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 Introduction: Three Witches on a Hill Comedy Club

It will probably be no surprise to you that
while acting as usher for Maggie Moonstone’s event, a monthly
ritual that I attended religiously for twenty-five years,
that I practiced my standup comedy.

“Who am I to pass up a captive audience?”

So some of my readers tonight might have
heard some variation of these Holy Lies already.

Perhaps hundreds of times.

Thousands of improvised edits.

On a “live mic.”

I liked to position myself next to some
“innocent bystander” who just came for a little Wiccan ritual.

Typically, it was a newbie. Personally, I
feel that it is my sacred duty to scare you out of the
Craft. To help protect you. Because there are some real
Cults of Personality out there. Wild, unlineaged, and
greedy.

“We call them Great
Gherkins.”

Then I would tell them about the ongoing
dubious decisions being made by the “owner of my magical
lineage—they got their hands on a trademark!” That exclamation mark is being
truthful. You see . . .

“Morgan—use your Inside
Voice!!!”

Hang on . . .

Deep breath.

One more.

And another.

In and out.

Adjusting my volume.

Now everyone in the
building can hear me.

You see, some of the people in the circle are
doing similar nonsense, all safe under the seal of secrecy.

I can’t name them openly . . . but given that
their evil greedy egoistical behavior is commonplace, it is fair to say that I know more than
one person doing it. “So the Great Gherkin hissed at me to be quiet
. . “

Fun fact: Mad Uncle Morgan, having been
banned by Maggie’s “hand chosen successor,” has officially been
kicked out of every organization that he has ever been a member of.
Someone’s happy. Madness.


 Witch
Mother Number One: Victoria Josephine
Ramalia

The first lie I told—I have the good
authority of the Great Gherkin Collective—was being Wiccanied.

In Small Town America.

Skyfall, Nebraska.

A Martian tripod landed there.

Lie? Maybe.

Wiccanied on the day of my birth.

In 1965.

Small Town America.

Lie? Who knows.

If the story is to be believed, my Gardnerian
aunt (either that or she was secretly reading Crowley), Vickie Jo
grabbed my dad to act as the Horned Lord, and two of the nurses to
act as Mother and Crone.

I know—1965—Small Town America—it all sounds
like a lie, doesn’t it? Even if my aunt was a Wiccan . . .

I know that the story sounds like a lie
because that was what I told my father the first time, he told
it.

The part that I most disbelieved was the bit
about my aunt spitting into her hand, and drawing sigils on my
forehead—my Virgo Sun just screamed every time that part of the
Tall Tale was told. Spit, really?

When I escaped Small Town America, moving to
Denver (or rather returning—long story), I told it to my first High
Priestess, Bibi Alhazred, who laughed at how the idea of spit
sigils creeped me out. Truth.

Yet, I noticed that some individuals, all of
them suffering Superior Tradition Disorder, called me a
liar.

Why? Best that I can figure out, the logic
goes a little like this . . .

A Wiccanning places the child under the
protection of the goddess until they are old enough to pick
their own religion. If a child is destined to become Wiccan,
this protection will develop into a real relationship.

This means that my relationship with the
goddess started with my birth . . . in September 1965.

Why would that have to be a lie? Well, if the
tale is true, then the only person who can fully cut me off
from the world of magick and witchcraft is my own flesh-and-blood
aunt, Victoria Josephine Ramalia.

“That story must be a lie; I must have
the right to kick Morgan out of the
Craft!”

As a result, there has been a lot of
questions about my aunt’s actual initiated lineage that
can’t be answered. As in me as a dumb kid failed to ask
questions about her lineage ‘cause I didn’t know better.

I can tell you that her library had science
fiction in it (Battlestar Galactica), lots
of Dover reprints, Sybil
Leek . . . that her Book of Shadows contained statements
that later influenced my approach to Thelema.

What I can’t do is show you a copy of her
Book of Shadows, which I had helped add rituals to, for my
biological mother burned my aunt’s BOS and library to keep
me from inheriting those items. Robbed.

So without lineage, how did my aunt, Vickie
Jo, influence me? Simple, she discussed repeatedly how unfair it
was for the Christians to display their Ten Commandments at the
county courthouse while us Wiccans were denied the same religious
right . . . oh, she would applaud the Oklahoma Satanists.

Want to know why I believe that my family
should be okay with me being a Public
Representative of witchcraft . . . because Vickie would have
loved the fact that I became a High Priest
(Hierophant).

Hence, why I told others, such as Bibi, my
father’s account of my Wiccanning. In 1985 . . .

. . . flash forward to 1997, where I see this
exact ritual performed and called traditional. So am I a
liar?


 Witch
Mother Number Two: Michael Eckstein

The second witch in my family, using a loose
definition of the term, was my father, Michael Eckstein.

A farmer son, someplace he picked up some
knowledge of Pennsylvanian Dutch hexology.

Either that or he was creating folklore out
of thin air.

My father was my first story teller. A
salesman by ambition, over the years he took me to work every
summer vacation, hence I know a little about the food supply chain,
construction, and low politics. When he decided that he was tired
of being a truck driver, he self-taught himself about produce.

Essentially, he sat down with a large stack
of binders and every bit of information that the company had.

If you ever are amazed how I can rapidly
familiarize myself with a new field of study, thank my dad.

It was from my dad that I picked up my
initial multidisciplinary skillset—as well as a Phobia.

You see my family went from “upwardly mobile”
to “lost everything, including the house.” First, my father chose
to be an union supporter, got blackballed from the market, started
his own business. Then one of our customers, a friend of my
mom, wrote him several thousand dollars worth of rubber checks.
After that, the IRS showed up . . . and we ended up moving from
Denver to Sagebrush, Small Town USA.

While in Sagebrush, I was forced to do
something that I have been bitter about ever since. Mom guilt.

My family was big on keeping secrets. For
instance, by the time I was ten, I was aware of the possibility
that I might have a half-sibling . . . maybe as many as seven by
the time, my mother finally got done. So on one side, I am
concealing from my mother that I know that she is a cheater; and I
am hiding from my father the exact same thing, but for a completely
different and more noble end goal. Do you believe?

The most important thing that my father
taught me was that Mom didn’t need to know certain things.

For instance, the fact that our hunting trips
often resulted in us slipping across the state line to visit my
paternal grandparents, who we were not talking to because . . .
well, they didn’t like my mother one bit.

Of course, if you believe my mother—and all
three of her eager beaver allies—my family is full of
incest.

With the Eckstein family being the offenders.
Never mind that this is the third generation of men to accused of
incest by the Ramalia women. Call me a cynic, but it always stuck
me as slightly abusive.

Especially when I found myself accused of
the same crime by (first) my mother, then a sister.

Which meant that no matter how much my father
wanted to divorce my mother and take the kids away from her, he was
doomed to fail. After all, the Ecksteins were all rapists,
Satanists, and criminals. In the end, my






cover.jpg
The Thirteen Witch
Mothers of
Mad Un::le Morgan

Lies That | Have Told about
the Occult Community of
Denver

A Double-Shot (12K)

from: ﬁmmw Times of
mmmfgm

Morgan Drake Eckstemn





