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Marbles are greatly affected because
sulfur dioxide reacts with the calcium car-
bonate. The sulfur dioxide penetrates the
surface ofthe stone and the chemical reac-
tion causes gypsum crystals to grow, which
force the calcite grains apart.8 That is why
when you touch a weathered marble monu-
ment,the tiny grains of stone come loose
and "sugar" your fingertips. It's not just
the surface ofthe stone that's damaged (if
the cause was acid rain,only the outer layer
of stone would be affected);rather, the
marble deteriorates from the inside out.

There is some good news and bad news
associated with this.

The bad news is that there is nothing
we can do to reverse the process ofmarble
gravestone deterioration. Inscriptions and
artwork have been lost forever. We can
never regain the ‘page of history’ that each
tombstone lost to weathering represents.

The good news is that the worst of the
damage seems to have occurred between
1930-1960;since that time, there's been
some attempt at environmental responsi-
bility and clean-up.10 With the new ‘green
awareness’happening now, perhaps there
will be even less damage done to tomb-
stones in the future - we can only hope.

What can we do to preserve our grave-
stones?  The answer is simple - take photo-
graphs!  It's the easiest and least intrusive
way of documenting historical information
on monuments. Although tombstone rub-
bing may be a fun activity, inexperienced
rubbers who don't know the difference

SYMBOLS IN STONE: 
DECIPHERING GRAVESTONE ART

Marble Gravestone Weathering
and the Necessity

of Photo Documentation

By Alma Sinan (Lady Death), Toronto

We've all seen them - tombstones that
are so weathered that the artwork and in-
scriptions carved into them have become
illegible. Encountering such monuments
always saddens me. Since gravestones are
historical documents (we can learn not
only about the deceased,but also about the
time in which they lived), we are losing
important links to the past.In this issue of
The Raven's Call, we'll explore the cause of
marble gravestone deterioration and what
we can do to preserve these valuable mon-
uments.

Most of the following information is
based on research done by Dr. Thomas
Meierding (University of Delaware) whom
I had the privilege of meeting at an
Association for Gravestone Studies (AGS)
Conference back in 1995.He did an exten-
sive study of marble gravestone weathering
and it's through his inspiring and dedicated
work that I became interested in the sub-
ject.

Gravestones make perfect specimens
for studying the effects of weathering
because they are dated; therefore, one can
study monuments made ofthe same mate-
rial,from the same time period,in different
locations and compare how well they've
weathered the elements. This is exactly
what Dr. Meierding did. He and his team
traveled across the United States and exam-
ined gravestones fashioned from Vermont
marble dated between 1860-1899.1 They
took measurements of the original non-
weathered surfaces of the gravestones
buried beneath the soil and compared them
to above-soil gravestone surfaces that were
exposed to the environment. After docu-

menting the data, the question arose: Why
did marble gravestones across the country
weather at different rates?

They tested several hypotheses. First,
they considered the possibility ofthermal
stress. Perhaps extreme hot and cold tem-
peratures took their toll on some grave-
stones, causing them to deteriorate faster.
This was quickly ruled out. The data
showed that the Midwest and Northeastern
portions of the United States experience
the greatest number of annual thaws and
freezes, and yet the rural gravestones in
these regions were fine.2  Gravestones in
desert cemeteries were also in good condi-
tion, despite the extremes in temperature.3
So perhaps rain was the culprit and heavy
downpours were responsible for grave-

stone weathering?
The team found that
the gravestones in
places where there
was high rainfall and
low population (e.g.
Hawaii) were hardly
eroded at all,4 so that
theory could not be
correct. Then maybe
it was acid rain?
There was a problem
with this theory as

well. Charts showed that the regions with
the greatest acid rainfall (Northeast) didn't
correlate with areas where gravestone dam-
age was the worst (Ohio Valley).5 Since it
wasn't thermal stress, rain, or acid rain,
what could it be?

Dr. Meierding discovered that the areas
that exhibited the greatest gravestone
weathering damage correlated exactly with
areas where there was high sulfur dioxide
emissions (byproducts of industrial pro-
cessing, coal burning, ore smelting, space
heating, generation of electricity, etc.).6
Not only did the charts correlate on a
national level,but also on regional levels as
well, with the gravestones in industrial
cities weathering 2-10 times more than
those in rural settings.7

between stable and unstable stones may
cause more damage to monuments than
they realize. Photography, on the other
hand,documents the tombstone and,if it's
catalogued well, can provide future genera-
tions with valuable information long after
the gravestone itselfhas weathered and
become illegible.

Unfortunately,more and more cemeter-
ies are prohibiting photography. I f ind this
frustrating and even infuriating. The main
argument is that gravestones are private
property purchased by individuals and
therefore photos cannot be taken without
the owners' permission. However, these
bits of private property are in cemeteries
that are in public places. If something is
deliberately exposed in a public place, isn't
it fair photographic game?  There might be
a case against people who are using the
photos for commercial purposes, but most
of the people I know are taking photo-
graphs for research, documentation, educa-
tional purposes and personal enjoyment. If
anything, they are doing a great service by
preserving history and the details ofthose
gravestones. There are other arguments as
well (including those ofcopyright infringe-
ment) and for those ofyou who are inter-
ested,I recommend a terrif ic article writ-
ten by another AGS member, Bob
Klisiewicz,who explores the topic more in
depth: http://www.gravestonestudies.org/
pdf/photography.pdf.

I don't know what to do about this dis-
turbing trend. When I see a deteriorating
gravestone with a smidgen of legible
inscription,I want to photograph it before
it's lost forever. I give talks and write arti-
cles about cemeteries and gravestones to
help people become aware of the rich his-
tory and culture that surrounds them;for
this I often need visual aids in the form of
photos and slides. Preservation, education
and documentation - I wish cemeteries that
prohibit photography would realize how
much they are hindering this process. Still,
I try to be respectful,and if a cemetery
won't allow photos then I put my camera

Photo by Lady Death

Photo by Lady Death
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THE DARK PLACE:
A G OTHIC SOCIETY

The Dark Place is a Toronto-based social organiza-
tion which provides a forum ofexpression for his-
torically inspired individuals within the modern
Gothic subculture. Its members embody the spirit
of the Dark Romantic,celebrating historical arts and
culture and seeking to stimulate public interest in the
mysteries ofbygone eras by exhibiting the aesthetic
of the historical Gothic. The Dark Place gathers
regularly for parlour entertainments and social
evenings and organizes cultural and historical outings
in and around the GTA.

Membership Information
Two levels ofgroup membership are available
for those wishing to join The Dark Place:

Associate Membership is open to any and
all interested individuals around the globe
who share in the spirit and motivation behind
the group's ideals.Associate members are free
to participate in all our open gatherings, group
initiatives, activities and outings and are wel-
come to sign up to The Darklings list on
Yahoo, where information on our ongoing
events calendar is available. To sign up, go to:
http://g roups.yahoo.com/group/the-darklings

Core Membership is generally by invitation to 
individuals who have demonstrated a keen and
committed interest in the group and its purpose,
often through their exposure as Associate members.
In addition to the benefits of Associate member-
ship,Core members have a voting voice in the busi-
ness affairs of the group as well as the opportunity
to originate ideas for social and public relations ini-
tiatives and to participate in their fulfillment. Core
members also enjoy discounts at selected establish-
ments. A modest membership fee is due annually.

For more information on The Dark Place,
please visit

www.the-dark-place.org

away and try to do the best I can (draw
symbols, write down inscriptions and the
location of interesting monuments in a
notebook).

There is something poignant about see-
ing an illegible, weathered gravestone.
Tombstones are meant to withstand time
and the elements. When they do not,they
remind us that all, even the greatest of
monuments, must return to dust. This
calls to mind one ofmy favourite poems
by Percy Bysshe Shelley entitled
Ozymandiaspublished in 1818,11 which
seems the perfect way to end this article.
And so, until the next issue, I leave you
with Shelley's words:

I met a traveller from an antique land, 
Who said -- "two vast and trunkless legs ofstone
Stand in the desert . . . near them, on the sand,
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lips, and sneer ofcold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal these words appear:
My name is Ozymandias, King ofKings,
Look on my Works ye Mighty, and despair!
Nothing beside remains.  Round the decay
Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away. 12

References:
1. Meierding, Thomas C., "Marble Tombstone
Weathering and Air Pollutions in North America,"
in Annals ofthe Association for American
Geographers,Cambridge:Association for
American Geographers - Blackwell Publishers,
1993,p.570.
2. Ibid, p.575.
3. Ibid, p.575.
4. Ibid, p.576.
5. Crawford, Rosemary Sannini,"Cemetery
Watch" in Enquiry, Delaware:University of
Delaware,1988,p.5.
6. Meierding, p.570.
7. Ibid, p.577.
8. Crawford, p.7.
9. Ibid, p.7.
10.Ibid, p.6.
11.http://r po.library.utoronto.ca/poem/
1904.html.Retrieved 06/02/2009.
12. Ibid.
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with German folklore dominated his existence.8
According to Ludwig, looking back in 1873: "I
became King much too early. I had not learned
enough.I had made such a good beginning .. .
with the learning of state laws. Suddenly I was
snatched away from my books and set on the
throne. Well, I am still trying to learn . . ." 9

Ludwig had a bumpy first few years as King.
One of his first acts was to have Richard Wagner
fetched from Vienna (where he was hiding from
his creditors) to come live in the Bavarian capital
of Munich.10 Wagner later wrote of his first
meeting with Ludwig: "Today I was brought to
him.Alas, he is so beautiful and wise, soulful and
lordly, that I fear his life must fade away like a
divine dream in this base world . . .You cannot
imagine the magic of his regard: if he remains
alive it will be a great miracle!"11 To the 51-year-
old composer, Ludwig was the saviour of his art
and career; to the 18-year-old King, Wagner was
a god,a miracle-worker who could make his folk-
loric fantasy world reality. Ludwig became
Wagner's patron,settling his hefty debts and pro-
viding him with whatever he claimed to need,
including rare fabrics and expensive furniture
imported from Vienna for his new villa in
Munich. The two were inseparable, developing a
close, if stormy, relationship - their subsequent
extensive correspondence dripped with an
almost psychotic mutual devotion.12

It is not surprising that Wagner took full
advantage of this patronage and hero-worship -
without Ludwig, Wagner's subsequent operas

‘MAD’ LUDWIG II of BAVARIA
1845 - 1886

By Lady Silver, Toronto

A cross stands in the shallow waters of Lake
Starnberg in southern Germany marking where
Ludwig II, once King ofBavaria,drowned with
his doctor Bernard von Gudden in one ofhisto-
ry's most bizarre unsolved mysteries.
An enigma still,the shy dreamer
Ludwig earned many nicknames - the
Swan King, the Dream King, der
Märchenkönig(the Fairytale King) -
over a lifetime spent trying to bring
to reality his private, idealized fantasy
world of ancient German heroic leg-
ends and the ideals ofmedieval
chivalry. He left several extravagant
fairytale castles (the most famous
being Neuschwanstein,the model for
Disney's Sleeping Beauty castle) all
intended as his refuge from the mod-
ern world he loathed. But was he
really 'mad'?  Deposed on grounds of
mental illness without a medical ex-
amination, and dead a day later under
mysterious circumstances, it's not sur-
prising this diagnosis remains controversial.1

Ludwig, the eldest son of36-year-old
Maximilian II of Bavaria and his wife, 19-year-
old Princess Marie ofPrussia,was born on
August 25,1845 at Nymphenburg Palace, the
Wittelsbach dynasty's summer residence just out-
side Munich. Like many young heirs in an age
when Kings ruled most ofEurope, Ludwig and
his younger brother Otto had their royal status
and royal duty drilled into them from an early
age. Extremely indulged and yet severely con-
trolled and isolated, Ludwig in particular was
zealously prepared for his destiny with a strict
and brutal regimen of study and exercise.
Ludwig's parents kept themselves at a distance
and thus he was not close with either - he actual-
ly referred to his mother as "my predecessor's
consort".2 He was far closer to his grandfather,
the deposed and notorious King Ludwig I, who
came from a family of eccentrics. One of his
few intimate friends was his cousin,Duchess
Elisabeth in Bavaria (later Empress ofAustria) -
they shared a love of nature and poetry and

probably would not have been composed,much
less prestigiously premiered. In a letter to his
mistress, Wagner wrote: "A quite incredibly fool-
ish upbringing has made the boy utterly reluctant
to take any real interest in state affairs. There is
only one way to arouse his active sympathy and
that is through my works and my art which he
sees as the real world; everything else seems to
him sham and ridiculous."13

A year after meeting Ludwig, Wagner pre-
miered his latest work, Tristan und Isolde, in
Munich, to great acclaim. But the composer's
increasing extravagance and notorious behaviour
not only strained their friendship but also unset-
tled the conservative people ofBavaria, who
soon lost patience with his arrogance and
became wary of his influence on their young
King.14 Ludwig's ministers feared Wagner would
try to sway political matters and were dismayed
when Ludwig started handing over massive sums
from state revenues to his beloved composer. At
last,in December 1865,Ludwig was compelled
to banish Wagner from Bavaria,and he himself
fled from the unbearable reality of people and
politics to the isolation of his beloved Hohen-
schwangau.

During Wagner's exile in Switzerland,Ludwig
kept up a regular, impassioned correspondence
with him and continued to lavishly support his
work. In the following years,Die Meistersinger von
Nürnberg (1868),Das Rheingold(1869) and Die
Walküre(1870) were premiered. Ludwig's dream
of instituting an annual opera festival featuring
Wagner's works was realized with the opening of
the Bayreuth Festival Theatre, designed by
Wagner and inaugurated in 1876 with Der Ring des
Nibelungen, a monumental,expensive work com-
prising four operas (it can run up to 20 hours).
The Ringcycle has been so influential that images
from it (like large,bellowing women in horned
helmets) have today become synonymous with
the word 'opera'. Then in 1882,the Grail-
themed Parsifal, Wagner's final opera, was pre-
miered there.

It goes without saying that Ludwig's rich fan-
tasy life and preoccupation with Wagner inter-
fered with his responsibilities as King. The great-
est stresses ofLudwig's early reign were pressure
to produce an heir, and Bavaria's political rela-
tions with militant Prussia.Both issues came to
the forefront in 1867.

remained lifelong friends.3
Prince Ludwig spent much of his youth at

Hohenschwangau (meaning "high region of the
swan"),an ancient castle situated in the stunning
Bavarian Alps near the Schwansee(Swan Lake),
which his father had restored to its original goth-
ic magnificence. It was here that Ludwig devel-
oped his love of the mountains and their soli-
tude. Inside, Ludwig grew up surrounded by

frescoes depicting heroic
German sagas, including swan
images from the legend of
Lohengrin, the heroic medieval
swan knight. In 1858 when he
was 13,chance led him to the
libretto of Richard Wagner's
opera, Lohengrin, which he read
voraciously, followed by the
libretto of another Wagner
opera,Tannhäuser. Entranced by
the chivalric themes, he was soon
devouring every book written by
Wagner, and in early 1861 he
heard Lohengrinperformed for
the first time. It had a profound
impact on him,setting in motion
a lifelong obsession with Wagner
and his works.

Ludwig's vivid imagination, his tendency to
isolate himself, and his pronounced sense of
sovereignty were markedly evident even when he
was a child,4 but there is no doubt his spartan,
sheltered upbringing fostered his later odd
behaviour and his problems relating to people -
he was a young man so naive he had to have the
meaning ofthe word 'rape' explained to him.5

But was it more than simply being out oftouch?
As one ofLudwig's ministers would later state,
"He was mentally gifted in the highest degree,
but the contents ofhis mind were stored in a
very disordered fashion."6

Ludwig had just turned 18 when Maximilian
II died after a three-day illness. Thus, with no
experience oflife or politics, Ludwig II ascended
the throne in March 1864.Although he was not
fully prepared for high office, his youth and
brooding good looks made him popular in
Bavaria and elsewhere. Ludwig had grown into a
very tall, striking man and was adored by
women,7 but he was morbidly shy and prone to
daydreaming, and his deep-rooted fascination

Ludwig II, King ofBavaria
portrait by Gabriel Schachinger, 1887

(wikipedia)

Ludwig II in generals' uniform
and coronation robe.

Painting by Ferdinand von Piloty,
Munich, 1865.

(Bavarian Palace Department)

Photograph ofLudwig II just after
his accession to the Bavarian throne

(wikipedia)
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out to be Lud-
wig's favourite -
smaller and
more intimate
than the others
- and he resided
there regularly.
An ornate neo-
French Rococo
palace, it had
handsome formal gardens whose grounds con-
tained a Venus grotto lit by electricity (whose
upkeep alone cost a small fortune). Scenes from
Ludwig's favourite operas were performed there,
a full orchestra playing in the background while
Ludwig was rowed in a boat shaped like a shell.
Many of the buildings scattered throughout the
vast park were devoted to Wagner's operas.
Inside the palace, the icons and lavish décor
reflected Ludwig's fascination with the Ancien
Régimeof France. Living a life of fantasy at
Linderhof, he slept by day and lived at night. He
often took moonlit rides in highly elaborate
coaches and sleighs, he and his footmen in 18th
century historic costume picnicking in the
snow.28 Rumours emerged that games like blind-
man's bluff were played under a full moon29 and
young groomsmen stripped naked and danced.30

Unfortunately, Ludwig's palaces provided
him only a temporary haven from reality's night-
mares. Ludwig's brother Otto was diagnosed as
incurably insane after he abruptly threw himself
on an altar to loudly confess his sins during a
solemn ceremony.31 In 1878,Otto was confined
to the castle ofFürstenried,where he would live
in incoherent madness for almost four decades.
Even more devastating for Ludwig was the death
of Wagner on February 13,1883,which affected
him deeply. According to legend,he stamped his
foot so heavily with despair that a floorboard
broke.32 When he read of the entire world's
grief, Ludwig commented,"It was I who first rec-
ognized the artist whom the whole world
mourns; and it was I who saved him for the
world."33

In the 1880s, Ludwig's plans for numerous
additional building projects, including another
castle to be called Falkenstein,an immense
Byzantine palace plus a Chinese summer palace,
proceeded undimmed.However, their expected
cost caused great concern among his ministers.
Although Ludwig was tapping into his personal

Bavaria back into the action when the Franco-
Prussian War broke out. Prussia won decisively
against Napoleon III, bringing about the fall of
the Second Empire of France. As well,with the
skillful diplomacy of Prussian Chancellor Otto
von Bismarck, Prussia was then able to finish its
campaign to unify all the minor German king-
doms into one Empire under King Wilhelm I of
Prussia,who would now be declared Kaiser, or
Emperor. As a result,Bavaria lost its status as an
independent kingdom and,with it, Ludwig's illu-
sion of being a ruler with absolute power, as in
the heroic legends after which he modeled him-
self, faded. Reduced to a figurehead,Ludwig in
protest refused to attend Wilhelm's coronation
ceremony20and again withdrew to the solitude of
his residences in the Alps.

Secluded,Ludwig's chronic shyness became
almost pathological - he found it increasingly
daunting just to appear in public21 and avoided
large functions and formal social events whenev-
er possible. Even his once regular appearances at
the Munich theatres and opera houses ceased,
replaced by private performances at home, full
productions for himselfalone. His ministers had
to communicate with him through shut doors,
and important documents went unsigned.
Servants reported that Ludwig, deep in fantasy,
often went about in his Lohengrin costume in
the middle of the night.22 These idiosyncrasies
caused tension with his ministers and made serv-
ing as Bavaria's head ofstate problematic, but
even amid the court's growing suspicions about
his sanity, Ludwig remained popular among the
common people, whose company he preferred.23

Possessed by the idea ofabsolute rule and
sinking ever more into his folkloric obsession,
Ludwig now embarked on a building spree of
numerous grand structures, most notably a fanta-

Although his relationship with Wagner was
likely free ofsexual feeling, Ludwig was a bisex-
ual15 and tried to find intimacy among both men
and women,although due to his strong religious
beliefs this made him suffer extreme guilt and
remorse, as is distressingly evident in his diaries.16

His lovers were almost always people oflower
classes - cavalry officers, theatre performers -
among whom he felt more at ease than with
higher-ranking individuals. However, lasting rela-
tionships were doomed as no one could live up
to the fantastical universe of his imagination.
One lady, however, came
close - Duchess Sophie in
Bavaria, his cousin and
the youngest sister ofhis
dear friend Elisabeth.
Sophie was a fellow Wag-
ner admirer (of course),
and one evening in a fit of
enthusiasm,Ludwig pro-
posed.Their engagement
was publicized in January
1867, but after several
postponements ofthe
wedding date it became
clear that Ludwig was having deep second
thoughts. As time went by he became more and
more agitated and miserable, at last confiding to
his Court Secretary that he would "rather drown
himself in the Alpseethan marry".17 He ulti-
mately pushed Sophie aside until she finally
broke off the engagement,something that, for
whatever reason,he could not do himself. From
his diary: "Sophie got rid of. The gloomy picture
fades. I longed for, am athirst for, freedom.
Now I live again after this torturing night-
mare."18 Ludwig was never to marry.

It was during this same period that Ludwig
suffered the biggest political defeat of his life.
Along with several other German principalities,
Ludwig sent his army to join Austria against
Prussia in the Seven Weeks' War. But rather than
raising morale by appearing in public or visiting
the Bavarian troops at camp, Ludwig busied him-
self with an upcoming opera about William Tell.
He had no interest in or liking for modern war-
fare to begin with,preferring more 'honourable'
modes of chivalric combat.19 When the two
warring sides negotiated a settlement,the terms
required that Ludwig accept a mutual defense
treaty with Prussia,which in three years forced

sy world of castles in which - far removed from
reality - he could feel he was a 'real' king. In 1868,
he commissioned the first drawings for two cas-
tles, the first being Neuschwanstein,a dramatic
Romanesque fortress with soaring fairytale tow-
ers. Situated on a breathtaking mountaintop, it is
one of Europe's iconic structures and was con-
ceived as a monument to Parsivaland the story of
the Holy Grail, heavily adorned with friezes
depicting medieval scenes from Wagner's opera.
Ludwig was personally involved in the planning
and building of all his palaces, even employing
stage designers and forcing bizarre, impractical
designs on his irritated architects and crafts-
men.24

The second design was for Herrenchiemsee -
actually the last ofLudwig's castles to be built,
but certainly the most flamboyant - a replica of
the central section ofthe palace at Versailles,
France. Sitting on an island in the middle of an

alpine lake, it
was meant to
outdo its pred-
ecessor in scale
and opulence -
its 90-foot Hall
of Mirrors, as
an example,
surpasses the
original.When

Ludwig saw the actual Versailles during a visit to
France in 1867,he became obsessed with the
Bourbon Kings ofFrance, an obsession that
escalated as he grew older.25 Ludwig saw himself
as the 'Moon King',a romantic shadow of the
earlier 'Sun King',Louis XIV of France.26 Louis
XIV became Ludwig's inspiration;the concept of
'absolute monarchy', the supreme power of
kings, intensified Ludwig's dreams ofabsolute
rule. Of course, the rising cost ofall this con-
struction set the press buzzing and frustrated his
ministers, but Ludwig was nonplussed,feeling
himselfjustified as King. By 1885 the palace was
complete enough for Ludwig to finally fulfill his
dream and live in his own Versailles. But after all
the effort of building the palace, he stayed there
for a total ofonly 16 days.27

Construction on a third castle, Linderhof,
actually began and was almost completed before
the ground was broken for Herrenchiemsee in
1878 (at one point construction was in full swing
on all three castles at once). Linderhof turned

Photograph ofLudwig II and
Duchess Sophie in Bavaria

(wikipedia)

An 1890s photochrom print ofNeuschwanstein Castle
(wikipedia)

Herrenchiemsee Palace
(Photo by Mark Yan)

LinderhofPalace
(Photo by Mark Yan)
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reading the report, Bismarck commented,"the
Ministers wish to sacrifice the King, otherwise
they have no chance ofsaving themselves."38 He
washed his hands ofthe affair.

On June 9,1886,a government commission
including Holnstein and Gudden arrived at
Neuschwanstein to formally deliver the docu-
ment ofdeposition to the King and place him in
custody. Tipped off by a servant,however, Lud-
wig had the gates closed and requested the local
police arrest the group. His loyal advisors as well
as one ofhis friends, the very eccentric Baroness
Spera von Truchess (also on occasion a mental
patient) begged Ludwig to go to Munich to rally
popular support, but even in this crisis he could
not master his chronic terror of crowds.39

Although Gudden and his group did get arrested,
the government not only freed them but took the
final step - they officially passed the crown to
Otto, declaring Luitpold regent. At 4 am on June
11, Ludwig was finally subdued,arrested and
taken to a waiting carriage by Gudden, who
accompanied him to Ludwig's palace at Berg on
the shores ofLake Starnberg, where it was inten-
ded he become a virtual prisoner. Ironically, a
king whose madness was under debate had just
been deposed in favour of his brother, who was
genuinelyincapacitated by mental illness.

Although humiliated, within a few hours
Ludwig calmly accepted his captivity.40 Perhaps
the idea ofno longer being importuned about
state affairs was a relief for him. In any case,
Gudden believed in giving his patients as much
dignity and freedom as feasible, so around 6:45
pm on June 12,Ludwig went for a walk by the
lake,accompanied by Gudden. When later that
night it started to rain and the two men still had
not returned,a search party was sent out.By 10
pm, they had found the King's coat and umbrel-
la in the shallow end ofthe lake and,soon after,
the bodies ofboth men were found floating
nearby. The Dream King was dead at age 40.

The mystery of what actually happened has
gone unsolved,although naturally countless the-
ories have been put forward. Ludwig's death was
officially ruled a suicide by drowning, but this is
questionable as he was known to be a strong
swimmer, the water was less than waist-deep
where his body was found,and the official autop-
sy report indicated that no water was found in his
lungs.41 Ludwig had expressed suicidal feelings
during the crisis, but the suicide theory does not

fully explain Gudden's
death. Was Gudden try-
ing to save him,then suc-
cumbed himself? Many
hold that Ludwig was
murdered by his enemies
while attempting to es-
cape from Berg; however,
there were no wounds
found on his body. An-
other theory suggests that
Ludwig died of natural
causes (heart attack or
stroke) brought on by the
extreme cold ofthe lake
as he tried to escape.42

However it happened,
Ludwig's death sent shockwaves across Europe,
and the Bavarian people deeply mourned their
beloved Swan King. The impact may be likened
to the world's reaction to Michael Jackson’s death
- indeed,there are many compelling similarities
between the two men.

Ludwig II lay in state in the royal chapel at the
Munich Residence Palace for a week,in his right
hand a posy ofwhite jasmine picked for him by
his cousin Elisabeth. After an elaborate funeral
on June 19,1886,he was interred in the crypt of
the Michaelskirchein Munich.

Ludwig's death and Otto's 'ascension' marked
the beginning ofthe end ofthe Wittelsbach fam-
ily's 700-year reign. In 1913,although Otto was
still alive, Ludwig's cousin took over the king-
dom, named himselfKing Ludwig III and
reigned until the end ofWorld War I,when mo-
narchy in all ofGermany came to an end.

Ludwig, a misfit in his own century,dreamed
of escape to a time when life was much simpler
and monarchs were held in higher esteem.

fortune as well as Bavarian state funds to pay for
these projects, the money supply had evaporated
- in fact,Ludwig's household was unable to pay
its own gas and water bills.34 By 1885,the King
was 14 million marks in debt and had borrowed
heavily from his family, all the while steadfastly
refusing to economize despite the urging of his
financial ministers. Instead,he demanded that
loans be sought from all ofEurope's royalty and
toyed with the idea ofhiring men to rob banks
for him.35

Feeling harassed by his ministers,Ludwig was
about to dismiss the entire Cabinet and replace
them - but the Cabinet decided to act first. They
devised a drastic plan to have Ludwig declared
insane and deposed in favour of his 65-year-old
uncle, Prince Luitpold,who would rule as regent
in the name ofLudwig's brother, Otto, still inca-
pacitated by madness. In June 1886,Dr. Bernard
von Gudden,who taught psychiatry at the Uni-
versity of Munich and directed an insane asylum,
endorsed a 6000-page report (the Ärztliches
Gutachten) certifying that Ludwig was clinically
mad,even though he never saw Ludwig himself
and made his decision based on second-hand
accounts ofLudwig's bizarre behavior. Com-
piled by one Count von Holnstein (in Ludwig's
service at the time and decidedly unsympathetic),
these accounts embellished his extreme shyness;
his avoidance ofstate business;his financial irre-
sponsibility;his odd fancies, including the moon-
light picnics and historical dress-up;his halluci-
nations, like hearing footsteps and voices when
no one else could,conversing with imaginary
people, and bowing to his 'holy tree' whenever he
passed;his sloppy and childish table manners;
and his alleged abusive treatment of his ser-
vants.36

Was Ludwig mad,or was he merely eccentric
and chronically shy?  The truth may never be
known. High-ranking individuals like Bismarck
viewed the report with skepticism - a document
based on evidence extracted from witnesses
through intimidation and signed by a single doc-
tor who had never examined his patient?  The
final sentences ofthe report declared to Ludwig
that he suffered from paranoia and concluded:
"Suffering from such a disorder, freedom of
action can no longer be allowed and Your
Majesty is declared incapable of ruling, which
incapacity will be not only for a year's duration,
but for the length ofYour Majesty's life."37 After

Ironically, the very castles alleged to have caused
Ludwig's financial ruin have today paid for them-
selves many times over as profitable tourist at-
tractions in Bavaria.A legend in his own lifetime,
Ludwig once stated "I want to remain an eternal
mystery to myself and others".43 Certainly a
mysterious element continues to fascinate people
today - and thus his wish has been realized.
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Memorial Cross at the site
where the body ofLudwig II
was found in Lake Starnberg.
(photo by Nicholas Even, 2007)
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beneath Michaelskirche in Munich.

(photo by LarryB55, 2006)
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I MARRIED AN ELF PRINCESS
By Lawrence Whitmore Bottorff

Grand Marais, Minnesota

I married an elfprincess and brought her back to the city with me.
Her name is Barmlindë, which means something nice in Elf.

She wears outfits I got for her at the mall,but won't wear shoes.
She eats maple syrup with bee pollen and hemp seeds mixed in.

She apologizes to the trees the toilet paper came from,
And mutters something to the water before flushing.

Lately, whenever I say something ironic or sarcastic, I get that look.
"Hey,do you always have to be so sanctimonious?"

No reply but to summon up before my eyes
The mossy forest glade where I first found her

Playing games with butterflies and hummingbirds
With hardly a stitch on.

I go around contrite for an hour or two.
But it wears off and I ask:"Do you always have to be so literal?"

"Alas, I married a mortal," she replies forlornly.
"Oh! Oh!  Pity, is it?!" I snap back.

She told me once she doesn't want to know about anything but Nature.
So that means there's not much for her to do in the city - nope.

We've been to the park already today.
She was doing some Elfcalligraphy this morning .. .

I take the big coffee table book on mushrooms from her and turn out the lights.
We cuddle on the couch in the dark;

I'm sad and I blame myself for the whole situation.
Once more I offer to go back to the Enchanted Forest with her,

But her clan is still pretty mad at me,
And we haven't figured out what I'll eat.
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SUBWAY CHEESE,
ANYONE?

or, MEALS ON WHEELS

By Isabeau, Columbus, Ohio

There are things in this world that no mat-
ter how much you try to make sense ofthem,
they will inevitably remain uncertainties.
Then there are those things that no matter
which angle you turn them,they'll remain the
same. Take the subway, for instance. Its
dank darkness is like a goth's wet dream - but
any way you go about it, there are only three
features: you get on,you get off, or you can
just ride, baby. I myself like the perpetual
ride. For a mere couple oftokens on any
given eve, I can climb aboard that hulking
metal snake and take in a freak show like no
other.

Tonight's show would certainly go down
in the bowels ofsubway history as extraordi-
nary. The scene is set the same as every
other night. People climb aboard like work-
er ants moving from one nest to the next,
never really stopping to notice the other ants
around them. At least that's what I once
thought,before the experiment.

One cannot possibly imagine that I ride
the third-shift transport every night from
now until eternity without opting to 'tweak
the geeks',so to speak.After some serious
consideration I concluded,like the boy with
the magnifying glass, that those little itty bit-
ties were in need ofa good wake-up call,
something to make them aware of one
another and,if they were lucky, myself as
well.

And so it begins. Enter contestant num-
ber one. Tell us about her, Johnny. Well,tonight
we have a special guest all the way from that
quaint trunk of antiquities in an 1890s farm-
house. Here's grandma!  Yes, that's right. A
lovely little old lady carrying that stern
expression that screams the bitterness oftoo

many years eating the same old self-canned
green beans. Sporting tennis shoes, and that
straw bag that without a doubt contains
dozens ofpictures ofgrandchildren that do
anything and everything to avoid the old bat.
A fine specimen ofBarbara Bush geriatrics
mingled with that old-time religion gone
bad,folks. Grandma sits herself down in the
second seat from the door, bag wedged
between bony butt and window. Oh, big sur-
prise there, Johnny.

But wait, that's not all. For our viewing
pleasure we have the working class man.Dig
the red hair, Johnny. I think maybe he rode the
tilt-a-whirl one too many times at St.Peter's
annual carnival for lost souls. Steel-toed
boots. We are impressed at his desire to
maintain those toes. Can't work if you can't
walk, Johnny. OH YEAH! - we have eye con-
tact with this one. Baby blues like arctic ice.
S-S-Scott, reads the name badge. He is defi-
nitely a contender for tonight's game, Johnny. That's
right tough guy, the back seat is all yours.
Sure,kick those boots up on the back of the
seat in front of you and don't mind grand-
ma's sniff of contempt.No one else does.

Two, we have two . . . time's running out,
folks. Step right up and be the third con-
testant of "The Price of Jeopardy is a
Pyramid of Hollywood Squares" or, as
Johnny likes to call the game, "Subway
Cheese, Anyone?"

Just when you think we won't have a third
contender, BLAM!  In walks all 31 flavours
of decadence. What light through yon sub-
way door breaks?  It is the feast and Juliet
can go get screwed. Absolutely a drink of
golden blonde youth that is to be savoured
upon the carnal lips of the miscreant.
Feminine curves silky sleek like the dunes of
the Sahara and,oh, how I long to find that
elusive oasis!  How that "I love Jim" button
rises and falls with the intake of each gentle
breath. Funnily enough,grandma finds the
angel lacking and,after a disdainful glance,
turns toward the window to watch the plat-
form recede from view. The doors hiss a

final warning before shutting abruptly.
Snugly, three little buglies travel down the

tunnel. All lost in their thoughts while my
silent footsteps move up and down the aisle,
observing them. Choices, Johnny. So many
things to be taken into consideration. Surely
the grandmother would die quickly.
Probably has a bad ticker. Not much sport in
that. The boyish man would struggle.
Surrender is much sweeter to our sensitive palette, eh
Johnny?'Course the young lady, now there is
a succulent morsel.

I have an inclination, Johnny. What say we
take the blonde first and dine until we have
suckled the marrow from her bones much
like a child with a pixie stick?  The unheard
precision ofmy undead feet carry me within
an arm's reach of her, when my movement
suddenly ceases. A gruff clearing ofthroat
behind me draws my line of sight over my
shoulder to take in this unexpected fourth
passenger.

A wretched thing he is indeed.Coughing
a wad of spittle upon the centre aisle, the
drunken vagrant rises, only to lean against
his window. Even from this distance, the fra-
grant perfume ofurine and Night Train per-
meates the air, forcing grandma's delicate
nasal passages to retreat behind a hanky. I'm
just about to contemplate an after-dinner
drink when the bastard speaks.

"I do hope you're not considering meals
on wheels, Rat boy. This is the nacho
express as in nacho cheese," and with that
said he proceeds to vomit upon the seat in
front of him.

Anger seeps from the core of my wyrm-
tainted soul and I feel the corner of Johnny's
upper lip rise in disgust.NO ONE tells us
where to eat and,what's worse, this drunk,
curiously, can see us. This does not sit well
with Johnny or myself. Our waiting contest-
ants shuffle in their seats, uncomfortable
with the homeless bag of rags talking to him-
self.

"What do you know about cheese?  You
think these ants even have a clue?  They live
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in a reality that exists solely for the purpose
of gaining more Beanie Babies, the eternal
buzz,and the ever-elusive orgasm,you stupid
f**k!"  I lean down toward blondie, letting
my tongue roll over the roof of my mouth,
tasting the copper produced as my fangs
pierce that oral muscle in anticipation.

That immortal churning within is becom-
ing a ferocious call that will not accept denial,
and despite my weariness ofthe fourth
entrée-to-be, I take my position like a guest at
the buffet. I am about to scoop some ofthat
milky flesh upon my plate when a constric-
tion begins about my throat. A light feeling
like floating envelopes our body and then a
nerve-racking thud against the ceiling ofthe
car brings us to our senses.

There are things in this world that no mat-
ter how long you contemplate them,they will
inevitably remain uncertainties. Then there
are those things that no matter which angle
you turn them will remain the same. A few
things I have learned. Vampires, even invisi-
ble ones, can be staked to remain in a per-
petual state of paralysis until said stake is
removed. People will inevitably complain
about a drunken,putrid,homeless man even
if he did,unbeknownst to them,save their
lives, and the ants truly don't notice one
another, or the piece ofwood wedged in the
ceiling ofa subway car.

Between the idea
And the reality

Between the motion
And the act

Falls the Shadow.

T.S. Eliot, “The Hollow Men”
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Sharp Pointy Things:
From the Collection of the Dark Overlord

By Anthony Swinton-Lee, Toronto

The Forged Katana - Modern Sword

Continuing the Katana theme we began
in the last issue ofThe Raven's Call, this Katana
is a modern-made sword purchased from
House ofKnives several years ago. It is dif-
ferent from other 'wall hangers' in that the
blade is hand-forged,not just stamped or cut
out of a piece ofsteel. The makers have un-

successfully tried to create a hamon,or heat-
treating line on the edge of the blade, but even
so it is a much more honest attempt at creat-
ing an authentic-looking weapon than simply
rough-polishing the edge with a belt sander, as
is seen with many reproductions.

The pictures I have shown here display
the artistry in the design ofthis sword. The
tsuba,or guard, is similar to one attributed to
Miyamoto Musashi,Japan's greatest swords-
man, and has been reproduced on other
blades ad nauseum.The fittings and the haba-
ki (the part just above the guard at the base of
the blade) are made of antiqued copper,
although those belonging to some ofthe real
Katanas are made ofa gold and copper alloy.

I have a little more faith in the Katana
pictured in this article than I would some oth-
ers,and I feel that if I start small and work my
way up to bigger targets, I will be able to grad-
ually determine its ability with little risk.

I have been wanting to take this sword
out and use it to perform tamashigiri (cutting
practice),but I am yet hesitant to do so since
I'm unsure if it will withstand the rigours of
such intense work. The reason for my reti-
cence is a personal experience ofmany years
ago - I had been given a sword by a friend to
try out and was told it was a practical cutting
blade. In performing tamashigiri,I promptly
broke it on a tree branch under an inch in
diameter on the first swing. It snapped off at
the  tsuba,the  habaki  still  attached  to  the-
blade. Having correctly performed a draw-cut
with the sword, and not a simple chop, I was
horrified!  I later found out this particular
sword had been bought in a gift shop and not
a reputable seller ofreproductions, but I am
to this day edgy with anything bought here in
North America.

On a side note, I was
swayed into the pur-
chase ofthis Katana
because it came with
a cloth cover and a
sword care kit (pic-
tured at the left).The
little extras always
give you added incen-
tive,don't you agree?

[insert sword image]

Soldiers do not march in step
when going across a bridge
because they could set up
a vibration sufficient to
knock the bridge down.

www.odd-info.com

(All photos by Anthony Swinton-Lee)

Insanity:
Doing the same thing over and over again

and expecting different results.

Albert Einstein
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THE SKULL :  PART 8
By Alma Sinan (Lady Death), Toronto

Recap (from the last seven editions ofThe Raven's
Call:  On Dunway Island, tradition dictates that a
newly married woman must visit an ossuary and
choose a skull.  She must then take the skull home
and, throughout her married life, offer prayers for the
anonymous soul.  Sharon has undergone the initiation
and has discovered that the skull can speak and even
materialize the features ofa handsome man.  While
her friendship with the skull deepens, Sharon's rela-
tionship with her husband, Patrick, deteriorates.  In a
tragic turn ofevents, Sharon discovers that Patrick's
boat was wrecked and that he has perished in a storm.

A legion of veiled mourners stood in the
clifftop churchyard, their sobs mingling with
the lament ofthe sea.I let the sound oftheir
weeping wash over me and willed myself to
cry with them.Instead,I felt strangely numb.
Four men,using long leather straps, lowered
the coffin into the grave. I had to remind
myself that Patrick was in that pine box. It
didn't seem real. A dull thud sounded as the
casket hit the bottom ofthe hole.

Why couldn't I cry?
I forced myself to recreate the storm on

the open sea four days ago. In my mind I
could see silver veins of lightning pulsing
beneath the ebony skin of night. Thunder
grumbled in a shroud of clouds while the
wind forged waves as high as church steeples.
Did a wave sweep him out of the boat and
onto the rocks?  I pictured the current dashing
him against the boulders,his head pried open
by a vicious claw of stone;the gray matter that
contained his memories and the poetry he
loved so dearly, seeping into the tide.
Drowned - suspended in the weightless twi-
light of the sea.

"Oh, Patrick," I whispered into the wind.
"You'll have the sound ofcrashing waves for-
ever in your ears."

The service was over and I could see the
black ribbon of the funeral procession
threading its way around the gravestones and
out toward the gate. Nearby, two young men
leaned against their shovels, impatient to fill
the grave so they could finally go home to
their families.

"I guess you'll be going then,to your
people back in Canada," my mother-in-law
said, glaring at me with red-rimmed eyes.
"I'm thinkin' there be no reason for you to
stay here now."

I turned to face her. "What do you
mean?  This is my home."

She seemed taken aback but quickly col-
lected herself and stepped toward me.
"Haven't you caused enough harm?  Sending
him off to sea without his St.Andrew's pen-
dant for protection?  Tell me Sharon, how
does it feel to be a murderer?"

I stared back at her and shook my head in
disbelief.

"That necklace never left my son's neck.
It was the protection of St. Andrew that
always kept him safe. You hid that pendant
from him."

"I didn't!"
"Well you let him leave the house without

it, didn't you?  That makes you his murderer
as surely as ifyou'd taken an axe and cleaved
his skull in two."

I lowered my gaze, unable to bear the
weight of her accusations. There was no
point in arguing with her; she'd already made
up her mind about me.

"You're not wanted here,Sharon. You'll
not be welcome in any house on Dunway
Island,I promise you. So you'd best be going
back to where you came from."

"No," I said flatly, without any anger. I
simply stated it as a fact. Somehow I knew
that I would never leave the island.

"The house is mine," she continued,her
eyes gripping my own. "You'll be gone in a
fortnight, or I'll have the police throw you,
bag and baggage,out onto the street."  Then
she turned and limped away on her crutches.

I stared at Patrick's coffin at the bottom

of the grave,tears finally flowing out ofmy
eyes. I staggered to the edge of the cliff and
crouched beside a marble cross;there I wept
and listened to the macabre serenade of
ravens crying and shovels plunging into earth.

"Beggin' your pardon,Miss -- "
I looked up and saw one of the grave-

diggers holding his hat in his hand.
"We're finished here. Did you need a

drive somewhere?" he asked shyly.
His kindness touched me and as I nod-

ded,a fresh onslaught oftears stung my eyes.
I followed him,past the fresh mound ofearth
piled upon Patrick's grave,and walked toward
the churchyard gate. Above us, the sunset
bled across the sky like a decomposing rain-
bow.

* * * * *

"I need to be with you," I said and placed
the half-empty bottle ofsherry on the altar.
The sweet liquid bathed my mind in a sooth-
ing haze.

"I cannot leave this island," the skull
replied. "Forces of time and place confine
me. If I leave, I won't be able to manifest
myself to you as I do now."

"But I love you. I'll do anything to stay
here with you."

He told me exactly what I needed to do.

(The last installment of“The Skull”
will appear in the Autumn 2009 issue

of The Raven's Call . . .)
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GALDR,
The Raven’s Call

By Tamarra James, Toronto

In the last issue ofThe Raven's Call, our
History and Folklore column recounted the
Greek legend ofApollo and the Raven,dram-
atizing how the Raven, in service to Apollo,
flew out every day and returned nightly to
divulge the wisdom ofthe world to the god.
Here we take a look at a similar piece ofritu-
alized folklore from a different part of the
world - the Norse lands. It is interesting to
note the similarities ofthese traditions despite
the geographical distance and cultural differ-
ences oftheir origins.

Galdr-working is one ofthe paths of the
Northern way. The word is Icelandic, and is
meant to represent the call ofthe Raven. As
a system,it is based upon the mythology of
Odin, the high God,and the two Ravens,

Huginn and Muninn.

Huginn represents the power
of intellect and thought,while Muninn is a
symbol ofmemory - not just any memory,
but rather a connection to the whole of all

that has ever happened.

These two Ravens fly out each day over the
whole world, gathering information,

then they return to sit on the shoulders of
the high God.They whisper into the ears of

Odin,all they have seen.

The working of Galdr, or the Raven's Call,
is one ofthought,balanced with memory
and experience, balanced and controlled

by Divine inspiration. One must take in the
words of Huginn,the things that one sees
in the now and,hearing them,apply the
words of Muninn to understanding them

in a deeper, more connected way.

Then,having understood,the words
are spoken out into the world, where they

may work to change
or predict forthcoming events.

Most Galdr workings involve both runes
and chants, which represent the utterances
of the two Ravens. The Havamal tells us
that when using the runes one must know

how to use them - how to cut them,how to
read them,how to stain them,how to evoke

them,and how to send them.

The reading ofthem is the process
of hearing, understanding, and placing them

in the pattern of all that has gone before.

The evoking, or calling, and the sending
both use the voice, and represent the Raven's
flying out to gather information and return-

ing to share it with Odin,who turns the
knowledge into pure wisdom.

Are you an aspiring
writer of fiction?

or
Do you have a hobby

or interest you'd like to
share with others?

The Raven's Call offers you the opportunity
to showcase your work!

Articles relating to Dark Romantic, Historical,
Mystical and/or Gothic themes

may be submitted to dark_place@hotmail.com

(include the word 'Submission'
in the subject line ofyour email).

Acceptance for publication
is at the discretion ofThe Raven's Call editorial team.

THE RAVEN’S CALL

delivered
right to your door!

Now available by subscription:

Just $10 annually via PayPal
to cover the postage and handling costs

of 4 quarterly issues.

Visit the Dark Place website
(www.the-dark-place.org)

and click on the Subscribe button
on the archive page.

Don’t miss another issue!

Tamarra James
is the proprietor of

Raven’s Hoard Studio
and The Occult Shop in

Toronto and is 
High Priestess of the 
Wiccan Church of

Canada.

In one of the most unusual
military maneuvers ever,
in 1191 King Richard the

Lionhearted captured the
fortress of Acre.

The inhabitants were
barricaded inside,

so King Richard had his
soldiers throw 100 beehives

over the walls.
The people in the fortress
surrendered immediately.

www.odd-info.com
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Aberfoyle Antique Market
An historic open-air venue dotted with cabins,
stalls and barns - a treasure trove of unique
items from the past,antiques and collectibles
to titillate your historical sensibilities and
inspire ideas to add character and charm to
your home. Not your usual shopping trip!
Date: Sundays until October 25,2009
Time: 8 am - 4 pm
Where: Village of Aberfoyle (near Guelph)
Price: $2 / Adult
www.aberfoyle-antiques.com  (map on website)

Fergus Scottish Festival
and Highland Games
The bagpipes are the only musical instrument
deemed a weapon of war because it inspired its
troops to battle and instilled terror into the
enemy. Come see what they mean!  There's
something for everyone at this Festival - and
you don't even have to be Scottish!  Celtic
music, bagpipes, drums, tattoo, avenue of the
artisans, heavy events, tug of war, author lec-
tures, highland dancing, sword fighting dis-
plays, story telling, clan information and histo-
ry, heritage information, beer tent,vendors
galore!  Enjoy the best ofScotland .. . without
the airfare!
Where: Event grounds at 550 Belsyde Ave.E.

Fergus, ON
When: August 7 - 9,2009
Weekend pass:Adult $40;Yth/Srs $32
Per day rates also available
Tickets/more info: www.fergusscottishfestival.com

22 23

EVENTS AROUND TOWN
Be sure to check with the event organizers before you
go as details may be subject to change.

Live Music/Clubs
VNV Nation
Against the Grain presents VNV Nation (on at
10:40 pm) with War Tapes (on at 9:30 pm)
When: July 14,2009  Doors 8:00 pm
Where: The Phoenix,410 Sherbourne., TO
Tickets: $29.50+ from Ticketmaster, Rotate
This & SoundScapes
Toronto Zombie Walk
Come join your fellow Ghouls and Zombies at
the Toronto Zombie Walk Fiendraiser. Door
prizes and amazing bands (The Raclones, The
Screamagers and The Skullians).
When: July 18,2009  Doors 9 pm
Where:The Smiling Buddha,961 College St,TO
Info: carolina@carolinasmart.ca
www.torontozombiewalk.ca
Depeche Mode
Launching their summer North American tour
with this concert!
When: July 24,2009  7:30 pm
Where:Molson Amphitheatre,Ontario Place

(909 Lakeshore Blvd, TO)
Tickets: $31.75 - $95.75 at Ticketmaster

Histor y and Culture
Royal Ontario Museum
100 Queen’s Park, TO  www.rom.on.ca

Dead Sea Scrolls:
Words that Changed the World
A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to see one of
the greatest archaeological finds of the 20th
century. On exhibit: 17 Scrolls, 4 of which are
on public display for the first time ever, plus ex-
traordinary 2000-year-old artifacts ofthe peri-
od including rare sacred books such as Qur'ans,
and Jewish & Christian Bibles. Lectures, sym-
posiums and debates also on the schedule.
When: June 27,2009 - January 3,2010
Price: Adult $28;Yth/Sr $25;Child $15

(1/2 price Friday nights after 4:30 pm)
Tickets:Book online in advance - space limited.

Tafelmusik:
Handel - Music for the Royal Fireworks
Canada's Juno Award-winning Tafelmusik
Baroque Orchestra is joined by Montreal's
Arion Baroque Orchestra performing this icon-
ic suite. Program also includes selections from
Bach and Rameau.
When: Sept 23 - 27,2009 (times vary)
Where: Trinity-St.Paul's Centre

427 Bloor St.W, TO
Price: $39 - $82
Also check out their pay-what-you-can Fridays!
Tickets/more info: www.tafelmusik.org or
(416) 964-6337

Trash Palace Presents .. .
A group of 16mm film collectors share their
celluloid treasures with you every Friday night
(and some Saturdays) in a 75-seat theatre with a
fully stocked snack bar!  No walk-ins - you must
purchase tickets in advance.
Where: Secret location!

(address will be on the ticket)
Tickets: Eyesore Cinema

2nd floor, 801 Queen St.W.
Doors: 8:30 pm    Films:9:30 pm
Info: (416) 955-1599  or  www.trashpalace.ca

Friday, August 28:
Scream and Scream Again(1970,G.Hessler, Dir.)
Triple distilled horror . . . as powerful as a vat
of boiling acid!  Vincent Price, Christopher
Lee, Peter Cushing

Saturday, August 29:
The Legend of the 7 Golden Vampires(1974,R.W.
Baker, Dir.) Count Dracula journeys to a
remote Chinese village in the guise ofa warlord
to support six vampires. Deadly horrors!
Dragon Thrills!  The first King Fu horror spec-
tacular!  Peter Cushing, David Chiang.
(Trivia:Christopher Lee was offered the role of
Dracula,but he declined after reading the script!)

Friday,September 4:
Classroom Films- They're baaack . . . a brand
new set of 16mm educational trash!  Come
relive the high school nightmares you've been
trying to forget - or find out what you missed
by being born too late!  Get your tickets early -
this one sells out fast!

ROMWalks
Guided walking tours through Toronto neigh-
bourhoods ofarchitectural and historic interest
to the public - FREE!  Look for the blue um-
brella at the meeting site.

Sacred Stones & Steeples:Meet at the NE corner
of Church & King Sts.
When: Sun,July 9,2 pm / Wed,Aug 19,6 pm
Highlights include St.James Cathedral, Metropo-
litan United Church, St. Michael's Cathedral, St.
George's Greek Orthodox Church.

The Grange:  Meet at Dundas & McCaul Sts.
When: Sun,Aug 2,2 pm / Wed,Sept 2,6 pm
Highlights include Our Lady of Mount Carmel,
George Brown House, John Cawthra House, Bev-
erley Mansions, The Art Gallery of Ontario, Italian
Consulate, St.George the Martyr, The Grange.

The Necropolis:Meet at The Necropolis Chapel,
200 Winchester Street.
When: Sun,Aug 23,2 pm
Highlights include graves of William Lyon Mac-
kenzie, Ned Hanlan,George Brown,Joseph Bloor.

Historic Toronto:  Meet at 260 Adelaide St.E.
When: Sun,Sept 20,2 pm
Highlights:Toronto's First Post Office, Bank of
Upper Canada,St. Lawrence Market, St. James'
Cathedral,St.Lawrence Hall,Courthouse Square.

Historic Fort York
100 Garrison Rd.,TO  www.fortyork.ca

Simcoe Day - FREE!
Thrill to the sounds ofmusketry, cannon and
the fife & drum. The Fort George Guard
joins the Fort York contingent to celebrate
this historic day. Troop inspection at 1 pm;
tactical demonstrations at 2:30 pm;ceremoni-
al cannon firing at 3:30 pm;flag lowering cer-
emony at 4:30 pm.
When: August 3,2009  10 am - 4 pm

Dance and Danceability
Join in the fun ofEnglish Country dancing
from the Regency period.Neither experience
nor partners necessary, and refreshments will
be served. Pre-registration required.
When: September 26,2009  7:30 - 10 pm
Tickets: $10

www.loranillusion.com



Grafix ‘n Dezines
RATTART

Everything from fine art 

graphite portraiture & tattoo designs

to digital promo materials

Full CD packages available.

www.heyoka-healing.com/rattspace

rattart@sympatico.ca

INTERESTED IN
ADVERTISING IN

THE RA VEN’S CALL?

We offer extremely reasonable
per-issue rates

for full-page, half-page and
business-card-sized ad space.

Send your ad enquiry to
dark_place@hotmail.com
and refer to “Advertising”

in the subject line.




