
BY TRIP EPHEMIRIS

A ZINE FOR
TECHNOMANCERS

Ex nihilo
Ex nihilo
Ex nihilo   

NIHIL FIT
NIHIL FIT
NIHIL FIT



MY EXPERIENCE IS ONE OF BEING A
POCKET OF VOID WITHIN A GREATER VOID.

THERE IS EMPTINESS SURROUNDING ME
ALL THE TIME, AND ON THE INSIDE, 
A CONSTANT HUNGER TO FEED THE
EMPTINESS IN ME. 

IT’S LIKE A SHELL SEPARATING THIS BIT
OF EMPTINESS FROM THE REST OF THAT
NOTHINGNESS. 

THAT FEELS DEEPLY MELANCHOLIC.

Ride the
Ride the
Ride the   

VOIDVOIDVOID



13 ENTITIES TO SUMMON FOR A RIVETING DINNER PARTY
HERBAL HEALING SUPPLEMENTS FOR HEALTHIER DYING
THE ONLY LOVE POTION YOU NEED THIS VALENTINE’S DAY
(OR EVER)
HOW MY “CIRCLE OF PROTECTION” PROTECTED ME FROM
MY BORING KIDS
SUREFIRE WAYS TO START FIRES
HOW ASTRAL TRAVEL SAVED MY MARRIAGE
THE CONSPIRACY OF BITCHES
TIPS FOR ORGANIZING ABUNDANT CRYSTAL COLLECTIONS
RECIPES FOR YOUR HUSBAND
IS VIRGIN BLOOD THE SECRET TO EVERLASTING YOUTH?
I WAS A TEENAGE PSYCHOPATH – NOW I’M JUST A
PSYCHOPATH
TAROT SECRETS TO BRING SPICE INTO YOUR BEDROOM
 
THE WEIGHT CONSCIOUS GUIDE TO PARASITES
SIGILS FOR A CLEAN BATHROOM
THERE’S NOTHING IN ANTARCTICA
MAGICKAL USES FOR KITCHEN TOOLS
THE UNKNOWN DANGER LURKING UNDER YOUR COUCH
TRENDY GLAMOURS FOR SPRING
GARDENING MADE EASY: HOW TO INVOKE WOOD SPRITES
FOR CURB APPEAL
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IN THIS GRIMIORE

SECRETS

SECRETS

SECRETS

NOTHING
NOTHING
NOTHING

LIES

LIES

LIES



Vires latentes minus praesto erant numero

finitur ab omni ariolo velit finire quam se.

Bifariam dividunt propria virtute et potentia veri

videndi geminant.

Quod quaerit inveniat

Quis devorat, quaerit vos.

Quid est derelicta, non derelinquit.

Nihil quaesita, nihil invenit

Quid enim utrique mutuus, etiam reflectitur nobis

Ut nos discamus inspiciat infinitum

In infinitum in infinitum invenimus

Somnium abstracte

Infinitum Somnium

Somnium morte in vitam

A ipsum ad nodum necessitudines

Quod unde fit, gignit ipsa

quae tenet vultum

illum veniae

Inveniet anima tua

Et decipiendum homines

Perdet cor tuum

Et amant eam

Quid mutat

Et complectere,

Vide quid immortalem

Et delere

Tu summa redigentes 

omnem intellectum

omni affectu

Omne individuum atque partem

Omnis amor

Omnis anima

Omnis tactus

Quod cum te semper

Hoc est, integrum

Operatio numquam

Latent powers available to any magician are

limited to that by which he limits himself. Divide

thine own power in half and double it to know

strength.

 

What you seek, finds you.

What devours you, seeks you.

What is derelict, abandons you.

 

Nothing sought, nothing found.

.

 

What we are reflections of, reflects us

Upon ourselves, can this be reflected infinitely

In infinity will we find infinity

A fractal dream

An infinite dream

A dream of death upon life

 

A knot ties unto itself

But how this comes to pass, begets itself

Heed what binds

And unbind it

 

Find your mind

And deceive it

Lose your heart

And love it

 

Know what changes

And embrace it

See what’s immortal

And erase it

 

You are the sum of 

Every thought

Every feeling

Every atom and part

Every love

Every life

Every touch

That you’ve ever had

 

This is final

Working is never done

 

Ipsum Humanum in Scripturis de Ordinis Aetheris

Ex nihilo NIHIL FIT
Ex nihilo NIHIL FIT
Ex nihilo NIHIL FIT   Nothing comes from NOTHING DONE

Nothing comes from NOTHING DONE
Nothing comes from NOTHING DONE



5 RULES FOR DEALING

WITH THE FAIRE FOLK
If you use a stick of twice blessed

holly to scratch a scratch-n-sniff

sticker, and you smell sweet decay

instead of whatever it was supposed

to smell like (I don’t know, maybe

cherries or whatever), then you can

expect a kind visit from the Faire

Folk thanking you for the odor you’ve

gifted them – be hospitable.

Remember that the Fae HATE Excel

and Microsoft Word - too many

numbers and letters. PowerPoint is

fine.

When cooking for the Fair Folke,

remember the sugar. Consider the

sugar. Use the sugar.

NEVER ADMIT TO BEING IN MOURNING TO A

GNOME.

ALWAYS TELL THEM THE TRUTH.

Ashes ashes
Ashes ashes
Ashes ashes

WE ALL FALL DOWN
WE ALL FALL DOWN
WE ALL FALL DOWN



I have loathed trips to Trader Joe’s for as long as I can remember. To

be clear, I still shop there because the food is good and I feel like I’m

getting a bargain. The décor makes it feel like a small, family run kind

of place. The food feels healthy and like it’s sourced from quality

vendors. I even love the little free samples that they offer.

Then, there’s Marisa. Somehow, every time I go to Trader Joe’s – there

she is, shopping with that same vapid Valley-grin that LA housewives

have surgically attached to their drooping faces. She’s the model of

what every 20-year-old ingénue with no talent deigns to be. She has

the kids, and the SUV, and the gay, Disney-Executive husband who sleeps

with his young and tight Filipino assistant, Efren. Everyone knows that

they are in a loveless hellhole of a marriage, but she still goes

around with that twisted grin; greeting everyone she meets with

feigned interest in the minutia of their lives.

Yes, Old Marissa has been a thorn in my side since the first time I saw

her pushing a cart full of fresh fruit and cheap flowers down the

pasta aisle of my local Trader Joe’s. Her whiny sing-song voice asking,

“Euhwah, Should I get the Gnocchi or the Angle Hair?” to no one in

particular. In that moment, that instant, that one guttural “Euhwah,” I

knew that I hated her. Looking back now, maybe it wasn’t so much that I

hated her, I think that I hated what she represented. She was some kind

false ideal who spent more than she saved. I was positively sickened

by her greed and self-centered ways.

I started following the horrible woman home from shopping, just to

see what kind of 1% Mc-Mansion she called home. The house was every

bit as awful as I had imagined. A large swimming pool filled nearly an

acre in her back yard. The marble stair cases that lead up to her front

door clashed terribly with the original brick from the house before

she and her coven of bitches renovated the place. I could practically

hear their wretched cackling as they compared swatches of taupe for

the living room. The whole situation made me sick. It was obvious the

house didn’t fit into the neighborhood, and that she had single handedly

ruined any architectural value of the original Googie-style house.

“Whatever makes you happy,” they say; except this wasn’t making her

happy, this was meaningless materialism meant to drown out the dread

that one day, death would come for Marisa. And on that day, Marisa

would be nothing again.

Curses I used on that Bitch Marisa at Trader Joe’s



I continued to follow Marisa for weeks. I learned her children’s’ names. I

learned about her husband his gay-lover. I discovered her affection for

irises, and her dislike of sage for cooking. I learned about her poor, sick

mother who was undergoing chemo. (Because all a wretch like Marisa

needed was a good sob story so everyone could know that she’s more than

just a pretty face, pathetic.) I learned that she “volunteered” at a local

women’s shelter in some kind of effort to prove that she had integrity. I

knew her secret, and I knew that she didn’t really do any work. It was

just another thing she could brag about to her stupid friends that would

make her look like a “decent person.”

When I finally had everything on that horrid bitch, I decided it was time to

strike. Depending on your pantry, you may need to gather some materials.

Your local Botanica might have most of what you need, but if you’re

hesitant to go in, try the grocery store.

The first curse I used against that bitch Maria from the Trader Joe’s was

based around her vanity. Her pretty face annoyed me, but it was really

her gossamer hair. I picked up a set of blackened oracle bones burned

under a new moon’s fire, coarse mane-hair of a nascent mare, and deadly

nightshade’s essence. After creating a witches’ circle of blood, I thrice

wound the mare mane about the bones. In secret, I stoked a fire which

would brew my wicked hex. Into a copper caldron, I did throw the cruel

talismans into boiling nightshade spirits. When smoke as dark as wine

billowed out of the cauldron, the words – “Ut habeat ultra in caput

vestrum” uttered into the brew did seal that bitch Maria from the Trader

Joe’s fate. Her once illustrious locks were now doomed to be dry and

brittle.

Oh the glory next time I saw that bitch Maria at the the Trader Joe’s. Her

hair no longer shiny and strong. It was stringy, and even better, it seemed

to be thinning. My curse was working! She was pouring over the all

natural conditioners, but I knew there was no remedy there.

For my next curse, I decided that it was time for her shapely figure to go

to shit. She’d probably always used her wiles to distract and keep men,

but I’d see to it that she was no longer an object of desire. You’ll need: A

virgin’s fat to render, an inky black eye (newt works for this), and

several pure silver needles. Finding real human fat to render can be

tough and/or illegal, I recommend substituting pig fat. 

Curses I used on that Bitch Marisa at Trader Joe’s



For those of us who have never eaten human, all the cannibals I know

say human meat tastes just like bacon!

tart by calling the corners and drawing a circle of chalk as white as

deadman’s skin – this is available at most school supply stores. Take

the inky black eye, and place it on the alter made of alabaster that

you have placed in the center of the circle. With the first silver

needle, pierce the eye and recite – “Én vagyok az, aki lát” (Be sure to

practice your Hungarian, pronunciation matters here!) Next, take the

rendered fat and gently pour it over the eye reciting – “

Én vagyok az, aki meghatározza.” Take three more of the silver

needles and continue to pierce the eye saying, “A szépség elhalványul,

mint a rózsa, mert túl sok napon át.” Once you have completed the

ritual, close the corners by hissing into the night the final phrase –

“Most elsorvad. Most elsorvad. Most elsorvad, Marisa.”

This curse had a particularly thrilling effect for me. The next time I

saw that bitch Maria at Trader Joe’s, she had positively withered. Her

once shapely form had been reduced to nothing but a rail-thin shell of

a person. Oh the glee I had watching her ask one of the Hawaiian

shirted employees if they carried “Ensure.” By this time, her hair had

faded to the point that she was wearing a hopeful purple scarf. She

looked like death, and I was oh-so happy!

The last curse is too dangerous to record, but it was the nail in the

coffin. Literally! (That’s only one of the ingredients, so don’t go

getting any ideas.) Needless to say, when the new moon arose, I sealed

her fate with the curse of death. Guess cancer is hereditary. 

I've never enjoyed a funneral

I've never enjoyed a funneral

I've never enjoyed a funneral

SO MUCH!SO MUCH!SO MUCH!

Curses I used on that Bitch Marisa at Trader Joe’s



A great beast-king sits atop his throne of shit

Fat and covered in detritus from all he has consumed

And now he’s alone

Death looms over his throne and kingdom like a storm

cloud before the rain

His subjects have become the rolls of fat that spill

down his sides and the gore that covers his maw

No one left. He’s eaten them all. He’s left only with -



Nothing Comes
Nothing Comes
Nothing Comes   

FROM NOTHING
FROM NOTHING
FROM NOTHING


