











“A captivating exploration into the extraordinary life and magical practice of Carl Abrahamsson. Carl’s passion for documenting and celebrating the often-overlooked aspects of the magical world is evident in every word. Through his vivid descriptions and intimate anecdotes, he brings to life a world where magic and mundane intertwine, leaving readers both enlightened and fascinated. Meetings with Remarkable Magicians is a testament to the art of storytelling. His willingness to share his experiences and insights is an invaluable gift, especially for those seeking a deeper understanding of the esoteric arts. This book is a must-read for anyone intrigued by the lives of those who embrace the hidden forces that shape our world and the extraordinary individuals who harness their power. I am grateful that Carl has chosen to share his incredible journey with the world. This book is destined to be celebrated and cherished for years to come.

BRI LUNA, FOUNDER OF THE HOODWITCH AND
AUTHOR OF BLOOD SEX MAGIC

“Carl Abrahamsson’s Meetings with Remarkable Magicians is an engrossing journey through the heyday of chaos magick and occulture. An essential read for young witches and occultists who want not only to do magick but live magick as well.”

CHAWEON KOO, AUTHOR OF SPELL BOUND

“Carl Abrahamsson has done it again. In his new work, the master occultist once again displays his uncanny knack for being at the right place at the right time to ask the right people the right questions. And boy, does he get answers. From his formative years in the 1980s and ’90s up to the present day, Abrahamsson has had his ever-sensitive finger on the always unpredictable pulse of postmodern occultism. In his new book, he shares the remarkable insights and adventures he has had along the way. A must-read for any student of the mystic arts.”

GARY LACHMAN, AUTHOR OF
THE SECRET TEACHERS OF THE WESTERN WORLD

“On the surface, Meetings with Remarkable Magicians is an engaging and detailed record of a historic time when magick, art, and mainstream culture coincided. It’s a tale populated by diverse and wonderful characters and places. But it’s not just a description; this book is a work of magick itself, capturing a self-reflective arc of one man’s journey to transcendence. This is your own opportunity to meet a remarkable magician: Carl Abrahamsson.”

PHILIP H. FARBER, AUTHOR OF BRAIN MAGICK

“This book is no old-school hagiography, nor a simple recounting of ritual practices or name-checking remarkable and iconic figures in a magical and creative community. In fact, I would balk at describing it as a book and prefer to designate it as a high-order synaptic stimulant. Meetings with Remarkable Magicians is a fascinating, well-written piece of literature that buzzes with information, process, and art surrounding a group of people who chose to live their lives in a transformative, challenging, and often subversive but always creative manner. Simply enough, it’s a great book that informs you, shakes you up, and takes you to places where there is no such thing as stasis—only endless creative, transformative movement.”

CHARLOTTE RODGERS, AUTHOR OF THE BLOODY SACRIFICE

“Carl Abrahamsson is a gardener of outsider blooms, a curator of creators, and a maverick maestro of magick. He makes stuff happen. With his infinite enthusiasm for the weird and the interesting, he is a swirling galaxy of ideas. We need more of him in our world.”

VAL DENHAM, VISUAL AND RECORDING ARTIST
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Foreword

Frater U∴D∴

It is generally held that magicians are of an egomaniacal disposition or, at the very least, an egotistical one. While Aleister Crowley’s infamous Confessions may provide a case in point (depending on your personal view of the Master Therion), this mainstream assessment does not dovetail too neatly with the fact that actual autobiographies of practicing magicians, which we would accordingly expect to be inundated by, are relatively few and far between. Nor are they all necessarily as egocentric and narcissistic as one might assume: case in point being the present work by Carl Abrahamsson.

Primarily known to the general international occult public via the high-class magazine The Fenris Wolf, which he founded and continues to present us with on a more or less yearly basis, he has made his indelible mark as a top-level curator of Occulture and the various magical currents that are extant within this framework. His astute intelligence and brilliant networking skills, coupled with one-of-a-kind undogmatic open-minded pragmatism and an insatiable curiosity, have made him an ideal go-to point of documentation for just about anyone actively involved in present-day Dark Arts.

But there is a lot more than quantitative social connectedness to make his autobiography a most unusual—and equally most welcome—publication. As a participating observer, he manages to fuse the etic with the emic approach in an organic and enlightening way, which, even more importantly, remains constructive and does not play one point of view against the other. Here is someone speaking to us from hands-on experience: of ritual and of sigilizing, of sex-magic and results-magic, deeply rooted in his practical scrutiny and workings on the inside of occult orders such as TOPY and the Caliphate OTO, narrating his interactions over many years with influential figures of the occult current such as Genesis P-Orridge, Anton Szandor LaVey, and Kenneth Anger, to name but the most outstanding examples.

At the same time, Carl is a veritable master of contextualization, putting things very much into perspective along the trajectory of his multiple and vastly varied aesthetic interests. These range from his deeply informed, academically schooled expertise on cinema (both mainstream and underground), amplified by his own prolific filmmaking; to fringe and avant-garde music (again both theoretical and performative); and to experimental literature of all flavors, more than mildly spiced up with his voracious reading (and publishing) of occult authors in general, including Aleister Crowley and Austin Osman Spare in particular.

He also depicts in a perfectly nonjudgmental manner what LaVey termed (by Carl’s quote) the—typically American if not Californian—“burlesquing” of the occult subculture from the 1960s to the present: ruthless Hollywood showbiz meets Disneyfied theme-park industry meets drug culture meets Eastward-looking spiritual neohippyism, and so on, and so forth.

Carl doesn’t bother too much with abstract theory. Not that he is unaware of it. Someone as widely and thoroughly read as he is in the occult field is certainly able to engage in intellectual reflection and philosophical, existential musing. But his focus is different. As a self-confessed “occult lifer,” he is far more interested in what the various disciplines, schools, sects, teachings, organizations, and collectives of Occulture actually have to offer in terms of lived and living application, of coloring and “magi-fying” the world both on the subjective and the transpersonal level—in short, as I would like to summarize it, his is the remit of experiential gnosis. This makes for quite a lot of delightful reading, taking us along on a ripping high-octane magical mystery tour of occult life with all its highs and lows, its shining peaks and gloomy abysses, its successes and failures, its geniuses and morons, its brilliance and its madness.

For all his easygoing eloquence, which more than once reminds us—in an entirely pleasant, relatable manner—of that other great Swedish raconteur, Lars Gustafsson, he never insults the reader’s intelligence by spelling everything out too obviously. Hence, we are all well advised to read between the lines as well while we are at it. Not because there’s any intentional obfuscation at work here—far from it—but because there’s many a truth and insight, whether occult or not, that can only be intuited rather than made subject to facile ratiocination. After all, human language was never made for this: systemically veiling, not revealing, as any poet and bard worth their salt will mournfully tell you. And hasn’t it been claimed since time immemorial that the mysteries, after all is said and done, will ultimately protect themselves?

There’s a significant observation of Carl’s that informs his entire narrative and serves exceedingly well as a key to understanding its motor:

That is highly significant of real magicians: they weave webs in which others interact and sometimes start weaving their own webs. The intelligent magicians acknowledge the importance of the weaving masters as well as the past masters; the unintelligent are satisfied with claiming their own position while staring at their own reflective blinders.

It is his lifetime exploration of this particular aspect of Occulture that makes this autobiography so fascinating, enlightening, and entertaining. Moreover, it offers us a yarn very well spun, richly peppered with microbiographies of the countless protagonists—heroes and rogues alike—who have molded, imprinted, impressed, and coined the entire occult ecosystem. To a considerable extent, they are still continuing to do so.

Whether it concerns the politics of a controversial poet like Ezra Pound, or the antidemocratic elitism propagated in Crowley’s Book of the Law or in the works of other authoritarian, anti-liberal figures, Carl can be relied on to take a strong, vociferous stand against what he terms the “invisible forces of fabricated moralities.” It is quite obvious that today’s ubiquitous monodimensional cancel culture and streamlined (screamlined?) commodification of artistic and metaphysical creativity are not for him. This lends an equally unfashionable and admirable quality to his approach that is very much in line with the common position of dedicated occultists as societal outsiders throughout history. Whether they are factually avant-garde and prescient, or reactionary and revisionist, it matters not in the slightest. Despite all the helpful services that spiritual technicians like shamans, witches, medicine men and women, cunning folk, houngans, mambos, sangumas, vitkis, sadhus, brujos, and curanderas might render to their communities, they have nevertheless always been seen as essentially alien. Such figures—who are perhaps best described from an optimist’s point of view as the “spiritual-enlightenment-obsessed fringe”—seldomly become socially adapted beings subservient to their mainstream’s currently projected braindead dogmas, creativity-busting regulations, and toxic prejudices. The same is true of artists. And, while I suspect he won’t like this, for all his fulminant activities as a dyed-in-the-wool party animal and Occulture lounge lizard, Carl has retained that one critical quality that ranks him squarely and incontestably with his occultist forebears, his sorcerous contemporaries, and (it is to be hoped) his magical successors: the uncompromising, tireless exploration of what is behind the mirror of so-called reality—a looking glass that is often as shiny, blinking, and seductive as it is dull, blunt, and horrifying. What’s more, for him it’s not about the answers but rather the creative evolution and pursuit of open-ended (as opposed to closure-seeking) questions. (Perhaps Aleister Crowley’s severely underrated little essay “The Soldier and the Hunchback” might contribute a thing or two to this discussion but that, as they say, is another ditty for another campfire . . .)

His observations on occult tropes such as the “Abyss,” the “Holy Guardian Angel,” and that ever-looming elephant in the temple—the “Ego”—are revelatory and probably, to many, novel, since they are driven by hands-on, pragmatic experience. They may be subjective and individualistic, sure, but are nevertheless entirely appropriate and valid in just about every conceivable transpersonal sense. This is a rare mastery sadly lacking in most other magical autobiographies, whether they’re of a self-avowedly overt hagiographic bent (such as Uncle Aleister’s) or not.

Nothing presented here in loving detail comes over as monolithic or hewn into some stony stele in a silly conceit of captured, colonized eternity. Instead, things are and remain fluid and in flux, as they’ve always been from the get-go. Truth, lest we forget, is a cunning shape-shifter of dubious provenance, which is why it invariably requires the perennial trickster to make it stick. Ernst Jünger’s figure of the Anarch offers us the indispensable archetype of the magician in a world so desperately set on shedding off its magic like a desiccated rustling snakeskin in favor of vainglorious discursive reasoning and its incumbent orgiastic cerebral contouring endeavors. “He that hath ears to hear, let him hear” (Matthew 11:15).

By the same token, it is acutely interesting to witness the evolution of Carl’s assessment of both the OTO and Aleister Crowley, two prime sources of inspiration from which he quaffed for many decades. His involvement spanned the entire spectrum from original naive, romanticizing tyro enthusiasm to serious and engaged organizational activism, to distanced sobriety and sniper-precise, hard-nosed critique, albeit never disrespectful or malign. For many—though perhaps far too few—of today’s more experienced magicians, this represents a paradigmatic and often inescapable omphalotomy: a failsafe indicator of genuinely accomplished personal maturation.

For anyone truly familiar with the process, it is anything but astounding to learn that it may require an entire lifetime of immersion to arrive at a conclusion such as this one:

One of the key concepts in magico-anthropology is Sympathesis, which means that we all (both as individuals and as collectives) construct the magical systems that we need in order to transcend (them). The more specialized, abstracted, and complicated our culture becomes, the more our magical systems will reflect these same tendencies. These systems become like a mirror of the soul, in which we can find temporary openings or cracks to peek through.

Please do read on then, esteemed reader, if you are seriously prepared—as if one ever could be!—to find out more, though possibly at the very real risk of having your mind blown in the sweetest of subversive old-school manners . . .

A cosmopolitan lover of nature; a seasoned explorer of the geographical world, scrutinizing it through the highly polished lens of its spiritual topography, on a never-ending pilgrimage through the multivalent manifestations of the inner and the outer realms and planes; an intellectually discerning, highly educated observer of the human mind and its frenzied carousel of individualistic and collective expression; a shrewd yet unwaveringly constructive critic of the politics, the histories, the economics, the sociologics, the sciences, the ecologics . . . in short: the Culture—yes, with a capital C!—of our times and beyond, Carl’s is a voice of a kind we cannot hear enough of within the frequently all too parochial, smug, myopic, self-serving and self-exploitative global society of today in general and Occulture in particular.

So cordial thanks, Carl, for this veritable labor of Love under Will!

FRATER U∴D∴, founder of Pragmatic and Ice Magic, is Europe’s best-known practical magician and contemporary occult author. He has written more than twenty-five books. His translations include works by Peter Carroll and Ramsey Dukes and Aleister Crowley’s Book of Lies.




Introduction

What makes a Swedish kid from a cultured and secular upper-middle-class home devote his life to magic and occultism in all its forms, times, and spaces? I wish I had a simple answer to the question—because I am that kid. I would love to know, myself. All I can do is to try to look back, process the findings, and see what the future might bring. And I’m happy to share with you the journey thus far.

I am still amazed at the things I’ve experienced and all the magical people I’ve met. Some of these key players exist aboveground, while others remain underground. What unites them is the accumulated insight that there’s always more to life than what we perceive with our senses. Not that there’s anything wrong with our senses—on the contrary! But we do have inherent capacities to acquire and process knowledge and wisdom from hitherto unfairly unacknowledged quarters. I’m not only talking about dusty grimoires from ancient times, but rather what we can find within ourselves if we are courageous enough to look, and to take the process itself and the findings seriously.

This generalization has been called by many names and interpreted by many people and groups throughout the millennia. But it always boils down to the same essential things: personal refinement, improvement, empowerment, and transformation through experimental means and methods.

Some like to walk alone; they seek out isolation as something sacred—and invaluable. Others prefer to seduce the masses, to make the proverbial “big bucks” in public. What is or has been hidden is always fascinating and glamorous. There is power in secrets as well as in the ensuing promises of gradual revelation. If one moves occult teachings over to the visible sphere, they can be mass-marketed in ten easy steps of this and that. Or they can be fetishized and kept exclusive by bibliophile mentalities that often keep the buyers/readers locked in the symbolic realm—because the book’s price tag apparently dictates its value, rather than its inherent potential for real change in life.

Magic exists within us all. It is in each of us, and within each collective and community—even those with which we might not “agree.” Sometimes the expressed messages reveal unintentional draconian humor, as in mass political or religious movements in which the individual is emasculated while believing there is power in whatever fairy tale or dogmatic concoction is offered. Sometimes the teachings take on shocking and dramatic imagery in order to awaken the sleepers. And sometimes they speak clearly of what should be done, stripped to the core and devoid of allegiances or aesthetics.

Already as a teenager, I found all this fascinating. Why do some people invoke cosmic forces disguised as gods, angels, or demons? Why have systems been structured that promise that the seeker will find . . . something? And what is that something, really? A safe, comfortable, and invisible space among the like-minded? A pristine individuation based on a Nietzschean appreciation of Will? A cosmic escapism? A potential catharsis from early trauma? Et cetera (and I mean that—the list could go on for a long time).

As I set out on this journey in my teenage years, there was already a constructive foundation to build upon. As a newborn babe in Stockholm, Sweden, I wasn’t only born into a solid situation of love and support. I also had a magical cradle. This might seem Harry Potter–like to some, but it’s true. My father ran a famous jazz club in Stockholm called The Golden Circle. He loved jazz and had traveled to New York as a teenager in the late 1950s to immerse himself in the scene. He wanted to bring as much of it as possible to lovely but conservative old Stockholm. And he did, through The Golden Circle.

Around the time of my birth, January 1966, someone came by my parents’ apartment, carrying a cradle for me. It was Ornette Coleman, experimental jazz guru extraordinaire, who was in town to play at the club. In that cradle I rocked and slept and dreamed and excreted both this and that, for months on end.

Although in my teenage years I hated jazz because it was my dad’s interest, it didn’t take me too long to realize how cool my initial rocking was: I had been graced by the hand of a genius artist right when I was born. The hand that rocks the cradle . . .

Growing up, I was immersed in my parents’ interest in music, film, books, and art in general. At age two, I was at the opening of the legendary Andy Warhol exhibition at Moderna Muséet in Stockholm. Somewhere in my memory bank there should be visions of the pop artist from New York carefully walking around his show and saying, “Oh, that’s great” to each and everyone.

As a child, I was a loner—or perhaps I should claim I was “picky” about whom I wanted to play with? This attitude has never really left me, and it has become the cornerstone of a healthy and contrarian worldview in which I make decisions and judgments based as fully as possible on my own impressions, assessments, and deductions. Sometimes you don’t have to make “your own” mistakes in order to learn social skills; reading history and watching people around you will often suffice.

I did embrace the cultural input from my parents but of course wanted to seek out other sources for myself. Moving by attraction and intuition, I found my own fodder. In large part these came from a great bookstore called Hörnan (“the Corner”), which imported mainstream comics, underground comics, and science fiction from the US. My parents also had friends in the US who sent me comic books and American candy. Much appreciated!

Like many kids in the late 1970s, I was swept away by punk rock and its creative cousins post-punk and new wave. The music was great and the energy perfect for my contrarian mind-frame. Whatever these frustrated youngsters were actually singing about (“White Riot,” “Protex Blue,” “Tommy Gun,” to cull a few exciting themes from the band The Clash), it was the energy itself that hit me first and foremost.

And more comics! More movies! More books! I was very hungry and curious, and loved to connect my own dots based on what I’d already found. I also knew early on that I loved to write, so a natural next step for me was to write about the things that thrilled me. This began in the world of comic books. Together with friends I started a fanzine called Splasch in 1982. It basically contained interviews with comic-book artists like Jean Giraud (aka “Moebius”), André Franquin, and Aldus Maurice de Bevère (aka “Morris”). It was exciting to talk to these artists and to process, write, and edit the material—and then cut and paste it all into pages that were printed and assembled. Absolutely magical!

In the mid-1980s I followed suit with the music and trash-culture fanzines Lollipop and Acts of Interstellar Torture (1985–1988). Learning how to write, edit, and take pictures as I went along, not to mention laying it all out on paper, while indulging in my own interests, was a fantastic education. I was also “empowered” by another fact: my experiences showed me that it was easier than I thought to connect with rock’n’roll people, regardless of whether they were real stars or struggling underground bands. All you had to do was be at the right place at the right time, and be persistent in the face of any initial hurdles. A great picture only takes 1/125th of a second to capture—you just have to pick the right micro-moment! The same goes for the interviews: if you want them to say something special, you need to ask a special question. I loved my time in the underground cultural trenches. In retrospect, it constituted the kindergarten years of my magical training.

As the 1970s turned into the 1980s, I grew more and more curious about what was called the nascent industrial music scene. The term came from a record label in London called Industrial Records. Their output was so influential that it created an entire “scene”—not just in the UK, but around the world.

The main band on the label, Throbbing Gristle (“TG”), was headed by a British artist called Genesis P-Orridge. In interviews, he talked about experimental art and music, surrealism, and occultism, and name-dropped several authors and artists that piqued my curiosity. As TG and Industrial Records folded in 1981, in favor of P-Orridge’s new project, Psychic Television (“PTV”), the references just kept on coming. And there was the added allure of occultism proper, as the band had their own magical order called “Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth” (TOPY).

Did I dive right in and get involved myself? Indeed I did, even to the point of starting a Scandinavian branch of the Temple called “TOPYSCAN.” From then and on, everything snowballed in various directions. I was already reading Aleister Crowley and Anton LaVey, as well as some historical overviews about magic, so to suddenly be in the modern-day midst of something that was magical and experimental at the same time quite literally blew my young mind. I felt very strongly that I needed to connect with the current, so to speak, even if it would take me into unchartered territories. This is what I did—and it’s the story that you’re about to read.

As decades have passed and I’m now somewhat reluctantly approaching the (early) autumn season of my life, I feel compelled to share my experiences thus far. I have never been one for secrecy, but rather believe in blatantly inspiring others to set out on their own paths. If someone is too secretive or too beholden to a rigid system, it’s probably best to keep your distance from them . . . inertia alert!

That said, I hope I haven’t betrayed any oaths or confidences within these pages. If that should be the case, I claim immunity from the standpoint of necessity. If there is one thing I’ve learned over these decades, it’s that magic as such is an integral, central part of our survival instinct. If there was ever a time to find new solutions to our overwhelming human problems, it is right now. The rapid occulturation* of hitherto secret teachings into both the occulture and the mainstream are basically indications that our collective unconscious is telling us to wake up before it’s too late. How hard can it be to understand? Acknowledging intuition, Indigenous wisdom, holistic approaches, and the psychological benefits of meditation and ritual will become increasingly crucial elements in avoiding human extinction, and/or possibly rebuilding a human culture after the seemingly inevitable deluge stemming from human hubris.

At this point in history, will we listen to the magicians? The ancient ones or the present ones—all claiming some little secret or wisdom that can “change your life”? We shall see! I don’t claim to own any quick fixes, nor do I offer “ten easy steps.” But I will assert that it’s much easier to get to know yourself than you think. All you must do is listen—to yourself. If more people did that, we would have considerably less problems in the world.

In writing this book, I have listened to myself. I have enjoyed most of what I’ve said. It has made sense. If I had the chance to relive these experiences, I might go through some of them differently—but definitely not with a different attitude. To me, it’s been simple enough: set out on the path, be honest, keep moving, swerve if you have to, document the work, cherish the mysteries, and just make sure to enjoy life—because for each of us it’s very limited in time and space.

I once formulated magic as being “a neutral mind-frame that allows all the definitions of magic to pass through it.” What that means in reality is that it could be a strictly causal, willed process; it could be an irrational orgy of overheated synapses; it could be cosmic stardust sprinkled on your perfectly still mind; it could be the gray area that filters a rainbow spectrum; it could be human fusion as genitals interlock, and the fission when the deed is done; or a gazillion other things and definitions, cosmic and mundane. You can define it any way you want—just don’t shove your definition down someone else’s throat (unless it’s consensual).

Some of my friends from school have become millionaires, or more than that. I, on the other hand, have written much about “magic,” based on my own firsthand experiences in a lifelong exploration of myself, the mysteries, and the potential merger of the two. Would I trade places? I think not. Money is great but it can only take you so far. Magic, however, is infinite, eternal, unbound, and, ultimately, proto-creative.

So, the first question before we set out would be: Why settle for less when you can be immersed in a whole lot more? And in this spirit, a little note on the structuring of this book: human perception isn’t always perfectly chronological. I seem to think about the past mainly in palimpsestic impressions and through memories that poke each other in the fight for attention. In some instances, the chapters hold chronological sway, and in others I have preferred to intuitively arrange things by thematic or emotional kinship. I like to hold fast to the pleasant spirit of Quintilian: Scribo ad narrandum, non ad probandum—I write to tell, not to prove.

Vade Ultra!



*Occulturation is my term for when something moves from an occult(ed) sphere and into the mainstream of culture.
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DO IT YOURSELF!

I graduated high school in Stockholm in 1984, at age eighteen. By this point in my life I was already very hungry for information of various kinds, including the occult and philosophy in general. Much of this was further fueled by my interest in experimental music. At around this time (the late 1970s, early 1980s) there was a vital and vibrant music scene in which people took concepts of musical normality and turned them on their heads, using new technology, a lo-fi attitude, and a “cottage-industry” sensibility that had been inherited from the punk movement and its “do-it-yourself” (DIY) ethos. Various bands, artists, and labels presented their work in a new way. Not only was it self-produced, controlled, and sometimes even self-distributed, it was also filled with references to their own sources of inspiration. In interviews, traditionally inclined artists might mention those who had influenced them—someone playing a similar kind of instrument, or another performer, writer, or poet. But this new scene, which was called “industrial” music, also contained many deliberate references, which might be overtly stated in informational pamphlets, record sleeves, and interviews, or covertly woven into lyrics. These allusions or associations were not meant to serve as demagogic propaganda, but as fodder for archeological forays in which one could uncover similar kinds of culture from previous eras.

One example would be the integration of the writings of William Burroughs and Brion Gysin, as well as many other beatnik writers, into the overall cauldron of bands like Throbbing Gristle and Psychic TV. Once I had awoken to all of the great music that was being made and put out in the late-1970s and early-1980s, I became like a sponge, eager to soak up information from all of the bands and artists that interested me through their fascinating music, and their inspiring ways of making records and creating a distinct culture. They left traces—intellectual, inspirational traces—in their trail. And I, like many others, followed up on the clues and it became a form of esoteric detective work to discover more of the same. So, this was not just a matter of consuming entertainment made by intelligent and intellectual people—it was also a networking search for information on different art and artists, and in this particular scene, it was also about magic and occultism.

One of the bands that I really enjoyed was the British group Psychic TV, or Psychic Television, or PTV for short. They were connected to their own magical order and information network called Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth (TOPY). The key people in PTV, Genesis P-Orridge and Peter “Sleazy” Christopherson, had been involved previously with the band Throbbing Gristle, which I also liked a lot. This phenomenon of integrating esoteric material—whether literary, cultural, or magical—became a standard procedure for these people, a regular part of their output. The LP records contained musical structures, as well as textual explorations of a poetic nature. But there was also something intangible about their releases, which encouraged a way of thinking and acting that resonated with me greatly. Together with the records of Psychic TV, there was usually some kind of information attached, not seldom an encouragement to get in touch with this “mysterious” organization: Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth. You could subscribe to their information for a very reasonable fee. I signed up and soon started to receive newsletters, mailings, and general information from their headquarters in London.



Gothenburg, 1988
(Photo by Johan Kugelberg)

I was also collecting cassette tapes at the time through an international tape-trading network. This entailed exchanging or “swapping” cassettes, often live recordings of concerts, with others. Many of these recordings were of the band Psychic TV. And often one would find extra material that the people who spread them had added to the cassettes—usually interviews from the radio or interviews they had done themselves. This was the case with many of the Psychic TV tapes that I traded. There were interviews with Genesis P-Orridge in which he talked about the methods and aims of both Psychic TV and Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth. This was very inspiring for me, and not only because I liked the music and poetry they created. Their work also represented a philosophy that favored individualism—pushing the individual to be strong and free and to have options in life, many of which TOPY claimed one could reach through unorthodox methods of magic and the study of certain esoteric or occult sources.

This open-mindedness was very appealing. As a teenager, I had already developed a passionate attraction to occultism. I had bought and read some books on the subject, such as Colin Wilson’s classic study The Occult, Aleister Crowley’s The Book of the Law, and Anton LaVey’s The Satanic Bible—basically, (in)famous books that also happened to be somewhat readily available.

As I started getting into the philosophy of Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth, it made me more curious about the references that they provided in their information, mainly having to do with two British magicians: Aleister Crowley (1875–1947) and the much less well-known Austin Osman Spare (1886–1956). These people were groundbreaking and radical in the sense that they had gone against the grain of “traditional occultism” (e.g., the sort presented via the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn, which had been founded in the last decades of the nineteenth century). Crowley had studied and developed as a magician in the Golden Dawn. But he had also published their rituals without permission in his ambitious, almost encyclopedic work of ten books called The Equinox. This had led to controversy, in the wake of which he was kicked out of the Golden Dawn. Crowley then went on to create his own order, which he called the A∴A∴.* In structure, the A∴A∴ resembled what Crowley found in the Golden Dawn, but it was informed by a much different philosophical perspective. This was based on an experience that he had in Cairo, Egypt, together with his wife Rose, in 1904, which had made him believe that he was the prophet of a “new age” he called the Aeon of Horus and of a philosophy he called Thelema (from one of the Greek words signifying “Will”). Around the new framework, he wove all his arcane magical knowledge that stemmed from the Western ceremonial magic tradition. Crowley was also a great synthesizer or syncretist, bringing in elements from Eastern traditions such as yoga and meditation, and from Jewish mysticism, including the Qabalah.

Austin Osman Spare was a much more freewheeling character who worked on his own, mainly as an artist. He had had connections with Crowley and other people in London at this time, but he was not an extroverted networker. He was more interested in his own work, and in how his art could be used for occult experiments and actual magical workings.

These two magicians were seminal in the philosophical corpus of Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth, which also made references to surrealism, forgotten literary figures, and beatniks, and, to a certain extent, the hippies of the 1960s. These were all people and movements that went against the grain, having done so with the express purpose of securing individual liberty. The more these forgotten or ostracized people were brought to the light, the greater the chance that they would inspire young people specifically to evaluate themselves and the cards they had been dealt, so to speak.

TOPY’s active integration of cultural expressions within a magical philosophy made it especially unique. It was something more than an initiatory magical curriculum through which the student or the seeker would be led gradually toward a greater realization of his or her true self. TOPY had dispensed with that classical, arcane mentality and its archaic way of organizing the work in a hierarchical structure based on degrees and initiations. However, there were different levels of commitment within TOPY. These mainly had to do with working within the local groups and taking care of various menial and sometimes boring administrative tasks, such as informational mailings and helping in the organization of events; in other words, real, practical work.

But there was also another level of commitment that existed within TOPY, and that had to do more concretely with magical work. The main form of this was called sigilizing. The concept came from Austin Osman Spare: he claimed that one can drop little symbols, signifying whatever one wants to achieve in the outer material world, into our subconscious mind by using ecstatic techniques and states of mind. These could include physical exhaustion, sexual exhaustion, or mental exhaustion—basically, frames of mind that are out of the ordinary and far removed from the rational. At the height of the ecstatic experience, one would then visualize, sensualize, and integrate a symbol that one has concocted oneself.

Within TOPY, this led to fervent experimentation and to an inclusion of the creative artistic process. This was never done in a dogmatically imposed manner; rather, it was an anarchic, self-imposed, experimental kind of work. No one really evaluated or judged the output of someone else. The main thing was to be true to the essence of the desire in question; how this was expressed creatively was an individual matter.

Regular engagement with the sigilization process and the kinds of artwork that it produced became an integrated phenomenon within the higher levels of TOPY commitment. By physically mailing these highly personal artworks to the headquarters in London after each completion, you reached the level of becoming an initiate of sorts. This was not something to be displayed as a status symbol. It was an individual process: something you did only with and for yourself. The fact that you “released” your magical artwork and sent it away was in line with the philosophy of Austin Spare, and traditional occultism in general—meaning that when you have worked with and experienced the ecstasy of “metaprogramming” (as I later came to call it), you have to completely disengage yourself from the experience after it is over. You must divest yourself of the irrational peak ecstasy, in order to prevent your rational mind from trying to nitpick and analyze what has occurred. Because if that happens, it will hamper and hinder the magical processes that allow for the goal to unfold successfully. Although these artworks were collected and kept safe at the three main TOPY “Stations” (administrative centers), they were not meant to be displayed or used in any further way. Rather, it was an archive of accumulated magical “trust”—trust in each other, but also trust in yourself and your own magical, experimental process.

Another inspiring and important order was—and still is—the Illuminates of Thanateros, also known as the IOT, or the “Pact.” To make a long story very short, they are an interesting mix of Austin Spare’s sigilizing theories and a loosely scientific approach that they called “Chaos Magic.” Central to the methods (and anti-methods) of the IOT are ecstatic techniques wherein the practitioner exhausts the body and mind to the point of “voidness” through exercise, sex, drugs, or other means. In that moment, the practitioner declares the Will to themself, as well as to the Universe. But this is just one among many techniques and approaches developed by the IOT. They produced the great magazine Chaos International, edited by Ian Read, which I lustfully devoured whenever a new issue came out. Although the key players—which included Peter J. Carroll, Frater U∴D∴, Phil Hine, Ray Sherwin, and others—had also written books of their own, I found the magazine to be wonderfully vital and substantial to read. The Chaos crew had a genuinely open-minded attitude, and they seemed happy to add to their repertoire any technique that works. They took a pragmatic and experimental approach, avoiding the establishment of structures that were too rigid or too solid. Many of their writings still hold up very well, and when looking back at old issues of Chaos International, I can see how my own thinking was influenced by many of these people, such as Frater U∴D∴:

In its pure form, the shaman or magician is not in need of spirits or other entities. The world is viewed as being “vitalized” by subtle forces or energies and his primary task consists in mastering the art of perceiving and manipulating them. As all phenomena are basically energetic in nature, the existence of an otherworld is strictly not required. Thus the magician is more of an “energy dancer” than a “fence rider” or go-between. But even here the key to the perception, charging and general utilization of these forces is again the magical trance or, as Chaos Magic terms it, gnosis.*

William Burroughs was allegedly a member of the IOT, and I’m sure many other notables were too. Much of the exciting occulture that grew out of the UK specifically during the 1990s seems to have been influenced in some way or another by the “Chaos current” and its sardonic open-mindedness—the output of the brilliant author Alan Moore is certainly one such example.

In late 1984, Psychic TV toured Scandinavia and passed through Stockholm. On the evening before the actual concert, there was a special video event at the one of the art colleges, presenting the work of “Psychic Television” (meaning the video-production side of the TOPY collective; this was a network of video-makers for which Psychic TV, the band, made music). I attended that screening in high spirits. TV monitors were stacked on the floor, and not that many people were in attendance; everything was quite informal. To me, it was very interesting because I had never seen any of the actual PTV films before; I had only read and heard about them. This was at a time when material like this was disseminated and distributed on VHS cassettes, and I had not yet gotten my hands on any of those experimental VHS anthologies in which these films were included. So, I was eager to watch them—all the more so since I was very fascinated by cinema in general at this time, and experimental film in particular.

I could also see how well the Psychic Television films fit into a tradition of surrealism. But it certainly wasn’t surrealism of a happy or colorful kind, titillating the senses with puns and light intellectual word games. These PTV films were much more morose, gritty, and “hardcore” in the sense that wherever you looked, there was always a general reference to magic as a soul-searching and potentially transgressive way of changing yourself. The potential for change was inherent in the material, and many of the films included actual ritual footage. I found that clarity and signal very inspiring.

I had at this time already started to successfully experiment with the rituals TOPY recommended in their mailings and newsletters, but I had not yet become a sigilizing member. The video evening illuminated a link to something that was highly intimate and resonant for me in my private investigations: I realized that the personal process has, or can have, a tangible connection in the outer. And the filter or mediator in question is Art. This was at an art college, and they had made art films that also displayed and conveyed their philosophy in a similar way to their music.

On the following evening, there was a wonderful lineup at the club Kolingsborg, with Psychic TV headlining. They were supported by the Leather Nun, one of my favorite Swedish bands, and the American artist Monte Cazazza, who had been a friend and collaborator of P-Orridge’s since the mid-1970s. Both the Leather Nun and Monte Cazazza had records released on Industrial Records (the label which had been established by Throbbing Gristle). This was therefore a very special evening—although it didn’t quite turn out the way I had envisioned.

I had seen the Leather Nun live several times and really enjoyed their kind of heavy rock, which drew a lot of inspiration from Iggy and the Stooges. They were also part of this industrial music scene that was specific and very powerful, but quite violent in a certain way too. I think it mainly had to do with aesthetics. On this particular evening the club was packed with people waiting to see the new cult band from England, because Throbbing Gristle still had a huge following.

The atmosphere was very weird. There were two stacks of video monitors—probably the same ones they had used at the art school the evening before—and they were showing the same experimental art films, including elements that some people found very disturbing (footage of ritual cutting, for instance). There was a contingent of skinheads around and they were quite rowdy. Jonas Almquist, the singer of the Leather Nun, had been a skinhead at one point in the early 1980s. Now these guys were acting up and being aggressive and pushing people around. I was disturbed by this, as I wanted to enjoy the concert without idiots like that ruining it.

As I watched the Leather Nun play, they reached a crescendo with their song “FFA” (“Fist Fuckers Associated”), the lyrics of which came from a poem by Monte Cazazza. They performed it so beautifully; it really blew my mind. Cazazza joined in and sang, as did P-Orridge. To me it was like a meltdown-experience: something that was utterly cool and transgressive, but at the same time—via the philosophy of Psychic TV—entirely magical.

But the skinheads were continually aggressive and it freaked me out because I saw people being pushed to the ground and no one interfered; no one really stopped them. I realized that I couldn’t enjoy the evening because of these cretins, which was deeply frustrating. I probably should just have found a more secluded spot and had a drink or something, but instead I decided to leave. Afterward I heard from people who were there that Psychic TV were, of course, amazing. I immediately acquired a pirated cassette recording of the concert. I had seen the video show, but I missed the concert. At least I got to experience Genesis P-Orridge and Monte Cazazza perform together with the Leather Nun, though, so there was some consolation in that.



*Possibly short for Argenteum Astrum or Astron Argon (both meaning “Silver Star”), or Atlantean Adepts, or Arcanum Arcanorum (“Secret of Secrets”).

*Frater U∴D∴, “Models of Magic,” Chaos International 9 (1990), 3.
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HEADQUARTERS

By the mid-1980s I had already been to London several times. It was inexpensive to take a bus to Gothenburg from Stockholm, and then the horrible “booze boat” ferry to Harwich in the UK, and then a train to London. I usually ended up at some fleabag hotel in Bayswater.

I liked the grime and dirt of London. What today feels like urban heart-congestion was thrilling to me as a teenager. London’s book and record stores were amazing—whether small, specialized shops or giant “megastores,” they offered much more than I could ever take in. Not to forget the secondhand bookstores, filled to the brim with tomes I never even knew about (but certainly needed to). It was truly a paradise for a budding bibliomaniac and music lover like me.

In 1986 I went to meet Genesis P-Orridge for the first time. My fanzine Lollipop had been my main creative project for about a year, and I had been a TOPY “subscriber” for about two years. It made perfect sense to try to arrange an interview with Genesis. We set it up, and when I visited London in November of 1986, I took the “tube” to Bethnal Green and walked until I arrived at 50 Beck Road. I didn’t pick up on it so much at the time, but this was a really grimy area with seemingly endless rows of small houses stuck together.

“Gen” opened the door and let me in. There was a small hallway and an office to the right. TOPY and the affiliated company “Temple Records” were expanding, and I immediately felt at home in this “cottage-industry” environment where the real hard currency was always postage stamps and “IRCs.”*

I immediately took a liking to Gen. He was friendly and accommodating, eager to make me feel at home. Upstairs was the living room and kitchen. I met Gen’s wife Paula and their young daughters Caresse and Genesse, and the German shepherd Tanith. There were also some other “Psychick Youth,” or members of the Temple, around. I got a very typical “cuppa” tea, and we talked about this and that. Although I was there to interview him for my music fanzine, I realized I was even more fascinated with the whole TOPY angle than I was with Psychic TV. These people were living and breathing magic and art around the clock, and they were willing to share with others whatever they had found to be successful and inspiring in their magical work. It was an eye-opener and a mind-blower all at once.

I talked with Gen about musical things for Lollipop, and when the interview was over, we just kept on chatting—about Crowley, Spare, music, our mutual Swedish friends Freddie Wadling and Jonas Almquist, and what felt like a million other things.

Although energetic and enthusiastic in conversation, Gen also seemed tired, even exhausted. There was so much to do, and everything was invested with meaning. No time to waste. Already on that first visit, the attitude of a relentless work ethic made a deep impression on me. It was in some ways an initiation by osmosis onto a higher level of both awareness and efficiency.

As I departed Beck Road that evening, Gen made sure that the plastic bag I had arrived with (containing one Sony cassette recorder and one Pentax camera) was now filled with records, cassettes, badges, patches, and leaflets: a heap of fodder for the young Swedish sponge sorcerer!

I was leaving London that same evening. On the road, I remember listening to a cassette Gen had given me. It was the album In Strict Tempo by Dave Ball (the musical half of Soft Cell), which featured Gen on some of the tracks. It was such perfect autumn music for a bus ride through a dark and rainy London and its utterly ugly and depressing suburbs. It dawned on me that it’s no wonder a place like London has produced so much talent and great art—and now also a magical guerrilla movement in TOPY. It was basically a matter of unveiling the survival instinct. Oppressive ugliness will distill great beauty. And now I had a whole plastic bagful of it!



*International Reply Coupons were prepaid postal coupons that could be purchased from the post office and enclosed with international correspondence. The recipient would then redeem the IRC for return postage in their local currency.
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PSYCHONAUTIC INDIVIDUATION

In 1987 I moved into my own space in Stockholm: a single room apartment with a kitchenette and bathroom. It was an unfathomable relief to leave my parents’ home, and especially so because I wanted to experiment more with the magic I had already accepted as an integral part of my life. My parents were nice people who could cope with weird music, books, comics, videos, and my sometimes-erratic behavior, but the actual meditations and rituals felt far too private and intimate to share—even if I performed them in the privacy of my own room. Much better to create a spaceship of one’s own.

The year of 1987 was mainly spent in the service of the Air Force, as all Swedish young men were required at that time to devote a year to the armed forces in some capacity. I cannot say I suffered. I was involved in “communications,” which entailed working at night in a secret cave up north. Most of the time I was all alone. So, I spent my time during the nights there diligently putting together issues of Lollipop and reading Crowley’s Confessions, while keeping a lazy eye on the secret military machines (which incidentally went out of date and service the following year) and a TV connected to a VCR with some horror movie or pornography to keep me awake and stimulated.

After my military service commitment was over, I felt like I was set free to return to my own space. This led to many great magical realizations, the most important perhaps being that one must use one’s time well. As Sun Ra so eloquently put it, “space is the place,” but time is undoubtedly the trickster. I realized that I had to be in charge of my time to the greatest extent possible. And even though I worked at a printshop to pay the bills, I could still motivate myself by having access to offset printing and great copying machines. I had definitely become an addict of printed matter. Whatever time was consumed on actual work for others, I could justify by having access to free printing. It was worth it.

My apartment became a “weekend spaceship” for a small circle of close friends, and it helped open my mind in many ways—not only through our various experimental experiences, but also as a result of my own role within these contexts. While I was comfortable being a lone “psychonaut,” I was also just as happy to participate in a buzzing energy field made up of an assortment of turned-on goofies. We had a lot of fun, explored a lot of psychedelic culture, and in our own ways formulated our loose results under the banner of the “LIAC” (Lumber Island Acid Crew).* Many great things came out of this vortex, including the work of my friends Patrick Lundborg,† Stefan Kéry,‡ Max Fredrikson,§ and others.

My immersion in books about occult and spiritual topics filled me with great curiosity and inspiration. I thought that there must be some reason for this. After all, I wasn’t disgruntled with life in any serious way. So, I don’t think my budding interest was driven by a need for fairy-tale escapism, but rather a genuine curiosity based on initial resonance. What were all these magicians throughout time working with—and why? What was this strange sort of resonance I found in people that I had already met (like Gen), or would later meet (like Anton LaVey and filmmaker-magician Kenneth Anger), or even those I could never meet, since they were already gone (like Crowley and Spare)? They were all onto something; that much I could feel.

Experimenting with meditation—whether still, guided, or mantric—was important for me in this early phase. Not only because it was so simple to get started, but also because it provided a basis for all future work. When I first began meditating, it was a solitary pursuit for which I had little guidance outside of books. In retrospect, this was a positive thing as it forced me to be pragmatic. I also avoided any judgmental prejudice that I might have absorbed if I had been following the rules—the paradoxical dos and don’ts—of a particular magical order or school of yoga.

On the whole, that attitude has served me well. And it reflects a useful credo in the Satanic toolbox: Don’t take anything for granted. “Cui Bono?” Who gains? At first, go against whatever it is in order to check the resistance. Provoke if need be, and always trust yourself more than others. For me it has been especially true in my magical explorations because so many of the avenues are lined with apparent exclusivity that always comes at a cost. It’s not unfair to give something back to whomever is offering wisdom, but it is always unfair to yourself to accept and swallow readymade concepts without diligently chewing first. Stay true to your own intuitions!

This brings us to the wonderful idea of the “armchair magician”—something that I’ve seen myself as for my entire occult career! The phrase is often used dismissively about people who have supposedly not received the same quintessentially cosmic teaching from the very same master as whoever is saying it. It implies passivity, lack of action, and bookishness, whereas the “real deal” would be—what, exactly? I guess anything opposed to the sovereignty of the armchair in general, and, of course, anything that exclusively matches the critic’s mind in particular.

In my own case, most everything begins in the armchair or in an “armchair state of mind.” I get inspired by thinking by and to myself, and sometimes together with others. The first filtering that occurs is intellectual, usually poked at by something from the emotional sphere (which is an occulted quagmire).

For me, there’s a good enough analogy in the relationship between rational empiricists and intuitive cosmic minds. Empiricism demands hard facts and trials to methodically get to “the truth,” or at least to a truth. That’s a beautiful attitude, but it often has a hard time acknowledging that the very fundament of empiricism is speculation in irrational spheres. Empiricism couldn’t exist without speculation. If there were no crazy or wild ideas, notions, or speculations to kick-start and enthuse the scientific brain, then what would the empirical mind-frame occupy itself with?

Likewise, I believe that the intellectual formulation of a goal, desire, or quest is a prerequisite for it to become a substantial magical avenue on which we use a super- or supra-natural method and “Existech”* to achieve an ecstasy-driven, synchronicity-inducing life-enhancement in the pursuit of meaning and magical manifestation. If one throws oneself headfirst into the work of trying to control the symbolic without a solid foundation of identity and a conscious trajectory, it is very likely that things will become chaotic. It has been said, perhaps specifically in psychoanalytic discourse, that “thought is inhibited action.” I would argue that the opposite is equally valid: “action is inhibited thought.” In other words, “It’s all good!” The proverbial armchair is the safe space from which you rise when you are ready to take the first steps. The armchair becomes the generous liminal space between evaluation and ecstasy, and back again.

In 1988 I started writing a diary. This development was not the result of some desire to document whatever I did, but because it was a practice that came highly recommended in the magical literature I was reading. Whatever was done ritually should be noted down and revisited later, in order to see patterns of behavior and results—negative as well as positive. This approach was a significant aspect of Crowley’s concept of “Scientific Illuminism,” expressed in the motto of his massive occult book series, The Equinox: “The Method of Science, the Aim of Religion.” By meticulously chronicling whatever was going on, how you felt, who you met, and so forth, you at least have a knowledge base to look back at and “connect the dots.”

I’m very happy that I adhered to this early advice. I’ve been keeping a diary since then, early 1988, with very few interruptions. As I’ve been working on this book, I have found so many things, events, people, and twists and turns in my diaries that I had completely forgotten about. And I can now certainly see important changes in my behavior over time and how these changes can be connected to, or at least associated with, ritual experimentation and mind-frames. It’s been a very rewarding interplay or cooperation between the symbolic and the real, between desire and manifestation.



*The name Stockholm loosely translates to “Lumber Islet.”

†Patrick Lundborg (1967–2014), author of Psychedelia—An Ancient Culture, A Modern Way of Life (Stockholm: Lysergia, 2012).

‡Stefan Kéry (born 1963), musician and impresario behind the Subliminal Sounds record label.

§Max Fredrikson (born 1968), photographer and artist.

*Existech is short for Existential Technology, a term coined by the author when developing the Society of Sentience (SoS) in the 2010s. An Existech would be, for instance, an artwork of whatever nature (tangible, intangible, etc.) that contains a magical charge or symbolized desire.
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DECORUM

A ritual behavior gradually emerged in my life, based as much on intuition as on intellectual study. TOPY ruled supreme in my initial approaches, with their hardcore attitude toward sigilizing. At the same time, sigilizers were encouraged to be very free in their aesthetic choices. How you build a dynamic ritual is essentially up to you alone, and sometimes that is not what young magicians are looking for. I threw myself headfirst into experimentation. I developed a method that involved obvious staples, such as candlelight and suitable music. In the early days it was often Carl Michael von Hausswolff’s album The Life and Death of PBOC or Vagina Dentata Organ’s Music for the Hashishins, or something similar. These were dramatic and evocative soundscapes without too much going on—on the surface. Experimental musical structures of this kind went beyond mere “ambient” music to become effective ritual mood-setters. Another favorite for more agitated rituals was the lovely Brian Jones Presents the Pipes of Pan at Joujouka LP, documenting the cosmic Moroccan sounds and rhythms of the Master Musicians of Joujouka.

Sometimes I created the sigil in question during the ritual, and sometimes it had been meticulously prepared beforehand. I often used my video monitor as an additional sensory ingredient, playing material that was symbolically relevant in some way. If there were other objects or symbols that I felt should be there, these were included on my altar table. The altar also housed a dagger, a cup, and eventually a disk and a wand.

Once everything was in place, I began by meditating on the subject proper and visualizing the symbol or “glyph” that was to be the literal key component of the working. Pornography was frequently integrated, either in the form of photos from hardcore magazines, or videos or Super-8 projections on the wall where the altar table was placed. Then I worked myself up to a sexual climax, taking my time, focused intensely on the graphic symbol, and blessed the artwork in question with the “libation of body and soul” or “OV,” as TOPY called the sexual fluids (both male and female). Additionally, I used saliva and a little blood to truly personalize the artwork(ing), sometimes also including a few hairs from my body.

A certain amount of time went by before I actually started sending in sigils to TOPY (as recommended), but I was happy to experiment on my own—often several times a week. Some sigils, usually “mixed media” works on paper, I kept; others I burned or threw away.

The goals or objectives could be anything from financial needs, to greasing the machinery of work and projects. The more I worked with the process, the more I could see that it brought the results I was after. It certainly wasn’t foolproof and instant. And in the cases where something really backfired or made it clear to me that this wasn’t the right approach, then at least these all became pleasurable learning experiences. Working with different sigils, and continually, helped me to not think about what I had done or remember the symbols I had employed. It’s important in this kind of work to let the glyph work its magic in the unconscious, and not be treated as a visual remnant of some rational, analytical process. The roots are in the soil, in the dark, and that is how it should be.

I would say this intense process of integrating ritual affected my dreams a great deal. It was like I had removed the petals to see the “jewel in the lotus” (to paraphrase the Buddhist image) or integrated a behavior that was new to me but, at the same time, timeless. Whatever it was, it affected me on deep levels. One diary entry from the autumn of 1988 reads:

I visualized or rather sensualized how I found myself inside an archetypical vagina. The feeling was true to life, and it made me stimulated and excited, leading to a kind of obsession. Everything was very real. I imagined that I had an orgasm and then visualized the letters Z-O-S-K-I-A that drifted over each other and ended up as a sigil glyph. Pure art in sight. Right afterward I was taken by the “Devil” (more of a term or concept rather than something visual). I visualized a penis on my belly, very much like if the A in Aleister had been tattooed there, and I felt a great sexual strength. I fell back asleep, truly exhausted. I do not look upon this as a normal dream; especially not if I look back at the previous days. I have definitely entered a new level, and that requires more studies, more ritual practice, a greater awareness, etc. I have to prioritize what needs to be prioritized. My True Will consists of the studies as much as the artistic True Will. There is no separation, there are no boundaries or limits.*

In my frequent ritual frenzy, I also realized that magical capabilities have a lot to do with one’s capacity for visualization or tapping the “I–I–I”: the Inherent Inner Images, a flow of sensations and pictures on the inner, mental, or spiritual levels. We’re still quite trapped in Freud’s schematic overview of das Es (the “It,” the unconscious instincts and drives), das Ich (the “I,” our individual control center), and das Über-Ich (the “Over I,” morals and more refined or advanced survival mechanisms), but of course the actual truth is much more complicated. There are no distinct boundaries between these planes or levels. They are clever intellectual constructs. This actual malleability and flexibility that exists in-between psychic spheres can be used by the magician for bending both time and space, and thereby to affect change in the outer. It takes practice and determination, but once you have caught those first glimpses—meaning basically that you allow yourself to trust what you experience as valid and relevant “data”—the potential creativity is basically endless.

In my intellectual hunger, I bought as many books as I could afford. The occult bookstores of Stockholm were few but well stocked, and the people working in those shops actually knew what they were talking about. I existed on a spectrum where I bought everything from expensive Austin Spare facsimiles to cheap paperbacks from American publishers such as Avon. This was the company that had published the LaVey books as well as the “dreaded” Necronomicon, which opened up the gates not so much of Hell but rather a vivid imagination spawned by overdosing on the writings and mind-frame of H. P. Lovecraft.

Being ever attracted to the dark side, I found the Necronomicon fascinating enough but preferred to retreat into the writings of Lovecraft himself. To me, any trafficking with so-called demons belonged more to the world of role-playing games and the various facets of “metal” music, none of which appealed to me. Lovecraft, on the other hand, was a great author and magician who unconsciously brought forth change on many levels in Western culture—an obsessive ice-breaker on the vast and deep oceans of nineteenth-century fantastic fiction who not only paved the way for a renewal of this kind of literature but also for an adventurous approach to occultism, in which the human unconscious is directly and irrevocably linked to cosmic forces and processes (and vice versa).

In March of 1988, I wrote in my diary: “The question is if I want to evoke demons. What I’m already working with is interesting enough.”* This was a reference to all of the projects I was then engaged with: making music and films, taking and making photos, writing, and so on. It is a question that has been with me actively for all my life. In Sweden, we a have a lovely saying: “It’s like crossing the brook to go fetch water.” To me, indulging too much in abstracted symbols instead of reaching for the real goals is essentially a waste of time and energy.

The entire “grimoire psychology”—that is, of resorting to the ancient and arcane out of personal laziness and romantic projections—has never been expressed in a more beautiful way than in the Disney magnum opus Fantasia (1940), directed by Ben Sharpsteen and others. The sequence in which lazy Mickey Mouse is the Sorcerer’s Apprentice and conjures up too many brooms to help him clean the magician’s quarters is not only funny and brilliant; it also leads to a stern warning from the magician to the acolyte about not using languages he doesn’t understand. Apparently, any formula of gobbledygook can have an effect on the human psyche if the setting is seductive and conducive enough. Today, we need look no further than to social media and its simplistic memes to understand this!



*Diary entry of 12 November 1988. ZOS KIA is a term from Austin Spare’s work, referring (simplified) to pointed direction (ZOS) and infinite possibilities (KIA). The A in Aleister Crowley’s signature often resembled a penis with testicles.

*Diary entry of 19 March 1988 about the Necronomicon.
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CUTTING IT UP

A substantial element of my ambience and fodder in these early stages came from the creative minds of American author William S. Burroughs (1914–1997) and British-Canadian artist Brion Gysin (1916–1986). Their joint experimentations with the “cut-up method”* in various media and their general concept of the Third Mind† had brought forth new approaches to magic, especially via TOPY. Whenever I was in London, I always rushed to the Compendium bookstore in Camden High Street, as they had all kinds of important cultural and countercultural nourishment, including material from the “Beat” scene. I got as much inspiration and fuel from tomes like Burroughs and Gysin’s The Third Mind (1978) and Terry Wilson’s conversations with Brion Gysin in Here to Go: Planet R-101 (1982) as I ever did from Crowley’s Confessions or Magick in Theory and Practice.

The reason was quite simple: they experimented with art and applied a magical mind-frame to both art’s creation, and to its amorphous qualities, meaning: It ain’t over till it’s over. If you make a cut-up of some kind, or write or draw “automatically,” or in any way welcome random developments in the creative process, this will feed back in very different ways than if every expression were “sanitized,” as it were, by the rational mind. Although this was interesting in itself, it becomes even more so when actual magical aspects are brought in—that is, when Will enters the equation or big picture. Through the sigilizing, this creative magic was part and parcel of the TOPY bouquet, and it was a joy to try things out while inspired by the old boys (Burroughs and Gysin) to whom Genesis was also a living link.

A central item in this Burroughs-Gysin mythology is a device called the Dreamachine. This consists of a cylinder with symmetrical holes placed on a record player, with a lightbulb hanging down in the middle of the cylinder. When then cylinder spins, the light from the bulb is filtered through the perforations, which creates a psychedelic flicker-effect if you look at it with your eyes closed. TOPY provided a DIY template for cutting the properly spaced holes in the cylinder, and many people made their own Dreamachines out of cardboard and secondhand turntables for home use. I used mine for meditations, and also to create a “trippy” lighting effect when I was doing rituals in my spaceship-apartment, particularly with a red bulb instead of the commonplace white one.



*The cut-up method entails reassembling “cut-up” or separated fragments of original information in new and random ways. The element of chance decides where the fragments of the original information go in a new “structure,” in order to create new narratives and possible interpretations of what was originally said in the original “transmissions” or expressions.

†When two (or more) minds meet and communicate, a third synthesis manifests.
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HARMONY OF THE SPHERES

In the spring of 1988, my band the Altered States went into a studio and recorded two songs, “Sweet Jayne” and “Here to Do,” which were slated to comprise our very first single. “Sweet Jayne” was a tribute song to the American actress Jayne Mansfield, and specifically to her involvement with Anton LaVey and the Church of Satan. Although suffering from youthful logorrhea and somewhat out-of-tune electric guitars, the songs made us very proud.

Unfortunately, just as we were about to proceed, we learned that there was a UK band with the same name. So, shortly before March 23rd, I came up with an alternative name: White Stains. This had many great associations for me—it was the title of Crowley’s 1898 collection of erotic poetry (which includes my favorite poem of his, “At Stockholm”), but could also refer to the residue of semen, or unknown territories on maps, and other things. So, I focused on that name and on our success in my ritual of March 23rd, which was to result in my very first official TOPY sigil.

In great cut-up style, I also shot a Super 8 film for the “Sweet Jayne” track together with the other band members. When I got the raw film rolls back from the developer, I cut the sequences up and put them in a plastic bag, which I then swung in two directions over my head: twenty-three times widdershins and another twenty-three times deasil. Then I sat down by my editing “splicer” and took sequence after sequence from the bag without looking at them, and assembled it all together in random order. Et voilà: a bona fide magical “rock video” (which fit really well with the music when we eventually added that)!
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