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Prologue
 
	Beneath the surface of his scholarly pursuits lay a secret: John Dee was a sorcerer of unparalleled skill, and his greatest claim to fame was his discovery of the Enochian alphabet—a divine language purportedly spoken by angels.
	Dee’s journey into the mystical began early. In his twenties, he claimed that the Archangel Michael appeared to him in a dream and presented him with Solomon’s ring, a relic of unimaginable power. Alongside it came the full texts of Solomon’s writings, detailing the magical systems the ancient king had learned from angelic beings. Armed with this knowledge, Dee became a master of angelic magic, commanding spirits and bending reality to his will.
 

Chapter One
 
I YIELD SIR!!!!!!   NOW LEAVE THAT BEAST ALONE!!!!  I BELIEVE YOU!!!!!!
John Dee was not an ordinary man; in fact, he was quite extraordinary.  He spent his youth exploring the knowledge of all those who came before him.  He excelled in Math, alchemy, astrology, astronomy, navigation, cartography, optics, cryptography, cipher writing, philosophy, medicine… well, you get the idea.  He had an open mind when it came to theology or esoteric studies, but he was no fool.  He did not blindly accept the illusions of a charlatan as evidence of magic any more than he cast the idea of magic away because he could not prove it existed.  He became a confidant to Queen Elizabeth I; his reputation for dabbling in the arcane stretched far and wide. 
One day a man of an eccentric nature managed to attract his attention. “Sir, my name is Edward Kelley. Your pursuit of knowledge has extended your reputation far and wide.  I have come to convince you that there are places that your knowledge has not prepared you to comprehend.”
Intrigued by this challenge, John stopped mid-stride in order to give his full attention to this vagabond. The most exciting phrase a man such as John Dee can ever utter is the words, “I Don’t Know!”  If this degenerate can offer him that opportunity, he would surely give him 10 seconds to prove his point.
“Alright, Sir, you have my attention. What exactly am I not prepared to comprehend?”
“Sir, a long time ago, King Solomon was given knowledge to command the demons and the angels; he did not share that knowledge with his children.  He left the knowledge with a servant and told him to bury it in his mines in Africa.  I have the map to navigate the second-nature world, sir.  I have the portal to see through to the other side.”
John was obviously skeptical, “Do you have any idea how many charlatans cross my path posing as sorcerers.  I do not have time to waste on foolish trickery!!!”
With a flourish, the man removed a fabric that had been covering a wagon with a cage.  In this cage was a tiger whose bulging muscles weighed in the vicinity of six hundred pounds.  The Tiger had an iron collar around its neck.  Connected to that collar was a chain of equal quality.  The end of that chain held a spike of two feet in length.  The man took the spike, handed it to three men that he had paid earlier, and they proceeded to hammer the spike into the ground.
Everyone started to gather around, not sure of what they were witnessing.  Now that the 2-foot spike was embedded fully into the ground, Edward opened the cage door, then proceeded to move out of the reach of the tiger's chain. The cart slowly moved forward, as this was prearranged with the driver.  The Tiger ran in every direction, trying to claw, bite, or maim any of these onlookers who were complacent in his captivity. A roar so loud that it shook everyone to their core just to hear it, let alone see it came out of the beast and passed it 4 inch fangs. The wild beast would not stop giving in to its anger and base desire for revenge.  It knew only hate, and its 600 pounds of muscle would be its only means of facilitating that hate as it wedged the spike out of the ground inch by inch, to the fear of the onlookers.
Edward withdrew a piece of glass that was colored black. On further inspection, John realized that it was not glass; it was obsidian, volcanic lava that had been turned into what appeared to be black glass.  The obsidian glass was smooth and round.  Nearly five inches in diameter.  Edward showed the glass to the wild beast that constantly threatened all who were in attendance; it fell silent as it looked into the dark mirror.  It yelled, but this time, instead of anger, the crowd heard a yell of horror come from the beast that was so disturbing that they yearned to hear it cry out in anger again rather than to see a beast of that size cringe in horror.  The beast ran as far away as the chain would allow.  It dug into the dirt, trying to dig its way into safety and away from the horror it saw inside of that black mirror. It yelled once more in horror as it dug further into its hole of safety.
I YIELD SIR!!!!!!   NOW LEAVE THAT BEAST ALONE!!!!  I BELIEVE YOU!!!!!!
For many centuries, theologians have claimed that animals have no souls. The soul is unique only to man.  On that day, there wasn’t a catholic or God-fearing disciple of Christ in that crowd that had any doubt; only the fear of damnation of the soul could scare a beast that completely. Animals had souls; they all just witnessed proof of that.
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