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      This is a comparative biography of the two most important magicians of our time. It will show how they have influenced us all today, whether we realise it or not.

      It is not meant as an exhaustive biography so much as a series of essays on patterns. Aleister Crowley and Dion Fortune were bound together by a single beam of light—Magick—and their lives curved, looped and crossed on either side of this like the twin serpents of the caduceus. Often they mirrored each other, sometimes they conjoined; they always balanced. What I have done is look at that explosion at the top of the caduceus which was so splendidly visible at the end of their lives, and try to track down the central column of magickal light to see where it was rooted in the soil of their birth.

      In 1911 Crowley wrote a book called Liber Thisarb. Thisarb is ‘Berashith’ backwards—which is the first word of the Bible, meaning ‘In the beginning...’ In it he showed how to train what he called the Magical Memory, using a conscious reversal of the order of time, remembering events in reverse sequence like watching a film run backward. So this present book on both Crowley and Dion Fortune uses the same technique. The biographical and historical details are therefore not given in the usual sequential way, and it tells the story of their lives from their deaths, back toward their births—and beyond. By learning about them in this way the reader will find his or her own mind being stretched as much as informed. The rhythms will startle, and occasionally jolt, but they will also stimulate in ways that any serious student of Magick will recognise and appreciate. By the time it is finished the themes and images will come alive within the readers’ psyches, and their own potential for Magical Memory will be developed to no small degree.

      In other words, as Dion Fortune might have said, this book is meant to train the mind as much as inform it.

      It is impossible to be objective when writing about any individual. Instead I have tried to be even-handed. Nevertheless, despite my deep fascination and admiration for many aspects of that phenomenon known as ‘Aleister Crowley,’ my life long love-affair with ‘Dion Fortune’ might just incline me toward a certain bias in her direction. There is always the danger of me putting 2 and 2 together and making 93. Readers must adjust their own scales of truth and judge me accordingly.

      As L.P. Hartley once wrote: ‘The past is another country.’ So it should be noted that the country we will look at in this book extends not only through time, but in different dimensions, and the inhabitants have customs, attitudes, laws, and ways of thought that might strike us as odd or even repellent today. But it is their country, and they were simply living in their own way, and we should respect that.

      Finally, a lot of people have given me a great deal of help in finding obscure facts and information for this project, even though they may not have agreed with my use of the same, or even, it seems, agreed very much with each other: Simon Buxton, Gareth Knight, David Young, William Breeze, Nick Farrell, Maria Babwahsingh, Clive Harper, Jerry Cornelius, Kenneth Grant, Dolores Ashcroft Nowicki, Jo Barnes, R.A. Gilbert, Peter Yorke and Laura Jennings-Yorke—plus those others who preferred that I didn’t mention their names. Finally my wife Margaret, and my daughters Zoe, Kirsty, Jade and Lara most of all. My thanks to everyone for their patience and kindness.
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      They died within two years of each other: she within the smog enshrouded Middlesex Hospital, amid the massive bomb damage done to London by six years of war; he within the salt sea air of Hastings, in a large and stately boarding house with the evocative and curiously apt name of Netherwood.

      When the woman died, on January 8th 1946, taken by acute myeloid leukaemia, it had been quite unexpected. She was still young (a mere 55), and had lived a decent life eating healthy food, appropriate exercise in various dimensions, stimulating mental activity involving august spiritual beings, and had once written a book about the nature of Purity.

      When the man died of a lung infection, on December 1 1947, unloved in any usual way, no-one was at all surprised. In fact they marvelled that he had lasted so long. He was 72, had lived a life of adventure, indecency and excess, had wrestled with demons of the darkest kind, had been branded by the national press as the Wickedest Man in the World, and finally his drug-wracked body had just given up.

      The man’s concern, when he got news of her death, was very brief and very cold. He wondered what could be done about her followers. His own followers were thinning out, and he would have liked to inherit hers. Nothing came of it however. She passed nothing obvious on to him. In the eyes of history their spirits—which had never seemed particularly close—diverged.

      They had never been lovers, it must be said. Had only met in the last few years. In an era when the telephone machine was still something of a rarity, and postal deliveries impressively frequent, their correspondence had been lively but never romantic, or even deep. Almost nothing has survived.

      If anything, they were bound by a mutual psychic contact with a non-human being from the very depths of both the human psyche and interstellar space. Had they met when she was a young and fertile priestess and he Pan Ithyphallus he might have tried it on, tried to inflict her with the Serpent’s Kiss—biting her lower lip—and thus getting her in his completely amoral power. She might have become his disciple. On the other hand it is more than likely that she would have shown herself to be far more than he could have coped with, and probably they both knew it.

      So they were never lovers in any earthly sense, nor did they work magick in the privacy of his rooms in Hastings; and he would never—not ever—have been allowed across the threshold of her own private temples in London and Glastonbury.

      Yet despite that Aleister Crowley and Dion Fortune produced between them something that was extraordinary, and which has affected us all in the 21st Century.

      They produced an Aeon…
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            DEATHS AND AFTERWARD

          

        

      

    

    
      If we could have followed their souls after their deaths, we would find them pausing in a place of clear white light that the Eastern Tradition named as ‘kama loka,’ or Plane of Desire. It is a place where each of them would review as if on a cinema screen all that they had done, and were able to decide what adjustments might be made for their next lives on earth. We cannot know what the souls of Aleister Crowley and Dion Fortune saw and felt when they went through this unavoidable process, but we can make our own judgements from the outer details of the lives once lived, and work backward to the source. This is a case of ‘withering into the root,’ to paraphrase the poet W.B. Yeats— who was no mean magician himself.⁠1

      The fact is, superficially at least, there can have been few people as different as Aleister Crowley and the woman who used that pen-name ‘Dion Fortune’. He was known globally by many names and titles including The Master Therion, Perdurabo, Baphomet or The Great Beast; she was happy to use her married name of Violet Evans, though was invariably called just ‘Dion’ within her narrow circle, or else referred to as DF.

      The man, as we have noted, was globally regarded as a dark individual who was shot through with brilliance. The woman was seen within her narrow, almost local circle, as someone who shone with light yet who carried bits and pieces of darkness within her. One courted publicity whenever he could. The other shunned it whenever possible. When he died, the news travelled around the world and many people breathed a sigh of relief. After all he had been pilloried by the international press for decades as ‘The Wickedest Man in the World,’ and there were many who believed this. She on the other hand was known to her limited circle of followers as a true Priestess of the Moon, who died a quiet but radiant death without anyone outside of her circle hearing about her passing or even much caring.

      No-one knows what Dion’s last words were, but the imminence of her demise would not have troubled a woman who had functioned for years as a powerful medium, and who had once written a book called Through the Gates of Death. In it she described how the Adept would meet death:

      
        
        When the time comes for the adept to set forth, he summons those who are dearest that they may ease his parting and companion him on the first stages of his journey. Those who can come in the flesh gather about; those who cannot, come thither in the astral projection; and those who have gone on ahead through the great Gates are summoned also that they may return and await him upon the threshold.⁠2

      

      

      She had explored the inner planes for most of her life, and so knew what to do, and where to go once she had given her last breath. In contrast Crowley’s last words were recorded as either: ‘I am perplexed,’ or ‘Sometimes I hate myself.’ On the other hand Deirdre MacAlpine, who visited Crowley with their son and found him in light spirits and very chatty, reported that there was a sudden gust of wind and peal of thunder at the otherwise quiet moment of his passing, and felt that the Gods were welcoming him home. The great medium Eileen Garrett added: ‘Some of the faithful followers who remained with him to the end assured me that his body in death glowed with an intense lustre.’⁠3
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        * * *

      

      Crowley’s cremation was in Brighton, a large seaside town on the southern coast which has a reputation today as being the gay capital England.  About a dozen people attended, described by one anonymous and rather snobbish observer as comprising: ‘an odd mixture of crumpled raincoats, coughs, bright scarves, a lack of haircuts and the indefinable spoor of Charlotte Street and Soho’⁠4. One of these was his old friend Louis Wilkinson who read in beautifully modulated tones the ‘Hymn To Pan,’ the ‘Collects and Anthems’ from The Gnostic Mass and selected passages from The Book of the Law. Although self-described as a Poet it was the ‘Hymn to Pan’ which was arguably the deceased’s most effective piece, with the superb opening lines:

      
        
        
        Thrill with the lissome lust of the light, O man! My man!

        Come careering out of the night

        Of Pan! Io Pan!

      

      

      

      This, as you can imagine, was not the most Christian of endings. Shortly after the cremation a young writer named James Laver, remarked to Wilkinson, ‘You know, I would like to write about the life of Crowley now he's safely dead.’ Wilkinson slowly turned to the young man and asked, ‘Ah ... but what do you mean by safely dead?’⁠5

      No details survive of Dion Fortune’s funeral, yet despite the overwhelming pagan tendencies in her final years we might imagine that it would have had strong Christian emphases thanks to the influence of her Jesuit-trained successor Arthur Chichester, whom she thought of as her Sun Priest. As someone who had always wrestled with the androgyny of the human spirit and perhaps within her own self, it was appropriate that she should die in the aptly named Middlesex Hospital, in London. From there her body was driven toward Glastonbury in Somerset, symbolically going ‘into the West,’ as great figures of Celtic  and Egyptian mythology were said to do when their lives were ended and missions fulfilled. She was buried in the cemetery which is set on St Edmunds Hill, alongside the Wells Road, within five minutes walk from Glastonbury town centre.

      At least Crowley really was, as young James Laver had observed ‘safely dead’ this time. 17 years before he had actually faked his death, leaving his cigarette case and a hand-written suicide note on the cliff top above the crashing waves at Boca do Inferno (Hell's Mouth), a fearsome ravine that leads to the sea between Sintra and Estoril, near Lisbon. It may have been an attempt to get the many creditors off his back and improve the sales of his books; it may have been part of his long-running efforts for British Intelligence, enabling him to lie low in the nearby resort of Cascais which was brimming with influential Germans on whom he had a brief to spy; it may simply have been an attempt to escape a discarded lover named Hanni Jaeger. There were rumours in the French press that he had been murdered by assassins from the Vatican. A group of his followers in England held a séance to try and contact his spirit on the other side. Crowley in fact had slipped across the border into Spain, where he took great delight in reading the accounts of his suicide in the newspapers.⁠6

      It might be supposed that Fortune’s demise in 1946 was as certain as Crowley’s final passing the following year, but one earnest and thoroughly extraordinary person known to me insisted that as a young man he had known her in 1949/50, worked a very different kind of magic with her then, and learned that she had faked her death three years earlier in order to escape the restrictive atmosphere of the group which she had founded. He met her in London, and had liaisons with her in Kewstoke and Uphill in Somerset—small villages next to Weston-super-Mare where she had lived as a young girl. They travelled as aunt and nephew and their relationship was entirely sexual—though not without fondness. After they parted company because of his imminent marriage, he never saw her again and had no idea when she finally died.

      If this astonishing tale is true then she might have been unconsciously copying Crowley’s temporary escape-route, which she would have heard about at the time. It must be said however that despite this elderly informant’s unquestionable sincerity there is absolutely no proof that it really happened. On the other hand there is no proof that it didn’t happen either, despite exhaustive enquiries all round. But whether she really died in 1946 or lived on and had adventures and a very different kind of life in the West Country is irrelevant, because the true significance is this:

      Just as the myth of Crowley is far more important and potent than the often sordid reality of the man, this account of Dion Fortune existing beyond the accepted date, puts her up there with all those Sacred Kings and Queens who never really died, but lived on in another way, either in this world or the next. In this respect the myth of a resurrected Dion Fortune is completely relevant and almost necessary, regardless of historical reality.

      In fact the myths of these two have ensured that in some ways they have a more effective existence today than they ever had when in the flesh. Make no mistake…Crowley the Magus bore little relationship to Crowley the Man, and it is the former who should inspire us, while the latter provides the ‘Terrible Warning’ about what not to do. The blending of Violet Evans with the atmosphere of her fictional creation ‘The Sea Priestess’ gives her shade a power which somehow can influence us from inner levels today.

      Aleister Crowley and Dion Fortune may have been—on the surface—very different individuals, but as we will see they were bound together by one thing: they practised Magic with every fibre of their beings, every moment of every day of their lives. They never compromised, never sold out, and in subtle ways managed to transform the consciousness of generations yet unborn. It was not so much that they were awkward parts in a complicated puzzle that happened to have two bits that would fit, but more a case that they had the elegant curves and harmonies that, for the rest of us, formed a Yin Yang of cosmic significance.

      DEFINITIONS

      So how do we define these titles ‘Logos of the Aeon’ and ‘Shakti of the Age’? What do we mean by this, and how—or why—did they become applied to these two very mortal beings?

      Crowley, never one to be modest or mince his words, described himself as a Prophet who was  ‘…chosen to proclaim the Law which will determine the destinies of this planet for an epoch.’ In simple terms Christianity had had its day. The Great Beast, as he sometimes styled himself, believed that he heralded another age known as  the Aeon of Horus. The mystic ‘Word’ of this Aeon was Thelema, the Greek word for Will. In Crowley’s system it was also related to Agape, the Greek word for Love.  The message of Thelema was expressed neatly by the two famous injunctions: ‘Do what thou Wilt shall be the whole of the Law’. To which one was supposed to reply; ‘Love is the Law; Love under Will.’

      He described in his Confessions this New Aeon that he had inaugurated, and to him the Aeon of Horus (the Crowned and Conquering Child), while suffering from spasms of transitory passion, would ultimately release mankind from its pretence of altruism, its obsession of fear and its consciousness of sin. More, it would be seen as utterly conscienceless, cruel, helpless, affectionate and ambitious. He advised anyone who wanted to understand the Aeon more that many of its characteristics might be found by studying the stigmata of child psychology, concluding: “And if he possess any capacity for understanding the language of symbolism, he will be staggered by the adequacy and accuracy of the summary of the spirit of the New Aeon given in The Book of the Law.” ⁠7

      So an Aeon in Crowley’s terms was a period of time ruled by a particular god—in this case Horus. But, Gnostic-hearted old soul that he was, he would also have been aware of Valentinus’ ideas on the topic.

      Valentinus was the most prominent and influential of the historical Christian Gnostics, and seems to have studied with the legendary Basilides in Alexandria, but also received secret teachings from a certain Theodas, allegedly a disciple of St Paul. His system developed a highly complex model of the universe in which each of fifteen successive levels of emanation (Aeons) occurs as a syzygy, a male-female pair.

      The supreme Divinity was called Bythos (Depth), who is encompassed by Sigê (Silence). Through the interaction of Bythos and Sigê, the first syzygy of Aeons, Nous/Alêtheia, emanated. These gave birth to the second syzygy, Logos/Zoê, which brought forth Anthrôpos/Ekklêsia. And so on.

      This can be mind-numbingly complex, but we can put it in a simpler way: From the profound and silent depths of nothingness emerged Intellect and Truth, which created Word and Life (Logos and Zoê), which created Man and Church.

      In the Crowleyan sense, if we may use that term, the Logos needed a mate. To him the true partner of the Logos was the Scarlet Woman (of whom more later) but Valentinus with his idea of the syzygy was more right than the Beast: you have to give life to the word, or else it is just noise. Likewise if life is never able to express itself, it is just dead flesh.

      So it can be argued that it was Dion Fortune who became the Zoê to Crowley’s Logos in the gnostic magickal current channelled by the pair of them.
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        * * *

      

      And what is the ‘Shakti of the Age’ as specifically applied to the vehicle known as Dion Fortune?

      This is the great power of Time, creating the different world ages that humanity passes through during the long cycles of cosmic evolution. It is the  power of Time that takes humanity from one world age to another, working to sustain the spiritual energy of the planet through the ages of light and darkness. In other words, it was the man who made all the noises, but the woman who made things happen. We can get a glimpse of this in her superb novel Moon Magic, in which the great priestess Vivien le Fay Morgan uses her power to free poor Rupert Malcolm, a sexually frustrated and tortured individual, from his life-long agonies—and in so doing frees humanity also.

      Although Miss Morgan’s voice was that of the adept Dion Fortune in all her power, the frustrations described—sexual frustrations—were drawn from those of the mortal Violet Firth as her character thinks of the complete uselessness and wastefulness, the sheer folly of the sacrifice that had been demanded of Dr Malcolm by conventional morality. She thought of the  misery, despair and sheer torture that the conventions and superstitions of mankind had inflicted upon him, and so the great Moon Priestess dealt with it by magical means. In those hours of intense power and emotion within her moon-temple, with the great River Thames in flood outside, the magic she did for all men as tortured and agonised as he went into the group mind of the race to work like leaven. “There is freedom in the world today because of what I did that night, for it opened the first tiny rift in the great barrier and the forces began to move, channelling and eroding as they flowed, till presently the strength of waters came flooding through like the bursting of a dam and all resistance melted away.”⁠8

      Although this was fiction, there is no doubt that it was based upon some very real magical workings. In their own ways, Aleister Crowley and Dion Fortune broke down barriers for us all.

      Unlike Crowley, however, who would happily claim any grandiose title for himself, Dion never saw herself as Shakti of the Age—although she knew that she was just a bit different.  Nor did Crowley apply this title to her. In fact she would have abhorred any such description. Yet in 1943 she wrote about the role of her Fraternity:

      
        
        We are of the world, but not in it. We cannot be otherwise than a part of our race and age as long as we are inhabiting time and space; yet, mentally, those who accept the viewpoint of the Fraternity, and have been trained in its discipline until that viewpoint guides their lives, are no part of the age in which they live, but of an age that is yet to come.⁠9

      

      

      She had her own ideas about the forthcoming era. While Crowley may have been hoping that she would use the term Aeon and all that implied, she still preferred to think of it in terms of the Piscean Age giving way to the Aquarian, which in itself was rather a radical concept in that era. In a letter dated January 17th 1944 she wrote to her friend and legal advisor ‘HF’:

      
        
        In the Aquarian Age, or so I believe, there will be a high degree of individualisation combined with a high degree of social integration. This can only be achieved if each individual has a strong sense of social duty; if each citizen says in the true sense, ‘L’etat, c’est moi’. We can judge the rightness or wrongness of any action by extending it in a straight line and asking ourselves what would happen if everyone did that?…Now I believe that evolution is pioneered by those individuals who have the knowledge living according to the principles of the new age. I and my group try to live as Aquarians…⁠10

      

      

      She went on to insist that while there are certain standards which are eternal, such as truth and honesty, there are others that change with the changing age: the qualities that make a man a good citizen in war time may make him a gangster in peace; while the qualities that make a good citizen in peace time could well make the wretch a brake on the wheel during warfare. Perhaps with one eye on the example of her friend Crowley, she noted that different conditions make different demands, and the qualities that constitute good citizenship change with the changing times.

      Just as one never realises an Age has passed until it is long gone, it is only in retrospect that we can see what she embodied. In the years after her passing, when people have had a chance to assess her impact, more and more have come to think of her as someone who brought through the great energies of change and transformation that we have experienced since. But whereas The Master Therion thundered out; ‘Do what Thou Wilt’ as a prerequisite for illumination, Dion Fortune insisted that every of her initiates had to be able to say: ‘I desire to Know, in order to Serve.’
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        * * *

      

      But what do we mean by Magic, as she termed it, and Magick as Crowley preferred?

      He defined magick with a ‘k’ as ‘the Science and Art of causing Change to occur in conformity with Will.’ He also said: ‘…every intentional act is a Magickal Act.’ He preferred the terminal ‘k’ because it distinguished the ancient art from mere conjuring. Plus the ‘k’ signified to him the ‘kteis,’ or vagina, and hinted at the sexual nature of his own expressed Mysteries.

      Without endorsing the sexual interpretation implied by the final ‘k,’ Dion Fortune slightly modified this by adding a couple of words: ‘changes in consciousness,’ so that her own definition became: ‘Magic is the art of causing changes to occur in consciousness, in conformity with will.’

      To both of them, changing consciousness and tuning it toward higher levels of awareness—toward the very gods themselves—was a near-forgotten part of human evolution, and a religious quest of the most holy kind.

      LEGACIES

      When they died, what legacies did they leave?

      In material terms, it can be seen that Crowley had over the years squandered every penny of his originally huge inheritance and had a mere £18.00 left. Dion, however, had used her own accrued wealth so carefully that she had £9,781.00  in her account.

      On another level the man left behind him a legacy of two organisations known as the A.A and the O.T.O.

      The former was founded in 1906 by himself and George Cecil Jones. Crowley never explained what A.A. stands for, and the versions are invariably…Argenteum Astrum, Argentinum Astrum (both meaning Silver Star), but plausibly also Arcanum Arcanorum (Secret of Secrets), or absurdly Atlantean Adepts. Gerald Yorke, who was a member, described the A.A. as Rosicrucianism with the sex put back. Crowley himself defined the A.A. as ‘…the one true and invisible Order which has operated under various names and guises throughout history to guide the spiritual evolution of humanity. The goals of the A.A. are those which have motivated spiritual exploration and religious inquiry throughout human history. Its methods are those of science; its aims are those of religion.’

      The second organisation, the Ordo Templi Orientis, was probably founded in Germany around 1895 but Crowley assumed the title of Outer Head of the Order in 1925. Although originally structured along Freemasonic lines, he recreated it as a vehicle for expressing the Law of Thelema, and it still exists today although there are many—frequently antagonistic—variations.

      In comparison Dion Fortune founded her Fraternity of the Inner Light in 1922 as an off-shoot—like the A.A.—from the legendary Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn, using a system of training and progressive initiation leading to individual gnosis. If Crowley very often had to operate his rites from a variety of apartments or basements, or (it was rumoured on at least one occasion in Paris, breaking into a church and using a naked woman on her hands and knees as an altar), she had two substantial temples in London and a smaller one in Glastonbury from which to operate. The FIL still exists today as the Society of the Inner Light, nearly a century after it was created.

      In some ways they functioned within the collective unconscious like the spheres of  Chockmah and Binah on the kabbalistic Tree of the Life which we will look at later, and which they interpreted so profoundly many decades before modern celebrities with more money than sense started making such a fuss about their own vapid versions, and wearing those ridiculous red bracelets.

      But on yet another and far more effective level their crucial legacies are to be found in those subtle but immensely potent myths and legends which came to surround them, and which have stimulated the psyches and awakened the inner senses of countless seekers since. As already mentioned, the myth and legend of a person invariably has far greater power and endurance than the reality, and we have to look at these as the legacies meant for us.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Crowley in his time had been a world class mountaineer and conquered some of the highest peaks in the Himalayas; there are climbers today who hero-worship him for those feats alone and have no time for the magickal side. He was a chess master (although some said he used hypnotic techniques to beat his opponents), highly regarded (especially by himself) as a poet, explorer, hunter, trickster, bully, secret agent, novelist, socialite, sponger, libertine, heroin addict and writer of some of the most influential occult books of the 20th Century. After 1904, when he had a cosmic revelation in Cairo, he devoted the rest of his life to what he called Crowleyanity.

      He was a true eccentric, an underground hero, a dark utopian and recognisable forerunner of the sex and drugs and rock ‘n’ rollers some 60 years before rock music appeared, and was eventually adored by the gods of Rock when they discovered him: the Beatles, Rolling Stones, David Bowie, Ozzy Osbourne and Black Sabbath, Iron Maiden, and Jimmy Page of Led Zeppelin to name but a few, and later on numerous punk bands also took him on board, recognising the outrageous rebel in him.

      For decades you couldn’t open a novel without a thinly disguised version of him appearing as a veritable Prince of Darkness,⁠11 and appearing in more memoirs than probably anyone else simply because—love or loathe him—you could never quite forget him. In some ways he can seem worse to us today than ever because of his open use and espousal of drugs such as cocaine, opium, laudanum and mescaline, but in his youth these were  entirely legal substances. The saddest thing was, he might have been a god incarnate, or at very least a vehicle for such, but he never kicked his heron addiction, despite all his efforts over many years.

      In literary terms Crowley’s own books, most of which he self-published, hardly attracted many readers in his lifetime but his extraordinary Confessions has never been out of print in 40 years and exists on the World Wide Web in various electronic forms, hovering in cyber-space like the ka of some mummified Egyptian priest.

      To his critics at the time (ie almost everyone on the planet), the philosophy of Thelema was one of devil worship and what they charmingly termed ‘sexual deviancy,’ for he was as openly bisexual as anyone dared to be then. Young people of today, taking their current sexual freedoms for granted, don’t realise how many of these were made possible because he took that first step forward in morality, which seemed at the time to be so deeply immoral. The world hated him so much that you had to have a sneaking admiration for his sheer guts. The Wicked Man in the World as the papers called him, was also in many ways the bravest.
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        * * *

      

      And then there was Dion Fortune. What did she leave us?

      Whatever Crowley did for magick from the masculine point of view, DF as they called her, did very quietly and secretly from the distaff side. Also, like Crowley, an initiate in the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn, her own fraternity worked the magic of the West: of Atlantis, Ys and Egypt; of the Celts and Scandinavians; of King Arthur and the Holy Grail. She made the Kabbalah accessible and lucid, took mediumship to new heights, and explored all of those obscure by-ways that might now be termed ‘Native British’—and made them international.

      Although there was a Christian Mystic section within her lodge for the less able, she specialised in working with the Great Goddess figures, and toward the end of her life was at times completely overshadowed by these. Her books such as The Mystical Qabalah, Applied Magic, and the very odd Psychic Self-defence have been much copied but never surpassed. Her novels The Sea Priestess and Moon Magic are utterly beautiful in their prose and almost hypnotic in their magical effect upon the reader. One critic at the time threw the former aside in utter disgust when her female character said to the sexually-frustrated man: ‘You want to know how far I go…’ No-one would turn a hair if a woman today spoke like that now, but in the 1930s this was very strong and dangerous stuff indeed. People born after the 1960s often don’t realise how odd, weird and radical the notion of Goddess worship and sexually-confident women seemed in the years, decades and even centuries before that. These burgeoning notions were seen then as radical, highly risible, and possibly even dangerous. Thanks to the magical work that DF did within the Collective Unconscious, women today have voices and choices that were unknown to her own parents’ generation.

      Every woman since who has ever challenged the patriarchy of modern times should give her no small degree of gratitude for paving the way, and showing that—starting on the inner planes—it is Woman who has the power. Quite simplyDion Fortune brought the Goddess back into the world.

      Every modern magician of either sex, meanwhile, owes her a debt for the sheer clarity of exposition on obscure Hermetic topics they might never have grasped otherwise. When you see the present upsurge of interest in ley-lines and earth energies, of seasonal rituals, Old Gods and Older Goddesses, and all things purely Western—including her own interpretation of the Kabbalah 70 years before it became an empty cult—then so very much of it can be tracked back directly to her influence.

      And then there were the witches.

      Where did Crowley and Fortune stand in regard to them?
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        * * *

      

      At the time of writing, Wicca is regarded in some quarters as the fastest growing religion in the world. It is a belief system and way of life based upon the reconstruction of pre-Christian traditions, with its spiritual roots in the earliest expressions of reverence for nature, and for both the Goddess and God. It accepts reincarnation and the reality of magick; ritual observance of astronomical and agricultural phenomena; and the use of magickal circles for ritual purposes. And it has long been believed that one of the founders of the movement, Gerald Brousseau Gardner, received much of his Craft material from Crowley.

      Despite the stories it has proved difficult to find hard evidence of an actual collaboration between Crowley and Gardner on Wicca, although it is true that Crowley sold him a charter for £300 to run a lodge of the OTO. In his Magical Diary for 1947 he makes four brief references to GBG between the 1st and the 27th of May, but nothing before or beyond that.

      Nevertheless, Gardner’s writings from 1949 onward show that large sections of the Wiccan 1st – 3rd Degree Initiations and the Sabbat Rituals are taken word for word from The Book of the Law and the Gnostic Mass.⁠12 Jerry E. Cornelius has identified those numerous parts of the Gardnerian system which were taken directly from Crowley’s existing books, and these are given in Appendix A, in order to show which of the Great Beast’s concerns were of particular interest to Gardner.

      Understand that Crowley did not write these at Gardner’s request: Gardner simply lifted almost word for word what he wanted from books by AC that were already in print. So it can be seen that AC did not write rituals for Gardner—who was more than capable of doing so himself. In fact it might said that a magician (or witch) who can’t write his or her own rituals, shouldn’t really be in the business in the first place. Nor is there any truth is the rumour—more of a legend by now—that Crowley had once joined a witch coven but didn't like being bossed about by women. That was never more than a simple English ‘fib,’ a joke, that escaped into the larger world and expanded to fit.

      In actual fact Crowley had long had a certain sympathy for the sort of worship that Gardner came to create, as he once expressed in a letter to Charles Stansfield Jones, long before the former came on the scene:

      
        
        The time is just ripe for a natural religion. People like rites and ceremonies, and they are tired of hypothetical gods. Insist on the real benefits of the Sun, the Mother-force, the Father-force and so on; and show that by celebrating these benefits worthily the worshippers unite themselves more fully with the current of life…⁠13
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        * * *

      

      By the same token a number of researchers have tried hard to find links between Dion Fortune and the Wiccan movement without any success. Although in the years immediately after her death the Society of the Inner Light had a chalet called ‘Avalon’ in one of the two nudist camps at Brickett Wood—where Gardner performed what might be thought of as Dionysian rites—DF was never part of this in her lifetime. Also, it seems unlikely that her followers indulged after she had gone. What the Wiccans got from Dion Fortune was a tone. And they got this through her writings, and/or perhaps from her actual spirit. In one of her earliest short stories she described how certain rituals can set off on a note on the inner planes that people attuned to the magic can hear, and be drawn toward. We can hear this ourselves in her two finest novels The Sea Priestess and its sequel Moon Magic which she hoped would have self-initiatory qualities—which they did, and do. There is a rhythm in the prose which is utterly compelling, and a power in the imagery which almost effects a very real kind of ‘initiation’ in the truest sense: a beginning. An awakening. And what the reader hears is the whispering of the Goddess saying I’m here. Come work with me…

      In fact both novels contain enough details and teaching for anyone with no previous knowledge of Magic whatsoever to construct their own rituals, and get results. And this is what the early post-War Wiccans did. As many modern researchers have shown time and again, the various founders of Wicca sought to gain some validity for their new religion by claiming (spurious) heritages of ancient covens which passed down their secrets through the centuries. This is hardly a crime: the founders of the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn did much the same thing 70 years before with the forged documents they claimed—for a time—gave them legitimacy. Nineteen hundred years before that, St Paul did similar when he created Christianity.

      Once again we are in the realm of ‘fibbing’: which might be defined as telling harmless and even charming lies, usually with a jokey basis, and often to impose a point of view against all the odds. In this respect one of the Stately Crones of England  (a self-styled ‘hereditary witch’ of real power and vision) once confessed to me that she had made it all up. And both of us knew that it didn’t matter one bit. As Gardner might have said, paraphrasing Crowley: An it harm none, do what ye will.

      In reality the Wiccans plundered Robert Graves’ White Goddess and James Frazier’s Golden Bough for details of their deities or even coven names, but when it came to fine-tuning their rituals it was the works of Crowley and Fortune that provided them with their rationale, energy and direction.

      And the crucial fact to understand is that, as with the impressive adeptii of the Golden Dawn, they got their system to work.

      In fact Fortune’s last two novels alone are filled with chants, invocations, Words of Power, and above all those curiously seductive prose rhythms which make the imagery sink deep into the reader’s psyche. And while this was written up as fiction, every word was drawn from her own personal experience.

      
        
        There was nothing of the human left about me. I was vast as the universe; my head among the stars; my feet on the curve of the earth as it swung under me in its orbit. Around me in translucent space, stood the stars, rank upon rank, and I was of their company. Beneath me, very far beneath me, all nature lay spread like a green-patterned carpet. Along on the globe that soared through space I stood…

      

      

      And also, referring to the priest she was working with:

      
        
        I was his anima, his underworld contact, his underworld contact, his link with most ancient earth and things primordial wherein are the roots of strength; through me he could touch them as he was powerless to do alone, for man is of the sun and stars and fire; but woman is of dark space and dark earth and dark, primordial water…⁠14

      

      

      Because of the work those two did on the inner planes, which eventually worked through the Collective Unconscious and found results in the outer world,  young women would never again be committed to asylums or work-houses for the dreadful sin of getting pregnant outside of marriage; children would never again be stigmatised by the term ‘bastard’; gay men and women would no longer be seen as committing crimes against humanity; and sexual desire became recognised as a normal impulse, and not a degradation. It was not so much Do what thou wilt, but a case of learning to Be what you were inside, under the freedom and challenge of Love.

      Toward the end of her life Dion Fortune apparently had a lot of problems with being so overshadowed by these Goddess archetypes. Crowley the Man, in contrast, became too frail to fully channel the Great Gods of Pan and Horus that had once been so omnipresent.

      Then again you can forgive them for flagging at the ends of their extraordinary lives, because they had both come through a terrible War…
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