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INTRODUCTION:
UNHOLY ALLIANCE
As a kid in the mid-Sixties, my father was best friends with a lot of guys in the local chapter of the Hells Angels. I knew them all by name, and vice versa. On occasion they would all go on a run up the Pacific Coast Highway to visit the chapters in Oakland and San Francisco (officially called the FRISCO chapter).
My father’s friend Tom West rode with the Angels but was unaffiliated. He was a brilliant artist and mechanic, who was the go-to guy when Angels wanted to customize their choppers. After one of his runs up to San Francisco, he came up to me and said, “Hey, Buddy (my childhood nickname), you're into the occult, right?”
“Yes.”
“What would you say,” he asked, “if I told you there was a place in San Francisco called The Church of Satan?”
“And it’s a real Church?” I asked.
“Yeah, and the Church is painted all black.”
My mind reeled.
“But what do they believe in?”
“It’s not about belief, it’s about the individual. It’s about rational selfinterest and men taking back their own lives.”
I was confused. “But what does that have to do with Satan?”
“Well,” he said, “they also practice black magic, place curses on people and have these mind-blowing rituals with a lot of naked ladies.”
The very idea that such a place even existed cast a spell over my young imagination. And mind you, this was in 1966 or 1967, well before LaVey gained national notoriety. Well before anyone outside San Francisco had ever heard of him.
A lot of Hells Angels were early C.O.S. members, such as Freewheelin’ Frank, the Secretary of the Angels. LaVey turned these guys to Milton and they ate it up. He fed them a steady stream of material that he knew would reflect and reinforce their core values. He’d obviously wanted to co-opt the club on some level, but they were too fiercely independent. Exactly what he respected about them. 
It’s somewhat remarkable that his attempts to seduce the Hells Angels were the very thing that first brought him to my attention, and ultimately resulted in our paths crossing.
I remember driving up and down the hills of San Francisco. With underground comic artist Jim Osborne, a man who had known ASLV since the early days. Every time we drove past a house painted black, I'd asked, “Is that the Church of Satan?” “No,” said Jim. “He’s out on California Street. But you can’t just go to that building anymore. Over the years, he’s grown sick to death of humanity. He’s become a total recluse. He only deals with millionaires and movie stars at this point. If someone wants to give him a first-class plane ticket to fly to Europe for a consultation, he might consider it; otherwise, he prefers not to leave his house.”
I remember thinking good for him, that’s as it should be. But at one and the same time I had an instinctual feeling that it was inevitable that we would eventually meet one another in a city as small as San Francisco. And, as usual, my instincts proved to be very correct.
Believe it or not, the Satanic Bible was offered for sale in most every supermarket in the United States. Supermarket check-out stands had racks of bestselling books and records at that time. And LaVey’s book was a best seller in 1969. I think I first acquired it in a store called Food Basket in Lemon Grove, California.
At age 13 a lot of aspects of the Satanic Bible were somewhat un-relatable for me, yet it was still an inspiration. And the central ideas and the attitude conveyed by the book left an indelible impression indeed. When I dropped out of high school at age 17, I was down at San Diego’s main library at least a few times a week, devouring anything I could find about unorthodox philosophies, occult doctrines, weird cults, you name it. Yet everything I looked into seemed altogether unsatisfying. I’d read many of the great philosophers of world history and none of them could deliver the goods. No one had the complete package.
What they all had in common was a few kernels of truth mixed in amongst a generous portion of wishful thinking. History’s greatest minds had left me not only disappointed, but a great deal more cynical about belief systems and belief itself.
How, exactly, had ideas so self-evidently illogical and un-functional ever come to hold such great sway over the mind of man? The fact that they had seemed to constitute a black mark against humanity, and cast doubt on the oft heralded ideal of “human potential.”
I turned my back on philosophies, ideologies and anything rooted in the necessity of belief (to as great an extent as possible); yet still found my mind drifting back to many of the core principles I’d read in LaVey’s Bible at age 13. But they were not just principles, per se. They represented a distillation of life
laws, and the often harsh realities that govern life on Earth.
By the time I met LaVey in the mid-Eighties my worldview could be summarized by the phrase: “The strong dominate the weak and the clever dominate the strong.” This dovetailed precisely with how LaVey saw things; after several initial visits he gave me a membership card in the Church of Satan and a Baphomet medallion. Though I was never an orthodox Satanist, he later made me a priest, then Magister; and still later a member of the Council of Nine. Ulumately, he proclaimed me Grand Master for life of his Order of the Trapezoid.
But early on, I lost no time in introducing him to Adam Parfrey. Adam, in turn, introduced him to the artist Coop, another good friend of mine. And the process continued. I introduced him to Michael Moynihan, Adam introduced him to Jim Goad, and on and on. It was through my auspices that he met Marilyn Manson, and I’m pretty sure that Adam arranged for a meet between LaVey and Crispin Glover.
I could no doubt fill a page with various people we introduced to LaVey, and all parties involved were hyper-appreciative. But LaVey seemed to have developed a genuine kinship with the first three of us: Adam Parfrey, Coop, and myself. He used to jokingly refer to us as “my three sons” (a reference to a corny Sixties sitcom that I seriously doubt he had ever even seen).
On August 8, 1969, LaVey held a destruction ritual aimed at the hippie movement. It referenced people slaughtered like sheep. He awoke the next day to headlines of the Tate murders. Early newspaper reported that the victims were reportedly drug-benumbed being Sharon accounts engaged in a 3-day PCP trip or something. When the murderers were finally taken into custody, and turned out to be hippies, it signaled the death knell of that era. 
LaVey had read the text of that ritual to me due to the fact that Charles Manson, and what the words described the back of my neck stand up. I was in touch with made the hairs on It was all extremely eerie, and absolutely spot on. I asked LaVey if I could do a recording using this text, or recreate the ritual in some live context, perhaps. He said he would be pleased to let me use it however I wished.
A few days later, my phone rang, and it was the Strand Theatre asking if I would be interested in headlining a show there and perhaps band and selecting a film to be choosing an opening screened at the event as well.
I answered in the affirmative. When they asked what date might be good for me, I said, “I can only do it on August 8th.” So, they penciled me in. Perfect. I could reenact LaVey’s destruction ritual on its exact anniversary. 
This was in 1988, so the event became known as 8-8-88. Geraldo Rivera flew in a crew to film it, it Was written up in the San Francisco Chronicle, and ultimately became the event of the season - if not the year. Friends of ours came from all over to see the event, and Adam Parfrey even flew in to play oboe. We had acquired the only existing print of the Manson movie The Other Side of Madness (Warren Beatty and Roman Polanski had bought every copy of the film and it’s negative and had them burned).
On the night of the event, the line stretched around the block. And we were told that as the event was climaxing, riots broke out directly in front of the theatre. Crowds of people beating one another. Musically, the event was a travesty, since we’d had no time to practice or even to do a soundcheck. But the audience didn’t know, and they loved it. So, the event was an unmitigated success. It was a topic of discussion for months, the Strand
Theatre was sued for entrapping people in an event in which their faces might appear on Geraldo’s Satanism special, and the cloud of controversy attendant to the show didn’t dissipate for quite some time. Lucifer Rising author Gavin Baddeley cited the 8-8-88 concert as being the “Boston Tea Party” of modern Satanism. The shot heard around the world that ushered in the Second Coming of Anton Szandor LaVey. 
At the time of this writing, recent years have seen the release of a coffee table book of photos of LaVey and Jayne Mansfield, as well as a cheesy documentary about the two. And at present there are at least three more documentaries said to be in production about him. We are obviously poised upon the Third Coming of Anton Szandor LaVey.
In life, LaVey consciously contrived to manipulate the archetype of Satan and succeeded beyond his wildest imagination. But he was only able to do so because he embodied the qualities he was espousing, and manifested them in every aspect of his daily life. As a result, he took on a mythic stature in the minds of the masses, becoming a symbol of all that they both feared and yearned for. 
But in death, turning him into a mere emblem or symbol does him a genuine injustice. Anton LaVey the man was far more interesting and complex than the body of symbolism he leveraged to insinuate his ideas into popular culture and popular consciousness. LaVey the man was far more compelling than Satan, precisely because he was a man. A man who chose to live out his desires and leave his mark on the world. A man who chose to go against the grain because it was not in his nature to do otherwise. A man who lived by his own dictates, and encouraged others to do likewise.
This book is just a little collection of memories, a scrapbook, if you will. No book, however comprehensive, could do justice to, or fully encompass, this man’s life. This is a thumbnail sketch of the Anton LaVey I knew.
 
THE LAST TESTAMENT OF
ANTON SZANDOR LAVEY:
HIS FINAL INTERVIEW
(Originally published in SECONDS Magazine, 1997)
“Only a fool is going to believe in absolute good or absolute evil.”
In the Sixties, Anton LaVey was everywhere: on television, in the movies and onthe newsstand, glowering down from the covers of major magazines. He was more than a household name; he was everyone’s favorite brand name for evil. But as his fame grew, so did his misanthropy. As his ideas became increasingly high-profile, he himself grew increasingly less so, withdrawing into the self-imposed exile of the recluse. For nearly a decade he maintained an icy silence, turning down large sums of money for television appearances and refusing all interviews. Rumors that he was dead circulated. Though his Satanic Bible continued to outsell the Christian Bible on college campuses, he had, by all appearances, vanished from the face of the Earth.
Then, in the Eighties, a funny thing happened. LaVey, touched by the obvious sincerity and enthusiasm of a young admirer named Eugene Robinson, broke his silence to grant an interview for Robinson’s underground paper, The Birth of Tragedy. That interview was literally like the shot heard ‘round the world. Not only was it hard-hitting, funny, blasphemous and intelligent, it served notice that LaVey was still very much alive and kicking and was still a force to be reckoned with. Moreover, the article served as a call to arms of sorts. People who had grown up on LaVey’s material began to come out of the woodwork, anxious to pay homage to the man and acknowledge their gratitude for his early influence. An entire generation of people who had established successful careers as artists, musicians, publishers, filmmakers, et cetera began to rally around LaVey and his Church of Satan.
Today there is a wealth of information dealing with LaVey, his life and his philosophy. One can easily obtain his biography, his books, newsletters and any number of magazines devoted to his Satanic creed. There is so much information about Anton LaVey (and as much, if not more, disinformation!) that one might as well ask the question whether or not there is still more we don’t know about him. The answer to that question is an emphatic “yes.” There is probably far more about Anton LaVey that is not known, perhaps never will be known, than all the words about him on the printed page betray. Only now are the ideas he espoused some thirty years ago starting to be embraced by a new generation – ideas once thought extreme, harsh, unthinkable. And despite their growing acceptance by certain sectors of the public, these ideas still remain too bitter a pill for most of today’s self-proclaimed purveyors of extremism. 
Ironically, but appropriately, LaVey remains an outsider even in an era where outsider culture has been widely embraced and marketed to a society in which “rebellion” has become the status quo. In an age where faggot junkie William Burroughs did Nike commercials and Henry Rollins endorses laptop computers, it’s somehow reassuring that Anton LaVey is still a pariah after all these years.
To the religious Right, LaVey is a very dangerous figure - a libertine Antichrist whose philosophy of sex, violence and power will surely usher in The End of The World. To the liberal Left, LaVey represents an equal but opposite threat: for them he’s the modern face of Fascism, a man whose anti-democratic principles will set the stage for the reemergence of totalitarianism and erase the triumphs of egalitarianism. Though both scenarios are undoubtedly the result of fear and loathing carried to their logical extreme, both nonetheless bear a kernel of truth. LaVey is both tyrant and libertarian at one and the same time; a tireless champion of humanity’s Promethean nature who nevertheless acknowledges our more fundamental status as beast. To most people, such a view would seem a contradiction. Some would consider it a paradox. To Anton Szandor LaVey, it’s simply Satanism.
BOYD RICE: Is Satanism a power philosophy or a religion?
ANTON LAVEY: Both. It’s unlike any other religion that’s ever existed. And it’s more than Just a power philosophy because, even though there’s a charismatic leader in most of the power philosophies, there still isn’t an outspoken element of the unknown, of magic or sorcery. Whereas I think this is a blend of the two and that’s what makes it work. 
BOYD RICE: Most religions lack a primary understanding of power and its application to one’s life; most power philosophies lack that extra element that satisfies the soul.
ANTON LAVEY: Exactly. This possesses the structure of the power philosophy and the religious element and that’s why it works out. Especially because the separation of Church and State has always encouraged that people’s conscience be their guide, and their conscience is usually going to be the guy in the sky or Jesus or something like that. And these supernatural forces are what decide whether their behavior is going to be accepted or frowned upon. Whereas the secular element of control has been the police, armies, various militia... and the two don’t really meet except in wartime when you have chaplains in uniforms. It’s like that song in World War Two, “Praise The Lord And Pass The Ammunition” - the image of a chaplain with a gun is a very hypocritical one, but of course we’re talking about people who’ve been practicing hypocrisy for two thousand years. “Onward Christian soldiers, swords against the foe” - The Prince of Peace could not possibly condone such an idea.
It used to be a man of substance could be a clergyman or a military man, but there was never a chance to be both. And in its broadest sense Satanism is a philosophy that embraces both. A person can be very religious and not have pangs of conscience when it comes to exercising feelings of hate and destructiveness in a very productive manner.
BOYD RICE: Satanism seems to be the fastest-growing religion on Earth. What is the reason for the frenzied interest?
ANTON LAVEY: Cults and sects - and we aren’t a cult or sect – depend on a belief system that may not be completely reasonable or logical.
BOYD RICE: The more unreasonable or illogical, the more successful they are.
ANTON LAVEY: [laughs] That’s right! And the feedback we get is unanimous: the reason that Satanism will prevail is that for every one person who joins a cult or sect there are ninety-nine other people that wouldn’t ever join. And they’re the people who, after two thousand years of religious dogma, are going to sit up and take notice when something really makes sense. And from the feedback we get, that’s the answer. You don’t need to have read all the great philosophers to be able to recognize it when something comes along that finally makes sense, and Satanism just makes sense. 
BOYD RICE: Some members of your organization say they believe in Satan as an anthropomorphic deity. 
ANTON LAVEY: The people who believe in an anthropomorphic Satan are possibly people _ that would be “ideal,” or born Satanists. But their need for the imagery is so strong they just can’t shake it off. For example, people raised in a very strict Catholic upbringing, where they've had plaster saints and paintings of the Last Supper and that sort of thing - they’re so oriented toward imagery that it’s almost impossible to divorce themselves from having an icon that’s a very visual representation of their innermost beliefs.
The entire concept of Satanism is not dependent on that image, although we can and do use it. We use it in a very symbolic sense, where Satan becomes more than just a super-villain with nothing much to say. We’ve taken that symbol, and even if it’s only symbolic, we’ve incorporated and attributed some really grand qualities into it - Promethean qualities. And we've brought out and emphasized the legacy of that which would be Satanic for the first time! It’s never been codified before.
Now here’s a guy who’s been pictured maybe ona can of deviled ham or a beer bottle or something like that, and it’s the Devil. But he’s more than that, and that’s what we want to emphasize. Because there hasn’t been enough emphasis on the writings of Milton or Mark Twain. Or the activities and lives of Da Vinci, Galileo, Paganini, Franz Liszt, Camille Saint-Saéns - many of these people who’ve been so productive have been very Satanic people. But there’s been no stress put on that, the reason being that there’s never been any codification or guidelines for what constitutes a Satanic personality.
Yet there’s always been a depiction of the devil that the Church uses to represent the bad guy. The enemy. That’s because man needs evil – and good. He needs to be against something. The scapegoat has always been the Devil, except in times of war when there’s a universal enemy. And even today, with the massive spread of Satanism, Satanists are the only minority, the only religious group, the only special interest group that can be maligned and slandered with -
BOYD RICE: -- with impunity. 
ANTON LAVEY: With impunity and without compunction! There’s no other group you could do that to. No ethnic group. No religious group. No special interest group - not any other group. But they can with the Devil, with Satanists. Well, we’re here to smash that. We’re here to create a forum and give a valuable voice to all those people who are natural-born outsiders. And if using the image of the Devil helps do that, so much the better. And if this guy with horns and cloven hoofs scares the people who don’t like him, so much the better. They can have the old man with the white robes and the long white beard, and we’ll keep the guy with the horns. Compare those two archetypes and you'll see the difference between the two very distinct approaches to life. 
BOYD RICE: Those archetypes conjure up diametrically opposed world views; if you showed them to someone who had no conception of their meaning, they would intuitively know that the Devil represented action and_ vitality because his aesthetic is much more powerful. He has more fun, has more sex, knows how to live –
ANTON LAVEY: Yes. There’s definitely a Satanic aesthetic. There are objects, there are everyday implements, there are artifacts, architecture, automobile designs, things like firearms, that look Satanic. You wouldn’t say something looks very Christian: “That’s a very Christian looking car.” Or that something like a Luger or a .45 looks very Christian. But you might say it’s a very Satanic-looking thing because of its configuration.
BOYD RICE: Some things look innately evil.
ANTON LAVEY: That’s right. They have that appeal.
BOYD RICE: Some in your organization say there’s no such thing as evil, while other claim to worship evil. What’s your slant?
ANTON LAVEY: My slant is that I’m afraid I just have to parrot Nietzsche and go beyond good and evil. I mean, only a fool is going to believe in absolute good or absolute evil. There are intrinsically evil things -I don’t even like to call them “evil”. There are — intrinsically rotten things people can do that violate the Darwinian law of survival, where they’re just crying out to be destroyed; but that doesn’t mean it’s good and evil. To do something harmful or destructive or disruptive to others purely on the grounds that it’s evil might qualify.
Historically, great wars have been fought on the grounds of subduing an evil adversary and even that is specious. There’s never been a side that has said, “We’re the bad guys and they’re the good guys.” Everyone has always thought their side was the right side, the good guys. And I’m sure that from Attila The Hun to the American Revolutionaries to the Nazis to the Stalinists, they all thought that they were trying to build a better world. So nobody has ever gone and said we need good and we need evil and we’re the evil ones. So what we’re doing is saying what Nietzsche said and that is: “There is nothing good. There is nothing evil. One man’s meat is another man’s poison.” Good things are bad things for some people and vice versa. It’s as simple as that. Now as far as transgressing the codes that human communities agree upon to govern conduct - however transitory they may be - some people do things that even in the animal kingdom would be grounds for their own destruction or for being beaten out of the pack. Because you need a strong code, a moral code, of loyalty. I would say that within a given society, loyalty is probably the most important thing regardless of whether that society is considered good or evil. Loyalty to that society is far more important, Satanically, than whether that society is considered good or evil.
BOYD RICE: The Church of Satan has taken flak recently for making Marilyn Manson a priest. He’s taken a lot of flak for being affiliated with you. Yet you seem very supportive of one another.
ANTON LAVEY: Certainly. Because he’s performing in a manner like a pied piper, through outrage. His entire presentation is beneficial, and certainly not as harmful as some of the saccharine sugar-coated pap seen as being nice. And because of the climate of the times, he’s doing the right thing. He’s doing what has to be done. He’s a very intelligent, wellspoken, sensitive, and certainly dramatic individual. He’s priesthood material. Our criteria for clergy or priest is based upon what influence a person has on the outside world. And you’d have to be under a rock not to understand that he has had an influence on the outside world. 
BOYD RICE: Jayne Mansfield and Sammy Davis Jr. were members, and no one considered that the least bit outrageous.
ANTON LAVEY: That’s right.We have people who are very high-profile on today’s scene in terms of music, art, publishing and so on who are doing exactly what / would do if I could split myself up into a lot of different people and go out there and do it all myself. And they are in today’s marketplace, using today’s idioms and today’s tools and blending them with something that may be a little more serious. And that’s what Marilyn Manson has done so eloquently - something a lot of these performers can’t do: blend outrageousness and blasphemy with articulation. Few people can do this. King Diamond does it. Thomas Thorn of The Electric Hellfire Club does it. But even the ones who can’t do it are serving a purpose. They’re like lesser elementals; their mere presence serves to -
BOYD RICE: Stir the pot?
ANTON LAVEY: Stir the pot! What Marilyn Manson is doing today on a large scale is not all that different than what I was doing in 1966, ‘67, “68 or “69 - drawing people into a Satanic ritual. He’s just making use of another means. And people who'd say that Rock is an inappropriate means have misinterpreted me. 
BOYD RICE: You pronounced Christianity as a spent force, which was discounted as empty rhetoric; in the Sixties it seemed to be the most powerful force on the planet.
ANTON LAVEY: I’ve always felt that man created God in his own image, not the other way around. When I see accidents on the highway where someone’s drunk or stoned out of their mind and plows into a car full of people, they’re always the ones who seems to survive whereas the innocent victims are the ones who get killed. And when I see a baby die from crib death or a child die from some horrible disease, it saddens me. Then to think that people imagine that some god is protecting them – I get angry. He always seems to protect the assholes. I don’t want any part of such a god. If I could shoot my gun into the air and somehow blow this god away, I would do it. But you see, it’s an invention, a construct of assholes who needed a god like that. 
BOYD RICE: Isn’t it a superstition that’s kept them in line, through fear of punishment?
ANTON LAVEY: Let’s put it this way: you do need a god created in man’s own image, as it always has been, to keep those people in line. That will make them god-fearing - and again the stress is on fear and punishment - but he’s just sort of dismissing them with a wave of his hand, knowing they'll keep. But the one he really smiles on, the one that concerns me, is the asshole. He doesn’t really smile on the ones who petition him or get down on their knees wearing out their nylons. They aren’t his problems.
BOYD RICE: The fact that you’ve been so widely ripped off is a testament to the power of your ideas, yet people still have a problem with the “s-word.” If the s-word had not been involved, would the ideas have become even more widespread? 
ANTON LAVEY: If the s-word hadn’t been attached, the ideas would have never seen print, so they wouldn’t have been around to be ripped off. Nobody would have given a shit whether I had something to say or not. But because of the s-word - it’s like hitting the mule with the twoby- four; you’ve got to get its attention first. And the Devil is always good copy - it represents the dark side of man’s nature, the rebellious side, the side that’s always been repressed and the side that is not really evil, just unpopular, unfashionable.
BOYD RICE: Through promoting the primacy of the individual, have you helped give certain conceits to classes of people who never before had them? Janitors who had always been content cleaning toilets were suddenly malcontents demanding more rights, more respect. Hobos who had always liked being hobos suddenly felt society owed them something more. Everyone wants to be a big shot, even if they can’t deliver the goods.
ANTON LAVEY: I do think there’s been a trend or movement towards that. Of course these people haven’t digested the whole equation. They perk up when they hear the part about each man being his own god, but simply ignore the aspects that deal with personal responsibility – which of course is the key element. I’ve probably talked about this more than anyone else; I griped and complained about how everyone’s a big shot. But I figure, “Well, let them be big shots,” but at least let the people who can see through all of this say “No!” They can strut foppishly around and they can pretend they’re big shots, but there should be enough people around who will say “no” to them; that’s being Satanic. 
BOYD RICE: Was the world a better place when you were young? 
ANTON LAVEY: In some ways it was, yeah. Because of exactly what you Just asked me. It wasn’t so full of big shots. If somebody wanted to elevate themselves from a bluecollar job, working in a mill or a coal mine or something like that, there was an opportunity for them to set themselves above that. You had what they called the dignity of labor and so they could take pride in being an employee of an automobile plant or something like that. Which was great in a way, because the few who could : strike it out on their own really did make something of themselves.
But today’s standards, you look back on that and you see what these people turned out to be and how productive they were and you realize that maybe they were just a little shrewder and – not necessarily - brighter than the guy who was working at the drill press. Maybe he was just as bright, but maybe they had a drive to go out and do something on their own, which is so important to a Satanist. 
They had individuality and wanted to remove themselves from the herd.
BOYD RICE: Or they’re self-starters. A lot of people who are smart or talented or creative don’t act upon it.
ANTON LAVEY: That’s right. People who were big shots back then were self-starters, usually. Now there are fewer self-starters because it’s been made too easy to take the path of least resistance. 
BOYD RICE: The more you take the path of least resistance the more programs there are for you. If you’re an alcoholic there’s a program. If you're poor... what is it you used to say, “The rich get richer and the poor get richer”? If you have nothing there’s always a program to give you whatever you lack. 
ANTON LAVEY: That’s right. And they get paid for having kids. There’s a lot to be said, though, for the welfare system. On the surface I might be assumed to be against it, but it’s like finding a worm in an apple - it’s better than finding half a worm. The welfare program is very supportive of the weakest, least productive members of society. And yet, what about all those stupid people who are going to and from jobs? They’re self-righteous, they’ve got their important positions, their titles and things. Please spare me! On any floor of offices there are usually two or three people who do all the work. They show up, put in their time, collect their check and go spend their money at the company store. Their real job is to keep the money in circulation. They shouldn’t have their self-righteous attitude because when all is said and done most of them ave on welfare, just another sort. Who’s to say that the bum collecting welfare isn’t smarter maybe than the whitecollar worker who shows up to work every day then brags about how important he is, how he’s going places? In my experience, the people who talk the loudest about how hard they work are usually the ones who work the least.
BOYD RICE: People try to dismiss you by calling you a huckster.
ANTON LAVEY: I’ve been accused of being a charlatan, an exploiter, the worst sort of phony-baloney huckster - I can only answer to that that I am no more, and no less, than what my position dictates. I heard a similar answer to a similar type of question in an interview with Charlie Manson. And he said, “I’ll be whatever you want me to be.” Well, I’ll take it a step further and say, “Okay, I'll be whatever it takes, whatever I need to be to fulfill those requirements necessary to present what I have to present.”
BOYD RICE: What brings you joy?
ANTON LAVEY: Strength... through joy! [laughs] No, I think what really gives me Joy, and I’m going to sound like a real devil now... Rimsky-Korsakov wrote a rather obscure musical composition called Antar. It’s a symphonic suite in four movements, each representing a different delight, and the one I like the most is called “The Delights of Vengeance.” That’s ironic because Tod Browning in Freaks chose to use that as a leitmotif. The film opens with the barker and in the background you hear “The Delights of Vengeance.” It sort of sets the stage for what happens in the end. I think that’s the most elusive of joys, the one you sit and wait for and you never hear about. And you wish - you wish -you could sit back and celebrate and savor the moment - like the very moment that the curse works. But it is probably the most elusive joy. 
My son gives me joy. Untold joy. Because of my age now and because I can devote the time and give him the input, I really appreciate him. Of course, I like to think of him as the once and future king. And my animals... that’s a form of joy I get that goes beyond the bounds of human relationships. In Zarathustra, Nietzsche said pretty much the same thing - that the Overman, or Superman, learns from the children and the animals. That’s where the great lessons are to be learned. When in doubt, don’t ask another person; go to the zoo. Or a circus. Or ask your cat. 
BOYD RICE: What really pisses you off?
ANTON LAVEY: [long pause] What pisses me off is injustice. I guess as a kid I listened to The Lone Ranger too much on the radio. Or The Green Hornet, or The Shadow, or The Whistler. What pisses me off is what pissed them off - Injustice! I want to get out there and do something about it. To me, joy is somebody getting their comeuppance! I don’t think there have been enough films, enough plays, enough books written where this sort of thing happens. I want to see some real Satanic literature written, some real Satanic screenplays, where it takes Death Wish to its highest power. Where there is no redemption at the end. 
BOYD RICE: I like to ask people if you could travel in time and have sex with any famous woman at her prime, who would it be? But maybe it’s pointless to ask this of a man who’s been involved with Marilyn Monroe and Jayne Mansfield -
ANTON LAVEY: I'll admit I have a penchant for flashy blondes that are rather chubby and predisposed to cellulite. But then there’s a blonde type that has dark hair or black hair and does the hula-hula dance or the belly dance. But she’s still that type that is the opposite of myself!
That is, cherubic and innocent -but still very naughty with a sort of lewd innocence. So, I admit that my choice in women that I enjoy the most, up to and including Blanche, are basically cast in that mold. 
There are very few depictions of that type of woman these days, but I should give a plug where it’s due and say that the artist who today seems most dedicated to rendering that ideal is Coop. I like the kind of women artists like Roy Crane and Matt Baker drew but right now I think that Coop is the greatest exponent of that kind of thing.
BOYD RICE: championed forgotten music for You’ve as long as I can remember. Now a lot of this stuff is experiencing a huge resurgence in popularity. Are you happy that more people can enjoy this music, or are you sad because something which was once your private obsession has become the flavor of the month? 
ANTON LAVEY: There are mixed emotions. I feel that it would be wonderful if everyone were exposed to this kind of music, but on the other hand, I feel it’s too good for them. And it might make them think or feel something. I know that you’ve been singing the praises of Martin Denny for the last twenty-five years - how do you feel? To be into something so alien to mainstream contemporary music that no one takes any notice of it, then suddenly it’s sold to the public and they act like they’ve discovered something brand new. I’m waiting to see if this music really has come back, or if it’s going to be diluted and destroyed by modern practitioners who have no understanding of it. If it has come back, then it’s a very dangerous phenomenon because, as I said, it will make people really feel something for a change. They'll become addicted to it like a maniac. Or like glazed donuts or apple pie with cinnamon sauce. 
BOYD RICE: You worked in the carnival, then as a crime scene photographer, then as a musician; what would you have pursued if you hadn’t founded The Church of Satan?
ANTON LAVEY: I wish I had eight or ten lifetimes to live. I can think of a lot of things Id like to do ifI had another thirty or forty years. This life flies, as it says in the Rubdiyat of Omar Khayyam. One thing is certain, this life flies. When I think about it, I would have liked to pursue painting. When I was painting, I thought I could have very easily been satisfied with that life. To sit down and be absorbed by something like a painting or drawing for endless hours, I know what that’s like and that’s why ’'m so appreciative of great artists. 
I’ve loved animals so much I could have been satisfied working with animals, especially big cats. I have an affinity with big cats. Criminology always interested me. Working with law enforcement and dealing with the mysteries of life and death on a daily, gut level. Solve a few crimes, maybe. Or commit a few crimes even. I would have liked the chance to pursue an occupation in that field. And music has always been my first love. I started playing when I was five years old and I guess I wouldn’t be able to exist without music in my life. If I had my life to live over and then another life and another still, I could pursue these things on a more in-depth level and my life wouldn’t be so fragmented. But then people have told me, “Don’t forget that fragmentation. is what led to your philosophy and to the cohesion of The Church of Satan.” It’s not an epiphany, not some great horned god speaking to me in a puff of smoke and flame. It’s a result of dabbling and dabbling and dabbling in all these things. In a Darwinian sense, perhaps it was necessary to have gone through all those careers, jumping from one thing to the other. That eclecticism prepared me.
I meet people who, egotistically speaking, are like my children. I don’t meet a lot of them; the supply never quite fulfills the demand. But these people are out there, doing the sort of things that I’'d be doing in their place. And they’re just terrific, they’re producing some great stuff. They can take the ball; I can pass the torch. Easily. I take great pride in these people and what they’re doing. And probably in 1997 I would be doing things in much the same way they are, with minor variations. Nothing is ever permanent when it comes to fads and fallacies and the changes that reflect the mercurial nature of the world. But there are certain things that are ageless, like mountains and oceans...
BOYD RICE: And human nature.
ANTON LAVEY: Human nature. That doesn’t change. You’re right. Human nature doesn’t change. But there will always be those people who don’t so much search and seek you out, but seem to be magically drawn. They come through my portals eventually. It’s like sending a flare up, giving the signal. Getting it out into the ether, the atmosphere. And sure enough, they appear.
 
CONTEMPORARY POSTSCRIPT
At the time of this interview, I’d spent at least a few thousand hours with Anton LaVey; so I was more than a bit familiar with his thought process. My motivation as an interviewer was to give my subjects the most ideal forum for expressing their views. In the case of Anton Szandor LaVey this was a relatively easy task. After a few thousand hours of in depth discussions, you reach a point where you can finish one another sentences... as happened more than once in this interrogatory. 
LaVey’s official biographer, Blanche Barton, opined that this was one of the best interviews ever conducted with him. Personally, I don’t think the man was capable of giving an interview that didn’t “deliver the goods.” Sull, ’m proud to have played a part in creating a small portrait of the Anton LaVey that I knew. He was a cherished friend, a great teacher and a world class mentor.
 
ASLV: CRIME BUFF 
“I would have liked the chance to pursue an occupation in the field of law enforcement... dealing with the mysteries of life and death on a daily, gut level. Solve a few crimes, maybe. Or commit a few crimes even.” 
THE BLACK POPE AND THE BLACK DAHLIA KILLER 
LaVey was always a crime buff, and always seemed to have a lot of friends in the police department and press, going back to his days in L.A. when the Black Dahlia murder made the headlines; it was one of the most publicized cases of all time. Anton had many long conversations with reporters and investigators on the case. 
Decades later, LaVey received a call from one of those reporters. He said that after Billboard and Variely announced that a Black Dahlia movie was considering being made, its producers received an unsolicited script from some tiny town in Nevada and the script was rife with details known only to reporters, cops, or... the killer. 
This reporter rings LaVey and asked if he wanted to take a road trip to Reno and perhaps meet the Black Dahlia killer. His answer, of course, was ABSOLUTELY. 
So, the two took the long journey to a small town just outside Reno, and found the mailing address was in a small trailer park. They knocked upon the door and an elderly man answered and ushered them in. They said they’d come due to an interest in his screenplay and wanted to discuss it. He was eager to do so. 
After a lengthy discussion of the case and his screenplay, the reporter got down to brass tacks. He said that the major problem with the screenplay was that the key elements were either purely fictional, or details known only to her killer. And since so many elements in the script were details only known to the L.A.P.D. or LA Times, he had to assume the latter scenario. 
The man sat silent for a time on his small couch in this Fifties mobile home. Finally he. said, “Yeah, I did it! I’m the one who killed her.” 
The small room was dead silent for a number of seconds, when the man emphatically added, “And Vd do it again.” 
He told the two that he was in love with her and that she’d treated him like a piece of toilet paper. He said that he had encountered six or eight men who told the same story. Yet she persisted in egging them all on, just as she did to him. 
“She could be so sweet, or at least appear to be; but she was pure misery - a horrible excuse for a human being.” 
“She was able to make you love her, and make you think she loved you; but it was just a ploy to squeeze every last cent she could from you. Then the next night she was doing the same thing with someone else, and so on and so on.” 
“So why didn’t you just leave her?” the reporter asked. 
“It took me a long time to even realized what was going on. Then I started getting calls from friends saying, ‘I saw your girlfriend at Ciro’s last night with another man’ or ‘T saw your girlfriend at the Brown Derby with another man’ and so forth.” 
“When I’d ask her about this, she always had an explanation. That her brother was in town, or that the man was a dancer at MGM who was homosexual but really liked her and could make some important contacts for her.” 
So, the man believed her because he wanted to, perhaps needed to. 
Ultmately, however, the man realized that she was a pathological liar and was running the same scam on as many men as she could. He meant nothing to her. Less than nothing. And he’d loved her with all his heart, but felt she’d ripped it out and left him devastated. 
“So,” asked the reporter, “her murder was premeditated, a pure act of 99 vengeance! 
“No, not really. I'd thought about killing her many times and about how I'd do it, but I never imagined I'd actually go through with it.” 
“How'd it happen then?” 
“She phoned me one evening, long after we’d parted ways, and told me she still loved me and that she wanted to see me again. She wanted me to give her one more chance; she’d changed.” 
LaVey chimed in, “People don’t just change. They never change.” 
“T learned that,” said the man, “I learned it once and for all.” 
En route to their destination, the two got into an argument. She had claimed that his petty jealousies were what had come between them. And that she had never once lied to him. So, he went through a lengthy laundry list of her lies, and as evidence against her grew ever more indefensible, her demeanor changed drastically. 
“You're absolutely right,” she yelled, “more than you could possibly know. Do you think that I would ever even consider being seen in public with a man like you unless you had the money to take me places where I might cross paths with somebody better than you? Where I might meet someone smarter than you, better looking and with more money? I look at men like you and all I see is a cheap ticket to something better. If you ever imagined I could stand more than spending an evening with you, you must be a lot dumber than I ever thought.” 
At this point the man pulled his car to the side of the road, and said he’d be “right back.” He popped his trunk and got a few things out. He walked around to her side of the vehicle, opened the back door, and threw something on the seat. Slamming the rear door, he then opened her door, and yanked her from the car. He then proceeded to bludgeon her to death with the heavy object he had retrieved from the trunk. 
The area was dark and essentially isolated. When he was sure she was dead, he opened his back door and spread out the tarp he carried in his trunk across the back seat. He carried it for just this possibility. He tossed her bloody corpse into the rear seat, slammed the door and headed off into the night. 
LaVey and his reporter friend had never quite expected a full-on confession of this sort, yet they still had questions. 
“From the very start of their investigation, the L.A.P.D. were looking for someone in the medical profession, because her body was mutilated with surgical precision.” 
The man laughed out loud. “I love that phrase - surgical precision. That's been my saving grace all these years. Was everyone on the L.A.P.D. a city boy? Didn’t they ever go hunting for deer or butcher a hog? Didn’t they ever see the inside of a meat packing plant?” 
Evidently the killer was a night watchman in downtown LA’s warehouse district, and had the keys to a meat packing plant. He opened the gate, pulled his car into the warehouse, and commenced his activities in complete privacy, late at night. 
He placed the Black Dablia’s body onto the large bandsaw used to slice up sides of beef. Initially, he sliced her body in half, then he began mutilating her torso, inflicting deep cuts into each of her breasts. Then, holding her mouth open, he thrust her face into the bandsaw blade, leaving her with a huge, grotesque smile. 
He did this, the killer said, because she was incessantly bragging that everyone said she had the most beautiful smile. 
The killer held his hands out, fully expecting to be handcuffed and placed under arrest. 
“I always knew this day would come,” he said, “and I knew you were probably undercover cops before I invited you in. I’m more than ready to pay for my crime, but at my age I'll be six feet under before you can even set a trial date.” 
The reporter assured him that they were not police and that he was no longer even a reporter. That he and LaVey were far more interested in having first-hand knowledge of mysteries than exposing them in a public forum. 
The man, having poured out his heart to them, believed them. And to this day his name has never been revealed. 
As LaVey and his friend drove out of the trailer park, Anton said, 
“You realize you’ve just blown off one of the major stories of the 20th century?” 
“I don’t want to send an old man to the gallows,” said the reporter. “And besides, from every investigator I’ve talked to, Elizabeth Short was a real bad apple. It was only a matter of time before someone killed her. At least this guy had a sense of style.” 
 
THE BUTCHER OF PLAINFIELD 
Judge Robert H. Gollmar called the story of Ed Gein “the most unusual case In modern times,” and characterized Gein as “America’s most bizarre murderer, grave robber, maker of exotic household items and wearing apparel, (and) possessor of undoubtedly the finest, private collection of female heads and vaginas...” 
What follows is Anton LaVey’s firsthand account of his visit to The Wisconsin Institution for the Criminally Insane to meet the man who inspired Alfred Hitchcock’s Psycho. 
BOYD RICE: So, how exactly did you come to visit Ed Gein? 
ANTON LAVEY: Well, I was actually able to visit him through August Derleth. Because of Derleth being on the staff of the paper in Madison, Wisconsin, also being a feature writer and being a very prolific mystery writer - and certainly a chronicler of strange, curious and _ bizarre Wisconsin historical data. He was the ideal man to not only take an interest in Ed Gein, but the kind of guy that would naturally gravitate to wanting to follow it up and talk to Ed in an interview, and subsequently perhaps get something printed. 
He got his material and visited Ed in the mental hospital where he was incarcerated at the time. He wasn’t in jail much of any time because it was quite obvious that he was insane. So he never really stood any trial or he was never detained for any length of time except in mental hospitals, practically from the onset. So he was able to talk and receive visitors. 
So many people wanted to visit him and so many people wanted to talk to him. It wasn’t that there was a policy against visitors, there were just simply exceptions that had to be made because it would have been like a steady stream of curiosity seekers. Everyone wanted to talk to Ed Gein at that time, because he’d sort of been put on the map, he was Wisconsin’s most famous commodity at the time! [laughter] 
There were the Gein jokes and people were flocking to Plainfield who’d never heard of Plainfield before from all over the country - especially people from Wisconsin and from the rather metropolitan areas of Wisconsin, cities like Milwaukee. People that would never take a ride to a place like Plainfield that suddenly descended on Plainfield. 
So he was in a position where he had to be cloistered. The only people that could really get to him, despite the rather free visiting rules that they had at the mental institution, were people that were genuinely qualified, like court-appointed psychiatrists, or people doing sociological or mental studies. 
August Derleth certainly had access because he was known, at least at that time, as sort of Wisconsin’s man of letters. He was like the poet laureate of Wisconsin. He had his publishing company too, that specialized in mysteries. So he had every access in the world to seeing Ed Gein, and that was what was fortunate, having known August Derleth, that I had the opportunity. 
Derleth was a very affable kind of guy, and he was not exactly the fantasy fan or the horror or science fiction fan convention type, but he did, being as eclectic as he was, have an easy going way about him that would appeal to people of many interests. As a result of that, I got along fine with him because we were interested in a lot of things besides just horror stories. I found, with people - especially like August Derleth that have a greater reputation for interviewing people like Ed Gein or for writing horror stories - the way that I wound up knowing them best is not because of sharing similar interests along those lines, but overlapping interests into other fields that can certainly give me a breath of fresh air from what people expect to talk to you about all the time. 
August had lectured and spent time with my Magic Circle on various occasions, and _ naturally the people that were in attendance wanted to hear about Lovecraft and about all of those other writers that were Weird Tales regulars, and not to mention of course, Arkham House and his ventures into the publishing field, but nobody ever really asked him about Ed Gein! [laughter] Gein gave him the opportunity to really get some good material. 
As far as Ed himself, he was more than anything else. He impressed me as being an American Gothic Grant Wood type that I’ve seen before and since. I would just say an “Ed Gein type” for want of a better description. It’s almost a stereotype, this harddirt farm type. You see it in pictures of dust bowl farmers. I’ve people in in Montana, in Oregon and Washington, and states like that, that are almost known Wyoming, doppelgangers, they're dead ringers for Ed Gein, and they have a lot of the same traits. They all wear the same plaid shirts, they all have - [laughter] I mean, they’re almost interchangeable! 
BOYD RICE: I see them all the time too. I call them Ed Gein types too; that’s just the first thing that pops into my head when I see that type of person. 
ANTON LAVEY: There was nothing really chilling or strange or frightening about the man, because he really appeared to me to be a wellspoken guy with a demeanor that was like many other people I’ve met since and had met before him, and generally they were sort of strange themselves; they lived in houses very much like Ed’s, they had either a sister or a mother or somebody who was always repressing them and they wanted to get rid of some way. 
I’d always suspected that these types were also doing things like Ed too, because they were the types that had smokehouses, that made venison, you know, and cured beef jerky and things like that. They just sort of fit into this pattern. So anyone meeting Ed Gein would not have thought that there was anything unusual about him. I’m sure I’m not the first to say this, because anyone that probably interviewed him or knew him was completely taken aback when they found out what he had really done, but they shouldn’t have been. All of the Ed Gein types I’ve ever known could have been interchanged and I wouldn’t have put it past any of them, that’s what I’m trying to say! 
He was totally - what’s the word I would like to use - non-self-conscious. He wasn’t self-conscious at all about his role in the thing that he’d been involved in. He realized, I guess more than anything else, that he was caught with his hand in the cookie jar! [laughter] And that was about it. It wasn’t like he was suddenly chagrined - I don’t remember him coming forward at any time in the conversation when I saw him about, “Oh you know, I’ve gotta pay,” or, “Oh, I’ve done some terrible thing.” It was just “Before I got put away,” or, “Before they came to get me,” and that sort of thing. 
He’d talk about something that would be completely irrelevant to these things, like the murders and the cannibalism and the taxidermy all of that were just sidebars to other things that he liked; certain kinds of music, certain kinds of cars. He was the kind of guy that would talk about - like he had a Ford or something that ran so good and then it started giving him problems, then he got another one that wasn’t any good, things like that. 
He was not the kind of guy that = ay you would look at and_ think, well this guy is a real loony, and he’s going to start talking about women of a certain type and start drooling, or start going into little convulsions when you’d mention things to him. And I think that’s what made him all the more disturbing to people, because he would baby-sit for neighbors and get paid in apricots. [laughter] Everybody thought Farmer Ed was just a nice guy. 
BOYD RICE: It’s funny, what you're saying about him sounds like what you’re saying about these Derleth people too, who about are how into there a whole bunch of different things, but because they’re well known for one aspect of it, everybody’s like, “Derleth the H.P. Lovecraft guy,” or, “Gein the murderer,” when there’s probably a bunch of other things that defined them as well. 
ANTON LAVEY: Yeah. It’s funny that he had this repression, well it was not funny - it’s tragic - and none of the accounts, except maybe one or two rather obscure accounts, even refer to the sort of thing that inspired Robert Bloch to do Psycho and The Texas Chainsaw Massacre. 
Especially Psycho. The fact that several years earlier, before he was apprehended for what he was apprehended for, when his mother died, she was in the bed for several days before someone smelled the odor and called the authorities. He’d been sleeping with her corpse in the bed, and they were going to examine him for any kind of mental aberration or disturbance then, and they were convinced - or he convinced them - that he was just so upset. 
When they’d asked him, “Well why didn’t you call us?” or, “Why didn’t you say something to somebody?” he just convinced them, well he was so upset, he was so very sad and distraught about his mother dying, that it just didn’t occur to him. They figured the guy is genuinely upset and he’s in a state of shock, and so they passed it off and let it go, like it really didn’t matter that much. Well, that was just beginning, because when his mother died, she really repressed him, she wouldn’t let him read the Sears or the Montgomery Ward catalogs; she’d tear out the underwear section so he couldn’t look at the girls or the women models! 
BOYD RICE: [laughter] He told you this? 
ANTON LAVEY: That’s right! She would have to hide them when they’d come, and she had only one book that he could read and that was the Holy Bible. 1 mean, that’s how repressed he was. And he had these compulsions to not only look at these forbidden pages in the catalogs that would come, but also when his mother died, he sort of came full flower, and he started buying detective magazines; True Detective, Headquarters Detective and all of those were in his shack when he was arrested. There were these things stacked up under the stove and all over the kitchen, in corners and everything, these detective magazines. 
BOYD RICE: I’ve seen pictures of them, yeah. 
ANTON LAVEY: It wasn’t just the fact that these were stories of murders that fascinated him though, it was because they had these specially posed pictures of professional models; of women that were trussed up and things like that. 
BOYD RICE: [laughter] 
ANTON LAVEY: So, they were essentially girlie magazines to him; the closest thing he could ever get to girlie magazines. And another facet of his personality that’s been played up a lot was the transvestitism; taking the parts of the women’s bodies and dressing up in them and that sort of thing. But, there are a lot of things that haven’t been mentioned too much, like he had a box that he had put the small parts in, like ears and nipples and noses. 
BOYD RICE: Miscellaneous. 
ANTON LAVEY: Miscellaneous parts that had dried up and of course were sort of mummified. And he had a belt that he made, and he put women’s nipples all around it as someone else would put studs, like jewels or metal studs around the belt, he had nipples around it. And the furniture he made was, oddly enough, not that badly made, it’s just that for some reason it was supposed to be too grisly to print pictures of or to exploit in any way for the public, so that’s why you never see pictures of his handiwork. You would think there would be all sorts of news coverage showing pictures of the lampshades, the chair, the upholstery, that kind of thing. 
BOYD RICE: But did you get to see them? 
ANTON LAVEY: Yeah, I saw a chair, and I saw a lampshade, and I saw - he tried to upholster a book or bind a book, and there were little like trim - he’d put trim on things, some will say he made furniture out of it; actually what he would do would be sort of trim furniture, like he’d put little strips on the arms or the backs - 
BOYD RICE: [laughter] 
ANTON LAVEY: These things like [laughter] he used to put on to keep them from getting soiled on the arms! [laughter] 
BOYD RICE: Doilies? 
ANTON LAVEY: Doilies, yeah! [laughter] And he did take a correspondence course, he wasn’t illiterate, he sent to this - on tape I’m not going to name it - but, it’s a correspondence school for taxidermy. 
BOYD RICE: [laughter] 
ANTON LAVEY: So, it’s a mail order course. He applied some of that knowledge, obviously, to some of his victims. He had for a guy, like so many of those gaunt sort of wiry type guys, he must have had a lot of strength, because he was able to lug these people around and supposedly bury this guy in his automobile in the back acreage of his property single-handedly. They gave up using metal detectors and everything else because it was just a thankless task, going over this whole heavily wooded area with underbrush and ravines; they couldn’t possibly begin to cover the whole thing and find where this car was buried. 
After they elicited an admission that there were other bodies, he started giving them exact locations of where the bodies could be found. The crowds were so intense that had made this pilgrimage to Plainfield, they wanted to see what would come out of these diggings for the bodies. So they had to put little sheets and tarpaulins around where they would dig so that the curious people that would come to visit the site would not be able to see what, if anything, they pulled out. 
The interest was to the extent that there were airplanes, private planes, flying overhead at times, trying to get a glimpse inside these little enclosures they'd made. And : this was long before John Wayne Gacy was apprehended, so it was sort of aunique phenomenon. We must take that into account. This was before Juan Corona, John Wayne Gacy, and a lot of these people who are since known to be murderers that put their bodies in areas that would be pulled out in Kinet tan . wholesale lots. Ed Gein was really sort of a pioneer in that respect [laughter] because he was known to have, or thought to have, buried people all over the place, and so there was always speculation as to where the next place was that they’d be digging. 
It got to be almost like a mania; people were starting to get sick and feel upset stomachs that hadn’t eaten anything resembling venison, for example, for maybe a year, and yet they’d get these delayed reactions thinking that maybe it came from Ed Gein [laughter]. And it was the same way with the speculation over where the next body would be found, or where he would say he buried a body. 
All of a sudden somebody would say, “Well, I remember somebody that looked like Ed was looking around out in back one day, and I know there’s that place that was soft that I stepped that time, and there’s gotta be a body under there.” And it was like they were finding bodies all over the place. People were saying, “Well, I suspect there’s a body out in the back of my lot, in the creek bed in the back of my property.” Or something like that. So, out of exasperation, they stopped looking for bodies, so no one will ever really know how many he planted. 
BOYD RICE: Yeah, and now they don’t think they’re all dug up either, because there are just so many body parts, and how could someone rob that many graves? 
ANTON LAVEY: Yeah. Well he was known to have worked on cadavers so much that there’s no way of knowing how many he actually killed and how many he disinterred, or how many people were dead before he even got ahold of them. And that’s the problem of any kind of murder charge, because the bodies would be so decomposed if they were found, they could have been bodies that were second or third-hand bodies that he dug up that were dead already. And so he’s unique in that respect because he was a necrophile, he was a cannibal and he was a murderer, and it’s hard to say where one leaves off and the other begins in a case like Ed Gein. 
BOYD RICE: Yeah, so, were you implying that when he was sleeping with his mother that he was having sex with his mother’s cadaver? 
ANTON LAVEY: I wouldn’t imply that, but I would say it would be possible because he was involved in what would be called a real love-hate with his mother. By his own admission, he loved his mother very much and was so attached to her that he couldn’t bear to leave her when she died, and yet he also hated his mother by his own admission because she wouldn’t let him look at girls. She wouldn’t let him look at a picture of a woman, the only book he was allowed to read was, as I said, the Bible. 
So he had this obvious classic fixation with his mother because she was the only female in his life, and when she died I guess all hell broke loose, and that’s when he started going into town, buying detective magazines, looking at the catalogs and of course trying to establish a social life of his own because he didn’t have his mother anymore. He obviously took up with women from time to time Just on a sort of friendly basis or a neighbor type basis. That’s when I guess people like Bernice Worden and those others came into his life that he’d sort of dwell on and then subsequently, as we know, murder. 
BOYD RICE: So, what sort of describes his surroundings when you met him? What sort of a place was it? 
ANTON LAVEY: When I went out to the house, it was well surrounded by curiosity seekers and it was at that time still in the news. But they hadn’t ransacked it yet, and they hadn’t really vandalized it that much, but they were having some problems, and subsequently the house was burned down but - 
BOYD RICE: And what year was this? 
ANTON LAVEY: This was early 1960. 
BOYD RICE: Oh, Geez. 
ANTON LAVEY: Because he was apprehended in late ’59, and so I forget exactly when the house was burned, but it was considered to be the house of horror. It was a favorite spot for kids to go out and get drunk and all that sort of thing. But the house itself didn’t have any electricity or running water; it was really little more than a shack, but it looked like a house, like a regular house, but it was completely primitive when it came to modern conveniences. 
He had a smokehouse off to one side, and that’s where the body was found - where Bernice Worden’s body was found when they apprehended him. And he dressed, apparently, dressed the bodies just like deer and game and he hung them up. That’s all been in Gollmar’s book, the guy that wrote the book on Ed Gein. 
I was disappointed only in the fact that Gollmar did not get into any of Ed’s past associations with his mother that much. I thought there should have been a little more emphasis on that and there was little, if any, on that. I mean, it didn’t tell anything about what his childhood was like, it didn’t tell anything about what he was like as a teenager, if indeed he had any kind of teenage life whatsoever. It didn’t tell anything about his mother, what her background was, how she happened to be living there with him, how they acquired the farm; there was none of that in the book that is like THE definitive book on Ed. 
So, I think a lot more can be written about Ed Gein than has been written. Certainly, that book, and it is a very fine book, gets into the court proceedings. That’s the insanity trial and the insanity hearings, and the testimony of various people, that are all very well recorded and very readable in that book. But it doesn’t get into much of anything that happened in the years before this episode. And, again, talking about him as a person; he was clean-shaven, and he had a couple of cuts on his face - when I saw him it looked like he’d cut himself shaving, and I guess you could make something out of that if you were one of those Ed Gein joke-maker types! [laughter] But, he was the kind of guy that would spruce himself up if he thought somebody was coming to visit him. 
BOYD RICE: So, he wasn’t wearing a bathrobe or anything? 
ANTON LAVEY: No, no! He was very conscious of his appearance. Not conscious to the extent that he’d put on a shirt and tie and a suit, but he did want to look presentable. And he didn’t have any kind of wildeyed stare, or any kind of Tony Perkins sinister look about him, or any sort of sly look about him. In fact, he looked rather bright-eyed and alert, and he - that’s the strangest part about it - he knew what he did was something he shouldn’t have done. 
So legally speaking, he really wasn’t insane, and that’s something that I think has always been a sore spot for people legalistically, or in the circles that were trying to study him - according to those definitions, current definitions, he did know the difference between right and wrong. He knew that he shouldn’t have done what he did and he knew that he was incarcerated as a result of doing what he did, but he didn’t want to dwell on it. He did it just because something just made him do it. 
I think we’re dealing with a question of magnitude now; he didn’t think about the magnitude of what he did. It never occurred to him. The impression I got was not that he was unaware of what he did - he was certainly aware of what he did - but being that he was used to dressing deer or hunting, doing the things that people do on farms, especially in areas like Plainfield, it never really occurred to him that the people, that the women that were his victims, or the people he was digging up, were going to be the stuff of which this horrible crime account would come. 
The magnitude, is what I feel, is something he never recognized; never realized. He never once admitted that he knew nothing of what he was doing or that he blacked out. He never once alluded to what he did being perfectly alright; he knew that what he did was wrong, but as I said, he just got caught red-handed. They came and he was probably as chagrined as anyone else that he was caught, but the magnitude of it didn’t seem to bother him. 
BOYD RICE: He never really denied having done all that - 
ANTON LAVEY: No! 
BOYD RICE: -- But he was indignant that he was accused of being a thief, or taking the cash register, “I did not take the cash register, I’m not a thief.” 
ANTON LAVEY: That’s right. He was basically a very honest guy from all indications. He was the kind of guy that, if he buried that man and his car and negotiated that deal with him to get rid of the guy, it wasn’t because he normally would steal somebody’s car. He’d probably never steal a man’s car, but the guy grifted him. 
He felt this guy was swindling him, and so that’s why he killed him, and that’s why he apparently buried him in his car - to get rid of him - so that there wouldn’t be any evidence left of him having even stuck around Plainfield. 
Ed would never - not even to reclaim some of the money he thought that the guy swindled him out of - he would never take the car. He’d never think, well I’m going to keep the car and kill the guy. [laughter] I mean, he was honest that way! He had a certain honor about him and obviously he felt he didn’t drive a hard bargain. 
He didn’t expect to get paid - he’d sell venison, or he’d sell things that he’d raise, chickens or whatever on his little farm, but he didn’t need much money because he didn’t have any mortgage to pay. He didn’t have any overhead. He didn’t have any taxes to speak of, he didn’t buy clothes; he wasn’t exactly a high-roller as far as going out and wining and dining, so he could live on pretty much nothing, and that’s about what he made! [laughter] 
I don’t think he had any real income at the time, and there was really nothing indicating he felt too badly about being incarcerated either. He didn’t seem to say, “Well, ’'m going to appeal,” or, “I’m going to try and get out of here.” That’s usually what you hear - these people say they’re jailhouse lawyers - and they talk about, “Well, you know I’ve got my appeal going,” or, “I’m going to try and get out, I’ve got another three months before I can make my next appeal,” or one thing or another. “T’m going to get another lawyer, this attorney isn’t doing me any good,” and this and that. 
No mention at all about, “Well, I’d like to get out of here,” or, “I may have a chance to go to another place,” or something like that, go where conditions are a little better. Because living in those ugly conditions that he lived under - if you could have seen that place, that house in Plainfield, I mean, it was like Uncle Tom’s Cabin! 
BOYD RICE: [laughter] 
ANTON LAVEY: And now I guess there’d be a lot of people who would love to have a place like that! But in those days it was hardly desirable. And so, being in this nice warm masonry building with central heat and everything else, it was pretty comfortable for him I guess. 
BOYD RICE: What was the building like there? 
ANTON LAVEY: It was a typical state institution, with corridors and exercise yards, and it was pretty much like any mental hospital. One of those places where people are either extremely happy or extremely miserable, nothing much in between! He seemed perfectly content; there was no talk whatsoever about being dissatisfied. As a matter of fact, I remember August asked him what he did for entertainment or amusement, if he had any particular recreation or leisure he enjoyed - he didn’t even want to go to the movies or things they had planned out for the other people there, he was just content to sit there and read the newspaper! 
BOYD RICE: [laughter] 
ANTON LAVEY: The Madison newspaper! [laughter] Or read a magazine or something. Very simple wants. 
BOYD RICE: What other little personal things are there that you might of observed? Did he smoke cigarettes, did he like candy, those kinds of things?
ANTON LAVEY: He liked candy. I don’t know if he had any particular favorites. He liked sweets.
BOYD RICE: Oh yeah?
ANTON LAVEY: Of any kind, yeah, which was sort of unusual, because usually people who live such austere lives as he did wouldn’t be much on sweets, but he liked candy. That may have come about, too, as sort of a great indulgence after his mother died, because I suspect when his mother was around she was a real disciplinarian as far as keeping him from having anything that would deviate from this Spartan existence. 
When she died, I guess, that’s when he started wanting to meet women or go to a dance hall. Or just even into town where he could lounge around or go into stores where he could see people; there’d be customers, there might be young girls or women. He was really under his mother’s thumb for all those years. 
He mentioned sweets and candy as things that he might like, and detective magazines. He was terribly fascinated by detective magazines. And there’s a mention of a book, an anatomy book, that he had that he apparently found detailed drawings of female anatomy in, and these were smudged and dog-eared, these pages, from constant reference. 
BOYD RICE: [laughter] 
ANTON LAVEY: [laughter] I mean, it was so easy to tell which part of the book he was looking at! And all the accounts are apparently accurate about the heart being in the saucepan on the stove and the box of ears and parts and miscellaneous appendages. 
BOYD RICE: Whatever became of any of that stuff? Somebody might have some of that. 
ANTON LAVEY: Yeah, that’s what I was going to say. I think, despite the fact that there was such a cloak of secrecy built around that to cage in the sensation of those things, that people who were souvenir hunters from official agencies held onto some of that stuff, and it is probably around, just as those things turn up. 
The renewed interest is snowballing; it is an incredible phenomenon, I think, in itself. Because at that time, despite the fact that LIFE Magazine covered him and there were newspaper accounts and an occasional detective magazine account, that just sort of came and went and it disappeared as quickly as it came - the Ed Gein, the Farmer Ed thing. 
Within six months everybody’d forgotten about it; nobody remembered, much less knew or cared, who Ed Gein was. It was one of those things, out of sight out of mind, and that’s why it didn’t seem like any big deal at the time to me because I figured, well I’m interested, I’m vitally interested in this guy, but not that many other people would be interested. Except for the people right around there in Wisconsin that had descended on Wisconsin to see it because it was the most exciting thing that had happened to them all their lives. 
When I say they came from all over the world I mean maybe journalists did, but most of the people that were curiosity seekers were townspeople and people that had come from other areas. They had driven in to see where this guy operated in Plainfield. He did put Plainfield on the map, and it disappeared from the map just as fast as he put it on the map! 
After a year, you’d never know Plainfield ever existed, and that’s what I sort of got a kick out of. By the time - oh my daughter was born two or three years later - nobody even knew, much less cared, that there was ever anybody named Ed Gein. And yet that was the time Robert Bloch was really scoring with Psycho and there are a lot of other films that were in the works and stories and accounts that were based on that. But they were done by the few, not the many. I was working with Bryanston Films when they made The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, and they didn’t even know who Ed Gein was! 
So, when the renewed interest in Farmer Ed came along, about five, sIx years ago, it was a phenomenon unto itself because there really wasn’t that much interest in him for all that time. And the source, for example, of these things like The Texas Chainsaw Massacre and Psycho, was completely overlooked or nobody really cared about it. They didn’t really pursue the matter outside of an isolated account, a reference in some book on horror stories or famous murders or cannibalism, there’s barely a mention. I think maybe in one book, Sex Crimes and History - which is, you know, a very fine book - there’s, in the appendix, a little section on Ed. 
 
THE OLD MAN 
(Originally published in Twilight Man, 2011) 
 
One of my favorite people in San Francisco was a guy who referred to - himself as “the Old Man,” so that’s what I'll call him here. 
In the Sixties he was on the Johnny Carson show and was featured on the front of national magazines. I read his books as a teen. By the time our paths crossed in San Francisco, he was a devoted recluse and used to brag that he could count on the fingers of two hands how many people entered his house and still have a good many fingers left over. 
He was a larger than life figure and lived as though he was a film noir crime boss. His day to day life was a fantasy translated into reality. 
We shared a sour outlook on humanity and thus saw very much eye to eye. He claimed that his misanthropy began when he was a crime scene photographer for the S.F.P.D. 
“Death and destruction - real true visceral barbarity aren’t comprehensible to the average man or woman,” he stated. “They're vague abstractions, things that only happen to someone else. But when you see them on a daily basis, day in, day out, they aren’t abstract at all. Of course, death and destruction are a natural part of life, however unpleasant they might be. No one wants to see the drunk driver whose body was pulverized because he smashed his car into a tree. Even if it’s his own fault, it’s tragic. It’s sad. What really gets to you is the stuff that’s the result of pure human stupidity. Ugly, ignorant inhumanity. I saw a lot of that for a number of years. Too much.” He trailed off... 
“Maybe you needed to,” I suggested. 
“Maybe I did,” he concurred. “It certainly altered my opinion of the human race, of so-called Homo sapiens. Do you know what that term means: Homo sapiens?” “I think so,” I answered, “but I’m not sure. Doesn’t it just mean man or humanity?” I was suddenly embarrassed by my apparent stupidity. 
“No,” he said. “Homo means man, and sapiens means wise. ‘hats a misnomer if ever there was one!” We both laughed. “It ought to be Homo non sapiens, that would be a hell of a lot closer to the mark!” We both laughed again. 
“It’s such a contradiction that life is so perfect, and people are so imperfect. If I’ve said it once I’ve said it a thousand times: it’s a shame that stupidity isn’t painful. There needs to be more punishment in this world. More fear, more pain. That’s what these Homo non sapiens understand, fear and pain. And that’s about all, except for maybe orgasms or hot fudge sundaes.” 
“But there’s an odd sort of irony or paradox to all this,” I said, “because you or I are probably quite capable of very barbaric acts, but we understand our motivations. We make conscious decisions. Common idiots who shoot up a post office or something are probably overwhelmed by their animal nature but never recognize what’s happening. The higher man cultivates his animal nature and uses it when appropriate. If you or I decided to shoot up a post office, we’d rack up the highest body count in history.” 
“But we’d never do that,” he shot back, “precisely because it is inappropriate. We possess control and discipline. But that doesn’t mean we can’t empathize with a man like Jim Huberty. He needed his medications and couldn’t get them. He wanted a simple vanilla milkshake and couldn’t get that for week after week. So, in retribution for it all, he went to his local McDonald’s and took out as many people as he could. Do I condone that? Of course not. Should it send a message to people filling prescriptions and repairing milkshake machines? Absolutely.” 
“Mark my words,” the Old Man glowered, “in the coming years you'll see more and more of this sort of thing. Now, Huberty is an anomaly. In ten, fifteen or twenty years, his actions will serve as a template for more and more people. It’s happening already. Someone pulls into another guy’s parking space and he’s shot to death. This happens once a month, at least.” 
“In the past,” I offered, “wars thinned out populations. In their absence don’t you imagine that the urge for violence and dominance are still central to humans, and perhaps are displaced to idiotic areas like parking spaces and brokendown milkshake machines?” 
“Maybe so,” he answered, “quite likely so. Violence never vanishes, it Just changes costumes; from the crusades to the inquisition, or witch trials to world wars. Man is a natural born killer. His survival is based upon hunting - murder. He lives in a modern, seemingly civilized world, yet all that dwells within him still. Only an idealist could expect that to change.” 
“That’s all quite true,” I concurred, “yet most men don’t kill, or even have the opportunity to do so. No one needs to kill a cow to eat a burger, or to wring a chicken’s neck. We participate in the process of murder, without doing the actual deed.” 
“I’m talking about people killing people, not your next meal. Today we see just the tip of the iceberg; tomorrow perhaps something on a wider scale. Instead of husbands killing wives, men going into malls and mowing down hundreds of shoppers. Mark my words - it’s going to happen. It’s inevitable.” 
 
CONTEMPORARY POSTSCRIPT 
In 2011, my book Twilight Man was published. It was a brief memoir of my life in San Francisco in the Eighties. There were several chapters devoted to LaVey, though I never mentioned him by name; calling him simply the Old Man. We decided to reprint this section because it distills an aspect of his attitude toward crime and criminality. 
 
ASLV: POP CULTURE ICON 
“The Devil has never had to pay for television time. 
The media is only too happy to foot the bill for Satan’s public relations.” 
 
THE DEVIL AND THE DOLL 
In 1967 my family regularly went to the first of the large superstores, a place called White Front. One day, we walked in to see a life-size cardboard stand-up of Jayne Mansfield. She was scheduled to make a live appearance in the store. Because James Bond was all the rage, the stand-up was attired in secret agent gear - a trench coat and sunglasses. She was billed as “Jayne Blond (Mansfield), agent 0041.” 
An honest-to-god movie star was coming to La Mesa, California. It seemed too good to be true. Obviously, I wanted to see her. But for whatever reason both my parents steadfastly refused. My mother said they didn’t want to take me because “I didn’t even know who Jayne Mansfield was.” 
“Of course I do,” I responded, “she was in The Girl Can’t Help It.” Even at age 10, I had a familiarity with old films. Still my parents refused to take me. I had marked the date on my calendar, and marked its coming and passing. A few weeks later, Jayne was dead. And I never forgave my parents. I could have seen her. 
I was livid. And as improbable as it sounds now, when we learned of Jayne’s death on the nightly news, I actually turned to my parents and said, “I hope you guys are proud of yourselves. I could have seen her in person, and now she’s dead! Thanks for nothing!” I think my parents genuinely felt terrible about the whole thing. 
At the time, I had no idea she was affiliated with Anton LaVey, but it was at this same time that I first became aware of Anton LaVey and the Church of Satan. Twenty years later I was part of LaVey’s inner circle. 
I'll never forget the night in 1987 when LaVey introduced me to an old San Francisco cop who had known him when he worked as a crime scene photographer for the department. The two had hit it off and kept up a friendship over the years; and the man had attended quite a few of the lectures LaVey gave to his Magic Circle group. One day, this cop told LaVey that he had seen enough lectures to see a common thread throughout them, and a cogent philosophy behind it all. And he told LaVey, “You have the makings of a new religion here. You could seriously start your own church.” Even as he was hearing these words, Anton understood it was very true. 
A few short decades later, I’m sitting on the couch with this friend of LaVey’s. And he is a true character. Part cop, part occultist. But a man who loved life and embraced its paradoxes. And he greatly cherished his memories of LaVey - both on the job and behind closed doors. He would turn, look at me and regale me with tales of the good old days with Anton Szandor LaVey. Some of his favorite memories, he said, were courtesy of LaVey; but especially one in particular. 
“I came in late one night, opened the door, walked down the hall, and stepped into the Ritual Chamber. Then I looked up and realized that I was standing maybe two or three feet away from Jayne Mansfield - and she was on that grand piano butt naked! Jayne Mansfield in the flesh! I can see it in my mind to this very day, this very second.” 
In the Eighties I saw LaVey once or twice a week for ten or twelve hours a shot, and heard quite a few stories about his time with Jayne. He said she was sharp as a tack - a nature ordained Satanist. That she embodied and emanated Satanic principles, and thus was pre-disposed to be attracted to him and his church. And mind you, the Jayne Mansfield that showed up at LaVey’s door was not the ditzy, giggling blonde seen in movies and on television. She was erudite, well read and possessed an IQ of 150. She had a finely tuned sense of self-awareness, and was an astute student of psychology and human nature. Unbeknownst to most people, she was also an accomplished violinist. The two established an immediate rapport. Nothing that LaVey ever said even hinted at the possibility that the two had ever been intimate, but reading between the lines I think there was an obvious mutual attraction. 
But at this tme, Jayne was very much financially dependent on her business manager, Sam Brody, a man LaVey neither liked nor trusted. And Brody hated LaVey, ever fearful that his cash cow might relocate to San Francisco to be near her guru. There was perennial enmity between the two, albeit much more on the Brody side. Sam Brody could have been jealous of Anton and Jayne’s friendship because he knew all too well about the history of her infidelities. She was both his lover and his meal ticket. Another infidelity would destroy both situations. 
Over a period of time, Brody did everything he could to undermine and fuck over LaVey. One time, he even ventured into the projects to recruit people into his anti-LaVey crusade. He told the most militant people he encountered that Jayne Mansfield had invited them to a private party. And he gave them the address of LaVey’s house. A dozen or so people forced their way into the living room, insisting that they weren’t leaving. until they met Jayne Mansfield. But Jayne wasn’t there. The uninvited guests refused to leave until they met Jayne Mansfield. LaVey had phoned an old friend in the $.F.P.D., but was seriously considering letting his Nubian lion walk into the room. Sadly, the cops arrived first. 
They escorted the guests to the Cadillac convertible they had parked nearby. But it wouldn’t start. The engine was dead. So, the cops instructed them to push their car down Geary Street all the way to the Fillmore district... following behind them all the way. 
LaVey said that at first, Sam Brody seemed perfectly okay with him, and happy at the prospect that Jayne’s association with him might grab her a few headlines. But that lasted about 15 minutes. As it became clearer to Brody over time that Jayne took this all quite seriously, he had greater and greater misgivings. What if mainstream America associated Jayne with devil worship? What if Anton left his girlfriend and ran off with Jayne? After all, Jayne was attracted to larger-than-life men. Her husband, Micky Hargitay, was a world-famous body builder and Mr. Universe. His exaggerated masculinity was the perfect counterpoint to Jayne’s exaggerated femininity. 
Brody no doubt understood that nothing about him or his physical presence was larger than life. His value to Mansfield was chiefly as a manager, and even in that capacity he wasn’t fairing too well. At the time, he was mostly booking Jayne for personal appearances at grand openings of supermarkets and shopping malls, and the occasional role in some low budget Italian films. To be sure, times were changing, and the big roles had stopped coming in for Jayne. But for most of the world, Jayne was still a movie star. A famous Blonde Bombshell. 
During one visit to see Jayne, LaVey noticed a lot of boxes stacked up in the garage of the Pink Palace, and expressed his curiosity about what was in them. Jayne reached into one and pulled out one of the iconic hot water bottles molded in her image. She gave it to LaVey and gesturing to the other boxes said, “You can have as many of these as you want. Please take some. If you want to fill your car trunk and back seat before you go back to San Francisco, please be my guest. I really have no idea what I’m ever going to do with all of these. I’ve been giving them away for ages, but just look!” Jayne gestured toward rows of boxes stacked to the ceiling. “At the rate it’s going, I don’t doubt that these boxes will still be here after I’m dead.” 
LaVey only took the one Jayne gave him, confident that he could get more at his convenience. In later years, he would regret that decision, but could never have imagined that a few short weeks later, Jayne would, in fact, be dead. 
“Those things used to show up all the time in antique stores,” he once stated. “Now you rarely see them. And I could have filled up my car with them, but didn’t. I can’t even remember what I must have been thinking.” Anton was a man of very few regrets, but I’m sure this was one of them. 
Over the years, the notion of Jayne’s relationship with LaVey and his Church has taken on mythic proportions. It has become a fantasy based on a few basic facets, but has seemed to lack substance somehow. At the time of this writing, a documentary has been announced called Mansfield 66/67, purportedly documenting the nature of the relationship between Jayne Mansfield and Anton LaVey. But the trailer for the film features clips of various celebrities expressing their opinion of what they think might have happened. And yet none of these famous commentators has ever met LaVey or Mansfield.
On the other side of the coin, a recent book entitled California Infernal presents a far more factual chronicle of this odd pairing. It is a collection of photographs by Walter Fischer, a photographer in Hollywood who photographed both Anton and Jayne for the day’s gossip and scandal rags, and often The World Press. It seems that these reveal a far greater picture of the relationship between Jayne and Anton. But do they really? 
Most of the pictures of the two together seem to have been taken on the same day, or over the course of several days. So they could easily be written off as a “publicity stunt.” The reason I'll never believe that scenario, is that LaVey’s stories of Jayne always had a ring of genuine fondness to them. And that the old cop had such vivid memories of Mansfield “butt naked” on the grand piano. I’ve also seen some of the letters she sent him. 
There is an urban legend that maintains that Jayne Mansfield died because Anton LaVey put a curse on Sam Brody. Anton claimed this was not true. According to him, the story arose from an incident in which Brody was playing with the implements on the altar in his Ritual Chamber. 
Sam picked up a candle in the shape of a human skull and said it was “hokey.” LaVey asked him emphatically not to touch anything on his altar. “Or what?” asked Sam sarcastically, “You’re going to put a curse on me?” “You’d be well advised,” Anton shot back, “not to ridicule powers you're hopelessly incapable of understanding.” Brody unceremoniously tossed the candle down and exited the room. Six months later he was dead. 
Perhaps the most legendary tale told of Anton and Jayne is that on the night of her death, he was up late clipping newspaper articles for his scrapbook. He was going through stacks of pages he separated from various papers. Having known Marilyn Monroe when she was a stripper in Hollywood, he saved select articles about her. But one night, having clipped a Marilyn article he found that he had cut through a picture of Jayne on the page’s backside. To be precise, his scissors cut through Jayne’s neck, and her head ended upon the living room floor. An hour later LaVey got the call that Jayne was dead, her head severed in a car accident. 
Over the years, many people have disputed this story, probably because even though first accounts reported her decapitation, it was later found that her corpse was intact. Reporters seeing Jayne’s massive blonde wig beside the wreckage assumed it was her severed head. For some people, this information negates LaVey’s narrative entirely. But not for me. Because I was shown LaVey’s scrapbooks. I saw the newspaper clipping in question. And he had only half taped it onto the page so that one could see both sides. One side was a complete Marilyn Monroe article - the other, a shot of Jayne’s breasts and neck - sliced off toward the top. 
After Jayne’s death, LaVey rented her Pink Palace off Sunset Boulevard and relocated to Hollywood. It was during this period that LaVey became tight with Rat Packer Sammy Davis Jr., and regularly attended parties and private film screenings at his house high in the hills. He appeared in a few television shows, consulted for an occult film (The Devil’s Rain, staring Ernest Borgnine and John Travolta), and made lots of solid contacts in the entertainment industry. For a time, he seriously considered buying Jayne’s old house, and relocating permanently to Hollywood. He saw the potential for a person like himself there. But as much as he loved the big pink house with the heart shaped swimming pool, and as much as he realized what being in a media center like Hollywood could do for him, L.A. was just not his cup of tea. He preferred the fog and damp of San Francisco to the sunshine and palm trees of Southern California. 
Perhaps what is most remarkable about LaVey’s time in Hollywood after Jayne’s death is the fact that a mere decade or so before, LaVey had lived and worked there as a complete unknown; playing organ in burlesque houses such as The Mayan. By the time he returned, however, he had become a pop culture icon, every bit as famous as the celebrities he consorted with. 
And LaVey’s international fame came about not despite his being an outsider, but precisely because of it. He took on the mantle of the ultimate outsider, and understood how to make it work to his advantage. And it did. He understood the fundamental principles that could be wielded so as to turn a negative into a positive. This was a key positive tenet of his worldview and his magic. And undoubtedly what gave him instant access to a demi-monde few outsiders are allowed to enter. 
 
THE SATANIC ZEITGEIST: THE DEVIL IN THE MARKETPLACE 
In the years prior to the formation of the Church of Satan, the Devil was already becoming a more familiar figure in the pop culture landscape. Even then he was seen as a figure personifying forbidden pleasures - particularly those of the flesh. 
Decades before the artist Coop, the seductive Devil Girl was a potent symbol of lust and temptation. Part of her allure was undoubtedly that because she was an embodiment of sin and carnality, she also symbolized the imagined fulfillment of the same lust and temptation. Sure, you’d catch a glimpse of her in the day’s men’s magazines, but she was just as likely to be seen in the mainstream media; on billboards or in supermarkets. She had horns, a skin-tight red cat-suit and a comehither look. In one hand was a pitchfork, in the other a product. For mainstream America, the Devil Girl was both a symbol of longing and a symbol of fun. And in an uptight era, fun was a powerful inducement! 
She was used to sell everything from Gin to heat lamps. In a Smirnoff ad that appeared in the Sixties, one such vixen holds aloft a cocktail in one hand and in the other a pitchfork upon which two large ice cubes are impaled. The copy reads: 
“The Smirnoff Martini. A devilishly dry proposition. 
Compared to Smirnoff, any other kind of ‘dry’ is all wet. 
Make a pact to have one tonight.” 
Whoa! Can you imagine any mainstream magazine running such an ad today? Hardly, but in the Sixties, Satan was sexy. A great many people undoubtedly knew that there was forbidden fruit out there to be had, but the lion’s share had yet to taste it. 
Enter: Satanica, a marketing device whose appeal was directed toward the pleasures of the flesh. Desire, excess, gratification... all yours - for a price. You want it, don’t you? 
In retrospect, it seems ironic that in an age so defined and dominated by Judeo-Christian values, that Madison Avenue’s satanic seduction was not only tolerated, but found amusing by mainstream America. Most people (Christians and Atheists) seemed far less uptight then. 
The Devil was used to hawk everything from adult paperbacks to albums of easy listening music; and for several decades even a delightfully frothy drink called Orange Julius. Orange Julius stores were a staple in virtually every suburban mall in the United States, and emblazoned on the store’s facade was the figure of a red Devil and the slogan “A Devilish Good Drink.” Such satanic imagery was phased out in the Eighties but remained on most stores for many years thereafter. A similar Devil still adorns cans of Underwood Deviled Ham, just as it has for decades. 
For a brief time there was even a men’s magazine called SATAN, catering to the discriminating bachelor. The editorial page bore the slogan “abandon hope, all ye who enter here,” and usually consisted of a few paragraphs extolling the virtues of the rogue male superimposed over a woodcut of orgiastic “witches sabbats,” or Gustave Dore depictions of souls writhing in Hell. 
The magazine’s mascot was no fuzzy bunny, but rather a sophisticated Mephistopheles; decked out in a tux, with the legs of a goat and cloven hooves. 
Australia had an equivalent called Satana. While less thorough going in its satanic theme, the content was bawdier, the models more lustful seeming. What it lacked in terms of high concept, it more than made up for in carnal content. And that, after all, is the raison de etre of Satanica. 
Around the same time there appeared on the market “The Devils Potion,” a set of fragrances for men. Its slogan was “Scent from the Devil to You.” The gift box looked like some infernal Necronomicon, the cover emblazoned with flames and sulfurous red billowing clouds of smoke. Inside was an “After Shave Potion” and “Cologne for Devilish Men.” All in all, a great idea for a Father’s Day gift. The text on the inside cover says it all: 
“There’s a little of the devil in every man. But most men 
could use a lot more. Because if you’re too good, life can 
be dull. But if you’re devilish, life can be interesting...” 
The text went on to say that the Devil’s Potion could bring out the Devil in any man, and - oh yeah - it’s for external use only; keep out of the reach of children and “avoid use near an open flame.” 
For a time there were Satan themed cocktail lounges, such as the Devil’s Den at the Devil’s Head ski resort in Devil’s Head, Wisconsin. It was a vision in red, what with red leather booths, red walls and ceilings - all illuminated by the eerie glow of red recessed lighting. The men’s room was labeled “Devils,” the ladies’ room “Witches.” The place, I’m told, was still in existence as late as the mid-Nineties; but sadly, a quick glance at the internet announces the “newly remodeled” Devil’s Den, which looks like a brew pub at the airport. At one time, there were a few Devil themed nightspots in the Big Apple. One, in Harlem, had guests descend via slide into a red hued basement replicating the underworld - complete with live jazz and dancing. 
Atthe height of the Haight Ashbury period in the Sixties a badge was produced, boldly announcing (in psychedelicized typeface) that “SIN IS IN.” Meanwhile, on the other side of the city, a man who despised the hippie movement was also talking about the topic of “sin,” albeit from an entirely different perspective. 
For Anton LaVey, the Seven Deadly Sins were part and parcel of human nature and human history. Organized religion had dedicated itself to the denial of characteristics that were innate to man; but LaVey was on the brink of taking the Satanic Zeitgeist into a realm which Madison Avenue dared not go. 
 
ASLV AND THE OCCULT REVIVAL 
“Sure, there was an occult movement before the Year One - a movement like a slumbering wino shifting position in a doorway.” 
 
No one has ever really connected the dots, but Anton LaVey’s emergence as a high-profile pop icon spearheaded an occult revival in the late Sixties and early Seventies. His influence likely served to pave the way for occult soap operas such as Dark Shadows and Strange Paradise. It no doubt laid the foundation for the success of Polanski’s Rosemary’s Baby, in which LaVey was hired to play the role of Satan. The film’s slogan was “Pray for Rosemary’s baby,” but to promote the film the movie studio mass produced badges bearing the slogan “Pray for Anton LaVey.” 
As the Sixties drew to an end, an Occult Revival was becoming more widespread and mainstream; and Anton LaVey was the obvious poster boy for that revival. Though often unrecognized (and uncredited), he had been at the forefront of it all - a big step in front of the phenomenon. 
In 1970, Man, Myth & Magic hit the newsstands with a splash. Billing itself as “an illustrated encyclopedia of the supernatural,” the weekly magazine was introduced to the American public with an unprecedented intensity of fanfare. Billboards went up in cities across the United States, featuring Austin Osmond Spare’s illustration depicting a “demonic elemental.” The same image was, believe it or not, used in a relentless series of television commercials; in which the narrator enthusiastically proclaimed: “Finally! There is a magazine dedicated to Witchcraft, The Supernatural, Divination, Voodoo, the Black Arts...” and so on... 
The magazine came out every Wednesday and cost 75 cents a copy. 
And it was available in every grocery store, every drug store and on every newsstand. It’s 9th issue carried a feature on the Church of Satan, and featured a photo of Karla LaVey posing in front of the Church on its back cover. At the same time an occult book club began placing advertisements in major magazines. You could join for the price of one thin dime and they would send you six books of your choosing, with the caveat that you purchase several more books at full price over the coming year. 
A few years after everyone and his monkey had recognized the phenomenon that was occurring, the mainstream media followed 1972.— “The Occult Revival” was the name of a cover story for TIME Magazine. LaVey was featured prominently, and a photo was included of the first Satanic baptism. A similar expose appeared in LOOK Magazine that same year, LaVey on its cover. LOOK was similar in format and style to LIFE Magazine, and perhaps a close second to it in terms of audience and sales. It Suit. In was one of those magazines (like TIME, Newsweek LIFE) that was always featured in the and magazine racks at supermarket checkout Countless millions of shoppers had to look stands. at LaVey gazing down at them (brandishing a human skull) as they waited in line to pay for their groceries. 
In the years spanning the late Sixties and early Seventies there was indeed an occult revival. Occult bookstores sprang up in every city. Fortune parlors sprang up, and tarot readers were in high demand. Much of it was not to LaVey’s liking, but. so what? He had tired of the so-called revival long before the press did. He longed to withdraw from public life, and live the solitary existence of a recluse, indulging in an epicurean lifestyle. And that’s exactly what he did for the next ten or thirteen years, as he patiently awaited the arrival of the next generation - those who had cut their teeth on his early works. 
When people like Adam Parfrey, Coop, or myself showed up at his door, we were greeted with an unexpected sense of warmth. It was almost as though he were saying, “Welcome to my abode... I’ve been expecting you.” 
 
REMEMBERING ASLV
“Weaklings have been encouraged in their malingering for 2,000 years. That's long enough. It’s time the strong were glorified for the superior creatures they are. The weak have had their chance. They flubbed it.” 
 
 
BURYING THE BLACK POPE: AN OBITUARY FOR ANTON SZANDOR LAVEY 
(Originally published in The Black Flame, 1997) 
“Dead people belong to the live people who claim them most obsessively.” 
- James Ellroy
 
I was in New York City when I got the news. I’d just given a concert and was at a post-show party being thrown in our honor at a local club called The Bank. A half-dozen or so Church of Satan kids were gathered around my table, full of questions about the organization’s legendary founder and figurehead, Anton LaVey. 
“What’s he really like?” they queried, and I responded, “Like no one I’ve ever met before or probably ever will meet again.” The questions came fast and furious, until one fellow asked, “Who’s going to take over The Church when Anton dies?” “He’s too mean to die,” I shot back. “He’s told me that he can’t afford the luxury of death, because his passing would please too many assholes. So he’s just going to have to tough it out and will himself to live forever.” This response brought chuckles all around. “Besides,” I continued, “no one could fill those shoes, ever.” 
By and by, a girl approached me and informed me that I had a telephone call. The phone was in the basement. On the line was fellow Satanic magister, Peter Gilmore, and he sounded strange. His voice was hoarse, strained. “I’m afraid I have some bad news,” he started, and a chill ran through me; I knew the rest. In the milliseconds before he continued, my mind raced to reassure itself that the bad news couldn’t be that - Anton LaVey couldn’t be dead. My mind raced, and I thought to myself, but he’s still so young... but I just saw him. But this, but that. 
Peter’s words left me numb. I had just seen LaVey in San Francisco not so long ago and interviewed him for SECONDS Magazine while I was there. He’d seemed so hearty and vivacious. He’d recently received the transcript of the interview and the intro I’d written for it, and had called me up, thanking me profusely (he was always very grateful for any little thing you did on his behalf). We’d had a great conversation on the phone that day; he was in high-gear and sounded ready to take on the Fe by world. His energy and enthusiasm were so infectious that at the end of a meeting or conversation, you'd invariably be so charged with adrenaline and so stimulated by the exchange of ideas, that you yourself felt ready to take on the world. The Doctor (as he was called by friends) signed-off that day with a gruff, “Hail Satan!” and little did I suspect that those would be the last words he’d ever speak to me. 
Though I seriously thought he would be around for many more years yet, I had nonetheless considered the notion of LaVey’s mortality on a few recent occasions. Shortly before his passing, my friend had called to tell me of a recent dream she’d found disturbing - in it, she’d been someplace-or-other and bumped into LaVey, and he asked her if she was going to be seeing me anytime soon. “Sure, I see Boyd all the time,” she replied. “Well,” he said, “the next time you see him, let him know that I’m planning my funeral.” The following night, LaVey appeared in another of her dreams - “Have you seen Boyd yet?” he asked. No, she hadn’t. “Well, be sure to give him my message. It’s important.” 
My friend was haunted by the macabre dreams and called me as soon as she awoke from the second one. I dismissed them offhand as just dreams, yet can’t deny that I was disturbed. So much so, in fact, that I squeezed in a trip to San Francisco a week before I was due to leave the country, just so I could see LaVey. I'd initially thought it would be far less hectic to interview LaVey after my return from Europe, but (in part inspired by my friend’s dreams) decided to squeeze it somehow into my schedule. Seeing LaVey during that visit, he seemed so hearty and fiery, that all thoughts of my friend’s creepy dreams vanished... only to return on the train journey home. 
Back in Denver, transcribing my interview with LaVey, my thoughts drifted to Tiny Tim and how I had interviewed him less than a week before his death. I thought about how much I missed him and what a great loss it was. There was no one else quite like Tiny, except - in an odd way - Anton. Ruminating on this, the image of my friend’s morose dreams returned to me. I stared down at the yellow legal pad on my lap, its lines covered with LaVey’s words and ideas. Suddenly, a terrible thought crept into my mind. Was it possible that I would lose LaVey as suddenly and unexpectedly as Tiny? After all, Tiny had a heart attack recently before his demise - sure - but he’d sounded so strong and vibrant when last I spoke to him, that I never would have expected him to die shortly thereafter. He, like LaVey, was only in his sixties. I didn’t want to think about it anymore; I wanted to put such negative thoughts out of my mind completely. But still I wondered, could it be possible? The answer, unfortunately, was forthcoming. 
I must confess a bit of shock on my own part regarding my personal response to LaVey’s _ passing. The sense of profound loss and overwhelming sadness that I’d expected would plague me, never quite reached the severity that I’d always assumed. They were there, naturally (and still are), but were overshadowed by something far more intense. I can’t think of Anton Szandor LaVey in terms of what I, or any of us, have lost in his passing; I can only think of him in terms of what he has meant to me as a vital part of my life during the last decade or so. To be accepted into the inner circle of this great man has been perhaps the most rewarding event in my life thus far. I’ve never lost the sense of awe I felt at being accepted by this man as friend, confidante and acolyte. 
Although I didn’t come to see him as a mentor until the end of the 1980’s, Anton LaVey has, in one capacity or another, been part of my life for 27 years. At the age of 13, I cut his pictures out of magazines and displayed them prominently on my bedroom wall. These few, simple images spoke to my soul - they conveyed volumes to me. They told me of a man who enacted his fantasies in reality and pursued his obsessions to their utmost. They spoke of a man who lived by his own inner law; a man whose will was so strong that he could bend the world to it. They spoke of a man who prospered in the real world, not despite being an outsider, but because of it. 
Going through my teens in the early 1970’s, I lost track of Anton LaVey and of Satanism, but the early conclusions he caused me to draw stayed with me, nonetheless. Arriving in San Francisco in the late 1970’s, I would find my mind drifting back to LaVey often. My already wellestablished interest in him was even further piqued by the fact that I kept hearing amazing rumors about the guy. 
I heard that he had put his girlfriend into a hypnotic trance, which he could reactivate at any time, simply by uttering some short, post-hypnotic _ phrase. Whenever the woman’s presence began to grate on his nerves (which was evidently quite often), he merely had to say the phrase. She’d abruptly fall silent, exit the room and go recline on the bed - and she’d remain there in a state of hypnotic slumber until such time as he saw fit to return her to the land of the living. It sounded like something right out of an episode of my favorite childhood TV show, Dark Shadows. The more I heard about this guy, the more I wanted to meet him.
We finally did meet at an “Incredibly Strange” film festival I was involved with. He’d come to meet T.V. Mikels, a polygamist of sorts who’d made the films Astro Zombies and The Corpse Grinders. LaVey was interested in polygamy (and exploitation films) and was eager to spend time with this man who seemed to be such a kindred spirit. 
As he strode into the theatre, LaVey looked for all the world like a figure right off the big screen; a film noir crime boss, an arch-villain. He was impeccably dressed, and exuded a presence that was larger than life. I stood and_ stared dumbfoundedly. As I gawked, I wondered to myself, should I approach this man and tell him how profoundly his works affected my early development, or should I pay him respect by honoring his privacy? I was torn between the two options. So, I stood watching him, trying not to stare, but staring nonetheless. 
Suddenly, he glanced around, and his gaze met mine. He walked over to where I was standing and said, “Is your name Boyd? I think we share some mutual interests.” As he introduced himself, I was stunned. Anton Szandor LaVey, talking to me! And not only that, but he knew who I was! He said he was impressed that someone my age was so passionate about Little Peggy March, whom he also greatly admired. We immediately launched into a discussion about girl groups. I remember him saying, “This is dangerous music, Boyd. Songs like ‘Johnny Get Angry’ and ‘I Will Follow Him’ could never be done in today’s climate. But people like us have to bring back this sort of thing.” 
We talked at length and I was indeed stunned to see how closely our obsessions mirrored one another’s. As the “Incredibly Strange” film screening seemed to be on the verge of starting, he asked for my number, saying, “We should continue this conversation some time. I’ll have my gal Friday set up a meeting with you.” True to his word, he did, and I went out to see him at his home not long after. 
I'd arrived at LaVey’s house at 8:00 in the evening and didn’t leave until well after sunrise the next day. I came back the following week, and continued to return every week for the next few years, until I moved outof-state, to Denver. Those nights at LaVey’s place were truly magical. His house was like some hermetically sealed alternate reality that exists separate and distinct from the rest of the world. LaVey’s personality was so thoroughly imbued in every square-foot of the place that it seemed almost an extension of him; a part of him. And he too felt a deep sense of interconnectedness to the house. It was like a work of art that he’d created over the course of a lifetime. He felt so close to the place that he referred to it as affectionately as one might refer to a dear, old friend. 
LaVet never allowed his cynicism to get in the way of that pure, childlike enthusiasm. Most people with his level of scorn allow it to sour them on all of life. Not LaVey. He was able to get extremely passionate about the sorts of things that most people either take for granted or don’t even notice: a favorite brand of cookie, an old hat-store in the neighborhood, a faded advertising slogan painted on the side of a brick building, a certain alley that he liked the look of. Here was a man who’d fucked sex-symbols, hung-out with the rich, the famous and the powerful, had founded his own bona fide religion - and he could still get excited by something as simple as a cookie or an alley. The people who imagine him to be brooding, gloomy and dour have no idea of the vast scope of his personality, or his complexity - and LaVey was nothing if not complex. The different aspects of his personality were like a puzzle, formed of many interlocking pieces; and although a lot of the pieces seemed to be diametrically opposed to one another, he made them all fit, and he made them work. 
Most people are either sweet by nature, or cruel; serious or goofy, and so on. In LaVey these things seemed to exist side-by-side, and in greater quantity than you’d find in most people. When he was angry, he was really angry. He’d fly into a rage and you’d swear he was ready to reach for his gun and murder someone. When he was tender, he was intensely so, and anyone who didn’t know him would be led to believe he was the sweetest man on Earth. He seemed to experience everything far more deeply than most people do. 
don’t know which I'll miss more about LaVey: his great kindness, or his greater meanness. He would often speak at length (and in great detail) of unspeakable acts of cruelty and violence, and I would be left wondering whether he was sharing a dark fantasy with me, or a cherished, secret memory. The Old Man spoke of hunting humans in such vivid, exquisite detail, that I was often transported to the scenes he described. He’d often, for example, explain the logistics of waiting in some bushes, alongside a trail in, say, San Francisco’s Golden Gate Park, or the nearby Presidio, and wonder aloud, “No telling how long you’d have to wait, so you'd want a jug of water and another empty Jug to piss into. You’d want a weapon of stealth, like a garrote, a knife, or an icepick...” Such were his descriptive powers, that I could almost feel myself crouching in the shadows, the cold night-wind sending a chill through me, as I lay in wait for a passing victim... 
Ex-police officers and journalists had phoned me from time to time, to inquire as to whether or not I thought it was possible that Anton LaVey was possibly the notorious Zodiac Killer, who’d operated in the San Francisco Bay Area at the end of the 1960s and had never been apprehended. At hearing his lurid fantasizes about hunting humans, I almost wondered. LaVey had actually been interviewed for one of the books on the Zodiac Killer, and was asked by the author what he imagined the killer’s motives might be. “Maybe,” he replied, “he just likes hunting humans.” 
LaVey had also suggested that the book’s author check out an old film called The Most Dangerous Game. In this film, a reclusive, ex-big game hunter lives alone on an island. He’s no longer satiated by merely killing animals, so he engineers shipwrecks near the island so that the passengers who end up stranded on his shores can be hunted down and killed as sport. The film was a favorite of LaVey’s, naturally. He screened it for me once, and afterwards we discussed some plot changes that would make it even better. 
If ever he was feeling out-ofsorts, conversations about killing people (especially who to kill and how to kill them) would cheer The Doctor right up. He’d take fiendish glee in describing some incompetent person he’d had dealings with, and what - ideally - he thought should happen to them. “If you were looking for the perfect candidate for human sacrifice,” he’d say, “you wouldn’t have to look any further.” 
Those of us who knew The Doctor are aware of just how dearly he cherished humor. Unfortunately, however, judging by 99 out of 100 Satanists ’ve come across through the years, most seem never to have heard about his oft-repeated observation that a Satanist without a sense of humor would be a tedious pain in the ass. 
In a brief aside, I’m reminded of the time LaVey in fact gave me a huge chunk of Limburger cheese. “We were going to throw this out,” he told me, “but then I thought, ‘Hey, Boyd can do something funny with this.” He unwrapped the foil surrounding the cheese and a foul odor began to pervade the entire room. I winced and tried not to breathe. I can still picture him, standing there laughing heartily with that hunk of Limburger in his hand. 
After staying-up all night with LaVey, I left his house at dawn (with the Limburger stowed in a bag), boarded a bus full of early-morning commuters and positioned myself towards the rear of the vehicle. As I unwrapped the cheese, people looked over their shoulders and craned their heads, disturbed by the sudden, overwhelming smell of shit on the bus. Those who could, moved as far forward as possible. I hid the exposed cheese on the hot wheel-well at the back of the bus, and as it heated-up it began to melt and smell even worse. As the bus got closer to downtown it was packed so full that at least half the people on it were incapable of doing anything to escape the awful smell, except to simply get off before their stop. More than a few did. The only word that can possibly describe the scene is right out of Johnson-Smith: consternation. When I described the scene to LaVey the following week, he laughed non-stop, from start to finish. 
One week, LaVey informed me he’d seen a copy of the JohnsonSmith catalog (his Necronomicon of sorts) at a bookstore near his house, and anxious to have a copy of my own, I went to the store the moment I awoke the following day. Alas, the book had been sold only an hour or two before. Relating my sad story to The Doctor the following week, he reached down next to his chair and picked up something... “I didn’t want this to fall into the wrong hands,” he told me, “here, this is for you.” It was the Johnson-Smith catalog. Since we both stayed up all night and went to sleep at dawn, he too must have gone to get the book the moment he got up. I was touched by the gesture. 
LaVey must have known a few dozen people (probably more), who’d have given their eyeteeth for a copy of that catalog, and yet he gave it to me; and every time I crack the pages, I am transported back to the nights we spent chuckling in the Black House. I can still hear his gruff voice every time I read the descriptions for itching powder, sneezing powder, or “the dying pig” - and that rich, hoarse, full laugh of his. 
LaVey was an adept mimic, and would occasionally take on the personalities of different characters he’d invented. One was an old Asian man who took trips to Reno, Nevada, to see a particular prostitute. One was a film noir mob-boss. Another was a German movie director a la Von Stroheim; and yet another was a Yiddish fella’ whose name was Rudi something-or-other. LaVey would go into these characters without warning and sometimes the charade would last for hours. And when such did occur, it was like you really were talking to another person; after a few minutes you'd find yourself forgetting it was Anton LaVey you were talking to - he’d been replaced by a thoroughly convincing persona. 
LaVey called me up late one night and the moment I heard him bark out my name, I knew that the film noir crime-boss was on the line. “Boyd, it’s the Old Man. I hear some of those New York hotshots are tryin’ to blow smoke up your ass. Well, you just tell ‘em that the Old Man says, ‘No dice.’ If they start to piss and moan about it, just pass the buck. Never put your ass in the fire if you can pass the buck.” He had a rule about not giving advice unless it was asked for, and this shtick was a roundabout way by which he could give me council pertaining to an awkward situation I was in with some New York media folks. The details of the situation escape me now, but they’re unimportant anyway. I accepted his council and extracted myself from the situation, explaining, “If it was up to me, I'd help you guys out, but the Old Man said I shouldn’t.” Couldn’t I just run it by him, they queried, try to reason with him? Nope, I passed the buck: “You have no idea how difficult Anton LaVey can be to deal with. Downright impossible. I’m afraid it’s hopeless.” Dejected, they hung up the phone and never bothered me again. 
Anton LaVey was not what you’d call a “people person.” He hated people - despised them, in fact. He’d been disappointed by people big time, and yet he never lost his ability to trust in the people who merited his trust. He was so soured on humanity - on the entire human race - that he seemed to cherish those he was close to in a way so passionate and intense that it more than compensated for all those who didn’t (couldn’t) measure-up to his standards. Sure, LaVey was authoritarian, autocratic (his term) and a harsh taskmaster; but he was also one of the most loyal and supportive people I’ve ever met. To LaVey, loyalty was not an empty term - it was a way of life. 
I remember a time when things were looking terribly bad for me. People were demanding that my records be banned, literally pulled from the shelves. They were saying I was just an asshole; too harsh, far too extreme. I had no desire for my bad PR to reflect negatively on The Church of Satan, so I suggested that I could tender my resignation from the organization, rather than single-handedly cast an unpleasant shadow over the entirety of it. LaVey’s response: “Bullshit! You aren’t an asshole, Boyd, they are. You aren’t too harsh; they aren’t harsh enough! You aren’t too extreme; they aren’t extreme enough!” “Dammit, Boyd,” he exclaimed, “You’re an iconoclast! Satanism is about iconoclasm. It’s about stepping on people’s toes every now and then, because anyone who remains true to their vision has got to step on some toes along the way. Trusting your vision - your instincts - means following them to wherever they lead you, and let the chips fall where they may. Sometimes they take you to some pretty ugly places; places that piss people off. So be it. They deserve to be pissed-off. It may not be my intention or your intention to piss them off, but more often than not that’s a byproduct of what we do. And, hell, if you’re not pissing-off someone, you must not be following the right path.” 
LaVey was a true leader, and when one of his own was under attack, he took it very personally. Rather than worry about the very real possibility that I might be a liability to him, he instead sought to bolster my morale, encouraging me in the very things other people discouraged. When everyone I knew was counseling me to calm down and be more moderate, LaVey would say, “Never calm down. Give it to ‘em with both barrels.” He was the only person who was there for me - there to fan the flames when everyone else wanted to douse them - and I appreciate that more than words can say. Like I said, loyalty was more than just a word to him. 
And I pride myself on the fact that I was there for him in turn, when not a whole hell of a lot of other people were. Not that he wanted a throng of people around - quite the contrary - but I was a very vocal proponent of LaVey at a time when the S-word was very uncool. It was seen by many of my peers in the late 1980’s and early Nineties as “some Sixties thing,” and LaVey was often dismissed as a phony, a con-man, a hack and a has-been. Many even thought LaVey was dead! (“Anton LaVey?! Is he still alive?”) But I could see that a whole generation was slowly starting to come around to the ideas that LaVey had been promulgating all along; ideas I’d never lost sight of. I also knew that it was inevitable that those ideas would grow, spread and flourish; and that in the end, the naysayers would eat their words. 
It doesn’t surprise me that Anton LaVey has suddenly become hip again, at the dawn of a new millennium. Or that there are probably more people now who think he’s a wise man than there are who think he’s a con man. I knew it would happen, but the aspect of it that I derive the most joy from is not the fact that it did happen, or that I was right, or even that I had the privilege to be “along for the ride,” so to speak, but that Anton lived long enough to witness it happening. A lot of great men don’t live long enough to see such a massive resurgence of interest in their work. Poor Ed Wood, for example, died a few short years before his works were rediscovered and finally embraced as something truly marvelous. I know that LaVey took great pleasure in the fact that a whole new generation looked to him for inspiration, and more so that it was a generation who could really grasp his ideas and apply them, not just part-time dabblers and half-assed occultniks. Like The Doctor always reiterated: timing is everything. 
LaVey lived long enough to enjoy the sweetest vengeance one can exact upon one’s detractors: success. Of course, he had always been a success; anyone who lives on their own terms and by their own law is a success. Even during LaVey’s self-imposed exile (a time when he cut himself off from practically everything), his books stayed in print and continued to sell, and his name was still good copy. The media was still hounding him, and Geraldo Rivera was offering him six figures to show his face on camera. But LaVey’s success of recent years is really the “fuck you” variety of success; the sort that definitively says to any remaining detractors, “I’m right, you’re wrong. I win, you lose.” LaVey departed the arena a winner. He was a very happy, extremely satisfied man; and never more so than since the birth of his son, Xerxes LaVey. I’m only sad that he didn’t have more time with the boy, and vice versa. 
Over the years I’ve heard a lot of horrible things about Anton LaVey. Some of them were true, and some of them weren’t. I won’t bother to confirm or deny any of the rumors, gossip, hearsay, or other assorted speculation about the man. Instead, I'll simply say this: 
There are certain historical figures around whom a myth evolves, and by its very nature the myth constitutes a far greater truth than any actuality ever could. It’s been said that history is truth that eventually becomes a lie, and that myth is a lie that eventually becomes truth. I feel lucky to have known Anton Szandor LaVey. I experienced him as both an actuality and on the level of myth - and I can truthfully say that the actuality of LaVey was far beyond anything his myth could ever be, no matter how wild or lurid. I miss the Old Man. 
 
HELLFIRE ON HOLLYWOOD BOULEVARD: A CONVERSATION WITH KARLA LAVEY 
On October 31, 2017, nearly two decades to the day after the death of Anton LaVey, an event was held in Hollywood to memorialize his life. It was largely an exhibit of the photos Walter Fischer had taken of him, which were featured in the book California Infernal. Alf Wahlgren had brought these photos over from Sweden, along with a collection of rare LaVey memorabilia. 
Other participants contributed items from their own collections. Glenn Danzig shared his collection of Sixties men’s magazines featuring articles on the Church of Satan, and photo spreads of naked witches. Howie Pyro kicked in some more of the same. The delightful Evil Wilhelm schlepped over LaVey’s old organ, and I contributed one of LaVey’s black caps; which he had given to me because he said, “it never really fit quite right.” 
The event, put on by Lethal Amounts, was held in a virtually unknown venue on Hollywood Boulevard. In the golden age of the silver screen, it had been a speakeasy owned by Rudolf Valentino and, as such, had the requisite secret passages and hidden chambers. Providing the evening’s soundtrack was Matt Skiba (Alkaline Trio and Blink 182) as DJ. I had suggested he play a few of LaVey’s favorite songs such as Irving Berlin’s “Stay Down here Where You Belong” by Tiny Tim and “Tomorrow Belongs to Me” from Cabaret; and he gladly added them to his set list. 
The event quickly sold out and was featured as a cover story in the LA Weekly. It was a two-tiered event. The general admission ticket allowed access to everything on the first floor: all the exhibits, the music and a few ritualistic performances. But for $50 more, attendees could go upstairs to a secret cabaret and spend some time with Kenneth Anger, Karla LaVey, and myself. Tickets for this sold out immediately. 
At the entrance to the Sub Rosa club was a huge grandfather clock, which, when pulled aside became a door opening to a stairway leading still further up. If the downstairs area was Valentino’s speakeasy, this aspect of the venue must have been reserved for the A-List. There was a massive chandelier, which, at the push of a button, would plunge five feet down and spring back into place. Also, at the push of a button, panels slid open to reveal cubicles in which nude women once posed. It was an actual relic of the decadent Hollywood that I’d read about in the first printing of Hollywood Babylon at age 15. Could anything be more perfect? 
Ken was to be the headliner, of course. The Star. Karla had the second billing, and I was to be the opening act. The plan had been that the event’s organizer would interview me on stage then conduct a Q&A with the audience. Then Karla would speak, then Anger (both doing Q&As). But that didn’t happen. 
Someone came around to gather Karla and I together and said, “It’s time for you two to go on stage.” Dumbfounded, Karla asked, “Both of us at the same time?” “Yes,” she was told, “it’s getting late.” Karla had obviously mapped out in her mind an overview of what she’d wanted to say about her father, and this scenario threw a major monkey wrench into it. But Karla was a seasoned public speaker and served as a public spokesman for her dad for many years, so adapted to the lastminute circumstance. 
I began chatting with her as though we’d both just met on the street, and it took off from there. We both had so many shared memories and experiences that it all seemed like a kind of family reunion. And I think that’s what the audience took away from it; an intimate glimpse into the life, personality and character of Anton LaVey from two people who knew him well. 
BOYD RICE: Hey, good to see you again. 
KARLA LAVEY: You too. We haven’t seen each other in like twenty years. It was Halloween night, hard to believe! We were at my father’s house - this was a very usual Halloween at our house over the last few years of my father’s life - and all the kids from the Catholic high school would come throw eggs on our house. We didn’t go out, it was like amateur night, so we would have to sit there and listen to the police radio with all the calls coming in. We'd hear the screams and then we’d hear CRACK! There were all the eggs. We had these big long hoses, so Boyd and I went out and we would take turns going out to clean up. 
BOYD RICE: LaVey said, “People think Halloween would be my favorite holiday of the year, it’s not. Halloween is amateur night. I’m living out my desires every single day of the year; these chumps play dress up one night a year and who do they take out their anger on? Me! They come by and throw eggs at this house, which they should respect on this of all days.” 
Me and Karla would take turns going out. I’d go out for a half hour, then I’d come in and she’d go out. He had a fence in front of the Black House, and it was your typical chain-linked fence, but it had wood slats down it. Because of the streetlights it was well-lit out front, but if you were behind those slats, you could be this close to somebody [demonstrates the space between him and Karla] and they didn’t know you were there. 
So I would watch people get out of these cars with a carton of eggs, they would distribute them amongst themselves, and they would say, “Okay, we'll all throw them at once, and then we’ll run and get into the car and take off really quick.” I’d wait until they all had eggs in their hands, and I’d say, “WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING?” And they’d go “Ahhhh!” They’d drop their eggs and run straight to the car and scoot off. That was Halloween for us, that was our Halloween. 
KARLA LAVEY: Tell them about the time that you painted the house - the house went through different changes. At one time it was sort of mustard colored with brown trim, that was really ugly, but it was a deterrent. When we first moved in, when I was about four and a half years old, the house was all white in the front. We bought the house because my father had always wanted a Victorian house. It had thirteen rooms, it had been used as a speakeasy and it had all these trapdoors and everything. It’s what he always wanted. He found it on California Street. 
Before that we lived on 47th Avenue by Playland at the Beach. I’d be in the crib and I’d hear the screams of the children on the rollercoaster. So, we went from there and we moved to California Street when I was about four and a half years old. After about a year of being there my father painted the house black, but of course you couldn’t buy black house paint in those days, so he used submarine paint. 
BOYD RICE: I think me and an artist named Harvey Stafford painted the front of it. Anton and I were coming home from a restaurant really late one night and the way the light looked on it you could see the paint was peeling off. He said, “I really should take better care of this house, it’s been so good to me over the years.” And I said, “Hey, I’ve painted houses, I could paint your house.” And he said, “No, no, no. You’re an artist, I can’t ask you to paint a house.” I said, “I’d love to!” 
So, this guy Harvey Stafford joined me, we got some paint and a long, long ladder. We had to actually rent it and carry it down Geary Street all the way to California Street. It was like a death-defying job. Some of the wood pillars were just rotting and we sort of filled those in with putty; replaced some of the wood. He was extremely happy with it. I don’t know how long it lasted. 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: Who bought the paint? 
BOYD RICE: We bought it. Harvey had painted houses too, professionally at some point, so he bought what he thought was the best paint. 
KARLA LAVEY: I think my father painted it the first time. He’d paint everything. Before he had parties, he’d go through and he’d paint the entire house, and he said he did it because it felt so great afterward to see how wonderful everything looked. 
When the inside of my MercedesBenz started falling apart, he had me repairing the inside of it with duct tape and contact paper. We used contact paper for everything. Before we had a marble tombstone, we had this piece of wood that we had covered with marble contact paper. 
BOYD RICE: Some of the painting inside of the house, like inside the kitchen, was peeling and cracking. I remember when Ken Anger was staying there, he’d walk around with a big black Sharpie and if there was a chip in the paint or a crack, he would take it out and mend it. He would keep saying, “Aesthetics is everything, aesthetics is everything.” 
KARLA LAVEY: Yeah, he would go over the paint. Upstairs was my room and I had painted it this green color, it wasn’t the greatest green color in the world, and this had lasted me since I was a child. So, he went in and he added on these sort of chartreusey colors and made it really cool. He brought his own curtains with him and they were floor to ceiling. 
When we went through this thing where we had to keep my father in the house, I was doing real estate at the time. This man, who is a friend and also my real estate broker, was trying to buy the house and had these mortgage guys looking at it. We went outside to the backyard and I took them down the rickety old back stairs, where the lion used to live and then the doberman pinschers would live back there. It was all overgrown and he said, “This is a dungeon! How could we give a loan on this?” 
So there were some problems there. Ultimately everything did work out and he was able to get the house so that my father was able to stay there for the rest of his life. That’s when Diane was suing him for palimony. That was a horrible ordeal and that’s when Ken moved in with us for about a year. That’s when he put up all of those curtains. 
Upstairs we had a railing and it was a brown color, but Ken painted over the brown color railing. He got some shiny paint. He put this really thick coat of paint over it, he covered everything up and made it perfect. It looked like stone! 
There was an article in TIME Magazine, it was like 1970, and it was called “The Occult Revolution” or something like that. There were photographs of all of us in San Francisco, and there was one photograph that has all of us and we’re wearing these papier-maché heads. I was in the center and I always wore the boar’s head, the white boar’s head, and I was wearing a lavender Baphomet because I used to make them. 
They were originally made by these people that had a really beautiful shop called Noir in San Francisco. They were the first ones to do these really elaborate things in enamel. They were the first ones that did our trapezoid jewelry and trapezoid ashtrays. Because, before the Church of Satan, it was a great big trapezoid. My father originated The Law of the Trapezoid. 
Anyway, then they started making the original Baphomet symbols. There was no place to have them made, so this store made them for us, end they were very good friends of ours. They’d go to the circus with us end everything. Then they taught Diane how to make them with a stylus, so we would do that. I’d do it too to make a little extra money while I was going to high school. So, some were made by Diane and some were made by me. It was a lot of fun making them, I always think of doing them again. I still have one of the kilns. 
BOYD RICE: Your father told me that the very first few Baphomets were made by Kurt Saxon. 
KARLA LAVEY: He made some other little things that were made out of enamel. 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: I have a question. I’ve heard that when a new person enters the Black House that there was a whole spectacle when they entered. Can you speak to that? 
BOYD RICE: Ok, I know exactly what you mean. I read when I was a kid - there was an issue of Man, Myth & Magic that featured the Church of Satan, had a beautiful picture of Karla on the back of the magazine. Groovy picture. I used to look at those pictures forever when I was a kid. There was a description of the house that said the Church of Satan library has signs on the bookshelves that say: “ANYBODY CAUGHT REMOVING BOOKS FROM THESE SHELVES WILL HAVE THEIR HANDS AMPUTATED.” 
KARLA LAVEY: I still have those. 
BOYD RICE: I thought, that is so cool! 
KARLA LAVEY: That’s how he felt. That was for real. He believed in the Code of Hammurabi: an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. 
BOYD RICE: The first night I came over there - going there is a spectacle - Blanche answers the door and she has this wolfdog, this snarling wolfdog that she’s barely able to hold back with two hands. 
KARLA LAVEY: You mean Bathory? 
BOYD RICE: Yeah. And she’d lead you into this room and then say, “The Doctor will be with you shortly.” You're sitting in this purple room all alone, and there on the bookshelves were those signs. I thought, Wow! This is the place I used to read about when I was thirteen years old! 
So, I’m sitting there waiting for the man to appear and I hear this weird noise. I’m thinking what the hell is going on? And then I see something moving. The entire fireplace just opens up and he crawls from a hole in the ground. 
KARLA LAVEY: I have that fireplace! 
BOYD RICE: He looked like some sort of bat creature. It was quite stunning, a wonderful way to meet Anton Szandor LaVey! 
KARLA LAVEY: He © built that fireplace. There was that trapdoor, it was all open there. He built a frontispiece for it which was like a phony fireplace, and he put those logs in it that you could light and they would change color. 
He would open it up and people would be sitting there in the purple room and all of a sudden they’d hear this noise and here he’d come, from the basement. There was a storage room under there and a big ladder. So he’d have to crawl up a ladder to come. 
That ladder went all the way to the top of what we’d call Uncle Enar’s room. Uncle Enar was my sort of imaginary friend when I was a little girl that my father made up for me. So now we had a sect, we used to say, a sect of Enarians. Uncle Enar was a cyclops. Our friend Jim Osborne said, “It’s the see all, know all, Enarians.” And nobody really knows who the Enarians are, not even the Enarians [laughs]. 
BOYD RICE: I knew Jim Osborne; he was a comic artist who did bizarre profiles in underground comics in the Sixties. He had been friends with the family in the Sixties - throughout the Sixties - and after anything Isaid Jim would say, “You know who you need to meet is Anton LaVey. He’s into exactly everything you're into. He likes Tiny Tim, likes Ed Gein.” I thought, well it’s a small town, San Francisco, so eventually our paths will cross. And they did. 
I think about a year before I met him, I saw his Jaguar at Cala Foods with the personalized license plate that said SZANDOR and I thought, I wonder if that’s Anton LaVey’s car? I sat there for a long time waiting for him to come out. I was an alarm agent and I got a call on the radio and had to go to the site of a break in. I thought, well that wasn’t Anton LaVey’s car, but it turns out it was. 
KARLA LAVEY: I met Jim Osborne around 1971 and he was working at a theater, through a man I had met at a place that I had worked called Originals by Nature that sold gemstones. I’d drive out a few days a week Wharf, which is now where the Ana Mandara Restaurant is located; that’s owned by Don Johnson. I was actually at the opening because my boyfriend George Michalski was best friends with Don Johnson. So, there I to Fisherman’s was standing at the opening of this restaurant and this is where I worked when I was 19 years old. 
So anyway, I met Jim from my boyfriend, the man that I had met when I was working at that store. On one of his first phone calls to me, this is around our first date, he said he had this friend that he really wanted me to meet, he thought that I’d get along with him great. I thought, why are you so hot for me to meet this guy? So, he took me down to a John Waters movie, the one with the Smell-O-Vision, and Jim Osborne was able to run the projector. He was a projectionist, he worked at all these theaters around there at the time, but he was also an underground cartoonist like R. Crumb and those guys. 
I came down the elevator and I was wearing an orange sweater-skirt and a black and brown top. Jim Osborne always said to everybody afterwards that he thought that I was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. So, we had remained friends after that and he came and visited us when we lived in Florida and said, “Why do you guys live in Florida? It’s so awful here.” We remained friends until he died. He also did the masthead for The Cloven Hoof.
BOYD RICE: Oh wow, I didn’t know that. 
KARLA LAVEY: Oh, and you know about Ken. When I first met Ken, I was very young. When Carnaby Street was first happening, I was a teenager. The Beatles were first starting; all the cool stuff was coming over from England. Ken had lived over there, and he came back, and he was wearing beautiful velvet and velour striped suits and things. He brought us these wonderful gifts; he was just the coolest guy. He became like Uncle Ken; he was a part of our family. 
There was one time when Ken got really messed up on acid. There was a theater in North Beach, and there was an apartment above it. Ken got really whacked out and painted the whole place in red paint. He just poured paint all over it. So, he was taken to jail and my father went to bail him out. Just one of my fond recollections of Ken. He would get really out there sometimes. 
My father didn’t do drugs at all like that, but they were really good friends. They always had this sort of competitive relationship. Ken would come over and he’d bring these records and say, “I really want to play you my records,” and my father would say, “No, I want to play you my records.” Ken brought some things that I would listen to all of the time. He brought a Byrds album that I just loved, and I would dance to it. 
We had this skeleton named Reuben and he had _ Paget’s disease. He had been taken from U.C. up at Parnassus in San Francisco. A doctor that worked there knew that no one wanted him anymore for any medical studies, so he thought he’d be comfortable at our house. Reuben was in this big glass cabinet, and because he had Paget’s disease his head was on this hinge and he could tip his hat, well it wasn’t his hat, it was the top of his head! The top of his head was this crust that was like two inches thick, which is not normal for a skull. He had this really distorted body like he was a hunchback when he was alive. 
We had this Victrola and I’d put on these records that Ken gave us, like the Byrds - which my father never listened to, of course - but I listened to it. So I would dance in the reflection of the glass with Reuben. We had him for years and years. In Witchcraft ‘70 they showed Reuben, and I think my father mentioned in a book that he had Reuben. Well, someone from U.C. saw Reuben and they took Reuben back, so we were just heartbroken. 
BOYD RICE: Yeah there are photos of him. When you were saying that it reminded me of a Ken Anger story. You were mentioning the horrible separation - 
KARLA LAVEY: He brought over War of the Roses to show my father, “You just have to see this!” Because it was like him and Diane. 
BOYD RICE: The story I remembered is like some big divorce movie. I don’t know if it was War of the Roses or Kramer Vs. Kramer or something. But Ken says, “You've got to watch this movie, with what you’re going through you’ve got to watch this movie.” 
“What’s it about Ken?” LaVey said. 
“It's about this couple going through this really contentious divorce.” 
“I have no interest in seeing that.” 
So Ken said, “Well I’m going to rent it out because you must see it” 
“Don’t rent it out, I’m not going to watch that movie.” 
The next day Ken comes in and he says, “Look what I’ve rented! I’m going to sit here and make you watch this movie.” 
LaVey said, “Ken, I don’t want to watch the movie.” 
“No, you have to.” 
“No! I’m not watching it!” 
When Ken insisted again, LaVey went over to this cabinet, got out this chrome-plated gun with pearl handles, went over to him, held it up to his head and said, “Ken, I’m not watching the movie! Don’t make me do this Ken, DON’T MAKE ME DOIT!” 
Blanche at the time said, “I was sure I was going to be cleaning Ken Anger’s brains off the walls there.” 
KARLA LAVEY: That’s not true! And Blanche never cleaned anything! But one thing that you didn’t mention, Ken made a movie called Invocation of My Demon Brother and my father was the Devil in it. He made it in San Francisco in the Russian Embassy where he had been living at the time. 
My father went down there, and they had these heads that they purchased at Lew Serbin’s on Powell Street a little while before this. My father bought of course the Devil head and the boar’s head. We had a big cat’s head; there was a bird’s head. They used these heads in Invocation of My Demon Brother. 
Mick Jagger did the soundtrack on the moog synthesizer, at the request of Ken. When Mick and Bianca were getting married Ken related this story back to me. Ken said to Bianca, “Why don’t you take that disgusting cross off your neck?” So he had a personal relationship with him. But then after that Mick Jagger came out with his song “Sympathy for The Devil.” 
BOYD RICE: Do you still have your DeLorean? 
KARLA LAVEY: Yes I do, right next to the ‘387 Cord. 
BOYD RICE: Yeah, because I used to hear stories. There weren’t any DeLoreans in San Francisco, and when you and your father would pull into Glenn County to go to a gas station the doors opened up and looked like big bat wings or something. When people saw that pulling in it looked like something from outer space, and when the doors opened people would stop what they were doing and just come and look. 
KARLA LAVEY: People would come out, even if it was five in the morning and I'd go take it to a gas station. It would be late at night and I'd get out and there’d be all of these people all around the car! Where’d these people come from? What do they do, peer out their windows all night? 
The DeLorean was my car, but people assumed it was my father’s. I let him drive it, he loved to drive the car. So, we’d go places together and he’d say, “I want to drive the DeLorean.” It had such big seats I think he was more comfortable, because a DeLorean is really made for a six-foottall man, and my father was six feet tall. I'd have to put a pillow behind my back and put a sweater under myself to drive. And it would always break down in the worst places, like in the middle of the projects or something. They were not the most reliable of cars, but my father loved that car. 
He wanted me to park in front of the house, even when it would rain. But then of course I’m the one that has to go out and deal with fixing the car. When it would break down my father would say to me, “Well the car doesn’t like you.” He wanted it to be his car! People would always think it was his, even if I was driving. If we left it with a valet, the valet would come around and bring it to him and give him the keys! 
Material things - their atoms and molecules - had their feelings to him. All of the things that he’d had since childhood, he was very possessive of them. They meant something more to him than being just objects. He felt like they were good luck for him. They were an - actual part of him. 
When Diane left, she wanted to take all these things from him, and she was threatening that the Sheriff's department would come in. He had his stuffed jaguar, which I have now. He treasured these things, they meant so much to him. He said, “If the Sheriffs department tries to come in and take Igor, itll be over my dead body!” 
BOYD RICE: I went over one time and he had a briefcase and he set it on my lap. He opened it up and it was a sniper rifle in parts that you had to put together. He said, “Boyd, in your lap is the world’s finest sniper rifle. I could take a lug nut off the tire of a car two blocks away with this.” The separation was really ugly; he was expecting that the police would be sent in to take stuff away. He was saying, “If I have to burn this place down, they aren’t taking anything.” 
KARLA LAVEY: My boyfriend George came over and saw my father; my father had one little pistol strapped to his leg and he’s got one strapped along his chest. He said, “Why does your dad have to wear all of that? He’s scary enough as it is.” 
BOYD RICE: Well the story ’'d heard was that he started carrying all the time after there was a weird woman outside of the house. Do you remember this story? 
KARLA LAVEY: Well that was more than once. 
BOYD RICE: I’d heard this story that there was this weird woman wearing a white diaphanous gown standing in front of the house all day long. Diane went someplace, noticed this woman, and she came back, and the woman was still there. Zeena, who was a little girl, came home from school and the woman was still there. She said to Diane, “There’s this weird woman out there,” and Diane said, “Yeah, she’s been out there all day long.” 
When LaVey wakes up they tell him that there’s this strange woman, she looks a little creepy, and she’s been out there all day. He said, “I'll go out and have a word with her and send her off.” So, he walks up and says, “I have a lot of friends on the S.F.P.D., I used to work with them. Please leave right now or I'll have to make a phone call.” 
He started feeling this weird sensation in his stomach. He looked down and this woman was stabbing him repeatedly, but she had a blunt knife, like a butter-knife or something. So, he got completely bruised up, and he eventually threw her on the ground and sat on her and said, “Diane, call the cops! This woman’s nuts!” 
At the time that I knew LaVey, this woman was still in a psychiatric hospital and would still send him letters every single week. I was told that after that he never left the house without a gun on him someplace. 
KARLA LAVEY: I drove him up to Stow Lake, he sometimes liked to drive around Stow Lake and look at the birds and everything. He wanted to stop, there’s a restroom down at the bottom below the boathouse. And he turns to me and he pulls this little pistol out of his pocket and hands it to me, saying, “Here, hold this while I go take a leak.” That was common stuff. 
BOYD RICE: Yeah, and another gun story. He at one time told me that every window in his house was hooked up, booby trapped, with a shotgun. So, if anybody tried to enter the thing, he said they’d be cut in half by the shotgun. 
I told him the story that had been in the news: some liquor store guy in Florida had been robbed repeatedly, so he hooked up a car battery to the grates, the metal bars that people were always taking off to come in and rob him. The next guy that tried to rob him grabbed onto these bars to take them off; he was electrocuted and fell down dead. Not only did the owner go to jail for that, he was sued by the dead man’s family for everything he owned. 
When he was telling me the story about the booby-trapped window, I told him that story, and he said, “Yeah, I suppose that could happen... If they found a body.” 
KARLA LAVEY: The same Mercedes I was talking about earlier; people would always try to steal the emblem. It had been tampered with sometimes. My father said, “Okay, I’ve got an idea.” They used to sell these razors that they’ve since discontinued, it was like a strip of razor. He got it and very carefully glued the strip of razor around the circle of the Mercedes-Benz emblem, so that when somebody took their finger to try and get it up, they wouldn’t be able to do it because they’d cut their hand. Occasionally I’d go out and try to look in there and I’d see blood all over the place. So, I continued to make those, and I was able to hang onto the Mercedes emblems for way longer. Eventually they’d get them, but it worked pretty well. 
BOYD RICE: I had meant to bring what LaVey called his Necronomicon: the Johnson Smith catalogue. It’s a turn of the century catalogue full of these bizarre hoaxes, pranks; bad jokes - and they’re usually intended to cause extreme pain to somebody, to the great delight of everybody else onlooking. They always called that person “the victim,” and they’d always say, “Wait until you see the look of consternation on your victim’s face.” 
It had things like the Dying Pig, which is a rubber pig you blow up and then as the air starts to go out it makes this awful noise that sounds like a dying pig. It shakes, falls down on its legs, and it falls down on one side. There was the Anarchist Stink Bomb, which was said to cause more consternation than Limburger cheese. 
He liked these things so much that he actually enlarged these little things out of the catalogue so that they were 8”x10” and had them framed. I remember the Anarchist Stink Bomb was in the kitchen and then there were a few more in some of the bathrooms. There was one, “Free Book for Weak Men,” teaching you how not to masturbate. 
KARLA LAVEY: He liked all of those, the backs of the comic books, the things that you could buy. I was thinking about some of the nasty things that people would do. Somebody once put on our doorstep a baby shark that had been caught out on the beach, and there was some Christian pamphlet with it. My father felt so sorry for it, he took it inside and put it in the bathtub, and then later took it back out to the beach. He hoped it might find its way back. He was always doing things like that with animals; trying to save them and trying to put them back into their natural habitat. 
He had all of the spiders in the house. We had so many spider webs, so many cobwebs. They’d grow so big. Bonnie Banks can tell you that we actually saved one that was in the bathroom. It took up the whole square, like 4’ by 4’, of the bathroom! We stuck it on a big piece of cardboard and put some Saran wrap over it because nobody had ever seen such an enormous cobweb. But he said the spiders were his friends. One day he came back, and he had this great big bite on his leg, it was like hematoma. I said, “What is that?” And he said, “Oh, well I guess one of the spiders.” I said, “One of your friends bit you!”
He loved the spiders. We had a tarantula named Bruno when I was growing up. He let it run down our front hallway and it had its own little cage and everything. We had lots of odd pets. We had capybara for a while; we had a crocodile. 
BOYD RICE: World’s largest rodent by the way, the capybara. It looks like a giant rat but without the tail. 
KARLA LAVEY: What people don’t realize is that we really truly were like an Addams Family. There were a few books out, but they weren’t as evolved as what it turned into, and this was before the TV show. My father refused to watch TV, so whenever anybody would mention The Addams Family on TV it’d kind of bristle him. 
I didn’t realize at the time, I was growing up and this was just our life, but somebody later said, “You know how everybody looked at you, you really were like The Addams Family.” We dressed a little bit differently, but we did wear a lot of black. 
I wore black nail polish before they ever sold it in the stores. I found in my father’s stuff he had some black car touch up paint. My nails were an inch long and I used car touch up paint as nail polish. And I’d put a little pentagram on my face every day to go to school when I was a teenager. 
My picture was on a magazine cover and other stuff all over the world then. ’'d been told by people that I was Elvira before Elvira. Slightly different outfit, but same sort of idea. The real thing though, not a character in a movie. 
BOYD RICE: I love the picture of you it was in the million magazines and on the cover of an Italian magazine, it’s you holding a skull with your chin on it. I looked at that forever when I was thirteen. I was just thinking, Wow, people are living like this! 
KARLA LAVEY: That was taken by these Time LIFE photographers and it was used all over the world. that’s downstairs of my father in front of There’s a photograph the Jaguar car, and a lot of these photos were taken up at the Palace of Fine Arts, we’d go up there a lot for photographs. 
BOYD RICE: We were talking about Halloween earlier. I’ll never forget this one time when we were there for Halloween. Karla shows up and she’s wearing these tightfitting jeans, some brown boots up to about her knees, this tight-fitting t-shirt with spaghetti straps and I think it said Harley Davidson or something. She sat down, she was talking for a long time, we’re having a normal conversation, and she says, “I’m so annoyed that nobody has commented on my Halloween costume! Have you ever seen me wear anything like this in my life?!” And Anton said, “Well no, I was kind of wondering...” She said, “This is what I’m wearing for Halloween!” 
KARLA LAVEY: I guess I thought I was dressed like a regular person [laughs]. 
BOYD RICE: That’s exactly right! Yeah! 
KARLA LAVEY: I don’t even remember that one. 
BOYD RICE: It was a good idea; it was high concept! 
KARLA LAVEY: Thank you, Boyd [laughing]. 
[At this point in the event the floor is open for audience questions] 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: The evolution from the Magic Circle to the Church of Satan and shuttering its windows. What was the timeline? 
KARLA LAVEY: Well it all in the Mid-Fifties. My parents hosted parties, with my started mother Carole as the hostess to the Magic Circle. My father gave lectures on all kinds of subjects: werewolves, vampires; things that were considered occult then. Things like astrology. Back then the only thing that people knew about astrology was that they could read their weekly horoscope in the paper. 
All of these things that at one time were not very popular really became a big thing. So, he gave lectures, did all of these talks, and he did psychic investigations. All of these things that they have TV shows on now. 
Cecil Nixon had Isis and my father was the only one that he gave the secrets to on how to operate her, which was one of the very first artificial human companions. Isis could answer the door for this man Dr. Nixon, he was a character that my father was starting to write a book on but never finished. He gave it to somebody else, all of that information, and they wrote a book on him. 
BOYD RICE: Yeah, Doran Wittelsbach did a very excellent book on Dr. Nixon. It’s small but it’s lavish, it does him justice. Credits your father. Gives credit where credit is due. 
KARLA LAVEY: What people don’t realize is that my father was really well known in San Francisco before all of this as a musician and also as an artist. He and my mother both had their art exhibited in North Beach; they had those art fairs. They were both members of the San Francisco Art Guild and you can still find their names in the very early 1950's. 
My father started painting the year that I was born, in 1952. He did a lot of art his entire life, so we have lots of art that he did, his drawings and everything from when he was a child. He was really an incredible artist, just one of those people that takes the pen and draws anything he sees, and he was really good at it. But he was also good at doing illustration and design work. He did do a real estate sign for his father. 
He was really good with colors and at putting everything together to make them really striking. Whenever I’d be doing some art for a poster or something when I was a kid he’d say, “Hey, do it like this!” He’d have a great big arrow pointing to something, something very large that would really stand out. And he’d say, “Yeah, do it in these colors.” So, when I was real young, he was teaching me all of these really great things. 
He just continued and carried that on throughout his life. He was a great teacher to everyone who was around him. He was very willing to help people and give them information. He said, “My greatest flaw is being too nice.” Sometimes people would take advantage and he’d get upset at what he would find out they’d do with the stuff, or what would turn up in the media. 
BOYD RICE: In his paintings he was able to do some technique that seemed almost iridescent. Like he’d just have a big ol’ fat gal’s face, but it would look sort of iridescent. He saw me looking at one of these one night and he said, “What are you looking at in there?” And I said, “Something about this reminds me of this artist Ivan Albright.” He said, “Tvan Albright! That’s one of my favorite artists! That’s the highest praise I could imagine, and you didn’t even know I was into Ivan Albright! And I didn’t know that you were!” 
It makes sense that we were both into this guy, if you’ve ever seen these paintings. He does things like big huge paintings of doors and they’re just totally iridescent and beautiful looking, but they’re rotting. They’re Just rotting and peeling apart. It’s amazing stuff. They have a huge collection of him in the Chicago museum. 
KARLA LAVEY: I have that painting that you brought up, he took that after one of our family friends. He did have a very special talent. And he did do a lot of skeletons. 
He did this one painting, and he said, “Why do you have that up?” Because I put them all up in my house, and he said, “What would somebody say about that? What would Freud say about that?” Because he’d have these mountains and these very phallic looking things; these skeletons crawling up the mountains. But this was 1952, people didn’t do that kind of stuff then. 
[Hostess announces that there will be two more questions before the Black Mass ritual at midnight] 
KARLA LAVEY: There was one thing I thought of which we were discussing tonight. We were talking about my father and the things he did before the Church of Satan had even started. He was in a lot of the columns for being an artist and everything, as well as for giving those lectures. My father had a reputation for not liking rock and roll music, Boyd knows a lot about the music that he liked too. But my father actually really did like the Beatles when they first started. 
A family friend gave me a scalper’s ticket to see the Beatles at the Cow Palace the first time that they came to the San Francisco Bay Area. My father was concerned about me going alone, so his friend said, “Well, you've got your police pass, why don’t you just accompany her?” So he did, he took me to see the Beatles. And there was oddly enough a seat right next to my seat, it was vacant of all things. All of these girls were just screaming so loud that you couldn’t even hear the Beatles. But anyway, he did go with me and it was in this column: “Anton LaVey took his daughter to go see the Beatles.” 
BOYD RICE: And he was often in Herb Caen’s column. Everybody in San Francisco read Herb Caen’s column to find out what was happening, and LaVey was always interesting news. So, he was really well known there before he broke out into the rest of the United States. Always a figure around the city. 
KARLA LAVEY: As far as music that he liked, he liked Mrs. Miller, that was one of his favorites. 
BOYD RICE: We've got some Mrs. Miller on the playlist, “A Hard Day’s Night.” 
KARLA LAVEY: And Tiny Tim. I actually met Tiny Tim because my boyfriend George was called to accompany him at the Great American Music Hall. He said, “I did it for you, I did it for your birthday present because I had this chance to play with Tiny Tim.” 
We spent the entire evening with Tiny Tim after; he was such a great guy. We talked and Tiny Tim said that he was totally up for coming back to San Francisco and doing a recording, like an EP, with my father. It was the only night of the year that I couldn’t reach my father! I kept calling him, we were waiting all night for him. I kept calling and calling and calling. This is before cellphones, so it wasn’t easy. And I couldn’t reach him. Turns out it was one of the only nights of the year that he went to somebody else’s house for dinner. 
Karen Greenlee was at that dinner, known for being the unrepentant necrophile. She originally met my father when I took her with Jim Osborne to spend Christmas evening with him in 1992. Blanche going to be going to see her family and I was going to see some relatives. I Was wanted someone for my father to hang out with, and he thought it'd be interesting to meet Karen Greenlee. 
his was like one of the greatest nights of Karen Greenlee’s entire life, she finally found somebody that really understood her. She told him her entire story and said that he was somebody that she could really speak her heart to, somebody that completely understood. They became good friends after that. They’d eat ice cream. She said, “I have such fond memories of eating ice cream sundaes with your father, and the snake’s head bobbing while your father played the keyboards. ” 
BOYD RICE: Karen Greenlee was in the headlines sometime in the Eighties because she worked at a mortuary, working with cadavers, and she would have sex with them. She fell in love with this one cadaver, stole his body and a hearse; drove up into the mountains. She was missing for days. The police finally found her laying next to this cadaver in this hearse. She was in the headline news. 
She lived in Sacramento. Everybody in Sacramento would go, “There’s that girl who fucks corpses.” So, my friend Jim Morton wrote to her and said, “You should move away from Sacramento and come to San Francisco, there are a lot of people who would like to meet you.” 
So she did. She met all of these accepting people, became friends with all of the cool people on the scene in San Francisco. And she now lives in Colma, which is an entire city of graveyards. The city council puts out a bumper sticker that says: “IT’S GREAT TO BE ALIVE IN COLMA.” 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: I’m reading the biography of your father and there a lot of details that I’m curious if they’re true or not. One of them is that he grew up with a tail until his teens? 
KARLA LAVEY: Yes, that’s absolutely true. Both of my parents had tails. That was one of the reasons that they wouldn’t take him into the military. Both of my parents had to have their tails removed. 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: The other story is that he met Marilyn Monroe while he was playing organ at the Mayan and that they had an affair, is that true? 
KARLA LAVEY: I wasn’t alive then, so that one I can’t vouch for. I was alive and there when Jayne Mansfield came to our house. My father said, “People said that my ex-wife resembled you, that she was like a miniature you.” And she said, “Well, why settle for a miniature when you can have the real thing?” She was quite a character. 
She came to our house right after her USO tour and she would leave her clothing there because she wanted to come back and spend more time with my father. I was a kid, I was a teenager, and I’d be on the phone a whole lot; she would call and break in with emergency phone calls. 
She would call from all over the world, she would be off with some prince in some foreign country having dinner, and she’d have them bring a telephone to their table. She’d call him from all over the place. These photos that you’re seeing tonight she actually commissioned of her and my father. She wanted him to come down to the Pink Palace and have photographs taken with her. 
AUDIENCE MEMBER [TO BOYD}: Given all of the aesthetic value you gave to your musical projects, was that in any way inspired by the aesthetics of the Church? 
BOYD RICE: No, I was well onto the way of doing that before I met LaVey. I was in this weird milieu where people would just stand on stage with a synthesizer or something and do absolutely nothing. And I thought, if I was going to go see a concert, I would want it to appear like I'd stumbled into some bizarre ceremony or secret ritual. So I wanted it to be more ritualistic. 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: Was it something that LaVey did appreciate? 
BOYD RICE: He did appreciate the aesthetic of it. What I was doing wasn’t his cup of tea and he never really got it, but when I played him the Live in Osaka video he said, “This is perfect! This is the most Satanic thing I’ve ever seen!” 
The other thing that I showed him that he thought was the most Satanic thing he’d ever seen was a Marc Almond video called “A Lover Spurned,” whichis a brilliant video by the way. Marc Almond actually contacted me, he was supposed to meet me, and he was asking people, “If I meet Boyd can he induct me into the Church of Satan?” And I figured, yeah. I didn’t have the authority to do that, but I thought, I’m going to do this, this is a guy who LaVey would like. So I did it. 
I told LaVey about it and he said, “Well if you think this is a good guy,” and I said, “Watch this video.” He watched it and he just laughed, and he’d want to see it again. When he liked something, he would just watch it over and over. 
Another weird one he liked: he loved the Sid Vicious “My Way” video. He’d watch it and just laugh, then say, “Play that again, Blanche!” 
 
ASLV: IN HIS OWN WORDS 
Anton LaVey was a master communicator who had the rare gift of distilling his thoughts into concise statements; sometimes brief paragraphs and often just a line or two. And no matter the brevity of his observations, he more often than not conveyed his hallmark black humor; something he found indispensable to a Satanic worldview. 
The following quotations were culled from a wide variety of sources, spanning the years 1966 to 1997. 
 
“Satanism occupies the gray area between psychology and religion.”
 
“T guess the Jesus business must be dying out because for every taunt from religious fanatics there are a hundred letters of praise for what I’m doing.” 
& 
“That’s the great thing about being a Satanist - you can be honestly materialistic without all the bullshit about altruism and spiritual qualities and all-enveloping love for one’s fellow man.” 
 
“I’m essentially a very happy man in an unhappy world, and that makes me dismayed. I see many areas where there doesn’t have to be a problem, but shit disturbers make a point of creating one.” 
& 
“The real fear about Satanism is people might see something they agree with and have to look in the mirror.” 
 
“My only criterion for what constitutes a Satanist is: can they deliver the goods. I’ve always said that Satanism is about ethics, not ethnics. Meaning that every group of people has a small percentage of people who have the makings of a superman. And then there are the people who are natural born shit disturbers and will never be anything other than that. And the largest percentage of any group will always be what Stalin called the stuffing in the mattress.” 
 
“When one loses their sense of discrimination, they become like antsin an anthill.” 
 
“You can dismiss your notion that all members are considered equal, for we have an evaluation process which leaves us no doubt as to the competence of each person.” 
& 
“Do you know what the most disheartening thing in the world to the Devil is? Such things as the ‘unisexual look,’ where you can’t tell the boys from the girls because they dress the same.” 
 
“Satanism as a mass Movement can maintain a Pythagorean standard - a Golden Mean - of aesthetic classicism that could last for a millennium. I am the arbiter of that aesthetic. It celebrates a distinct difference between genders, encouraging heterosexual continuance of the race, yet devoid of changing fashion.” 
& 
“Difference and contrast are Satanic. Homogenization is not. There is no place for visually-mixed gender identification in our world, unless displayed by hermaphroditism in a slide show.” 
 
[In regard to his fetish for having women urinate themselves in public] “I make women wet their pants. I give them an exercise In embarrassment. I allow them to break from convention, while experiencing subjective feelings of humiliation, shame, degradation, and, subjugation... I assume carnal knowledge far beyond the pedestrian effects of rape. I give back their father figure. That is the Satanic.” 
 
“It is my firm conviction that people are not happy unless they are miserable. ” 
 
“The world is full of people who thrive on misery and punishment. Nobody does anything that he doesn’t really want to do, for any length of time. The masochist was clearly made to be flogged, and he will see to it that he is, in one way or another.” 
& 
“I have found that an astounding number of people who complain about all their problems continually and never seem to have anything good to say, become extremely insecure when they are suddenly faced with a solution to their cares or have an unexpected wind-fall. Why? Because there’s no longer anything to complain about!” 
 
“Once one accepts the fact that he is an animal and should feel the same need to retaliate for wrongs done to him, just as his non-articulate fellow creatures do, he’ll not feel the need to ‘get even’ with his mother, teachers, wife, employers, or the hard, cruel world in general for what he went through ten, 20, or even 50 years ago.” 
& 
“The asinine notion that the enemy must be allowed to lose with dignity is a Christian trait which reveals a masochistic need for the frustration of unresolved conflict. A defeated enemy should limp away, nursing his wounds, rubbing his lumps, and beaten in spirit.” 
“We simply feel that ifa person wishes to limit his enjoyment of life by following a self-defeating religion, then that’s his problem. You might say we are smug in our self-satisfaction and take the attitude that we have something others do not have and we’re not about to beg them to let us give it to them.” 
 
“Ideas about superior and inferior are absolute. They transcend race, ethnicity, or even I.Q. Lam a solid advocate of stratification, and that is based upon a person's character and capabilities. Nothing else.” 
 
“The reason why I tolerate useful tdiots is that for better or worse, they’re often a necessity. And they're far superior to the truly useless idiots who outnumber them by a vast margin.” 
& 
“The founding fathers were true carnies. And they were smart enough to know that the American people could never be capable of self-government, so they created a constitution designed to prevent anything from ever really happening. Then they threw in that crap about all mean being ‘created equal’ so that everyone would feel good about themselves. It was a stroke of genius, but pure bullshit.” 
 
“When I hear the term equality, I always remember what Orwell said in Animal Farm: All creatures are created equal, but some are more equal than others.” 
& 
“We are already living in an inept and counterproductive fascist state. Just because it’s in the form of liberalism, none dare call it fascist. But because guilt-ridden liberals make the most irrational fascists, we behold their glorious handy work every day.” 
 
“America was consciously designed not to be a true Democracy, but to give the general public the distinct impression that it was. “One man one vote’ and all that. But the fact of the matter is that the founders had no trust in the American people to be able to handle the responsibility of a true democracy. They were all too familiar with world history and human nature.” 
 
“People are crying and screaming about all the crime and how no one does anything about it, but as soon as a bit of despotism raises its head they whine about that — so do they really know what they want?” 
 
“Then there are the liberals too, who are so hung up on labels themselves that they'll go to their deaths with certain words being taboo. That’s what I’ve found so exhilarating about adopting the term of Satanist. It’s a litmus test and it shows these people up. It reveals: how liberated are they really?” 
& 
“I would definitely say that some of the founding fathers of the United States were what I would classify as de facto Satanists; Benjamin Franklin, for instance. He would tell everyone that he was going to England on a retreat with Franciscan monks, then pay a visit to Francis Dashwood’s Hell Fire Club!” 
 
“If you read a lot of what John Adams wrote, he was no fan of “We the People’. Quite the contrary. And in private conversations he would use the words democracy and mobocracy interchangeably.” 
& 
“We are one of the few contemporary movements who support law and order and are steadfast in our disdain for lawbreakers and the Christian-inspired leniency with regards to them.” 
 
“Satanists are born, not made. A lot of people seem to think that Satanism is a power philosophy of some kind and if they could only learn and understand it, they too could become powerful. Of course that will never happen. You can’t teach a sow’s ear to be a silk purse.” 
 
“Satanism IS Americanism in its purest form, with only the outdated moral codes altered to fit the times, and with recognition of the fact that only if man’s most basic instincts are satisfied can a nation receive his best.” 
 
“In view of the vast numbers of religious leaders defending and expounding the extreme liberal philosophy of the hippie or drug culture, conservative organizations will (and already do) find Satanism far more compatible with their doctrines than they now think it to be.” 
& 
“We're witnessing the early expression, the first stirrings of something that could become truly Orwellian. If these ideas (political correctness) ever became mainstream, laws against thought crimes won’t be far behind.” 
 
“The term politically correct was first coined by the Soviets; Lenin and Stalin. The fact that it’s being resurrected at Berkeley here and now, should be a cause for concern.” 
& 
“Stalin used being politically incorrect as a pretext for putting his imagined opponents in the gulag, or worse. All this stuff coming out of Berkeley seems so silly that it’s treated as a joke, but in a decade or two these same people might become politicians and law makers. No one will be laughing then.” 
 
“In today’s society people paradoxically desire safety, anonymity and security on one hand and lust for recognition, applause and individuality on the other. As things have worked out, most live herd-like vicariously pretending to be someone else.” 
 
“Never before has man been so controllable and so easily programmed while foolishly considering himself more sophisticated than at any time in his development.” 
 
“To better understand the ways of man and deal with him, you must be able to suspend your awareness of what’s really happening and see things through his eyes. In other words, learn to be stupid if it will serve you best.” 
& 
“For the bored and simple, those of little or no accomplishment, those who care little whether they live or die, an enemy is essential. Their validity as human beings is measured not by what they can do or who they are, but by who they are against!” 
 
“If evil were by chance eradicated, the race would die of inertia... at least under existing standards of mental and emotional development.” 
& 
“If God was real, he must have loved idiots - he created so many of them.”
 
“Certainly by the time an individual is old enough to marry and have children he or she should be expected to assume some degree of responsibility for his or her own actions, and not look to God (OR the Devil) for help in pulling themselves out of predicaments they have gotten themselves into, through no one’s fault but their own.” 
 
“The hard cold fact is that most people bring about their own problems.” 
 
“Anyone who can’t make Satanism work, can’t make life work! And he’s just taking up space - space that would be better occupied by an inanimate object that might at least serve some useful purpose for those who don’t expect a free ride.” 
& 
“If we wished to encourage self-annihilation, for one reason or another (e.g., to rid the world of masochists who make life miserable for others), we might consider the possibility of glorifying self-destruction. Public execution chambers would be erected in architectural grandeur similar to that which we see in the imposing churches, cathedrals and temples now.” 
 
“If'a person is a perennial loser, they cannot be expected to know how to safeguard their success, if and when it should arrive.” 
& 
“That’s one very kind trait about the Devil - he tells people exactly what to expect, warns them repeatedly, and then - ONLY after it becomes apparent that they don’t want to be saved, gives them all the help they need to destroy themselves.” 
 
“People? I have very little want of them or need for them. I can count on the fingers of my two hands the people who are regular visitors to my house... and have a lot of fingers left over.” 
 
“Tf there were true justice, stupidity would be painful.” 
 
“There is nothing wrong with being selfish, greedy, and pleasure seeking. What IS wrong though, is to be unaware of your limitations and expect more than you are capable of producing or sustaining.” 
& 
“Hate can be a good thing, if properly directed and honestly admitted.” 
 
“People complain that I’m a misanthrope, but they should be glad I don’t join their activities.” 
& 
“Just trying harder doesn't do any good. You have to BE better! Just because the second place car rental agency tries harder, it doesn’t mean they're going to become first. If they succeed in doing better, then they might have a chance.” 
 
“Countercultures invariably wind up as dominant cultures. When the occult (hidden) becomes fashionable, it is no longer occult. Yet there will always be a Dark Side. It is the natural Satanist who will be drawn to the abyss of difference, whether it be abstract or concrete.” 
 
THE DEATH RUNE 
On more than one occasion I was offered the leadership of the Church of Satan, and on more than one occasion I turned it down. I explained that I was a loner and not a people person; and wouldn’t wish to be the leader of anything regardless of the respect I held for it. LaVey was disappointed, but understood (indeed, far more than I imagined at the time). 
Many months later, we were alone in the Black House, and he gave me a serious stare and said, “I’ve thought long and hard about this, and I can’t help but realize that you are your own man; and that you created yourself in your own image, and carved outa place for yourself in the real world. And that’s why we have the bond we do. So, I can understand that it’s not in your character to simply be the public face of another man’s organization, or the caretaker of anyone else’s ideas. In your place, my reaction would no doubt be identical. And that’s precisely why I think you would be the ideal candidate for Grand Master of the Order of the Trapezoid.” 
I was taken aback, and asked how this could be true when I knew virtually nothing about The Order. “Trust me,” he said, “You know more about it on a purely instinctual level than anyone I’ve known in the past two decades or more. You’re an embodiment of it, a manifestation of it.” I wasn’t sure I knew what he meant. After all, his public pronouncements about The Order had to do with how certain spatial relationships and angles caused extreme disquiet in human beings. That was all true, he told me, but it also served as a smokescreen to confuse those who sought to steal The Order away from him and claim it as their own. It was a tactic of misdirection. Disinformation. 
The true object of The Order was to take the esoteric ideas inherent to occult doctrine from time immemorial and transmute them into something beyond the occult. that outsider Something every nature could apply directly to their own lives and achieve tangible results. Now I was definitely intrigued, albeit still ordained a bit confused. Then he began to explain it. 
“The first night you came to my house, you took off your jacket to pose for pictures just before you left. I was more than a bit shocked to see a patch of the Death Rune on your sleeve. This had been a very personal symbol for me, a secret symbol, for decades. How the hell could a 30-year-old kid be sporting this symbol?” I remember LaVey gazed at the patch and ran his thumb over it. 
“What exactly does this mean to you? Why are you wearing it?” he asked. 
“It’s the 13th rune and is called the Eihwaz rune,” I replied. 
“I’m very familiar with the Death Rune, I was asking what it meant to you personally.” 
“It has to do with balance... the balance the exists between light and darkness, and destructive force, or what creative force some would deem good and evil. I chose it as a personal symbol because it represents my attitude toward life:” 
“Where did you purchase this?” he asked, “Because if you could go back and get me several, I'd greatly appreciate it.” 
I told him that I had produced them myself, and he could have as many as he wanted. 
“Perfect,” he said, “Can I expect to see you back next week, the same time?” 
“I’ll be here with your patches - count on it.” We shook hands and I exited to the night and fog, en route to the deserted bus that carried me down Geary Street. 
I’d just spent maybe 10 hours with one of my childhood heroes, and he did not disappoint. Nor did he simply “live up to expectations.” He was a thousand times beyond anything I could have been led to expect; exponentially funnier, smarter, crueler, harsher than most human beings could begin to fathom. He was like unto a figure from another era... and now he was my friend. And with the accumulation of time, he would become my mentor. 
When I returned the following week, I presented him with the patches; he asked me to wait a few minutes, because he had something for me. After five or ten minutes searching his basement, he returned and presented me with what he said was his first business card. It was a shiny black card cut into the shape of a trapezoid. Printed upon it in silver was his name, Anton Szandor LaVey. Also in silver, at either end of his name, were bats, and in the lower corner, rats. 
At first glance, it seemed a little hokey foraman of LaVey’s stature. But in the next nanosecond I saw it. The placement of the bats at either end of his name simulated a variant of the 13th rune. So I said, within seconds of looking at the card, “The position of the bats seem to transform your name into...” 
“The Death Rune! Exactly! The Death Rune!” He tumed to Blanche Barton and said, “Damn it, Blanche, you have no idea how many numbskulls I’ve given this card to in the past twentyfive years, and all they had to say was that the bats were a bit too corny. I give that same card to Boyd and he recognizes the symbology instantaneously. And he understands it.” I knew then that this was the beginning of a long friendship. And more. 
When LaVey was deep in the weeds of a contentious separation, the San Francisco Chronicle still found him to be good copy. And in one story, reported that he stormed out of court, removed his ever-present SpyderCo Harpy knife from his belt and carved “an obscure occult symbol” into the door of the courtroom. Later that evening, when I asked him what he had carved, his response was simple - “I carved the Death Rune, of course.” 
A good many members of the original Hells Angels chapter of Frisco and Oakland were early C.O.S. members. He introduced them to the works of Milton, which they took quite seriously. He also introduced them to the Death Rune, the wolfsangle. 
When Roger Corman was filming Wild Angels, he asked one of the outlaw bikers to carve a swastika onto the lid of Bruce Dern’s wooden coffin. In his biography, Corman stated that the Angel carved something that looked like a swastika, but was not. What he in fact carved was what LaVey commonly referred to as the Death Rune. 
Call it what you will, the 13th rune, the wolfsangle, the wolfshook or the Eihwaz rune; this was a personal sigil to both LaVey and I. It encapsulated the attitude we both shared towards life. And that is why I think it is the perfect symbol to represent The Order of the Trapezoid. The only symbol. 
While LaVey was still alive there was really no need for The Order of the Trapezoid. When I had met LaVey, I introduced him to my inner circle; which soon became his inner circle. There was Adam Parfrey, who became his publisher. The artist Coop, with whom he could go head to head on topics such as vintage automobiles, early men’s magazines, and so much else. There was artist / archivist extraordinaire, Nick Bougus, who did the LaVey documentary Speak of the Devil. He also used ASLV as narrator of his classic documentary Death Scenes. 
At that time, The Order of the Trapezoid was altogether unnecessary, because any prospective members were people I’d introduced to LaVey, and he was in almost constant contact with them (as was I). And I was in constant contact with LaVey. We were all, to one degree or another, on very much the same page (and had been for some time). At that time, The Order would have seemed a redundancy. 
Two decades after the death of Anton LaVey, the same cannot be said. In the last sixty years the world has changed more drastically than in all the rest of human history combined. The prohibitions placed upon man’s thoughts and actions a mere sixty years ago were part of a monolithic conformist culture ministered over by conservative Bible thumpers. And they have been largely vanquished in the interim. 
The tyrannies of the present age do not emanate from some all-pervasive monolith, but from a splintered, shattered congregation of angry “rebels,” who nonetheless constitute a far more virulent version of all they imagined they were rebelling against to begin with. An ironic object lesson that human nature remains more or less the same, whatever the mask it lurks behind; and however pleasant the facade it projects to the public. Regardless of what human beings publicly proclaim, they always behave true to form. It is a well-known cliché that “everything changes” - this does not. 
But that’s a good thing. If you expect to change the world and transform reality, you’re a fool. You're destined to suffer and deserve to suffer. Now, more than ever, the world of man is a cluster fuck (sans the saving grace of orgasms). It constitutes a descent into chaos beyond anything ever seen in human history; primarily in the realm of human consciousness. And that, too, is a good thing. 
We've heard all too often the platitude about “the one-eyed man in the kingdom of the blind.” We are poised upon the era of the two-eyed man in the kingdom of the blind. For some few, a new world looms within the midst of the ever-accelerating downward spiral of history. Those who recognize that world will dwell therein. As for the rest, who cares? 
 
“I meet people who, egotistically speaking, are like my children. I don’t meet a lot of them, but those people are out there, doing the sort of things that I'd be doing in their place. They can take the ball; I can pass the torch. Easily.” 
- Anton Szandor LaVey 
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