It’s not that an ensouled Angel is incapable of evil; he’s just as capable of choice as any other self-aware being. But that awareness has been expanded beyond his own immediate pleasure, and now includes both the consequences of his actions and empathy for his victims. Is there any punishment more just than this?

Maybe . . . but is punishing Angel for Angelus’s actions fair? For that matter, if Angelus is a creature of supernatural evil, is he responsible for what he is? Is punishment even the right response to horror, or does it simply lead to more horror in a continuing cycle of revenge?

QUESTIONABLE ACTIVITIES

Angel crosses a lot of genre boundaries: action/adventure, horror, comedy, even teen drama . . . and let’s not forget mystery. Angel began his current stay in L.A. as the head of a detective agency, and a detective is always asking questions, trying to get to the truth. In a sense all fiction does this, but the structure of a mystery allows you to do it in a very ordered way.

Angel’s early cases would usually begin with a vision from the Powers That Be, prompting the gang at Angel Investigations to ask question #1: who needs to be saved? This would lead very quickly to questions #2 and #3—where is this person? and what are they in danger from?—and inevitably to the big one: what is really going on here?

Good fiction always asks good questions, and Angel is no exception. Beneath the obvious ones that drive the plot, it asks much harder ones: What is the nature of heroism? Is evil a necessary part of the human condition? Is committing an evil act for a good cause right or wrong? And perhaps most importantly: Is redemption possible?

The answers to these questions are slippery, but there is a central concept that rises again and again, a theme that resonates through the entire series.

Atonement.

Punishment is simply revenge. It is as self-serving as the original evil act and often just as vicious. Hatred focuses pain the way a laser focuses light, and vengeance is a house of mirrors. Payback does not decrease pain and suffering; if it did, there would be far fewer wars.

Atonement is an act of compensation, a counterbalance. When fire is met with fire, all that results is destruction; an act of creation is neccessary to negate it. This, far more than the guilt he endures, is Angel’s true burden: not just to suffer for his past, but to be a positive force for the future. There is a world of difference between fighting against evil and fighting for good. This is the real battle at the heart of the show: to be a positive influence amidst violence and horror, to keep your eyes on the light when you must live in the dark.

If Angelus does represent the same kind of tormentor to Joss as he does to me, I admire his response. Despite the deep anger he must hold toward the character, Joss has chosen redemption over revenge. Sure, he’s made him suffer—Angel spent most of a century living in sewers and eating rats, and another hundred years in a hell dimension—but ultimately, he has the chance to make good. According to an ancient prophecy, if Angel “fulfills his destiny,” he will be rewarded by becoming human.

Becoming human. No more Angelus, no more living in the dark . . . and by extension, no more fighting supernatural menaces. To rejoin the human race as a weaker, sadder, but much better person.

Is there any better fate to impose on a bully?

RESOLUTIONS

Everybody has a breaking point. I reached mine about halfway through high school.

It had been a particularly hard day. One of Jock’s accomplices—like Angelus, he had his pack—had pushed me to the point that both of us wound up in the principal’s office. While trying to explain the daily cycle of humiliation and degradation I was being put through, I used the phrase, “at every opportunity, they’re always tormenting me.” The accomplice—let’s call him Toady—just smirked and blandly denied everything I said.

Of course, my accidental bit of poetry didn’t escape him. Later, he and two of his friends thought it would be really funny to march down the halls and chant it as loudly as they could.

Over, and over, and over.

“At every oppor-tun-ity, they’re always tor-men-ting me. At every oppor-tun-ity, they’re always tor-men-ting me. . . .”

Can you hear it? Can you hear Angelus’s voice?

I couldn’t hear anything else. It took every bit of self-control I had to just walk down the hall. I felt both detached and like I was going to explode. . . .

And then I did.

In my semi-zombie state, I bumped into someone. I was in such a precarious condition that the impact split my rational and emotional selves; even though part of me knew it was simply an accident and not a malicious act, I reacted as though it was. I threw my books into the air and started screaming at the guy. All the anger and frustration of the last two years came spewing out in curses and threats and pure rage.

And this is where the story takes a somewhat odd turn.

One of the things I’ve always admired about Joss Whedon’s writing is his ability to confound expectations. He’s very good at leading you a particular way, then adding a twist that takes you someplace completely different but makes perfect sense. It’s a difficult thing to pull off in fiction, especially more than once.

Reality, though, will throw that kind of thing at you all the time.

The guy I was raging at—let’s call him Will—was something of an anomaly. Like Jock, he was popular and good-looking, active in sports and academically successful. But he never seemed to take the same kind of enjoyment others did in taunting me; maybe it was because he and I shared an interest in writing—he went on to journalism school afterward—or simply because he was a decent human being. In any case, the only member of Jock’s social circle that had ever shown me any kindness or tolerance was the one I blew up at.

He didn’t mock me, or take the opportunity to kick the crap out of me. He just looked at me and said, “Go ahead.”

And I couldn’t. I was a scrawny little guy and he was an athlete—the only opportunity I was being presented with was to embarrass myself even further, and so I just kept shouting until I attracted the attention of a teacher and found myself back in the principal’s office.

But this time, things were different.

There’s a moment many of us remember, though it usually happens when we’re quite young. A stranger hurts us, for no apparent reason, and when we try to tell them that, when we attempt to explain our pain in a clear and reasonable way, we are made fun of. Our pain is mocked. A horrible sense of betrayal and confusion settles in, and suddenly we don’t look at the world in the same way any more.

Well, for the first time in my life, the exact opposite happened.

The principal started by saying flat out that he was tired of the campaign of harassment he’d seen waged against me, and wanted to know why it had started.

Will did his best to tell him.

It was the only honest discussion of the situation I’d ever experienced. Will said that people thought I was a snob, that I acted like I was better or smarter than them. Amazed that anyone could confuse introversion with elitism, I pointed out that I was under so much stress I was barely passing several of my classes. I think we were both surprised—but what happened next surprised me even more.

The principal called for a truce. Will agreed to actually talk to people and get them to ease up—but only if I agreed to try, too. To join in, to get more involved instead of just hiding behind the covers of a book.

I don’t know if I can properly convey the importance of that deal. Will could have done exactly what Toady had—blown the whole thing off, nodded in all the right places and laughed about it with his friends afterward. The fact that he didn’t, that he actually treated me like a human being, was incredibly important to me.

Twenty minutes after we left the office, one of Will’s friends said they were “going to give me a chance,” and laughed. Something inside me turned off like a switch.

I sleepwalked through the rest of the day—nothing mattered any more—went home and told my parents I was done. After a long discussion, my mother persuaded me to take a day off, and then give it one more chance.

When I went back, the first person to greet me said, “Hey, Bookie!”

So did the next. And the next.

I don’t know what Will said, or who he talked to. But no one ever called me Bookworm, or Bookmaggot, ever again. When I saw Jock, he simply nodded at me.

Did I mention that Will was Jock’s best friend?

I did my best to keep up my end of the bargain. I stopped bringing books to school as an escape; I wasn’t exactly socially active, but I tried to be less stand-offish. The one time afterward that someone attempted to humiliate me, by leaving phony love notes on my locker, I read the notes out loud to my class, made fun of the writing style and joined in the joke. It didn’t go on for long—it’s not much fun when your target mocks you right back, and it was a serious tactical error to try to use the written word against me.

The motto of Angel Investigations is “We Help the Helpless;” I guess that’s exactly what Will did for me. He wound up being our class valedictorian, and at our graduation party, both of us were there passing around a bottle of wine as the sun came up. He asked me to make a toast, and while the toast was lame—“here’s to graduating and not getting caught by the cops”—I was deeply grateful for the chance to make it.

Yeah, there are Angeluses out there—but there are Angels, too.

I don’t know if I believe in redemption, but I do believe in second chances. Some people would argue that you can’t have one without the other, and maybe they’re right; maybe Jock went on to reform his ways and became a decent human being. Truth, after all, is stranger than fiction, and who would have thought Angel would wind up running Wolfram and Hart?

Last I heard, Jock was a lawyer. . . .
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            Don DeBrandt grew up in the wilds of Saskatchewan and currently lives in Vancouver, Canada. His previously published novels include Angel: Shakedown, The Quicksilver Screen, Steeldriver, Timberjak and V.I. He has two works of suspense fiction due out shortly, written under the name Donn Cortez: a thriller entitled The Closer and a mystery set at Burning Man called The Man Burns Tonight.


Laura Resnick
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“THAT ANGEL DOESN’T LIVE HERE ANYMORE”
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            There are two Angels, Resnick points out. And, no, Angelus isn’t one of them….

“IT’S NOT DADDY,” the mad vampire Drusilla says when Angel enters the wine cellar in which she and Darla are about to eat a bunch of lawyers in “Reunion” (A2-10). She adds in disappointment, “It’s never Daddy.”

She is, of course, alluding to the unique (and, from Drusilla’s perspective, unfortunate) transformation which her vampire “sire” has gone through—twice in the course of his eventful existence—changing from the gleefully evil Angelus into the conscience-stricken Angel. The ensouled vampire who confronts Darla and Drusilla in that wine cellar, though troubled and walking close to the edge at that point in his unlife, is not Drusilla’s “Daddy” as she knew him, but rather her sworn enemy, the individual whom her sire ultimately became.

This schizophrenia is a well-known aspect of Angel’s characterization, and it runs so deep that Angel and the Fang Gang often talk about his alter ego, Angelus, as if he were a separate individual altogether. Yet there is an equally strong split in Angel’s characterization which goes unaddressed: The Angel we know on Angel is a different character than the one we knew on Buffy the Vampire Slayer.

When Darla, Angel’s sire and former lover (to use the word loosely), recalls bitterly in “Dear Boy” (A2-05) that Angel preferred “that cheerleader” to her, one is

































1 “Complete success” is defined as achievement of our stated goals and completion of our step-by-step project plan, with key deliverables met along the way. W&H accepts no liability for the long-term durability of the CRP.

2 Lindsey McDonald, a key associate on our team, stepped in when our consultant became overburdened and drove the project through to its conclusion. W&H provided him with substantial severance pay to compensate him for the regrettable loss of key assets during this process.

3 Several W&H key players contributed biomass to this great bloodletting, including the former head of Special Projects, Holland Manners, who remains on Afterlife RetainerSM with our firm and can be summoned from his eternal torture upon request.

4 Though Angel’s current position as CEO of Wolfram & Hart’s L.A. branch is the direct consequence of the arc, by the last episode of season four Angel’s “granddaughter” Jasmine has been killed and the “problem” of Connor has been solved—not just solved, but entirely removed, at least for everyone not Angel or the viewing audience. Connor’s appearance late in season five tied up emotional loose ends, but even without it, the arc would have remained complete.

1 With research assistance from Cherri Muñoz and Chris Jacobs (creator of Writercon, a convention about Fanfiction as Literature In the Whedonverses, www.the-sandlot.com/writercon/), who both identified scenes I could only describe. Websites: vrya.net/bdb/, buffyguide.com and tvtome.com/BuffytheVampireSlayer/

1 Please see my essay in Seven Seasons of Buffy for a more detailed discussion of the hero’s journey.

1 A brief stop for defining terms: “Mythology” is used to mean the major issues such as creation, birth, death and major themes such as the hero’s journey. “Folklore” includes the folktales, such as “Cinderella” and folk motifs, such as “Cinderella’s slipper.” It also includes “folk beliefs” and “folk customs,” which refer to the beliefs in beings such as vampires and fairy folk.

2 Other, lesser prophets and prophecies appear throughout Angel, including such minor characters as three blind children who appear only once.

3 One example that sounds like a demon that could appear on Angel is the Jewish tale of a foolish young man who places a ring on what he thinks is a finger-like twig but is actually the finger of a female demon. She sues him in court and claims that he married her, and the case is only solved when she agrees to a legal divorce.

4 Norse scholars also don’t all accept Loki as demonic, either. They suspect that the final tale of Loki, in which he brings about the death of the gentle god Balder, is a later addition to the Norse canon, one that dates to the arrival of Christianity—and the concept of the devil—to Scandinavia.

1 Remember Buffy’s refusal in “Get It Done” (B7-15), when forced with a similar decision: the power to win, courtesy of a little demon-rape, or taking her chances with her own humanity. Buffy’s success against the First Evil affirmed her choice; Cordelia’s fate condemns hers.

1 We have evidence that vampires can and do love—but not more or better than they did as humans. James and Elizabeth had what Cordelia called the “big, forever love” (“Heartthrob,” A3-1). Spike felt love for Buffy long before he was ensouled. But all of them had been love-struck as humans, too.

2 Angel also acknowledges this point when he tells Faith that he once tried to bury his pain, “but you can’t get the hole deep enough. You know there’s only one way to make the pain stop. Hurt something else” (“Salvage,” A4-13).

3 Think of Buffy/Angel, Giles/Jenny, Willow/Tara, Darla/Angel, Cordelia/Angel, Lilah/Wesley, Fred/Wesley
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