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This book is dedicated to

Anton LaVey (1930–1997),

Adam Parfrey (1957–2018), and

Genesis P-Orridge (1950–2020).
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Mortui vivos docent!



ANTON LAVEY AND THE CHURCH OF SATAN
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“In Anton LaVey and the Church of Satan, the ‘Black Pope’ of modern Satanism finds his most able interpreter and biographer. Carl Abrahamsson, the doyen of occulture, has studied LaVey’s life and influence for years, focusing his peculiar instinct for the esoteric and transgressive on a character who brought the two into a piquant and appealing blend. Part showman, part huckster, part prophet, and all devil, LaVey’s shaved head, Fu Manchu moustache, kitschy horns, and buxom coven brought a comic touch to a heresy that is more often taken all too seriously. Abrahamsson captures the smoky, saucy flavor of LaVey’s devilish humor with gusto. Tempted? You should be.”

GARY LACHMAN, AUTHOR OF TURN OFF YOUR MIND AND THE RETURN OF HOLY RUSSIA

“A rich, engaging, and insightful exploration of one of the most influential and misunderstood thinkers of late twentieth-century occultism. . . . an invaluable resource for anyone interested in the history of Satanism and late-modern occulture.”

MANON HEDENBORG WHITE, SENIOR LECTURER OF RELIGIOUS STUDIES AT KARLSTAD UNIVERSITY AND AUTHOR OF 
THE ELOQUENT BLOOD

“Unique insights into the myth and man that was Anton LaVey—a must-read for anyone interested in the history and future of Satanism.”

PER FAXNELD, PH.D., SENIOR LECTURER AT SÖDERTÖRN UNIVERSITY AND AUTHOR OF SATANIC FEMINISM

“Anton LaVey and the Church of Satan is an act of magic, for it takes you to the Black House at 6114 California Street where you are invited to a party in the honor of Doktor LaVey. Carl Abrahamsson is the ideal host of the party—not only has he invited all the right people, but he will introduce them to you as he takes you by the arm and leads you through the house, making sure that you are having fun while generously sharing his profound knowledge about the Doktor. If you’re lucky, Doktor LaVey will show you a movie or play on one of his many synthesizers. Enjoy the party!”

HENRIK BOGDAN, PROFESSOR OF RELIGIOUS STUDIES AT THE UNIVERSITY OF GOTHENBURG AND EDITOR OF THE OXFORD STUDIES IN WESTERN ESOTERICISM BOOK SERIES

“At a moment when there is increased academic interest in the history of Satanism and the gamut of Satanic religion has fanned out from the radical left to the alt-right, there is great value in revisiting Anton LaVey. With fresh analysis and precious interviews with friends and family, Carl Abrahamsson sheds new light on this controversial and enigmatic figure. The more we learn about LaVey, the more he appears as a node, linking diverse streams of culture from magic to art to politics.”

JOSEPH P. LAYCOCK, ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR OF RELIGIOUS STUDIES AT TEXAS STATE UNIVERSITY AND AUTHOR OF SPEAK OF THE DEVIL

“Abrahamson’s work is a personal, sympathetic, yet nuanced portrait of one of the most enigmatic and fascinating figures of the twentieth century. Anton LaVey was a mercurial figure who contained within him paradoxes that continue to defy any simplistic interpretation of him. The diversity of his influence is clearly felt in this work. With several unique interviews and recollections of LaVey, this book will be essential reading for all future studies on Satanism.”

FREDRIK GREGORIUS, ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR OF THE HISTORY OF RELIGION AT LINKÖPING UNIVERSITY AND COEDITOR OF THE INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL OF THE STUDY OF NEW RELIGIONS

“Through a vivid examination of LaVey’s insistence on paving his own road through the pop-cultural landscape of the mid-twentieth century United States, Abrahamsson illuminates a thought-provoking, occultural individual and his circle, ready to shake up any beliefs set in stone to make you think for yourself. Read, and shake!”

KASPER OPSTRUP, AUTHOR OF THE WAY OUT

“As a whole, Abrahamsson’s personal and scholarly reflections and the unique assembly of interviews form an archive useful for the newly curious, the jaded occultist, the brazen scholar, and the mostly antagonistic. An impressive work.”

JESPER AAGAARD PETERSEN, VICE DEAN OF RESEARCH AT THE NORWEGIAN UNIVERSITY OF SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY
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“I remember an older, grander show. All an old feller like me is good for, anyways, is rememberin’. And my memories are sure more glamorous. I don’t want nothin’ spoilin’ ’em. I’m a circus man and will be until I die. Good night, everybody,” he said. And lumbered away, pachydermically, down the darkened Midway, swinging his cane, and faded into the night.1



FOREWORD

“NO MORE MR. 
NICE GUY”

IN CELEBRATION OF ANTON LAVEY

BY MITCH HOROWITZ

If you’re picking up this book, chances are that you, like me, are rediscovering an artist and a magician with whom neither the mainstream nor the counterculture has ever fully come to terms: Anton LaVey.

With his founding of the Church of Satan in 1966, Anton became the first spiritual rebel to attain superstar status since British occultist Aleister Crowley (1875–1947) more than a generation earlier. And in some respects, no one since Anton’s death in 1997 has filled the same role. New Agers and self-helpers have hit best-seller lists, run for president, and attracted millions of television viewers. But no outsider occult figure—one unfit for weekend seminars or headset-wearing TED talks—has upended our cultural assumptions, exposed moral hypocrisies, and embraced outcast iconography as Anton did.

The price of notoriety is misunderstanding. And Anton attracted misperception in unprecedented amounts. Was he evil incarnate? (Spare me.) A usurper of pretense? (Getting warmer.) An artist who wielded outsider themes to reflect back to us our own foibles, failed assumptions, and untapped potential? (Pitchforks up!) Even those who love Anton’s work, as I do, differ about his legacy. My act of loosely referencing him as “spiritual” or “occult” will attract the umbrage of some who see him, not without reason, as shattering even those conventionally overused terms. Anton LaVey, a generation following his death, still makes complacency impossible.

Into this wonderfully chaotic and unclassifiable cultural space steps artist, social critic, and filmmaker Carl Abrahamsson. Carl’s work, both in this book and his previous Occulture (2018), does so much to contextualize Anton LaVey as the Promethean, boundary-breaking provocateur and artist that he was. Literally just as I was writing these words, I hit a wrong key on my laptop and started playing the 1973 Alice Cooper song, “No More Mr. Nice Guy.” What a delightful “mistake.” As unclassifiable as his subject, Carl Abrahamsson is, in fact, an accurately self-described nice guy—a warm, loving, and ethical man. Yet Carl also reflects what he discovered in Anton and what he has helped others to see in him: the embodied imperative to seek out and define your own road-tested values of honor, loyalty, questioning, and aesthetic integrity, no matter who the hell it offends.

When I first discovered Carl’s writing on Anton LaVey in fall of 2017, twenty years after the magician’s death, I was close to being lost. A corporate takeover eliminated my long-held position at the helm of a New Age publishing imprint. Cut loose, I felt a sense of adventure but also nervousness about the future—about who I was with my job title gone and a redefinition thrust on me. Although I was already successful as a writer and speaker on alternative spirituality, I felt that my search was getting a little stale. I caught myself repeating certain themes and phrases. I suspected that I was over-relying on insights that were already a few years old. I didn’t like it.

One day, Carl’s publisher sent me an advance copy of Occulture with the request for an endorsement. I opened the table of contents and spotted a chapter title that shot electricity through me: “Anton LaVey, Magical Innovator.” I cannot say quite what it was, but the moment that I eyed that chapter I knew I was poised for a change in my life. I already knew of Anton and held a half-formed opinion of him as a goad to mainline culture and, in my view then, as a showman. But I hadn’t regarded him with sufficient seriousness—a mistake on my part—and I neglected to include him in my 2009 book Occult America. As I held Carl’s book in my hands, however, I intuited that his chapter and its reassessment held what I was looking for. My instinct proved right. I read that chapter first, and then the whole book, and I felt moved to do more than just endorse Carl’s work. I delved deeply into the ideas of the man who had inspired him and soon produced my own article reassessing a figure whose output I had previously neglected and to which Carl had shaken me awake. Anton’s heterodoxy also spurred my own self-defined experiments—literary, intellectual, and spiritual—into Satanism, which have formed a vibrant (and at times also misunderstood) aspect of my current career and search, which are one and the same.

I am writing this introduction in tribute to these figures—Anton, whom I never knew, and Carl, whom I am happy to call a friend—who rescued me when I was starting to trace the arc of a circle in my search. Life may be cyclical, but truth arrives in schisms. Anton was a master at creating schisms.

In this book Carl calls Anton “America’s own pop Nietzsche.” There is more to that designation than may first appear. I believe that people often require novelty to enter new ideas. Most people who are searching for practical philosophies will not find their way to Nietzsche; they will recall him only as the guy who wrote, “God is dead,” and some may even repeat uninformed tropes about the German philosopher and Nazism. Within Anton’s work, however, you will discover what I consider a reasonable iteration of the philosophy of self-verification and the rejection of handed-down meaning. You will find this outlook framed within the iconography of revolt against domesticated and often unfulfilled Judeo-Christian values. Yes, it is pop Nietzscheanism, and a sturdy variant of it.

In a 2018 article, “The Devil’s Reading List,” I reconsidered Anton’s iconic and perennial seller, The Satanic Bible (1969): “Critics dismissed LaVey’s mass-market paperback as a bastardization of Nietzsche and Ayn Rand, with occult frosting—to which I argue: So what? Much religious and philosophical writing is syncretic, and I see LaVey’s work as an effective popularization of those writers combined with his own shrewd insights into human nature. Some readers called the book a catalyst in their lives.”

I would no more dismiss a popularization of modern philosophy than I would Shakespeare’s reckoning of the machinations of Ancient Rome because it’s secondhand history. Artists not only provoke but also mediate. Anton successfully brought decades of readers, including Goth teens at mall bookstores and later online, to the ideals of self-determination when they might otherwise have had no accessible outlet to discover them. The best medicine is the kind that actually lands in your mouth and not on the kitchen floor. That is what Anton offers.

Detractors assert that Anton’s celebration of self-attainment lacks ethics. That misperception gets repeated by those who haven’t read him or have read him only in an act of prejudicial skimming. Reciprocity, loyalty, respect, and rejection of nonprovoked violence form the code of Anton’s outlook. His core ethic could be defined as: Thou shalt leave another alone—unless intruded on. If humanity, or even 10 percent of it, could learn the actual lesson of what it means to leave people alone, it could revolutionize the world.

Earlier I mentioned the ultraindividualist and utopian capitalist Ayn Rand, a street-fighting philosopher who, like Anton, often inspires umbrage. My reference requires clarification, as does my earlier mention of Aleister Crowley. In a 2017 article inspired by Carl’s work, “Good, Clean Satanism,” I noted:

To clarify Anton’s belief system, he neither believed in nor worshipped Satan as a literal entity. Rather, he defined Satanism as the instinct and ethic of radical nonconformity. To him, Satanism existed as the countercurrent to crowd mentality, and the pushback against the human mass of group-thinkers who, historically, are responsible for most earthly catastrophes. In Anton’s eyes, the Satanist, rather than being a force of malevolence, is history’s rebel, romantic, and freethinker—but with a razor’s edge of self-determination, which might be best summarized in the statement famously (if loosely) attributed to Ayn Rand: “The question isn’t who is going to let me; it’s who is going to stop me.”

But Anton could not be called a Randian Objectivist, since he also believed in the power of rite and ritual, practices that were anathema to the hyper-rational capitalist Rand. Nor was Anton in line with the mystical outlook of his aesthetic antecedent Aleister Crowley, whose ceremonial magick and philosophy of living from the True Self is captured in the occultist’s celebrated maxim: “Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law. Love is the law, love under will.”

Rather than comparing Anton to past or contemporaneous figures, I would describe his outlook more as Positive Thinking Weaponized. He took the creative ethic of America’s positive-mind philosophy—specifically the idea that thoughts are causative—and married it to a sense of thoughtful hedonism and unfettered creativity, augmented by the power of ritual, pageantry, and self-invention.

My personal philosophy has differences with Anton’s, but mostly in emphasis and degree and not in foundation. I believe that our ancient ancestors were on to something very real when they personified and sought relationships with metaphysical energies, which they named Jupiter, Minerva, Set, and so on. I take a spiritual—which is to say extraphysical—view of life. We live under many laws and forces, not all of them, in my view, matters of ordinary cognition, motor skills, and mass. For his part, Anton saw ritual not as a means of reaching out to some unseen dimension of existence but as a way of heightening and sharpening the aims of your individual psyche. Does this present an unbridgeable gap in viewpoint? Not really.

Here, again, I honor the tone and perspective of Carl Abrahamsson. In a manner that I consider historically and biographically accurate, Carl captures the subtleties of Anton’s approach. We live in an interconnected world; when you alter one thing you alter everything. “As above, so below,” goes the Hermetic dictum. An act of ritual, use of symbol, or performance of self-expression is “magical” insofar as one altered element necessarily reorders all other elements, including the workings of your psyche, sense of possibility, and perspective. Successful rituals beget change. That was the approach of Anton’s magical work, and it is one of several ways in which his actions as an artist and experimenter elude static definition.

This book is not for you if you like life easy and safe. People will judge you—and sometimes seek to penalize you—for exploring Satanism, a term that most people have no interest in probing or reconsidering beyond what they hear from entertainment, friends, or exoteric religion.

A New Age organization with whom I enjoyed years of fruitful collaboration publicly expunged me when rumors got afoot of my exploration of LaVeyan and other forms of Satanism. A Freemasonic lodge cancelled a contracted talk. A popular astrologer threatened to quit a metaphysical venue if I spoke there on the topic. (I spoke anyway.) I have no way of knowing how many people or places have removed me from their invite list or withheld “likes” on social media because of my associations. And ultimately, I do not care.

I write that not in some maudlin or self-glorifying way. I do not crave controversy. And in fact, I am sympathetic to people who run membership-based venues or organizations. At the same time, I refuse to compromise my search, however easily misconstrued. Otherwise, who am I? Some politician or pitchman delivering a sales talk for whatever book I have coming out? My search and my work are the same. Or both are dead.

I cannot pinpoint precisely what attracts me, or maybe you, to the aesthetics and sledgehammer philosophy of Anton LaVey. 
(He did note that Satanists are born and not made. Ralph Waldo Emerson said 
something very similar.) I can relate this much: When I was a young editor I was 
befriended by a much older and highly successful publisher named Peter Mayer. 
Although I did not know it then, Peter was the one who first agreed to publish 
Anton’s The Satanic Bible at Avon Books in 1969. When I met him twenty 
years later, he was the head of Viking Penguin where he bravely published novelist Salman Rushdie’s The Satanic Verses in the United States, attracting some of the same death threats that drove its author into hiding. Beyond what I’ve noted, the two books, Rushdie’s and Anton’s, have nothing in common. Or do they? The willingness to embrace and discerningly pursue a radical line of thought—through any medium and without apology—is the one thing that makes free inquiry a practice and not a slogan. It divides thought from habit.

If the classical Satan is, as I argue, the disembodied but not quite metaphorical impulse of usurpation, rebellion, and nonconformity, then that, in itself, suggests why, after centuries upon centuries, thinking people continue returning to Satanic themes, iconography, and aesthetics.

This book and your participation in it reflect a renewal of the questions and challenges that arise from the adversarial impulse. Exploring Satanism on the terms offered here may not win you praise. But doing so may help you—and those who think like you—to succeed in a contest that each of us, in every generation, must face, flee from, or ignore: the elevation of questioning above ease; of verification above recitation; and of choosing to rule in one’s choice rather than serve in another’s designation.

Good luck in your fight. And remember: “No More Mr. Nice Guy.”

MITCH HOROWITZ is a PEN Award–winning historian and a widely known voice of esoteric ideas with bylines in the New York Times, Time, Politico, Salon, and the Wall Street Journal. He is the author of several books, including Occult America, One Simple Idea, The Miracle Club, and 
Uncertain Places. His book Awakened Mind is the first work of New Thought published in Arabic. His work is censored in China.
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1

STEP RIGHT UP!
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Oh, these aren’t tricks, madam. Tricks are things that fool people. In the last analysis tricks are lies. But these are real flowers, and that was real wine, and that was a real pig. I don’t do tricks. I do magic. I create; I transpose; I color; I transubstantiate; I break up; I recombine; but I never trick. Would you like to see a turtle? I can create a very superior turtle.

CHARLES G. FINNEY,
THE CIRCUS OF DR. 
LAO

In 2016, the controversial and eclectic organization called the Church of Satan celebrated its fiftieth anniversary. Its founder, Anton Szandor LaVey, had by then been dead for nineteen years. When strong leaders disappear, it often leaves any organization on shaky ground. What was clear in this case, though, was that the Church of Satan (or “CoS”) seemed to have pulled out of these first decades as a very stable and solid group of more or less like-minded individuals who are willing and enthusiastic to be visible and transparent and to eloquently express what’s what and what’s not in terms of Satanism.

Parallel to this, or perhaps even owing to it, the legacy of the man Anton LaVey has become more visible, accepted, and even honored in other environments than that of the “infernally faithful.” One example of this would be his increased presence within academia, most notably in the fields of the history of religions, the history of ideas, and anthropology. It’s simply not possible to study and write about Satanism as a phenomenon without passing through LaVey and his Church. This makes perfect sense in many ways, and especially in an America plagued by conflict and dispute that very much still seems rooted in a monotheistic culture of extreme dualisms (good/evil, friend/enemy, etc.). Options are needed, and alternate perspectives are often ushered in through healthy controversy and shock tactics.

LaVey had adopted and adapted a Nietzschean philosophy of life enhancement, personal freedom, and ecstatic epicureanism for the American “market” of the 1960s, but our present time has seen a reaction from all sides of society to the perceived threats of too much freedom in the hands of someone else. In the years since the formation of the Church of Satan, what could have been a well-paved road to more individual freedom has turned slippery at the hands of bitter amateur demagogues with vague theories, always pointing the finger at those happier than themselves. For every hot-button issue, the conflicting sides nowadays usually can’t even agree on the fact that they all basically just want more freedom. Instead, they focus the discourse on simplified arguments of why the other side is “wrong” rather than of why one’s own perspective is “right.”

To me, it’s a no-brainer why someone like Anton LaVey appears today as the level-headed voice of reason in a culture so aggressively divided and diametrical in its outlook. Not only did he thrash monotheistic pipe dreams belonging to a mythical past, but rather advocated common sense and a rationalist approach to the most feral and ferocious beast of all: the human being. LaVey also advocated a healthy integration of “responsibility to the responsible” as an absolute prerequisite for organizing a society that actually functions.

Just like the proverbial Devil in many cultures, Anton LaVey has popped up in an assortment of manifestations to reflect, pinpoint, and heckle. Sometimes he has been used for cheap thrills or chills and sometimes to concretely promote a philosophy that makes more sense than ever before in human history. The increasing cultural presence of this proto-American iconoclast has also created an interest in the actual philosophy of Satanism. Whereas kids in the past might have used the dreaded “S word” to shock their parents, today it’s almost as if the meaning has changed: in an angst-ridden collectivist culture, Satanism has in many ways become a very tangible cluster of creativity, self-empowerment, and constructive approaches to organizing one’s own life. It’s no longer just a shocking paperback book and symbol in disgruntled teenage rebellions.

For me, this has been very interesting to watch as the years go by. My own reasons for seeking out Anton LaVey and his philosophy back in the 1980s may have been the same as for young people today, but the overall culture is very different. Culture has undoubtedly caught up with the LaVeyan philosophy to a greater extent, and I can certainly see this continuing as both the man himself and his philosophy (as well as the Church of Satan) are regarded with more respect than ever before.

The “Satanic Panic” hysteria of the 1980s, expressed through trashy TV talk shows, ranting radio shows, scandalous (and libelous) books, articles, and fake sensationalist histories, all of which pointed the finger at some dreamed-up devil worshippers, is now but a darkly laughable enigma. Today, any similar kinds of expression can only be found online in the most ridiculous conspiracy theories, designed solely to milk gullible cretins of their hard-earned money and votes.

It is undoubtedly a great time to watch the world go by. As mentioned by several people included in this book, Anton LaVey would have loved so much of what is going on today. Not necessarily to gleefully gloat but just to reaffirm that the human animal would do a whole lot better if the focus lay on pleasure and egotism rather than on endless preaching of compensatory moralisms and self-destructive collective escapisms. The song remains the same: a more balanced and nuanced worldview is necessary in order to make any progress whatsoever. Anton LaVey was indeed a brave man to present his kind of solution the way he did, and at the time he did.

In the year of 2019, I released a documentary film called Anton LaVey: Into the Devil’s Den. The premise was quite simply to talk to people who had been the notorious Satanist’s friends and collaborators at his world-infamous Black House at 6114 California Street in San Francisco, during the last decade of his life (LaVey was born in 1930, and died in 1997).

The reason was simple: I had been one of those people myself, and the experience was in equal parts overwhelmingly mind-boggling and infernally empowering. Some people I got to know early on, in the late 1980s; others were added to this Devil’s Den bouquet as the years, and even decades, progressed.

Slightly before the filmmaking was set in motion, there was another project that had got me thinking along similar lines: the book California Infernal: Anton LaVey and Jayne Mansfield as Portrayed by Walter Fischer. It was a lavish volume of photographs I had published on my own Trapart Books imprint in 2016, and that really stirred things up inside me. The sometimes candid and sometimes blatantly strategized photos by master paparazzo Walter Fischer became little gateways into the dusty vaults of my memory.

Growing up during the 1970s in Stockholm, Sweden, I led a very stable, safe, and secure life. No wonder then that I gravitated to the realms of underground comics, weird science fiction, and dark occultisms. Many unconventional strains of culture inspired my prurient youth, and they all merged into substantial parts of my being, most of which are in fact very much alive still.

American pop culture was one seminal part of this imprint cluster. My parents had friends in the United States, and they regularly sent comics, candy, and clothes to me that all became parts of my identity.

A delightful bookstore called Hörnan (“the Corner”) in central Stockholm sold weird books, magazines, and comics. I was often in there, being willingly enchanted before I could even fully figure out what was being said on the pages in question.

Occultism was exciting (and it still is!). I drifted into intuitive excursions and eventually came across Anton LaVey’s The Satanic Bible from 1969. What healthy teenager can resist such an alluring title and tome? And I was thrilled to discover that he had actually founded the Church of Satan in 1966—the very year I was born!

In the Swedish men’s magazines at the time, there were often picture stories about scandalous magicians from the ages—frequently using sexually extravagant escapades as “magical” techniques. Anton LaVey was one of these recurring favorites. The photos were titillating, to say the least: LaVey looked so sinister in his black cape and devil horns, and there were always nude ladies serving as altars; smiling seductively at the cameras.

All of these things definitely made an impact on my malleable teenage boy mind. I was pleasantly surprised when I was offered the use of the Walter Fischer images for the California Infernal project—some thirty years later! These were basically the same images as in the Swedish men’s magazines; only a lot more of them. Were they coming back to haunt me, or what?

Writing the intro for that book had me roaming my memory as well as my diaries. One question surfaced over and over: If I had had these wonderful experiences at the Black House, then surely others had, too? This became the “pre-premise” of the project, gradually crystallizing into the full premise: “Why do you think LaVey showed you what he showed you?” Because I had always had that feeling when I was leaving his house early in the morning (and had ruminated over it throughout the decades): “What the hell just happened?”

I set to work in my already existing network of friends, which then bloomed to include others as well and turned into a real, tangible, and very contemporary bouquet of Satanic flowers. I traveled with my wife, Vanessa Sinclair, to New York, Miami, Los Angeles, San Diego, and San Francisco to conduct filmed interviews. This mosaic of stories from long ago created a pattern that tilted and jolted my mind and opened up far more than mere memories or details. It was a pattern mainly consisting of warm and positive emotions for this unique and creative individual who inspired us so much, and in so many different ways. I followed up with further interviews and questions, and dug up archival documents that had languished for years. These combinations revealed or synthesized an image or crystallization that in most ways confirmed what I had intuited as I set out: that Anton LaVey had shared his time and space (and his many interests) with specific people he liked, in order to not only enjoy himself but to also secure a legacy in the flesh, so to speak. Books are obviously one very important aspect of a legacy, but active memories in other people are something completely different.

The most striking thing about Anton LaVey in this kind of rearview mirror is that he has made a real impact on culture. There was always a prescience there that not only reshaped the past—in terms of his lauding his favorite movies, books, music, occultisms, and the like—but that at the same time also looked deeply into the wells of the future. LaVey’s insistence on the importance of phenomena such as the “total environment,” the “third side,” and “artificial human companions” didn’t only turn out to be real; they could in fact have helped spawn and inspire these phenomena.

The similarities with good science fiction are obvious: by writing about the future and thereby inspiring the young in their life choices, and—even more importantly, according to LaVey—their aesthetics, science fiction also helps define the future beyond the mere fictional aspects. LaVey’s intuitive assumptions became obsessions, and when he eventually divulged these, they became little spells that affected the big picture in various ways: infernal memes, if you will.

When working on this book, I one evening watched a Q&A with Bavarian film director Werner Herzog, apropos his strangely entertaining 2019 film Family Romance, LLC. It’s a weird story about warped emotional relationships in contemporary Japanese culture; one in which not only household robots and robot hotels are common, but also one in which “relational” humanoids are on the rise. When Werner Herzog claimed in the Q&A that “they are coming, big time!” I realized that LaVey’s prophecy had manifested. When something moves from the sphere of the prurient, secret, and sexual (or, in a way, from the occult) to the public domain of general acceptance, it’s a real paradigm shift that can never be revoked. And some people can see it happening before it’s even happening.

We feel as Nietzsche felt when he wrote in Zarathustra that men can no longer fall back on established religion as a sort of identity, a collective identity. Occultism is a sort of do-it-yourself god kit in whatever form it takes. Those who could be accepted collectively simply by being Christians at one time, for example, now find that with automation and with advances in technology, their roles as human beings are much less than ever before. As a result of this, they have set themselves up in a sort of minor godhead role—a god role or goddess role in an, at times, illogical form of importance, or sense of importance. I honestly feel that occultism gives many people a chance to be big fish in little ponds. Man must learn his animal nature by studying the nature of the beast, and from the children—this childlike sense of wonder!—and be able to relate to these things within himself, and the animal within him, in order to develop into the higher man, the man who is ultimately going to succeed, or to survive, on this planet. 1

Before Anton LaVey became America’s own pop Nietzsche, he had a colorful career in many fields. From the late 1940s and onward, the musically skilled LaVey played keyboards in many different settings: at nightclubs, events, bars, circuses, and sideshows. The accumulated experiences of seeing how people behaved in various states of successful (and quite often not so successful) states of lustful inebriation became the cornerstones of his philosophy of life. This also included wisdoms from other animals than the human one—mainly large cats, such as lions and tigers—as he learned how to interact with them at the circus. For many years, he even kept a Nubian lion called Togare as a pet inside the Black House—until it became too big and noisy, and the neighbors petitioned to have it removed to the San Francisco Zoo.

Over the years, this feral philosophy gravitated toward an inclusion of occult symbols and thoughts, mostly of the “dark” kind that every kid was warned about, but therefore sought out first. The symbol of Satan was in many ways perfect for Anton LaVey, as he cultivated his Mephistophelean look and his reputation of being a magician—and not only of the kind on stage. Satan was without a doubt the most feared symbol around, and therefore the most attractive.

In the early 1960s, Anton LaVey’s interest in magic grew. He was established in his Black House and held lectures and classes. Topics could range from vampires, werewolves, freaks, the Black Mass, death, ghosts, and gothic culture to many other things. The “Great Szandor” (as he had been called as a dramatic organ player at the circus) spellbound his visitors. As his magic circle of friends and allies grew, what happened then seemed inevitable: in 1966 he founded the Church of Satan, and in 1969 The Satanic Bible was published. Media attention was massive: from men’s magazines focusing on the nude ladies and the sexual rituals to mainstream magazines focusing on the alarming resurgence of non-Christian allegiances.

Satan may not mean so much in a cultivated, secular society, but talk to most any Christian and he or she will react as if Satan actually exists as some kind of anthropomorphic monster. LaVey knew how easily provoked his fellow Americans could be and decided to press that button, thereby getting negative attention from reactive, monotheistic simpletons, but also positive attention from people who could see beyond the jolt, and who used the very word as a provocative bullshit detector. Anton LaVey had found a method that worked: mixing showbiz shock tactics with clever demagogic strategies.

LaVey basked in the attention and wrote the books The Compleat Witch, or What to do When Virtue Fails (1970, later reissued as The Satanic Witch in 1989) and The Satanic Rituals (1972). Beneath all the scandalous exposure was also a serious magician who wanted to break away from dusty, arcane, esoteric systems basically stemming from medieval times. LaVey came up with new magical concepts based on psychological insights, gained as much from the carnival as from Sigmund Freud, as much from playing the organ at dive bars as from Friedrich Nietzsche. Active psychodrama, the use of sex, creating your own temple space by indulging in whatever gives you most pleasure, creating artificial human companions instead of wasting time on dull acquaintances, and definitely integrating a dark sense of humor—all of these things he now presented as “Satanism.”

LaVey’s Satanism is a cluster, not only of philosophy, but also of aesthetics. It’s an aesthetic not only dimly lit in gothic horror gaslight or garish circus light bulbs. The evocative shadow world of German expressionist cinema and early Hollywood horror films—not forgetting the stark contrasts of film noir—deeply influenced the young LaVey. The lighting and composition theories of American photographer William Mortensen became almost an obsession, and LaVey integrated many of Mortensen’s ideas into the designs and performances of various Church of Satan rituals.

Throughout his books, LaVey generously name-dropped his inspirations and influences, and it is indeed an interesting cultural archaeology to journey in the trails of his philosophical explorations. Aesthetically minded precursors such as Max Reinhardt, Fritz Lang, and Reginald Marsh got their acknowledgments on the very first pages of The Satanic Bible; as did Wilhelm Reich, Basil Zaharoff, P. T. Barnum, Mark Twain, George Orwell, and H. G. Wells. It’s a veritable who’s who of dangerous (in the sense of revolutionary) ideas, hidden keys, cabals, and pragmatic approaches.

But it’s also interesting to see those he left out in these printed sources, although their influence was massive. I’m thinking specifically of British author W. Somerset Maugham and British inventor and eccentric Dr. Cecil Nixon. Although certainly acknowledged at times, they weren’t included in the same way as many others. I have often wondered if that was perhaps another clue in itself, or perhaps simply examples of “omission by obsession.” Their stature and status in the LaVeyan universe cannot be overstated, so I will dedicate one whole separate chapter to influences like theirs.

The same goes for the ladies. . . . In times like ours, when identity politics have morphed with the LaVeyan “good guy badge” concept on steroids, and the self-appointed spokesperson virus is raging beyond pandemic level—and thereby inducing the worst possible censorship of all: self-censorship—it is appropriate that I also focus on the radical ideas that LaVey summarized in his still provocative grimoire of carnal wisdom: The Satanic Witch.

In this book, I have tried to give a better and fuller insight into a man and magician who has morphed from a media savvy enigma to a genuine American icon. And I hope also an insight into, and a vivid picture of, the structure that was the exquisite total environment that attracted us all: the Black House. After LaVey’s death in 1997, and ensuing turns of events that led to his partner Blanche Barton and son Xerxes LaVey having to move out, the actual house at 6114 California Street was demolished on October 17, 2001, a mere month after “9/11.” In many ways, the violent end of an American era of optimism was symbolized by these powerful buildings in rubble—one heap on each American coast.
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WELCOME TO THE HOTEL 
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Within a sideshow tent are people dealing with mysteries as old as the human race—and dealing with them in the same cool professional manner that pharaoh’s magicians must have shown when they duplicated Moses’s feat of turning his rod into a serpent. But I realized that whatever secrets they knew would always be hidden from me unless I joined a sideshow.

DAN MANNIX, STEP 
RIGHT UP!

Late 1989, I entered the Devil’s Den for the first time. The building itself was a typical Victorian San Francisco lady, yet untypically painted black. Being let into a dimly lit corridor, I almost tripped on a box by the door. I was being led into a purple room, with bookshelves, a nice couch, two easy chairs, a coffee table made out of a tombstone, some decorative peacock feathers, a TV set. . . .

I was welcomed by Blanche Barton, who offered me a drink and told me that “the Doktor” would be with us shortly. She was elegantly dressed, as if she had just stepped up from a 1940s movie, looking every bit the part of a femme fatale in cahoots with the toughest player in town (which was undoubtedly true). A real moll doll, and definitely a swell dame with nice “stems.”

I looked around, curiously. Yes, it was indeed the same Purple Parlor I had seen so, so many times in Ray Laurent’s great 1969 documentary, Satanis, which I had at home on a third generation VHS dupe.

Suddenly Anton LaVey came in—Doktor LaVey to his friends—and we greeted each other enthusiastically. I was definitely flabbergasted. Although I had plenty of experience in dealing with celebrities from having been a fanzine editor for so many years, this was probably the first time I felt completely starstruck and genuinely nervous. The good Doktor, however, immediately set me at ease.

LaVey is usually described as having styled himself on Emperor Ming the Merciless in the great Flash Gordon serial from 1936 (with Ming superbly played by Charles Middleton), and there was definitely some of that in the man who now greeted me. But there was also simply a self-confident American man, suavely dressed in all black, who had a lifetime of absolutely unique experiences, and the captivating ability to tell the stories that fit the moment . . . and the guest.

LaVey told me that he had heard that I had already met up with Boyd Rice—the infamous noise musician and prankish provocateur—which was true. On the day before, I had visited Boyd at his apartment on Jones Street together with my friend Tim O’Neill. Boyd was kind enough to lend me his copy of the very rare Burton Wolfe paperback, The Devil’s Avenger (the first Anton LaVey biography). Boyd was happy that I was going over to Anton’s and said that we’d probably meet up there at some point—he was at this time a regular at the Black House.

Both LaVey and Blanche complimented me on the first issue of my occultural journal The Fenris Wolf, which had been published recently and contained not only my infatuated article “Jayne Mansfield—Satanist!” but also LaVey’s own “Evangelists vs the New God.” I was very proud of this new publishing endeavor and was of course very happy that LaVey had let me use one of his many great pieces from the Church of Satan newsletter, the Cloven Hoof.

Late in the evening, we boarded LaVey’s exquisite black Jaguar XJ-16 (license plate: “Szandor”) and ended up at the MacArthur Park restaurant, where we indulged to the fullest.

We returned to the Black House, and with the help of coffee I got into a second gear. But it wasn’t as if I needed it; as soon as we got inside the kitchen, I was boosted with new energy. As I looked at the black walls, decorated with colorful and cartoonish demons—one of them even swallowing a kitchen pipe—and a beautiful vintage poster of LaVey’s favorite film (Nightmare Alley, Edmund Goulding, 1947), LaVey sat down by his many synthesizers, arranged on convenient racks. He had a very particular smile when he was seated there: the very epitome of gleeful. Like a mischievous boy ready to have some fun, LaVey looked at Blanche and me, and then threw himself headfirst into a medley that contained Wagner’s “Ride of the Valkyries” and the “Horst-Wessel-Lied,” but also many melodies unknown to me. It was a wild, wild ride, orchestrated by a real dark side impresario.

When he took a little break, basking in our applause, I asked whether he knew some music from Scandinavia, and if so, if I could record it for the upcoming White Stains album (my band at the time). He nodded and seemed almost happy to have been given a sacred mission. I immediately got out my Sony cassette recorder and pressed record.

Sure enough, LaVey joyfully embarked on something that definitely sounded like an old folk song, but arranged and performed as if it had been included in some 1960s science fiction film. He even hollered at the right place, and in my mind I could almost see a young couple, dancing, dressed in old, traditional Swedish clothes. It was a remarkable experience. One year later, the recording was included on the White Stains album, Dreams Shall Flesh. I called the piece “The Satanic Hambo.”

(Much, much later someone told me that it was actually some kind of Danish Christmas song, and I wondered where the hell LaVey had first not only heard but also memorized this peculiar little tune.)

Back in the Purple Parlor, we talked about anthologizing his essays from the Cloven Hoof, and also, at my suggestion, a Swedish translation of The Satanic Bible. I planned to start a company called Psychick Release upon my return to Sweden, to act both as a record and book publishing company. I had already translated Aleister Crowley’s The Book of the Law and the main Temple Ov Psychick Youth text, Thee Grey Book, into Swedish, so I felt it was high time to move on with a new and powerful project. LaVey, of course, happily agreed.

On the next evening we watched the wonderful film The Falcon’s Alibi (Ray McCarey, 1946). It was one of a series of light detective films about the womanizing sleuth, The Falcon, but the main thing here seems to have been LaVey’s admiration for the actor Elisha Cook Jr. He told me to always keep an eye out for movies with Cook, which I have since diligently done.

LaVey also took out a book from his shelf and read to me. It was Ben Hecht’s Fantazius Mallare: A Mysterious Oath, originally published in 1922. It’s a sublime piece of evocative writing, relaying darkly disturbed free associations from a delirious protagonist; much in the same vein as Lautréamont’s The Songs of Maldoror. He then went on to pick another book from the shelf. It was Hecht’s A Guide for the Bedevilled (1944). I can’t remember the exact passage, but it was read with weight and declamation, instilling in me the feeling that it was important.

I was not aware of this book at the time. LaVey explained that Hecht had been a staunch anti-anti-Semite and had been active in trying to awaken the powerful Jews of Hollywood to become not only enraged but also engaged in the critical situation in Europe. Alas, to no avail. After the war, Hecht was a rogue Zionist, trying to facilitate the establishment of the State of Israel in every way he could. I knew of Hecht mainly as an author of dark 1920s fiction, and as an Academy Award–winning scriptwriter. Now, LaVey had brought out a wider reflection of this obvious hero of his.

Not long after this, Boyd Rice dropped by, and we all had a great night together. The talks were focused solely on movies. To tie in with Ben Hecht, we watched the Marx Brothers in At the Circus (Edward Buzzell, 1939). Both Hecht and Buster Keaton were uncredited writers of this amazing film. We also watched clips from the macabre anthology film Death Scenes that LaVey had narrated in his dramatic voice. He also told us that he had been instrumental in the revival of Tod Browning’s Freaks from 1932, as well as in promoting Herschell Gordon Lewis’s classics Blood Feast, Two Thousand Maniacs!, and Color Me Blood Red, as well as Tobe Hooper’s The Texas Chainsaw Massacre.

On that gory note, LaVey also showed clips from a low-key film about the murderer Ed Gein, which was the same film I had watched in 1988 at a great film show in Gothenburg, curated and introduced by (literally) explosive performance artist and painter Joe Coleman, Ed Gein: A Nice, Quiet Man.

Sometime during the late night, LaVey’s daughter Karla dropped by together with her friend Leonard from the San Francisco band The Dickies, and the conversations kept on flowing.

On my way out of the Black House at 8 a.m. the following morning, I almost tripped over that same box in the corridor by the front door again. As LaVey waved goodbye, he explained that the box in question had been used by Skippy, the dog who played the chipper Asta in the successful Thin Man series of films between 1934 and 1947. Before I left, LaVey also told me that he had been on the phone with Kenneth Anger earlier, who had relayed that there were no problems at all in regard to my visiting him: all I had to do was take a taxi straight from the airport to his house in Hollywood. A new and mythic world was opening up to me, and needless to say, I liked it.

After visiting Kenneth Anger in Hollywood—a tale for another time—I traveled on to Palm Springs and stayed with friends of Anger’s who were involved in arranging film festivals. We also went to have lunch with the surrealist sculptor Sésame Thanz-Buckner and her husband, who in turn were friends of Samson De Brier (half of whose house Anger was living in, the very same house where Anger’s masterpiece Inauguration of the Pleasure Dome had been filmed in 1954).

To cut a long story short, Sésame made beautiful sculptures that enchanted many a Palm Springs garden. She mentioned in passing that she also sold used, collectible books. Although I was practically penniless at the time, heading back to Sweden with an overweight suitcase and an equally full mind, I asked her—just for the hell of it—if she perhaps had some Ben Hecht books for sale. Sésame said she didn’t but wanted to check with a friend close by who also sold books. After having called her friend, she came back and told me, “Yes, there’s one Hecht book we can pick up later. It’s called A Guide for the Bedevilled. Would that be something for you, Carl?” In that moment, my acknowledgment of synchronicities was thoroughly and irrevocably cemented.

One full year later, I returned to the Black House in the company of my girlfriend at the time: Swedish filmmaker Beatrice Eggers. Tony, the seemingly ever-present majordomo, let us into the house, and very soon I was back in the timeless zone of the Purple Parlor.

It had been a very good year for me, and LaVey and Blanche poured praise over the second issue of The Fenris Wolf, and White Stains’ first album, At Stockholm, a collaboration with Genesis and Paula P-Orridge of Psychic TV.

We had dinner at Joe’s in Daly City—a snazzy diner with wonderful American food. I specifically remember our talking about the future of humanity. LaVey was definitely a real misanthrope, and of a kind that could be easily riled up when something extra idiotic had happened in the world. I believed then, and still do, that there can be potential disadvantages if you have the good fortune, which LaVey had, to be too wholly immersed in a beloved total environment. Despite the fact that it brings on an increase in joy and harmony, it can also potentially make you more sensitive to la comedie humaine outside, which could then disturb you even more than perhaps necessary.

Back at the Black House, I asked LaVey if he would officiate a wedding for Beatrice and me. We both felt humbled and honored when he agreed to this.

Two evenings later, on New Year’s Day 1991, we were back at the Black House. We were brought into the ritual chamber, the very same room I had fantasized about since I was a teenager. There it all was: Rasputin’s rocking chair, Francis Dashwood’s chair from the Hellfire Club, a Knights Templar sword, the skull of a pope, Bram Stoker’s ashes inside an Egyptian statue, a Conn organ, previous house owner and “Madame” Mammy Pleasant’s photo of her son built into the fireplace with cobblestones and debris from the 1906 San Francisco earthquake, several statues and paintings made for LaVey, and of course the majestic altar “Baphomet” pentagram: the symbol of the Church of Satan.

Beatrice and I faced the altar while LaVey and Blanche were behind us. LaVey placed Dashwood’s chair right behind us and sat down. Then he began with a magnificent oratorium, which I didn’t recognize from any older Church of Satan sources. He conveyed that our need of each other creates a free-spirited and also dangerous cell, in which our mutual dependency creates a strong freedom more than anything else. There is a force field inside the cell with which we can build and create. After his ten-minute speech, LaVey declared us man and wife, “In Nomine Satanas.” We kissed and hugged, and then LaVey and Blanche joined us in a very special Satanic group hug.

After this beautiful ceremony, we sipped champagne in the subdued light, while LaVey showed us many of the priceless objects in the room. Afterward, we drove in the Jaguar to MacArthur Park to celebrate, and I watched San Francisco pass by as in a dream. After which, as usual by now, we returned to 6114 California Street to talk more, and also watch Roman Scandals (Frank Tuttle, 1933) with Eddie Cantor. I remember how LaVey liked to point out how Joseph Goebbels was like the spitting image of the great Eddie Cantor.

The following evening we got together at the exquisite La Bergère on Geary. Beatrice and I were tired but very happy newlyweds; very much living in a perpetual state of, if not disbelief, then at least blissful amazement. And it certainly didn’t get any worse when we got back to the house again. LaVey was in a splendid mood and hammered out another classic medley: “Get Thee Behind Me, Satan,” “Old Devil Moon,” “Somewhere Over the Rainbow,” as well as the Russian national anthem!

And more praise all along the way. We kept talking about future projects. The big one being the Swedish translation of The Satanic Bible, which I had begun work on and also bought the rights to at that time.

We watched two great Jayne Mansfield films: The Wayward Bus (Victor Vicas, 1957) and Single Room Furnished (Matteo Ottavio, 1966/1968). Beatrice, herself a voluptuous twenty-year-old blonde, was overjoyed to hear LaVey’s many stories about Jayne Mansfield and Marilyn Monroe.

When we left in the morning, we were exhausted and elated at the same time—probably the best way to describe the post-6114 experience. You were infused with a solid mix of intelligence, humor, orgone, and joie de vivre. When you eventually woke up in the afternoon, the borders between dream and waking states were always pleasantly blurred.

In the summer of 1993, I visited San Francisco again; this time alone. It was apparent to me that LaVey wasn’t well physically, but he was certainly happy. When I came by, he told me what was already apparent at the time: Blanche was six months pregnant! They were both beaming with pride and joy. I put my hand on Blanche’s belly, and LaVey smiled and said, “See, Carl, I can still cut the mustard!” It was fantastic to be part of this genuine happiness, albeit for only an evening.

We had dinner at a great French place called Le Trou, an experience slightly clouded by some loudmouth cokeheads at the table next to us. They were yapping away aggressively, completely disregarding any sense of courtesy, and we were genuinely disturbed. Blanche carefully opened her purse to show me an elegant ladies’ gun with a mother-ofpearl grip. Should it be needed, she was more than ready to solve the problem right there and then. I could also viscerally feel LaVey’s anger, and him working his magic. Although the morons were only half done with their meals, they suddenly tossed some money on the table and left! Finally, we could enjoy our food and wine in peace!

Back at the Black House we had some more coffee and talked away. I told LaVey about my pen fetishism, which made him very happy. He showed me some of his own—most of them were fountain pens from the 1930s.

And while we were on the subject of cherished objects of fetishism, he also showed me some of his guns and “Al Mar” knives, phenomenally beautiful objects. Given his sincere reverence for these objects, it was like being inside a Sanctum Sanctorum filled with amazing human craftsmanship and ingenuity.

Since I was leaving for Sweden the very next morning, I asked if I could crash on the couch in the Purple Parlor for a few hours. This was perfectly fine, and we said goodbye in the wee hours of the morning. Luckily, Blanche made sure I got up again, or else I would have missed my plane.

As I got into the cab outside this legendary “Hotel California,” waving goodbye to the radiant mother-to-be, the immortal words of the Eagles bards resonated inside my mind: “You can check out anytime you like, but you can never leave.” I found it to be not only poetically poignant but also existentially astute.
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This is the circus of Doctor Lao.

We show you things that you don’t know.

We tell you of places you’ ll never go.

CHARLES G. FINNEY,
THE CIRCUS OF DR. 
LAO

Assuming that there is already a fundamental knowledge of Satanism in this illustrious crowd, I’m going to allow myself to delve deeper into a few specialized sections of Anton LaVey’s contribution to contemporary magical philosophy.*1

Let’s generalize a bit and say that the first half of the twentieth century was all about synthesizing. East met West, and this was integrated into esoteric systems by intelligent structure-makers. The Golden Dawn was one such group of structure makers; Theosophy under Blavatsky, also. Gurdjieff was another protagonist, and Steiner another; Aleister Crowley perhaps the most well-known one. They all made nutritious stews but basically out of already existing ingredients.

The second half of the twentieth century was more violent and also more creative in many ways. As the recent structures had become established and their once-so-pioneering key people had become accepted teachers or gurus, a new breed bred on first-generation Thelema, Golden Dawn splinter groups, and assorted pre-1960s swamis from the East concocted their own syntheses and groups—however, taking considerably more contemporary fodder into account than previously.

Science, psychology, irony and humor, art, speculative philosophies, and other previously rare phenomena within occultism suddenly overrode arcane concepts such as invocation, banishing, Kabbalah, tarot, wands, astrology, mystical angelic languages and ancient demonic names, et cetera. Instead, the focus lay in spheres of experimentation, neurology, psychodrama, sexuality, and other nonsectarian core human phenomena. Old structures were dissolved in new ways of looking at things.

The Church of Satan was one of these precursors of radical change. Established in 1966 by Anton LaVey, the Church’s first phase until the late 1970s was one of visibility and provocation. LaVey’s colorful presence made both him and his Church celebrities. As a well-formulated and intriguing antidote to the mellow and essentially selfless hippies of the era, LaVey was cabled all over the world into news and men’s magazines, who found the naked women on his altar just shocking enough to print.

During the second phase, from the late ’70s and until his death in 1997, LaVey became much more of a recluse and solitaire. He was established, and The Satanic Bible kept on selling and generated an income, which meant he could thereby devote his time and energies to one of the key concepts of the Church of Satan: indulgence instead of abstinence. One of the things he enjoyed and indulged in was writing.

Although his books The Satanic Bible, The Satanic Rituals, and The Satanic Witch are his most well known, I would say that the later anthologies The Devil’s Notebook and Satan Speaks!, are much more substantial when it comes to his own thinking. The Bible and the Rituals were basically assemblage volumes, in which pragmatically chosen material was edited together and augmented further by initiated comments. But the two volumes of essays and maxims that followed much later—The Devil’s Notebook and Satan Speaks!—genuinely contain the essence of LaVey’s latter-day wit and creativity.

The essays are also a great source of some groundbreaking magical concepts, both on the lesser magic level (willed manipulation of everyday life) and greater magic level (ritualized programming of a willed “Is to Be” situation or development).

Already in The Satanic Bible LaVey had shown considerable creativity. Concepts such as psychic vampires and the Balance Factor quickly became household terms in America and the rest of the world. His description of the ritual space as an intellectual decompression chamber also hit home outside the strictly Satanic perimeters, as did the slightly later term occultnik, signifying a person who is lost within old structures of occultism without being able to see what’s really of use on a practical, material level.

In The Satanic Bible we can also find an old-school method within occult writing: creative appropriation of an older source, in this case, LaVey’s use of the Enochian keys originally written by John Dee and Edward Kelley via the biographer Meric Casaubon in 1659 and then regurgitated throughout the centuries until Crowley. LaVey exchanged the final intonations traditionally translated as “the highest” with Saitan, claiming the previous translations and vibrations had been erroneous: “The barbaric tonal qualities of this language give it a truly magical effect which cannot be described.”1 He also claimed that the nature of the scrying that Kelley as the “gazer” used had been mis-presented as via the grace of angels, when in fact, according to LaVey, it has to do with ocular and psychic angles, which can, metaphorically or not, open wide the Gates of Hell.

The Satanic Witch was a primer in applied, practical feminism. It also brought in concepts such as the LaVey Personality Synthesizer, or the Personality Clock. This is a method to be used in various kinds of matchmaking, human as well as within other areas of choice and resonance, not as a spiritual oracle of some kind, but as a down-to-earth method of applied psychology.

There was also the important concept of ECI, or Erotic Crystallization Inertia. Meaning that our very first defining erotic moments, such as the first orgasm, will be forever linked to the surroundings, emotional atmospheres, et cetera, inside our psyche. That crystallizing moment will be with us forever and affect us all throughout life. As it is an overwhelmingly emotional moment, for good and bad, it can be tapped as a source of energy in magical workings. As with a general and honest definition of one’s own sexuality, the conscious working with ECI brings several benefits to the magician.

One telling example most of us can see within our own culture is the fact that both men and women seem to get stuck time- and look-wise in the period when they were most sexually active and attractive. LaVey pointed out some concrete situations where ECI is usually unconsciously used but even more visible. Solitary elderly people, such as widows or widowers, usually become depressed and lacking in motivation. When in the company of people of the same generation, and in an environment that is created to evoke this sexual peak period of life, vitality and general health come back in almost miraculous ways. We’ll return to this in the form of another LaVeyan construct: the total environment.

One important aspect of The Satanic Witch was the development of what LaVey called “The Law of the Forbidden,” meaning that to attract a person or a desired situation, one needs to be genuinely aware of one’s own qualities (this is very tied in to the Balance Factor mentioned earlier) and the alluring display of sections but not all of it. Showing a little bit of flesh by “mistake” can create a greater jolt and impact than quickly undressing and revealing it all. “Nothing is so fascinating as that which is not meant to be seen.” There is even a chapter in The Satanic Witch called “The Secrets of Indecent Exposure.” However, the dynamic need not be sexual at all. The Law of the Forbidden can be used in many different areas.

Sexual honesty is paramount in the LaVeyan universe. Personal fetishes are also extremely important, whether sexual or emotional. To feel strongly about something that concerns no one else is to generate a force field that can be tapped indefinitely. To feel strongly about something that concerns a multitude of people is to generate leakage and distortion. To savor small items of active preference in a fetishistic way thereby becomes a highly conscious magical act. Emulation is not a key to Satanism. Passion, on the other hand, is.

What follows here is an overview of some further key concepts that I hope can inspire the student to delve further into the mysteries of himor herself via the Satanic grid.

Integration of the ego: Almost all previous magical systems were developed within a dichotomy that was structured around the relationship between higher and lower. No doubt having to do with monotheistic religious imprints in which this life is insufficient and that some kind of idealized “pie in the sky” is better.

The heavy influx of Freudian energy during the twentieth century revealed the power of the conscious ego. LaVey integrated the ego as a valid and relevant component in magical thought and thereby made void invisible moralisms that had until then permeated the world view of practically all previous magical conceptualists.

Higher/lower is in itself a concept imbued with value, and that value stems from control systems stressing that the ideal can essentially not be reached within the span of one human lifetime. LaVey, on the other hand, stressed that the uncertainty of karmic relations possibly transcending this lifetime is too strong, and that gratification of desires in the here and now is more of a natural given, and certainly more worth striving for.

One also has to take into consideration that will is always expressed through ego, and that even demigod characters projected with selfless, altruistic, and spiritual existence (the Dalai Lama, Gandhi, other Eastern figures, gurus, the pope) all make choices through their egos.

The LaVeyan perspective disrobes a great deal of hypocrisy in our zeitgeist, whether the proponents be political, religious, magical, or just generally altruistic. There is always ego involved in decision making, and if this is not recognized and exposed, obstructing illusions will dominate the analytical faculties of those taking part. This illusion would only be deemed “Satanically sanctioned” if the person in question allows himor herself to be duped in order to gratify his or her own masochistic need of servitude.

The LaVeyan magical system favors the eloquent will of the ego—as well as its underlying libidinal and compensatory forces—as the most relevant ideal to strive for. Whichever clothing this ideal is individually dressed in, it rids itself of the illusions stemming from other people’s projections, as well as from their individual ego-based wills.

Although LaVey and later LaVeyans have expressed a critical stance in regard to a concept such as spiritual, the concept itself would be better off in a dichotomy called “inner” and “outer” (thereby leveling or at least decimating any inherent value-based interpretations). We all work with processes of thinking, willing, feeling, et cetera, and they could all be seen as being inner or related to the workings of the mind. These processes are then expressed in the outer, filtered through the ego.

If the inner is inspired somehow by what is traditionally stamped as spiritual, or higher (adherence to a certain technical language or certain techniques such as yoga, meditation, or even specific religious thought or iconography), and this is expressed through a conscious ego, the ball game is moved from an externally controlled or imposed field of values to the highly magical and ego-gratifying field of well-being in resonance.

All altruism stems from decisions made by the ego, as does all nonor antialtruism. This integration of a considerably more stripped attitude when it comes to the human psyche and its motivations is probably LaVey’s most important contribution to magical thought.

The validation and integration of emotion: Where previous 
Western magical systems had been based on an intellectual and systematized/structured approach, Anton LaVey brought in the emotional as a key agent. No greater magical working can, according to LaVey, be successful without an evocation of relevant human emotions. Although this sounds simple enough, it becomes a dilemma when the individual is armed to the teeth with fancy elemental weapons and a perfect intellectual understanding of “how” to perform a traditional ritual. But what about “Why”? Why is this ritual performed? Usually, to “cause change to occur in conformity with will,” to paraphrase Aleister Crowley. That’s fair and fine enough, but if the magician in question only works within a strictly intellectual sphere with a rational approach, he or she might just as well focus on lesser magic (i.e., a Machiavellian manipulation of the surroundings).

Any working dealing with greater aspects needs emotional investment in the ritual moment. LaVey’s term for the temple space—the intellectual decompression chamber—pretty much sums it up. It is a challenge for most people to honestly know themselves and to have the courage, even in solitary settings, to display weaknesses and emotions not in line with the desired self-image. But how else can you develop, overcome, or banish these weaknesses?

A sense of humor: Of course, this was not invented by Anton LaVey. But few magicians have stressed it as an important quality and also a tool. “A Satanist without a sense of humor would be unbearable,” he says in the documentary Speak of the Devil.2 The use of tricks, jokes, and pranks can be integrated in complex and highly serious magical workings, especially if it entails ridiculing a pretentious person or force or strategically demeaning or belittling oneself to gain a better perspective or position. The clown or the joker is indeed a powerful figure or type.

The Devil’s Notebook is suitably dedicated to “the men, whoever they are, who invented the Whoopee Cushion, the Joy Buzzer, and the Sneeze-O-Bubble.”

Invariably, those with the most finely honed sense of humor find serious meaning in what everyone else ridicules. The very nature of the joke is its foundation of misfortune. The joke maker can spot the sham in acceptably serious situations. Then, having called attention to the deception, he may stand forth as a Satanic tribune. Not so easy is the reverse. The same rebel who defends the unpopular and the ridiculed, plays to an audience whose only illusion of strength lies in its ability to ridicule. It’s interesting to observe how lower man, while realizing the sadness of clowns, seldom pays attention to them when they have serious thoughts to offer.3

Incidentally, the Satanically important character of the villain, by his very antithetical stance, also makes fun of the existing order and morals and hence functions as a liberating character—if intelligent and conscious about it. Scapegoating is an important and apparently necessary function in the human psyche. At least for egos that are not healthily gratified. To take on the persona of the vilified or the mocking catalyst requires an inner strength not often found among the “herd,” according to LaVey.

Artificial human companions: Inspired by his own misanthropy, nostalgia, and will to be in charge, LaVey early on started creating humanoid dolls—often as memories from his own youth. In the basement of his Black House in San Francisco (the house immortalized by the Eagles in their chart-busting song “Hotel California”), LaVey had a bar called “The Den of Iniquity,” complete with several artificial human companions. This environment and its denizens acted as an intellectual decompression chamber as much as the classic black temple space upstairs or the kitchen where he kept his vast collection of synthesizers and other musical instruments. To be able to make small talk with the drunks, the bartender, and the old lady on the floor who was a drunken exponent of LaVey’s own sexual fetish—watching women piss their panties—became a sanctuary and a zone free of rational processes and expectations. Anything could happen. And often did.

The emergence of commercially available nonhuman companions (for instance, those made by the company RealDoll) not solely intended for sexual use is a clear current example of a LaVeyan concept manifesting outside of the strictly Satanic environment.

I have great respect for those who pioneer their own artificial human companion, crude as they might initially be. They will have come a small step closer to playing God and creating man or woman according to their desired image. With a creative outlet as cloaked in age-old taboo as this, innovation may now run rampant—more so than any art form man has yet known. The bizarre twilight world of the ventriloquist, the puppet-master and the doll maker can perhaps be understood through other than the minds of psychologists. The acceptable schizoid element in all of us—the one that selects our mates—has a fresh, new, open portal to pass through. Through surrogates the race will survive.4

The prime appeal of the humanoid lies in its approximation of the purchaser’s “other half.”. . . Artificial companions that are pleasingly heard, smelled, and felt also constitute positive selling points. But that an artificial companion looks right is of primary importance.5

The total environment: One of the most important ideas or concepts along with that of artificial human companions is the total environment. Consistent in his exclusion of the herd that provokes deep misanthropy and his inclusion of personal aesthetics and fetishism, LaVey’s development of total environments is a key to understanding the subtleties of his magic.

In a world that becomes louder and louder and more and more fragmented, the existence of a sacred space filled with perfection and maximum personal resonance almost becomes a heretical act. It actually is. Not only does it affect you in beneficial ways such as relaxation, excitement, and inspiration, there’s also the possibility of using these spaces (and times, if they are time or era specific) for creative magical rituals in many different ways and directions.

In The Satanic Rituals, LaVey stated that “Man’s ugly habit of elevating himself by defaming others is an unfortunate phenomenon, yet apparently necessary to his emotional well-being.”6

With the development of total environments and many of his other concepts, there was no longer a need for LaVey to be a frustrated outsider in conflict with the herd. The Satanist’s creative isolation in a space/time-warp-possible mind frame is one of silence and subtlety, and one of the greatest tools of the Satanic trade.

This, combined with honest self-knowledge and a proud appreciation of one’s own kinks and complications, makes for a good, solid Satanist. There’s always a strong focus on real-life material success, too—but only based on the Balance Factor, and what is actually possible for an individual in that position. Self-deceit is not a popular quality in LaVey’s cosmos. “The most successful individuals throughout history have been the people who learn a few good tricks and apply them well, rather than those with a whole bag full who don’t know which trick to pull out at the right time—or how to use it once they get it out!”7

The total environment encompasses many of the central LaVeyan concepts in one confined yet endless space. Personal preferences, esthetics, the intellectual decompression chamber, fetishism, misanthropy, and possibly artificial human companions to share the magic with. 
. . . It’s a sphere of clear-sighted yet romantic protocreativity previously unheard of in “classical” magical lore.

Integration of music: LaVey was a skilled musician who loved music. No wonder then that he had explored magical aspects of tone, vibrations, rhythms, the human voice, and all of these things put together. His own rituals often included his own playing suitable instruments. Sometimes the ritual itself was 
the actual playing of one selected piece of music with heavy emotional gusto. 
“Music is the most effective tool for evocation, as the entire body rhythm is 
helplessly taken up by the pattern of life associated with the musical 
selection. A meaningful idea never dies, nor does the emotional response 
generated by certain compositions. If enough people are inspired or moved by these compositions, the selections become sonic repository for the accumulated emotions of all those affected by them. Becoming an all-encompassing sensing element to the collective feedback of a particular composition can yield a total evocation.”8

Again, the integration of emotion is fundamentally important. There is probably no art form more emotional than music. To get into the mood of a specific working, the inclusion of a musical piece chosen for its evocative qualities is essential. If performed live, the emotional amplification will be even greater.

In discussing these things, LaVey also mentions “emotional chording.” There seems, according to him, to exist one chord for each emotion. Animals respond to very few—basically pleasure and pain. “Humans have added certain chords to their internal lyre, such as sentiment, which sometimes appears as nostalgia—a combination of pleasure and pain. Humans’ internal chording is more complex because humans experience a wider range of stimuli than do other animals (though, alas, the reverse is often true).”9

The villain: Satan was defined by LaVey as a symbol with the powerful potential of accusing and revealing hypocrisy and double standards. Satire, irony, and scathing intelligence here become magical qualities, as personified in LaVeyan inspirations such as Mark Twain, Ben Hecht, and H. L. Mencken. Wherever there is dogmatic hypocrisy and attempts at control through intimidation, there will be counterforces. When direct causal balancing is not possible, then a sardonic strike can do just as well.

In all cultures, the antihero, rebel, or villain is usually more popular than the (self) righteous hero running the errands of the corrupt. Even worse than the hero is the person cheering on the righteousness imposed by others. LaVey describes these people as those bearing a good guy badge. Gather two or more of these together, and an intolerant lynch mob is never far away.

The balancing force is the “Lone Ranger”—often a truly good and just person, but with methods and an intelligence in direct opposition to the status quo behavior of the herd. LaVey: “The more grandiose the villain, the more beneficent he is to society”; and “the greater one’s natural degree of nonconformity, the greater are one’s magical powers.”
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