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MAKING THE 

ORDINARY 

EXTRAORDINARY
“A must-read . . . this MTV-era story vividly recalls the surreal time when Tamra Lucid’s hot mess of a boyfriend became an apprentice to the greatest metaphysical scholar in America, Manly P. Hall. Part witty manifesto, part feminist grimoire, part LA love letter, this book brings to life an unforgettable mystical friendship, and the road to magic it reveals is lined with palm trees, red carpets, and night-blooming jasmine. A very important document for anyone interested in the life and legacy of MPH, especially if they wish for a more intimate portrait of the man and his remarkable relationship with his wife Marie, not to mention the politics and inner workings of the PRS. I’ve yet to read anything else offering such a wonderfully tender inside perspective.”
CAROLINE RYDER, COAUTHOR OF
DIRTY ROCKER BOYS
“A compellingly written portrait of life with one of the most significant occult voices of the last century—a rare, through-the-looking-glass account of an esoteric circle that quietly impacted the outer world in which we dwell.”
MITCH HOROWITZ, PEN AWARD–WINNING 
AUTHOR OF OCCULT AMERICA
“Lucid provides a keenly observed account of the southern California spiritual milieu, peppered with scam artists, hungry seekers, sycophants, and bright lights. Importantly, Lucid also highlights the often-overlooked and unsung women working in the background, supporting and often funding the male shining stars of the occult scene. This book is a truly unique contribution to the history of esoteric spirituality in California, providing an honest yet touching snapshot of the spiritual milieu of LA in the 1980s.”
AMY HALE, AUTHOR OF
ITHELL COLQUHOUN
“Tamra Lucid’s warm, engaging, and illuminating account of her years as Hall’s friend brought back memories of a special time and place and reminded me of just how important and eccentric Hall was. Readers coming to Hall for the first time will get an excellent introduction to him from her account. Those, like me, who remember him will enjoy a welcome reunion with one of the twentieth century’s secret teachers.”
GARY LACHMAN, AUTHOR OF
THE RETURN OF HOLY 
RUSSIA AND THE 
SECRET TEACHERS OF THE WESTERN 
WORLD
“A lovely, soul-stirring, and heart-wrenching tale, culminating in the curious severing of the student-teacher relationship and subsequent mysterious death of the master. This memoir brought Manly P. Hall and the everyday workings of his society more fully to life than anything else.”
MARY K. GREER, AUTHOR OF
WOMEN OF THE GOLDEN DAWN
“Tamra Lucid tells a story about the spiritual culture revolving around one particular teacher, Manly P. Hall, but her narrative will resonate with all women who have been rendered invisible in male-dominated metaphysical scenes. This book is the first of its kind in that it humanizes Hall, as opposed to lionizing him or probing his weaknesses. After reading Tamra’s memoir, my regard for Hall the man superseded my respect for him as a sage. This is a quintessential LA tale, a wacky tour of the New Age wilds, and a gripping exploration of the pitfalls of personal divinity, as told by a wise-cracking rebel who drifted into the temple off the mean streets of film noir.”
THEA WIRSCHING, AUTHOR OF
THE AMERICAN RENAISSANCE 
TAROT
“Tamra Lucid’s prose is playful, poetic, and magical, befitting a novelist. Her subject matter is the stuff of great characters—captivating and ultimately tragic. Yet, it is all true. Manly P. Hall was an enigmatic genius and the genius of Tamra is the ability to capture that world of Manly and Marie, with all its quirks, its vision, and its downfall. This book is beautifully written and the stuff of legend. Tamra lays it out with grace, humor, and empathy. I highly recommend this book.”
NORMANDI ELLIS,
AUTHOR OF IMAGINING THE WORLD 
INTO EXISTENCE
“Bitten by the Rosenkreutz bug as much as her subject, Tamra writes amusingly, briskly, and sincerely from experience about her engagement with Hall and his Philosophical Research Society—doubtless a boon to history, but the book’s value exceeds its utility. I greatly enjoyed the breadth of the author’s sympathies, her humor, vitality, and her modest, sensible approach, all making for a highly attractive, original, and entertaining book about a transitional period in American esoteric history.”
TOBIAS CHURTON,
AUTHOR OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 
IN ENGLAND
“Writing with a clear-eyed, intelligent, and often hilarious voice, Tamra Lucid tells the story of the fascinating personalities surrounding Manly P. Hall, a legend from a legendary time in LA history. As a character in the story herself, she takes the reader to the heart of it all. Especially recommended: her portrayal of Marie Hall, Manly Hall’s wife, and her struggles with the sexism of the time. The world is changing now, and Tamra Lucid is one of its best new voices.”
TOD DAVIES, AUTHOR OF 
THE HISTORY OF ARCADIA 
SERIES

“. . . Call me Cassandra for I have preached + prophesied in vain.”
FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE
[image: image]
“Even when nothing is happening, nothing stands still. . . . I am not a rock, but a river; people deceive themselves by seeing me as a rock. Or is it I who deceive them and pretend that I am a rock when I am a river?”
NINA BERBEROVA
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“I used to like this town. A long time ago. There were trees along Wilshire Boulevard. Beverly Hills was a country town. Westwood was bare hills and lots offering at eleven hundred dollars and no takers. Hollywood was a bunch of frame houses on the interurban line. Los Angeles was just a big dry sunny place with ugly homes and no style, but goodhearted and peaceful. It had the climate they just yap about now. People used to sleep out on porches. Little groups who thought they were intellectual used to call it the Athens of America. It wasn’t that, but it wasn’t a neon-lighted slum, either.”
RAYMOND CHANDLER
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This book is not a biography of Manly Hall. This is the story of seven years of friendship between a wise old man and the girl whose name he could never quite get right. Some of his history will be told along the way, but I’m no historian. I just wanted to capture the details of a friendship I treasured.
Dedicated to Arthur Johnson for convincing me I should write it. Love to Ronnie Pontiac for the editing and research and for taking me on this ride to begin with. My sincere thanks to Tod Davies, Normandi Ellis, Thea Wirsching, Danny Goldberg, K. Paul Johnson, Jon Graham, Albo Sudekum, Alcvin Ryūzen Ramos, and Amy Hale, for editorial notes and encouragement, and to Waris Hussein for teaching me the art of storytelling. Special thanks to Renee Ravel for the cover photographs, and Edie Shapiro and Kate McCallum for detailed editing.
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FOREWORD
Danny Goldberg
Dr. Martin Luther King once said, “Although we live in the colony of time, our ultimate allegiance is to the empire of eternity.” But how to remember this? The concept of a cosmic messenger who conveys energy and wisdom from higher planes of consciousness to mortals shows up in many traditions, most famously as Hermes in Greek mythology and Mercury in the Roman version. Alas, not that many of us have the ability to be in direct contact with such deities, so we have to rely on human messengers—even the purest of whom are human.
It’s a risky business, this blending of modern life and mysticism, always only inches away from scandal, egomania, delusion, or despair. But it’s also a golden quest made easier by glimpses into the lives of the great ones who also searched for meaning, metaphorical warts and all.
Manly P. Hall, a lead character of Tamra Lucid’s memoir Making the Ordinary Extraordinary, had some warts on display, but his life and legacy are part of the great chain of the modern American quest for inner meaning. His most influential work, The Secret Teachings of All Ages: An Encyclopedic Outline of Masonic, Hermetic, Qabbalistic and Rosicrucian Symbolical Philosophy, was published in 1928, and as Tamra writes, Hall’s great “work was distilling the beauty and wisdom he found in rare manuscripts and books into a philosophy of life that was gentle, healthy, and rewarding.” He presented a Cliff Notes version of obscure works that most of his readers could never otherwise encounter. This memoir, Making the Ordinary Extraordinary, is Tamra’s own Cliffs Notes version of Hall’s life and the metaphysical concepts he explored, rendered in the twenty-first-century language of an artist as influenced by punk as by ancient esoterica.
Long before the beatnik poets legitimized Buddhism for rebellious intellectuals in the 1950s, or the Beatles and psychedelics drew millions of baby-boomers like me to examine Hindu mysticism in the sixties, there were small but passionate enclaves of Americans who were captivated by a variety of spiritual ideas outside of the Judeo-Christian traditions. Manly P. Hall was one of several influential thinkers who found fertile soil for esoteric philosophy and practice in southern California in the 1920s, in the wake of the rapid growth of the silent film industry, when there was a growing community of artists looking for new teachers. One of the many things to admire about Hall’s work is an awareness of the interconnectedness of diverse spiritual teachings. Tamra’s memoir makes his work vivid for the reader unfamiliar with that work.
I first encountered Tamra in the early 1990s, when she was using the handle Sekmet380 as the founder of a riot grrrl message board on AOL, which was, at the time, the most popular internet portal for music fans, especially those into punk rock. I was one of Nirvana’s managers and was the target of many anguished (and some angry) comments from fans after Kurt Cobain killed himself. Tamra, who was about to earn credibility as the feminist punk rock singer of the band Lucid Nation, was an incisive and compassionate voice without a hint of inverse snobbery or blame. Her acceptance meant a lot to me.
I had no idea that she and her husband Ronnie Pontiac had worked for Hall during the last decade of his long, extraordinary life. Although on the surface there is a cognitive dissonance to the juxtaposition of feminist punk rock and ancient mysticism, the common threads are an open mind and heart and a rigorous commitment to telling the truth.
When I first heard about Occupy Wall Street I visited to check out the amazing moment myself. Back online, Tamra posted her interview with the first protestor to be pepper sprayed. When following the protest at Standing Rock, many Facebook users could count on Tamra for the latest news and interviews with Water Protectors. I’ve looked forward to her interviews with me whenever my books were published. Her questions are never superficial. Neither are the documentaries she and Ronnie have produced, one of them with me, a film called The Gits about Mia Zapata and her band. Over time Tamra has earned my respect as an authentic artist and activist, and now, with this special and beautifully written book, as an author.
In The Varieties of Religious Experience, William James suggests that one quality of a mystical experience is the impossibility of describing it. This phenomenon is one of the major hurdles to any writer who tries to examine metaphysical subjects. Another is the inevitable co-mingling of delusion and self-interest that any spiritual scene attracts. It is one thing to believe that reincarnation exists and quite another to claim knowledge of specific past lives. Even if a teacher has certain kinds of esoteric knowledge or power, they may not be ethically grounded.
It is a challenge to describe a spiritual teacher in a tone that honors their connectivity with the mystic aspects of the universe and human existence and also acknowledges egotism, human foibles, and the tawdry infighting that inevitably surrounds even the best of them. One of my favorite passages in Making the Ordinary Extraordinary occurs late in the book when Tamra summarizes her experiences as Hall’s designated screener of those who wanted to meet him: “I met many casualties of spirituality gone wrong. The seekers of wisdom who were actually seeking dominion. The ceremonial magicians who opened portals they could not close into realms they could not understand. The positive thinkers whose shadows erupted into inexplicably negative predicaments. The prosperity teachers who never really succeeded at anything. The humble Christians obsessed with self-aggrandizing missions. The white men convinced they were gurus of Eastern lineages. The paranormal researchers who discovered entities that would not leave them alone. The psychics who could not shut down their reception of the thoughts and feelings of others. The hucksters repackaging metaphysical teachings as personality cults. What a world of cliques, competition, and manipulation was revealed!”
Another favorite part of the book is how she deals with the gender inequality that pervaded much of the New Age culture of the twentieth century. Tamra writes of Hall’s wife, “If Marie Hall had been born sixty years later and went to Evergreen College in Olympia, Washington, she probably would have started a riot grrrl chapter, a zine, and her own band.”
Most writing about spiritual leaders falls into one of two categories: reverent hagiography or disillusioned exposé. But there are a few, such as Making the Ordinary Extraordinary, that aspire to synthesize both the “colony” and the “empire” of Dr. King’s rhetorical imagining.
DANNY GOLDBERG has worked in the music business since the late 1960s, starting as a journalist for Rolling Stone, The Village Voice, and Billboard Magazine. He was president of Atlantic Records, chairman and CEO of both the Warner Music Group and the Mercury Records Group, and vice president of Led Zeppelin’s Swan Song Records. He formed numerous record labels, including Artemis and Modern Records, and is currently the president of Gold Village Entertainment. Goldberg is also a documentary producer, music consultant, and anticensorship activist. Formerly the manager of Nirvana, in 2019 he published the memoir Serving the Servant: Remembering Kurt Cobain. Goldberg is also the author of How the Left Lost Teen Spirit, Bumping Into Geniuses, and In Search of The Lost Chord: 1967 and the Hippie Idea.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
Mine is a story of fate and chance, of happenstance, and even of romance. A story about how one book changed two lives. This is the story of how I became friends with Manly Palmer Hall.
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When eighteen-year-old Manly Hall arrived in Los Angeles in 1919, he strolled on wooden sidewalks. The sheep and the orange trees far outnumbered the human population of the San Fernando Valley. The scent of vast orchards of citrus blossoms graced the golden sunsets. The last dust of the old West settled in the shadows of the canyons.
The grandmother who raised him, whom he always spoke of so lovingly, introduced him to esoterica. He was reading Blavatsky when most kids his age were collecting baseball cards. But when she died, young Manly gave up his job as a clerk on Wall Street to reinvent himself in Los Angeles, where silent movies had built studios overnight. He moved to Santa Monica, California, where his absentee mother had settled after she spent fifteen years as a chiropractor among the gold miners of Alaska.
Santa Monica in 1919 was a perennial carnival by the sea. Just south, people frolicked on Venice Beach under a grove of wooden oil derricks. But in spring, wildflowers bloomed all the way up to the shoreline of Santa Monica Beach. Signs in front of bungalows advertised readers of palms, crystals, tarot cards, bumps on the head, and the stars. Santa Monica Pier was a new roller coaster attached to an old pier, across the street from vacant lots.
Like an orchid in a hothouse, Manly flourished in the humidity of the lucidity of the potential of this little city. His mission, his idea, his dream, was to create a center for the study of the wisdom of the ages, the Philosophical Research Society. It still stands more than eighty years later in a cozy corner of Los Feliz, California, with a library of fifty thousand books and manuscripts that MPH (as he was referred to in affectionate shorthand by his staff and volunteers) collected over his lifetime; the rarest are now in the care of the Getty Museum.
Tall and handsome, with striking blue eyes and a Barrymore profile, early in his career Mr. Hall, as I prefer to refer to him, cultivated a creepy elegance; he could have been cast as Dr. Mesmer the Mad Scientist in a noir film starring one of his many celebrity friends.
Back then, Mr. Hall lived in the Ennis House in Los Feliz, a Frank Lloyd Wright extravaganza described by the architect as Mayan Revival. To me it looks like a Mayan mausoleum and will forever be The House on Haunted Hill, starring Vincent Price as Manly P. Hall. But you may know it as the exterior of Deckard’s apartment in Blade Runner. The foreboding castle overlooks the Los Angeles skyline, conveying authority and elevation. Cracks in the walls, in the shadowy rooms where pseudo-Mayan tiles slowly crumbled, provided the ideal backdrop for Hollywood parties, replete with flashy séances, guest fakirs, and dimly-lit performances of eerie music.
“By a curious circumstance,” Mr. Hall wrote in the summer 1990 issue of PRS Journal, “I lived in this house for some time rent free because it overwhelmed the new owner.” He explains: “In the case of a heavy rain two feet of water accumulated on the roof. The zigzag tiles had never been waterproofed. The water gathered in the zigzags; and in fair weather bees took up residence there.”
For a time Mr. Hall was a star. His 1942 lecture The Secret Destiny of America set an attendance record at Carnegie Hall. In seventy years as an active writer and public speaker, he authored more than 150 books and pamphlets and delivered around seven thousand lectures. His 1928 masterpiece An Encyclopedic Outline of Masonic, Hermetic, Qabbalistic and Rosicrucian Symbolical Philosophy has never been out of print. The various editions have sold over one million copies. It has never stopped being a highly influential book in metaphysical circles.
Mr. Hall’s influence shows up in surprising places: from his tome on display in the window of a colorfully painted bookshop in Haight-Ashbury at the birth of Flower Power, to Ronald Reagan’s brand of American exceptionalism. But Mr. Hall remains a relatively obscure and misunderstood figure. He isn’t as widely known today as are Blavatsky, Crowley, or even his friend Krishnamurti.
I met Mr. Hall in the 1980s, when he was in his eighties. President Reagan told us it was morning in America. But my neighborhood was in mourning. The president refused to speak the name of the disease that devastated the gay community, and the world waited with bated breath to see if the new plague would reach them.
At the time, MTV mesmerized kids all over America with hair metal bands dressed up like carnival crossdressers. NWA and Metallica made them look foolish. Crack cocaine and pagers first hit the streets. The decade of the oversexed and proudly greedy smartass ended with the protests in Tiananmen Square and the fall of the Berlin Wall. No search engines. No social media. No smartphones. No tutorial videos. No rare books as convenient as clicking over to Google and typing a few words.
These days, archivists at the Getty Research Institute discuss how to preserve the uniquely occult aura of the Manly Palmer Hall collection of alchemical manuscripts, circa 1500–1825, and the books can be paged through online at the Internet Archive. Art historians use it to research the significance of the esoteric tradition in the evolution of modern art. Meanwhile, the Getty is considering changing the name of the collection to honor the mother and daughter benefactors who funded Mr. Hall’s trips overseas to acquire these rare treasures.
At first, Mr. Hall relied on these women as his principal patrons. Later, book sales and wise investments helped him prosper in his own right. Caroline A. Lloyd and her daughter Alma Estelle were oil heiresses. They held him in such high esteem they gave him a small percentage of their posthumous estates so he could carry on the good work. Their generosity benefited him annually until the last few years of his life.
Returning from a vacation in the United Kingdom, Caroline, her husband Warren, and Estelle befriended a Mrs. Chandler and her son Raymond, who had no money and no prospects. The Lloyds let the Chandlers stay with them at their mansion in Los Feliz. Warren worked as a lawyer for the Los Angeles Creamery. He got Raymond a bookkeeping job there. Raymond made it to vice president before getting fired for drinking on the job one too many times. He became a famous writer instead. Warren liked to end his parties with a session at the Ouija board. In their house, Mr. Hall gave one of his first lectures.
In the PRS library I saw a bronze sculpted by Mr. Hall when he was younger. I imagine Caroline inspired him, since she had studied in Paris with Robert Wlérick, a studio assistant to Rodin. Estelle had an apartment in Paris where she hung out with Man Ray and Hemingway. After Caroline died, Estelle donated two bronze figures by her mother to the Exposition Park Rose Garden in Los Angeles. One of the statues, named Poise, was cut off at the ankles and stolen. The feet remain there to this day, still poised.
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As for me, there’s not much to tell. My father was a Spivey and a Marine. He served his country by doing celebrity interviews in San Diego where he was stationed. I recently found a newspaper clipping about my dad, the sergeant from Indiana who danced with a Hollywood starlet to Xavier Cugat’s band during a war. He later claimed to have built transport crates for nuclear bomb parts in his garage workshop. He was a highly skilled carpenter, but how in the hell did he get a job making boxes for nukes? Even if I’d asked he would have made up some elaborate story. He let no opportunity to tell a tall tale go by.
After I stumbled upon a book by Thomas Sawyer Spivey published in 1904, I realized telling tall tales may be a Spivey trait. The book is called Lavius Egyptus or The Unveiling of the Pythagorean Senate. With chapter titles such as “Herodotus Seeks the Rosy-Cross,” it’s clear Spivey-like liberties were taken with history. So I am not at all sure what to make of Tom’s insistence that he knew Mark Twain.
You see, Tom Sawyer Spivey was not named after the famous fictional character. Tom claimed he inspired not only the name but the personality of America’s most famous juvenile delinquent. Tom’s wife said that her husband would often travel to New York to enjoy the company of his old friend Samuel Clemens. In a book, Tom’s grandnephew wrote that his uncle died a multimillionaire with over one hundred patented inventions. Sure he did.
Being raised by Spiveys, in my case, however, produced a result most disturbing to my family. Not only did I have no aptitude for telling tall tales, when some white lie became necessary in the course of events, I couldn’t hide my guilty expression. Even my awkward silence betrayed me. “What the hell is wrong with you?” the angry sibling or parent would demand. “Can’t you lie like a normal human being?”
My mother loved waitressing. The daughter of a farmer in Indiana, she spent thirty years in coffee shops, mostly in the middle of Hollywood, directly across from the Cinerama Dome, next to the RCA building. She loved feeding celebrities. The busboys nicknamed her mamacita. When her boss tried to retire her, she sued him for age discrimination and won. But she always looked at me like I was born fully armored from my father’s forehead. Dealing with me did not check any box on her card. When I was fifteen, she gave up on me being a waitress, even though she thought I could get good tips, if I only changed my attitude; but she knew that was a lost cause. If she had only known about astrology she would have said: “Oh Lord have mercy, my daughter was born with Saturn conjunct the sun,” but all she knew was what was looking back at her made her feel uncomfortable.
My life wasn’t different from that of most other girls. Absent father. Negligent mother. Alcoholic brother, quick to hit. Bullied and gaslit at school. Always known by my last name. Abducted and nearly murdered. Nothing out of the ordinary.
In my late teens, I worked in the shipping department of a warehouse, as a teller at a bank, a title messenger, a member of a three-person cleaning crew for vacant apartments, and I even apprenticed with an Academy Award–winning makeup artist. Why did I change jobs so much? Abusive customers, sexual harassment; but most of all I could never get over the nagging feeling that I was supposed to be somewhere else. I quit the bank, for example, because I got the opportunity to take LSD in Yosemite. But that’s a story for another book.
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Rainy April 1, two o’clock in the morning. Parking lot of the legendary and inexplicable Rainbow Bar and Grill on Sunset Boulevard, haunt of rock stars and groupies, but also where Vincent Minnelli proposed to Judy Garland back when it was known as the Villa Nova. In 1972 the new owners named it the Rainbow as a tribute to Judy who had died in 1969.
Everybody seemed very impressed to be there, but I didn’t get it. What I did get was that I was on a collision course with yet another very unwelcome experience. Five lowlifes had me cornered. I had nowhere to turn. Who do you think I decided would be my knight in shining armor? Yeah, that guy over there in all
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