
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Tikkun Olam

	 

	I need a fix ‘cause I’m going down

	Down to the bits that I left uptown

	I need a fix ‘cause I’m going down

	Mother Superior jumps the gun

	Happiness is a Warm Gun

	John Lennon

	 

	W


	hen they got to the bar, Si and Libby were waiting for them. Si took Makara’s hand and Libby took Sharma’s and they led them to a room in the restaurant wing. When Julieta had taken over, she had added two wings to the central building that was basically a large one-family dwelling. Interestingly enough, the two wings were framing the hub, as it was later called, at a 72-degree angle. By 1989 when Si took over, there was another wing on the left also at a 72-degree angle to the other wing. It was pretty much a no-brainer. By 1995, Si had completed the other two wings. An aerial photograph would show that The Farm was now a pentagram. 

	They walked past the restaurant and the offices, entering a room that Sharma and Makara had not previously seen. It had just been redone. 

	“This is a ‘Roomful of Mirrors’ obviously,” said Libby. 

	Well, the ceiling and all the walls were covered by mirrors. Arranged in a half-moon along the walls, Bubu, Hiroko, Solvieg, Carrie, Polonia, and Germania were seated in armchairs decorated with flowers. In the middle of the room, two more armchairs were facing a lectern. On its slightly slanting top, two coronets made of daisies were framing a large leather-bound book with ornate designs in red and black on its front. Next to the coronets, there were two hair brushes with mother-of-pearl inlaid tortoiseshell handles. Libby and Si got Sharma and Makara to sit in the empty armchairs. Libby went to the door and stepped on a tile next to it. The mirrored door slid down completing the mirrored surroundings.

	“As you all know, today is the two-week anniversary of Sharma and Makara’s last heroin fix,” started Si. 

	“We are going to do something very special to celebrate their newly found freedom. It is a known fact that withdrawal from heroin causes some serious depression. We will all help Sharma and Makara avoid that particular black pit. But first I need your consent. It will only work if all of you agree to help me.” 

	The girls of course started saying how they will help and of course and yes, so Si stopped them. 

	“It is a bit more complicated so you will have to hear me out first. The first thing that you all need to know, is that I am a witch. That is the best word to describe where I am today in my spiritual development. This word has a lot of different meanings and eventually, you will learn that my meaning is not in the dictionary. With Libby’s help and support, I would like to be your teacher. I have been studying for the last 10 years and I am ready to stop being a student. I intended to disclose this to all of you soon, but this heroin situation has forced my hand. While I talk, Polo, would you be so kind to pick up a brush and apply that to Sharma’s hair? Mania you may do the same to Makara’s hair.” 

	Both girls had long midnight black hair that was cascading down over their shoulders. Polo and Mania proceeded to do as asked.

	“Tradition says that there should be 100 brush strokes, but we won’t count. Just keep going until I ask you to stop.”

	“I have read the writings of a lot of mystics, and I have studied many hermetic traditions as well as Sufism, Gnosticism, and Kabbalism. For those of you who may not know, these three esoteric schools of thought arose from the three major Abrahamic religions: Islam, Christianity, and Judaism. They are the culmination of what those faith systems are supposed to teach. They are also not religions. Anyone can practice them while still adhering to whatever they please. This is one of the first things that I have appropriated and will try to teach.”

	She paused and looked at the two girls seated in front of her and then at the others, keeping her gaze on each of them for about 10 seconds. 

	“One of the most important lessons that I have learned comes from the Cabbala and its Hebrew name is ‘Tikkun Olam.’ It means ‘World Repair.’ The idea is that we all come into a world that is broken and it is our duty to do whatever we can to fix it. So, this is one of the most basic as well as most important lessons that I want to share with all of you.”

	She paused for all of 30 seconds.

	“I have been asked quite a few times, why I have become a prostitute and how can I fuck so many men for money? The answer to the second part is easy: I love to fuck and money helps me take care of a lot of things.”

	Some snickering together with a few expressions of agreement greeted that statement.

	“Additionally, some of us were quite broken when we first started this kind of life, though I for one am happy that I ended up here. Somehow, through all the pain and suffering, I have managed to heal. I would also venture that I feel like I am fixing some broken men with my pussy. Even if that is temporary I feel it does a little bit of good.”

	She paused again for a bit.

	“There are a few hundred girls who work at The Farm, so you might ask why I picked you out of all of them. I am not sure, but since you are all still here and listening, I feel that I have made good choices. Eventually, I would like for us to become something that others might call a coven. I might use that name for want of a better one, but we will be much more than that. A coven is usually a small group of women numbering no more than thirteen members. We will get there in the future. But for now, let me make one last point. I will invoke the Goddess in one or another of her aspects. You may understand that in any way you choose. That is, if you believe in the Goddess as a physical entity, it is fine. If you believe in the Goddess as a metaphysical entity, that is fine. If you believe that the goddess does not exist at all, either as a physical or metaphysical entity, that is fine as well. There is no need to believe and it is your personal choice. I am using the Goddess as a philosophical and perhaps mental lens that helps me focus my ideas. Feel free to pick any of the above choices or devise your own explanation. I am not putting together a new religion,  only a circle of what I hope will become close friends with a collective purpose.”

	“OK. as no one got up to leave, we shall proceed. This book,” and she opened the large ledger “is the ‘Selenis Imperatrix Codex Liber.’ In English, it means ‘The Law Book of Empress Selena.’ And it is a distillation of the most important things that I have learned as well as a compendium of incantations, rituals, and observations. Everything in it was handwritten by me and there are a lot of blank pages for things that I will write in the future. There are things in here that have roots going back thousands of years, but also things that I have created myself. So is everybody ready?”

	A chorus of yeses ensued so Si continued.

	“We are going to perform the ‘Empowerment and Beauty of Love’ ceremony to remind Sharma and Makara of the beauty that they may have forgotten, the beauty that resides inside each and every one of us, and the beauty that is life, creation, and existence. We are going to demonstrate our love for them and help them create a memory that will sustain them through their darkest hours. May they never have to again experience such times: never, ever again! Polo, Mania, please bring the brushes and go sit with the other girls.”

	 “There is only one Goddess but she has many aspects. The most appropriate for this occasion is Asherah. Asherah is an early Goddess that was worshipped by the Israelites before Jehovah came and forbade it. She is an avatar of Ishtar and the moon Goddess Selena”.

	Si paused for a few seconds.

	“At certain points of the ritual, I will pause and indicate that you need to say her name: Asherah”.   

	Saying that she moved her hand in a graceful indicative gesture and everyone said the name.

	“The story of Asherah has been assimilated into world folklore, over time, but it is there. It is the story of the struggle between the feminine and the masculine elements of the Universe. That is how most people understand it. They think that the masculine has won and it reigns supreme. It is not true!”

	She moved her hand and everyone said:

	“Asherah!”

	“Asherah moves through all that is feminine and though there are no temples dedicated to her, she does not need them for she herself is her own temple worthy of worship”.

	“Asherah,” said all.

	“The truth is that the feminine and the masculine forces of the Universe work in different ways. What may seem like a struggle to some, is the dance of life to others. Because the feminine and the masculine complement each other. Where the masculine is overtly pretending to rule the world, the feminine is covertly directing the masculine. Let me remind you of the greatest Arabian treasury: 1001 Nights. For those who have not read it, it is the story of feminine power. In it, the King of Persia is cheated upon by his wife. He decides that women are evil and he proceeds to marry a virgin every day, spend the night with her and have her head removed the next morning. It is a sad time for the kingdom of Persia and the entire country is in mourning. The king kills 1,000 virgins and on the 1,001st day, he asks his vizier for one of his two daughters. The vizier is very sad and he does not know what to do, but his daughter Shahrazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“tells him not to worry, she will do it. She asks her younger sister Dunyazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“to go with her. At night her sister asks for a bedtime story. Shahrazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“tells her a story that lasts until dawn. She then says goodbye to her sister: ‘Goodbye, little sister, it is dawn and I am going to die. I love you so much!’ leaving the story unfinished. The King, who heard everything from the next room, comes in and asks Shahrazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“to finish the story, but she claims that she is very tired. He then lets her go to sleep and does not have her killed. On the next night Shahrazad,” 

	“Asherah!”

	“finishes the story. It is early so her sister Dunyazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“asks for another story. Shahrazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“starts another one that she leaves unfinished at dawn. The same thing happens and the King does not kill her. Shahrazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“continues telling stories for 1,000 nights. They are marvelous and they include the story of Aladdin, Ali-Baba and the Forty Thieves, Sinbad the Sailor, and many other wondrous tales of love and adventure. On the 1,001st night when Shahrazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“finishes her story and Dunyazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“asks for a new one, Shahrazad”

	“Asherah!”

	“tells her that it’s been 1,001 nights and she is exhausted. She needs to get at least one night of good sleep, even if she is to die in the morning. The King had in the meantime fallen madly in love with her, so he decides to break his vow to God and spare her life. This story with the other 1,000 within it, contains some of the most important Sufi teachings. The wrapper of it all Shahrazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“and her sister Dunyazad,”

	“Asherah!”

	“are the embodiment of Ashera and the hidden power that she exerts over the masculine.”

	“The power of pussy,” whispers Libby.

	“It is, just so, Libby, but even more so! These tales have been told and re-told to children and anyone else who would listen, for a thousand years. In the twentieth century when movies came into existence, Disney has made them more powerful than ever. He did try to twist the stories somewhat, but still, children grow up loving Asherah and no one is the wiser”.

	“Asherah!”

	“The feminine grows inside each and every human and it is stronger in some than it is in others. It is also found in males and in some it is a lot stronger than the masculine. The opposite is true as well, but for us, it has fallen to celebrate and worship the feminine side of creation”.

	Saying that she picked a garland and walked around the lectern placing it on Sharma’s head. Libby had picked up the other garland which she placed on Makara’s head.

	“I have appropriated two lines of a Hebrew song called A Thousand Nights and One Night. I am going to recite them for you. While I do that I want you to keep saying the Goddess's name. Stand up behind me and follow my lead”.

	Everybody stood and lined up behind Si. She waved her hand just like a conductor and they all started chanting:

	“Asherah, Asherah, Asherah …”

	Si started reciting the lines:

	Layla, ve’elef layla

	Lo tamu elef ha’layla ve’od layla

	 

	לילה ואלף לילה

	לא תמו אלף הלילה ועוד לילה 

	 
It sounded quite mesmerizing with everyone chanting in the background. While still chanting Si bent one knee in front of Sharma, touched her foot with her right hand, and brought her hand to her forehead and then to her lips. She moved over to stand in front of Makara and repeated the actions. Everyone followed suit. Si kept up her chant while moving back behind her lectern. She produced two scented candles and lit them filling the room with the aroma of myrrh and frankincense. Makara and Sharma had sat quietly through the entire ritual, but the foot kissing respect had gotten to the two of them. Tears were streaming down both of their faces and they were trying to wipe them off. 

	 

	Si walked over to Sharma and pulled her to her feet.

	 

	“Hush my little sister. For we are all sisters and we love the sister that is in you as well as worship the Goddess,”

	 

	“Asherah!”

	 

	“who dwells inside you.”

	She kissed the tears on Sharma’s face and gave her a warm sisterly hug. Walking over to Makara, she pulled her to her feet as well.

	“Sister, Goddess,”

	“Asherah!”

	 

	“When you feel sad and distressed, remember this day and the love that we all have for you,” she said and kissed Makara’s tears. 

	 

	She gave her a hug and all the others took turns hugging and kissing the two young girls. She signaled Libby who went and opened the door.

	 

	“That is about that,” said Si “I worked out quite an appetite. Hey, Bubu can you feed us?”

	 

	“I’m running a restaurant, not a country kitchen. It means that the place is working even if I am not there. Of course, I can feed you.”

	***
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