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“He wears a mask, and his face grows to fit it.”

—George Orwell



“Give him a mask, and he will tell you the truth.”

—Oscar Wilde



“Do we really want to give these people the truth, because if they had the truth, what would they do with it?”

—Anton Szandor LaVey







Contents


	Cover

	Title Page

	Copyright

	Dedication

	Epigraph

	Invocation

	I.   A Dark Star Is Born

	II.  Dandy in the Underworld

	III.  6114: House Number of the Beast

	IV.  All the Rage

	V.  The Cold Testament

	VI.  A Good Goddamn

	VII.  Season of the Witch

	VIII.  The Wham of Sam

	IX.  Hell Ain’t a Bad Place to Be

	X.  Anton’s Inferno

	XI.  Re-Animated

	XII. Friends of the Devil

	XIII. Legacy of Evil

	Photos

	Discover More

	Hails

	Sources and Notes

	Also by Doug Brod

	Advance praise for "Born with a Tail"






	Begin Reading

	Table of Contents





Page List


	viii

	ix

	x

	xi

	1

	2

	3

	4

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	28

	29

	30

	31

	32

	33

	34

	35

	36

	37

	38

	39

	40

	41

	42

	43

	44

	45

	46

	47

	48

	49

	50

	51

	52

	53

	54

	55

	56

	57

	58

	59

	60

	61

	62

	63

	64

	65

	66

	67

	68

	69

	70

	71

	72

	73

	74

	75

	76

	77

	78

	79

	80

	81

	82

	83

	84

	85

	86

	87

	88

	89

	90

	91

	92

	93

	94

	95

	96

	97

	98

	99

	100

	101

	102

	103

	104

	105

	106

	107

	108

	109

	110

	111

	112

	113

	114

	115

	116

	117

	118

	119

	120

	121

	122

	123

	124

	125

	126

	127

	128

	129

	130

	131

	132

	133

	134

	135

	136

	137

	138

	139

	140

	141

	142

	143

	144

	145

	146

	147

	148

	149

	150

	151

	152

	153

	154

	155

	156

	157

	158

	159

	160

	161

	162

	163

	164

	165

	166

	167

	168

	169

	170

	171

	172

	173

	174

	175

	176

	177

	178

	179

	180

	181

	182

	183

	184

	185

	186

	187

	188

	189

	190

	191

	192

	193

	194

	195

	196

	197

	198

	199

	200

	201

	202

	203

	204

	205

	206

	207

	208

	209

	210

	211

	212

	213

	214

	215

	216

	217

	218

	219

	220

	221

	222

	223

	224

	225

	226

	227

	228

	229

	230

	231

	232

	233

	234

	235

	236

	237

	238

	239

	240

	241

	242

	243

	244

	245

	246

	247

	248

	249

	250

	251

	252

	253

	254

	255

	256

	257

	258

	259

	260

	261

	262

	263

	264

	265

	266

	267

	268

	269

	270

	271

	272

	273

	274

	275

	276

	277

	278

	279

	280

	281

	282

	283

	284

	285

	286

	287

	288

	289

	290

	291

	292

	293

	294

	295

	296

	297

	298

	299

	300

	301

	302

	303

	304

	305

	306

	307

	308

	309

	310

	311

	312

	313

	314

	315

	316

	317

	318

	319

	320

	321

	322

	323

	324

	325

	326

	327

	328

	329

	330

	331

	332

	333

	334

	vi

	i

	ii

	iii







Invocation

“PLEASE dim the lights.”

So commands the black-caped high priest, six feet tall and solidly built, an ebony Van Dyke customized to expose the philtrum just below his nose. Improbably peaked eyebrows cap inky, squinting orbs that are bookended by vaguely pointy ears. Around his neck hangs a large round pendant. His sinister appearance evokes that of Ming the Merciless, the enemy of intergalactic comic-strip hero Flash Gordon, or really any number of villains from the golden age of pulp magazines. That malevolent countenance is belied, however, by a somewhat comical headpiece, which features four-inch horns protruding from both sides and an exaggerated widow’s peak, the material’s frayed edges suggesting the wear and tear from a decade’s worth of aggressive trick-or-treating.

He stands before a stone fireplace on whose purple velvet–covered mantel a red-tressed woman lies face-up, barely covering her nakedness with a leopard-print blanket. Candles stuck into human skulls limn the contours of her pulchritude. Over the mantel hangs a large round sign, a rendering of a goat’s head inside an inverted pentagram whose five points hit on the Hebraic letters lamed, vav, yod, tav, and nun, spelling out “Leviathan”: a sea monster, the Devil. It’s the sigil of Baphomet, the same image that’s on the priest’s medallion, whose two upward points symbolize the duality that sustains natural processes—negative/positive, masculine/feminine, push/pull—and three downward points represent the rejection of Christendom’s Holy Trinity.

In this makeshift chapel tucked inside a black Victorian house on an otherwise ordinary residential street in San Francisco, California, taxidermized owls, ravens, and rats bear witness to the infernal rite from their perches high upon shelves, while a real, live five-hundred-pound lion named Togare lets out the occasional roar and slaps a paw against his backyard cage.

The minister bangs a gong. A pretty blonde woman, his domestic partner, holds a brass chalice. With a large open book in one hand and a bell in the other, he rings to “the four cardinal points of the compass: Satan meaning fire, Belial meaning earth, Lucifer meaning air, and Leviathan meaning sea and water.”

He then replaces the bell with a sword, pointing again. “Nomine Satani Lucifer excelsis,” he chants in an accent of discordant origin, more Fargo twang than Hades bellow. “In the name of our great god Satan Lucifer, I command thee to come forth and bestow your blessing upon thee.” He twirls the sword overhead.

The latter “thee” of his incantation are otherwise known as John Raymond, a thirty-five-year-old journalist, and twenty-six-year-old Judith Case, a former New York socialite who works for a pension consultancy. Raymond, graying and handsome, with a dark curl drooping over his forehead, wears a dark turtleneck sweater and herringbone blazer. The brunette Case, sporting a modish short haircut with bangs, is draped in a smart black wool dress. That same round pendant rests on their chests.

Raymond places on her finger a ring in the shape of an ankh, the Egyptian hieroglyphic symbol of life.

“Your vows being made by intent,” the minister intones, “by the power of Satan, I now confer the possession of each other upon you.” He tells Raymond to “take this woman.” And he takes her all right, stretching out his left arm to pull her toward him, grabbing her neck and locking her into a theatrically extended kiss.

“Rege Satanis!” exclaims Lucifer’s apprentice, Latinizing the phrase “Reign, Satan!”

The clergyman reads to all assembled the poem “Resurrection” by morbid pulp-fiction writer and poet Clark Ashton Smith. Then “Hymn to Pan,” by occultist Aleister Crowley: “Thrill with lissome lust of the light! O man! My man! Come careening out of the night.”

Next, he chants in Enochian, an esoteric language that originated in sixteenth-century England. At one point the minister blesses his guests with a phallus (not real) before letting out a sigh of relief at the conclusion of the service.

“Well, that’s it,” he utters. Mission accomplished.
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Anton Szandor LaVey, the high priest of the Church of Satan, performed this fifteen-minute ceremony no fewer than five consecutive times that night, under oppressively hot lights, for the benefit of television cameras and international news agencies.

In addition to church members, those assembled at this devilish wedding, held on the evening of Tuesday, January 31, 1967, in LaVey’s residence at 6114 California Street in the Richmond District, included a few notable personalities. Among them: Fritzi Armstrong, owner of the Metaphysical Town-Hall bookshop and a leading San Francisco astrologer since the early 1940s; writer Lenore Kandel, whose collection The Love Book had recently been found in violation of state obscenity codes for containing the poem “To Fuck with Love”; and singer-actress Barbara McNair, hobbling on crutches, her broken foot in a cast, a pink ribbon around a toe. Where was Allen Ginsberg? Alas, the eminent Beat poet was a last-minute no-show.

More than fifty journalists and photographers—including Joe Rosenthal, who shot the iconic picture of the US Marines raising the flag on Iwo Jima at the end of World War II—crowded into the small living room of this black-painted townhouse for a ceremony that left the rickety place a shambles. “Reporters clustered in knots around each authentic guest they could find,” an observer noted, “and sometimes interviewed one another by mistake.”

At one point during the evening, a wailing fire truck stopped in front of the house, and out leaped firemen brandishing axes. False alarm.

After the service, Lois Murgenstrumm, the twenty-one-year-old woman atop the fireplace, asked for a glass of water. “It was awfully hot up there on the altar,” she said. LaVey later clarified that she wasn’t lying on the altar: “She is the altar.” The altar, he explained, shouldn’t be a “cold, unyielding slab of sterile stone or wood. It should be a symbol of enthusiastic lust and indulgence.”

Through a gap-toothed grin, he described the wedding as being “conceived not in heaven but in hell, which is the mold from which heaven was cast, and which has kept religion alive from the beginning.” But was this service, billed as the first Satanic wedding, even a wedding? The couple, after all, hadn’t bothered to get a marriage license.

“I am an ordained clergyman in the Satanic Church, which I founded and which the law may not recognize,” LaVey said.

“I did it just as a favor,” LaVey told one reporter. “They’re still going to have to go down to City Hall and dish out two dollars to make it official.”

Raymond admitted to reporters he had been married twice before. “They were both Christian weddings. The lions demolished the Christians years ago. We get along fine without them,” he explained, before adding, “I look forward to a nice life now, indulging vigorously in the seven deadly sins.”

In interviews with the assembled press, Raymond—who had worked for the left-leaning Sunday Ramparts, the Honolulu Advertiser, and the Christian Science Monitor—replied to a bunch of other questions with cynically evasive answers, such as “Do you mean what religion I was raised in or what religion did I raise?” Radically minded, he responded to one query by launching into a political tirade: “This marriage is as valid as the war in Vietnam or the treaties we have with other countries. The state doesn’t recognize the Satanic Church and until it does, I don’t recognize the state.”

For the reception, guests repaired to a subterranean bar, carefully descending via ladder through a trapdoor. “As you step off the last rung of the ladder and turn around in the semi-darkness, you are confronted by a strange sight,” went one report, “a full-size effigy of a man in a sailor suit. Extended from its open fly is an enormous erect penis.” After entering this room, which LaVey called “the Den of Iniquity,” guests toasted the newlyweds with glasses of vodka punch containing mandrake root—an aphrodisiac—and scented with eucalyptus oil.

The San Francisco Examiner reported that astrologer and sexologist Gavin Arthur, grandson of twenty-first US president Chester Alan Arthur and a presumed LaVey pal, had presented the couple with a black cat named Pisces. (An indignant Arthur soon wrote to the paper, “I had nothing to do with these people, let alone giving them a gift.”)

One journalist noted that LaVey’s sense of humor was in evidence by a sign on the bathroom door, which from one angle read “Men,” and from another, “Women.” “Inside, above the toilet, is a placard taken from an old theater: ‘Ladies remain seated during the entire performance.’” Before the ceremony, reporters interviewed Raymond and Case as they stood in front of one of the parlor’s more whimsical accoutrements: a display case containing what appeared to be a human skeleton with the top of its skull separated as if it were tipping its cap.

Considering the turnout, it’s no surprise the wedding made the news all over the world, appearing on front pages from Stockton, California, to Huddersfield, England, and from Bismarck, North Dakota, to Burlington, North Carolina—in stories distributed by United Press International, the Associated Press, and Reuters. “Sorcerer Conducts Satanic Wedding,” “‘Satanic Wedding’ Alarms from Beginning to End,” “Nude Dresses Up Wedding Held in Den of Satan,” the headlines screamed—or, in most cases, tittered.

On July 28, the couple decided to make things legal, having the recorder of San Francisco issue a marriage certificate, signed by LaVey and listing Diane LaVey and artist David Trufant as witnesses. “I consider it to be official recognition,” LaVey said, before adding, “but I would not go so far as to say that the state sanctions or condones it.” The state would not go so far as to say that either, its Department of Justice refusing to offer an opinion on the union’s legality. “We’re not saying this is good or bad because we just don’t know,” a spokesperson said. But since the California civil code recognized marriages officiated by any minister over the age of twenty-one—licensed or not—yes, the nuptials were deemed legitimate.

LaVey parlayed all this attention into a trip to Los Angeles for an appearance on The Tonight Show starring Johnny Carson, who at the time was America’s most popular late-night TV host. While typically a forum for showbizzy creatures like Desi Arnaz, Bill Dana, and Phil Harris—other guests on that October 3, 1967, episode—The Tonight Show sometimes highlighted more serious newsmakers, such as one of LaVey’s inspirations, the philosopher Ayn Rand, who appeared on the show three times that same year.

A few months earlier, LaVey occupied the hot seat on the nationally syndicated Joe Pyne Show, whose brash host has been credited with inventing the modern style of the combative media interview. Bedecked in a black, crimson-lined cape, his egg-shaped pate Vaselined to a blinding sheen, the high priest—cool, articulate, seductively appealing—remained unflappable and in good humor as his interlocutor took every opportunity to not only label him “shifty” and a “bit of a ding-a-ling” but also to point out his dirty fingernails and call the Baphomet medallion around his neck a “little red yo-yo.”

“To marry two people without a license in front of a naked babe lying up on an altar,” Pyne sputtered. “I don’t know what that is!”

What that is was a story that even made its way into another kind of pulp magazine, one that trafficked in hearts that were broken, not ripped out of chests. A magazine called True Confessions.
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More than thirty years after the event, John Raymond decided it was time to make a true confession of his own. That Satanic wedding? It was a sham, a put-on, a stunt. In response to a story that appeared in the alternative newspaper SF Weekly about the feeble state of the Church of Satan, he wrote in a letter to the editor, published in July 1998, that he first met LaVey one month prior to the nuptials, when he profiled him for the Berkeley Citizen, a community newspaper he was editing. He found the Satanist to be “hip, cynical, and funny.… He was a man with a dream. But instead of looking to heaven, he focused in the other direction.” LaVey liked how the article turned out and called Raymond to see if the writer would want to help generate some publicity for the nascent church.

Raymond considered the offer for a few days, until, he said, “the neon bulb over my head started flashing like a ten-dollar hooker with a heavy habit.” His epiphany: they’d stage the world’s first Satanic wedding, joining Raymond and his live-in girlfriend, Case, in unholy matrimony.

He phoned the Berkeley Daily Gazette’s Fred Gardner, a friend and former colleague, to help put together some press releases. “Later that day,” Raymond recalled, “I even asked Judy to marry me. ‘Why not,’ she replied, stirring the Kraft macaroni and cheese. Her passion had always been the glue that held us together. That and her cooking.”

Case told True Confessions that the couple had been introduced to LaVey the previous fall. “As soon as we attended some of Anton’s lecture classes and his Inner Circle, the Friday-night ritual meetings,” she said, “we realized that the ideas of this church expressed our own beliefs better than any other organized credo.”

Reached by a reporter before the ceremony, Case’s father, Edward, an attorney and former trustee of the New York State Power Authority, offered no comment on the marriage but did say he “certainly will not attend.”

He needn’t have worried. By October 9, San Francisco Chronicle columnist Herb Caen, who had breathlessly covered the run-up to the wedding, wrote that the couple had separated and were headed for divorce. Still, the outlandish, hastily arranged ceremony managed to thrust LaVey and his year-old church headlong into the cultural conversation. Over the next three decades, he would become not only a subversive celebrity and a best-selling author, but also the often misunderstood and frequently vilified face of blasphemy and evil in America.

“After the last guest and the press had left, Fred, Anton, Judy, and I burst into laughter,” Raymond recalled.

“We really pulled it off,” LaVey told him. “And you can bet the rubes are gonna come back for more.”




OEBPS/images/9780306833335.jpg
N
‘wf%
£

BORN

WITH A

Thll

THE DEVILISH
LIFE AND
WICKED
TIMES OF
ANTON
SZANDOR

LAaVEY

Founder of
the Chureh of Satan

&
DOUG BROD






OEBPS/images/Art_sborn.jpg





OEBPS/images/publisher-logo.png
=] QoaKschette





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
BORN

WITH A

il

THE DEVILISH LIFE
AND WICKED TIMES OF
ANTON SZANDOR LAVEY

Founder of
the Chureh of Satan

&
DOUG BROD

] QoaKschette

New York





