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“Many ‘instruction manuals’ for building a magical practice leave out a few inconvenient truths, like (a) becoming a better magician is hard work, (b) not everything will go your way regardless of how well you follow the instructions, and, most importantly, (c) unless you work first and foremost to transform yourself, your ability to cause change in the world will be limited. Don Webb thinks you are ready to handle these truths and has given you an honest road map. To point the way, he has created an innovative guidebook that stresses that magic must work with the whole self—all of your hopes, experiences, fears, desires—even when that work may be hard or uncomfortable. It is the rare book that is indispensable for both beginners and seasoned practitioners alike, regardless of their school or style. Don Webb is one of the very few authors on practical magic who can truly pull off this difficult task; whatever your approach is, this book will help you make it better.”
TOBY CHAPPELL,
AUTHOR OF INFERNAL GEOMETRY 
AND THE LEFT-HAND PATH
“How to Become a Modern Magus gives any dedicated individual the framework and instruction they need for a full year of living magically. More than just spells and rituals, Webb provides a series of inquiries throughout the chapters that will help the student check in and test their growth. If you pick up this book and work it, I am confident you will be amazed at the improvements in both self-possession and outer circumstance that serious magic can achieve in just a year.”
JASON MILLER,
AUTHOR OF CONSORTING WITH SPIRITS
“Don Webb can easily be credited with ensuring a critical and well-researched approach supported with exquisite writing in any of his works. Yet in this dish of intellectual delights he wins us over even more deeply as he provides the sincere seeker with not only a practical system of modern magic but also a psychological and spiritual initiation through the very quintessence of the maturing stages of occultism. It is a work that is at once practical and psycho-biographical, an honest deep dive into several systems coherently woven into a single elegant tapestry without watering down the true cost of living deliciously.”
ADAM NOX,
HOST AND CREATOR OF THE 
CULT OF YOU
“This is not a book; it is the cauldron of Magus Don Webb, into which he has poured a wealth of his experience, knowledge, and practice of the magical arts. Dipping into it will more than stir your imagination—it will slake your thirst to know more.”
JUDITH PAGE, SETIAN,
ARTIST, AND AUTHOR OF MY 
INNER GUIDE TO EGYPT 
AND COAUTHOR OF SET: THE OUTSIDER
“How to Become a Modern Magus reveals the background of magic and shows not only the dangers but also the difference between magic and sorcery. A good book worth reading.”
CLAUDE LECOUTEUX,
AUTHOR OF TRADITIONAL MAGIC 
SPELLS FOR PROTECTION 
AND HEALING
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A Very Personal Preface
I WAS TRAPPED AT THE AUTHORS’
TABLE as folks came forward to have us sign our books for them. I was making small talk with another writer of the esoteric. She said, “It’s a pity we aren’t writing the books they need.” I asked her what she meant. She argued that commercial necessity meant we can only write books that repeat established occult knowledge. I protested that my books don’t repeat established knowledge. She smiled and said, “Your fans ran out ten minutes ago; that is why you’re bored and we’re still signing.”
“Well,” I asked, “what books do they need?”
“Books with reasonable guidelines, books that spell out real dangers.”
“Like what?”
She nodded toward one guy in a ratty T-shirt with a stack of books: “The master of the universe.” Judging by his shoes I am sure the books represented a considerable part of his disposable income. He left with an older, better-dressed woman who had purchased a cookbook.
If you think I’m making fun of our chubby friend, you are mistaken. I, too, had been him, and worse. I have made a million missteps on the path of initiation; this book is my sincere wish that you have to make only 500,000 missteps. I am going to do my best to find lessons that can help you either begin or revitalize your journey toward gnosis and practical magic.
Years ago, there was an occult store in Austin. One day I overheard the owner saying he wouldn’t stock Franz Bardon’s Initiation into Hermetics. 
His young apprentice asked why. “Because it works.”
I decided to write a book that works. By works, I mean it is like gym equipment. It does not do anything. It would be a training manual—not for dark magic, not for light magic. It would deal with obtainable skills. It would require minimal equipment. It would be based on one truth: The secret of magic is to transform the magician. One can acquire knowledge and power over both the self and the universe by work. Magic can make you a better, wiser human—or a total jerk. I have reason to believe that the proper reintegration of magic into human consciousness can help us on both an individual and a species-wide level. But more importantly, I can lead you through graded exercises that will help you discover this proposition on your own terms, in your own life.
Magic visited my life four times. It brought different knowledge and experiences—and I can offer you some workable hypotheses on magic and life. A hypothesis means you test it.
Magic first visited me as a child. I was sickly, overweight, and smarter than anyone in my vicinity (at least at school). I had profound dyslexia and some motor problems. My neighborhood was full of older people, and my brothers had gone off to graduate school (Yale and Princeton). Every semester they sent home boxes of books—writings of the Beats (so I literally discovered Edgar Rice and William S. Burroughs at the same time), literature and the occult (I was reading Yeats at ten and Charles Richard Cammell’s Aleister Crowley: The Man, the Mage, the Poet at eleven). I had a deep fascination with occult themes on television, the Gothic soap opera Dark Shadows being a great favorite. The episode where the witch Angelique invoked Set, stood out in my mind for years. I avoided sports because of a lack of coordination, but I did entertain my chums by staging seances. This didn’t make me popular, though it did make me interesting. I learned four lessons about magic. First, it’s a great way to escape reality and highly entertaining. Second, whenever I called for a sign—a light flickered, a ceiling groaned, thunder sounded—whether I thought it was coincidence or a spook. Third, I discovered that other people’s belief was a force. Fourth, I learned you needed intensity rather than long invocations (learning magic from daytime TV, in which you’ve got 22.5 minutes to make an episode, is a good teacher). High school came, and skill at public speaking came, and magic left.
Magic returned with college, in the form of an eclectic neoshamanism fueled by the first four novels of Carlos Castaneda and access to illicit drugs. I dropped out of college, moved back home, and spent endless hours hiking in the Palo Duro Canyon near Amarillo, amid the mesas and tiny lakes of the Texas Panhandle. I decided that I would find a blue-collar job and become a “man of knowledge.” I learned lessons about listening to the world, dreaming, and the arbitrary way culture worked—but mainly I was a vegetable. However, the paradox factor that we will discuss in this book was at work. During this time, which looked awful—I was working for a company under the influence of my father, spending long hours in bed, and longer hours reading and hiking and thinking myself “shamanic”—I was also absorbing Castaneda’s influences: Steiner, Gurdjieff, Juan Rulfo, Harold Garfinkel, and Edmund Husserl. I followed the lead of Journey to Ixtlan and replaced drugs with ways of dealing with the world. At the time I thought it was an indigenous method but later found it to be Garfinkel’s approach to ethnology—sort of a Yanqui way of knowledge. I got my life in order and went to college a second time. I did learn that no matter how distracted or asleep you are in life, your Jb still records things (we’ll discuss the Jb later). During this phase, a series of coincidences got me the address of Chuck Furnace’s bookstore. And the dreams came. Dreams of my father dying covered in blood—and the smell of gunpowder.
Such dreams might have been understandable if my dad were a gangster. Actually, he was the CEO of a wholesale grocery firm. Dad was always after me to read Dale Carnegie and Napoleon Hill (and you’ll find their echo in these pages, too). Dad was happy but had terrible acid reflux. Very mundane stuff. And still there were the dreams. He went into the hospital for minor surgery, which didn’t manifest as minor. Seems that Dad had a rare condition from his days in Brazil. It was between semesters when I came back home to sit with him. His hospital was a short walk to a small cave that had been a “power spot.” He got better and better. On the Fourth of July, I took the night off and went to the local fireworks show. The next day, stinking with gunpowder, I was at the hospital early to pick up Dad. He was in a great mood. They wheeled in a scale. He leapt up on it, his aorta burst. With me holding his hand, he died shortly afterward, covered in blood.
Fuck visions. I went back to Lubbock. In a rare moment of clarity, I realized the fictional nature of the Castaneda books, but I held on to the idea of a Teacher. I went to a power spot. I spoke to the Spirit: “Oh great Intentionality, if it is your will that I become a magician, send me a teacher.” A cool north breeze came up, a welcome relief from the 100-degree heat, but no Don Juan stopped his pickup and came over.
I moved to Austin, Texas. The Bull of Ombos Pylon of the Temple of Set had just been formed. They put an ad in the local free paper. Powered by pure nostalgia from Dark Shadows, I started to write them a note. But then, as I caught Chandu the Magician on cable TV—in which a heavily accented Bela Lugosi invokes Set, the “God of Evil and Rot”—I laughed off the idea of getting in contact with the Pylon.
Magic entered my life a third time as a practical matter: show me the money. Chuck Furnace was one of the main importers and popularizers of the Chaos movement (later called Success Magick). I read everything as it came out—including a bound xeroxed manuscript of Stephen Mace’s Stealing the Fire from Heaven, one of the first popularizations of Austin Spare’s method. I made my first sigil—“To meet interesting people”—and put it on the back of a sign announcing my Advanced Dungeons and Dragons campaign. I was also beginning my first four writing careers—as a serious avant-garde writer, a pulpy science-fiction writer, a game designer, and a paranormal reporter. My “interesting people” sigil brought me into contact with some of the Austin gaming community as well as getting me a job as a professional pyrotechnician for about a decade. I became proficient with sigils and learned four great truths:
	You get what you ask for.
	Enchant long, divine short (as Phil Hine doth say).
	You don’t need expensive materials.
	Where you send your signal is as important as what you send.

My paranormal reporting brought me into wide-scale contact with frauds, nutcases, true believers, and colorful personalities like John Keel (The Mothman Prophecies) and Kerry Thornley (Principia Discordia). John Keel’s principle of high weirdness—that is to say, Wyrd—spills over you in many ways at the same time, and participatory weirdness (as John said, “If you play with It—IT will play with you.”) informed much of my later actions. Keel wrote me letters when poverty had placed him in the disagreeable position of hand selling his books. Had I understood the treasure, I would have zealously kept them.
I was almost 100% sure you don’t need a magical teacher at this phase. Now I’m stressing the wonder of it all here—but I saw much more of the terror—families destroyed by one member’s interest in the paranormal, devasting drug use (easy to see when you’re clean), unscrupulous hypnotherapists who were getting their clients to believe anything from personal UFO abductions to “granddad was a Satanist,” expensive classes and products, and guys who were the incarnation of Aleister Crowley living in trailer parks. For the record, I’ve met eleven folks who were Crowley in their previous life. And then the worm turned . . .
I was working on a short story on the Salem witch trials. I had made a little timeline of how the rumors, panic, and bad thinking had spread. I like visuals when I write. Feeling virtuous at creating my timeline, I rewarded myself with some television. It was Geraldo Rivera’s Satanism in America, a Halloween TV special. “Experts” in “Satanic Crime” nattered on. I picked up my timeline and started checking off the entries. Evidently, America hadn’t grown more critically minded since 1692. I was about to switch stations when a rather obese investigator said, “I’ve got the names and addresses of thousands of Satanic criminals.” Shades of Joseph McCarthy! A very odd-looking gent then said reasonably, “Well, why don’t you arrest them?” The show cut to commercial, and I was howling with laughter. The “weirdo” was the sane guy! The next night at my role-playing game, I said, “Did you see that? I wish I could send that Aquino guy fan mail.” One of the players looked me over and asked if I could drive her home after the game.
As I drove her, she asked, “Do you really want to write Dr. Aquino a letter?” I noticed Doctor and letter.
“Sure,” I said.
“Well, I’m seeing him next week at the International Conclave of the Temple of Set and I could hand it to him. Could you drop it by before Thursday?”
It was a nice-looking house. She and her husband, Stephen Flowers, Ph.D., had real jobs, didn’t wear tacky occult jewelry, were highly intelligent, and their house didn’t reek of cheap incense.
“Okay, I’ll drop it by,” I told her. Magic had come calling the fourth time, and this time it brought a teacher with a Ph.D. instead of a shack in Sonora.
At that time there were few public documents about the Temple of Set except a dismissive study by Gini Scott Graham. I wrote a polite letter praising Dr. Aquino for his performance, and then I decided to get in a subtle dig: “I am interested that the Temple of Set claims to strengthen individuality—how can a group strengthen individuality?” Dr. Aquino wrote back: “Damned if I know. Why don’t you join and explain it to us?” HUMOR? Occultists never have humor. I thought I could join—it would make for some great articles. So, I did. And my friends began warning me immediately. “They’re Nazis, all of them Nazis. Especially Dr. Flowers.” I did notice that all the local members were white, although Flowers’s wife was Jewish—maybe he was a bad Nazi. The International Conclave was in New Orleans that year. And suddenly, the SATANIC PANIC ARRIVED!
The hotel received death threats. Protests were planned. THE FORCES OF EVIL WOULD BE HELD BACK!
Oh, my devil, what could we do?
The Conclave was moved to a hotel three blocks away. I was scared by the threats, so I stayed in a hotel a block farther away than that. I had a car; I could drive back to Texas. I had only met a few Setians; I wondered, what were they like en masse? Were my friends correct—was I walking into a nest of Nazis? I came into the hotel lobby. It was worse than I thought. A guy in a faded Metallica shirt and wearing a swastika was sitting in the lotus position chanting “Aum! Aum! Aum!” I decided to go back to my hotel. I turned and ran into an African American woman wearing a dashiki and standing with a guy in a tie-dyed shirt. Thank God—my kind of people!
The woman asked me with her deep, resonant voice: “Excuse me, sir, are you looking for a . . . an esoteric gathering?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Then perhaps we’ll meet later.”
That night I attended Pat Hardy’s ordination to the Priesthood of Set by her (and my) initiator, Stephen E. Flowers, Ph.D. Man is he a bad Nazi. Pat followed me as High Priest of Set, running the temple for nine years.
My time in the temple (which is, of course, ongoing) exposed me to the thoughts and methods of Stephen E. Flowers, who created a methodology for reviving older systems as well as a clear reason to do so.*1 This was a very different approach from the anything goes attitude of the Chaos magicians and the good fiction methods of Western occultism. From his teacher, Michael A. Aquino, Ph.D., I learned a pragmatic approach combining Neoplatonism and balanced self-improvement. The Temple of Set is not an order that teaches magic. It assumes you either have learned or will learn on your own. However, it requires magic as a method of testing its philosophy, and because I became a teacher in that order (Aquino ordained me as a Priest of Set in 1991), I have had to teach magic to thousands of people of differing cultures, ages, genders, and levels of magical skill. When I wrote my first book on magic, The Seven Faces of Darkness (Rûna-Raven, 1996), which is a re-creation of the system of the Greek Magical Papyri, I joked about the need for a book to be called Uncle Setnakt’s Magical Bootcamp.†2 Hundreds of people have written expressing interest, and I am nothing if not thorough. So here we are. In the years since joining the temple, I have read extensively in linguistics, 
cognitive theory, and evolutionary anthropology. I’m still working on Aquino’s challenge to explain why all of this works.
I want to share one last story to illustrate three principles, and then 
Here are the three principles in my last story. First, the more you practice, the more you can directly communicate with the other unknown side of the universe. Second, authentic practice throws waves into your past. The immortalization/deifying practice of magic eats the whole of your past as a sacrificial fire—nothing is lost, nothing is without value—and thus the practice of magic is the greatest gift you can give yourself. You’ll also discover that the force that brought you into being didn’t just start with your parents “going all the way” in the backseat of your dad’s Chrysler LeBaron. Third, you will discover that there are mysterious things and forces in your life. And if you are truly persistent, you will discover that you are among those mysteries—and that the most powerful, alien transformative moments are hidden within you.
My mother, who passed at age ninety-eight when I was halfway through the writing of this book, was a great believer that moms should not worry their kids. She called me in 1993 to tell me she was having “minor” surgery. I asked if I should come up. No, she said, she probably wouldn’t be in the hospital more than two nights. “Mom, I’m coming!” Her surgery was set for the day after the International Conclave was going to end. So, the night before my flight home, I was recognized to the grade of Magister Templi. Still going in and out of a trance, I boarded a Southwest Airlines flight and ate my twelve peanuts. I had timed my arrival so that I would be in her room when she awakened from surgery. They brought her in, and I could see that the surgery had not been “minor.” She smiled at me and told me she loved me, then went back to sleep.
The room was two floors down from the one in which my dad had died. It overlooked a park where I did my neoshamanic activities years before in a small cave hidden by yucca near the park’s tiny lake. Mom awoke; we chatted into the night. Turns out she had a story about the same cave. When her father had share-cropped during the Great Depression, the cave—although there was no lake there in Dust Bowl times—was about a half a mile from Granddad’s farm. Mom had two aunts, one on each side of the family, who had burned to death from an accident involving kerosene. So, in her household, by far the most forbidden things to play with—or even to touch—were matches. She and her younger brother Clyde had secured some matches. They snuck down to the cave to build a fire. Being kids—and therefore dumb—they lay a pile of straw at the front of the cave and lit it. Soon they had a good-size fire blazing in front of them. They were trapped. They screamed, but the cave faced into a deep arroyo away from the farm. Mom said she knew she was going to die, and her biggest regret would be that she died disobeying her mother. Then—cinematically—Mom’s dog, a German shepherd named Jack, ran through the fire and pulled her out, then went back in and got Clyde. “If it hadn’t been for that dog, you wouldn’t be setting there!”
The nurse came and told me it was after hours and I needed to go home. I walked out to the parking lot. I looked at the spot of land that had sheltered me in times of strange visions, had seen my tears when Dad died, and now I knew had seen my mom’s rescue and her singed hair and flour-sack dress. I gazed up at the Big Dipper and said loudly, “Look, I don’t know if I’m coming back here after this visit. If you have any more to tell me, this would be a good time.” I got in my mom’s car to drive home, still wearing my new blue medallion under my shirt.
As I pulled out of the parking lot, words began falling on my brain like big, white, fluffy snowflakes. I drove home, got of the car, and wrote The Book of the Heb-Sed on a yellow legal tablet. No, I didn’t call anyone or make an announcement. I only showed it to Stephen Flowers during the first four years afterward. But it changed me, because I had been preparing for my signal all of my life.*3 I began writing esoteric books. I became a Magus and then an Ipsissimus. I wrote these words you are reading now.
If you don’t like them, blame the dog.
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An Introduction to Magic
ONCE UPON A TIME there was a scam based on uneven levels of talent. Some humans, partially because of genetics but mainly because they paid attention to the world and to themselves, discovered they could effect changes by saying the right words and thinking the right thoughts at the right time. This is called magic—and the scam (a.k.a. the game of wizards) had three parts:
	Let’s tell most humans they don’t have a chance of doing this.
	Let’s tell humans there are shadowy dangers.
	Holy crap! This stuff is dangerous, maybe we were right.

So, the wizards pulled the wool over their own eyes for the most part as well. This led to the second scam (a.k.a. the game of priests), which also had three parts:
	People are basically good but need little stories to help with tough decisions.
	People will give us things if we tell the little stories really well.
	Sometimes weird shit happens because of the stories, sometimes not.

Now for this new (and frankly, more profitable) scam to work, you needed to shut the wizards up. Burning them worked okay; discrediting them, even better. But anything touched by the human psyche can never completely go away, so wizardry kept coming back. Then smart people paid attention to the world (as they always will) and saw that some folks told one story (and sometimes got the weird shit), and other folks told really different stories (and sometimes they got the weird shit), and some folks just did it by themselves—but often went crazy (or were discredited). If only there was an objective approach! Then a much better system called Science was introduced. But Science worked for good humans as well as bad humans and could come up with a polio vaccine, silicone gel boobs, atomic bombs, and electroshock therapy with equal ease. It could wreck ecosystems or make people live past one hundred; it could make the deaf hear or create a network for idiots to discuss the Flat Earth theory around the planet.
So really smart people are still paying attention despite Science having come up with a lot of really cool distractions, from Pornhub to opiates, and they’re noticing two things: The Wizard Game is really good for exploring and developing the subjective universe—as long as the logical tests from the Science Game are employed. The Priest Game is good for exploring human relationships—as long as money and political power are kept far away from it and the Wizard Game for contacting the Unknown is used. The Science Game is the best at exploring the objective universe—as long the Wizard’s hunger for the Unknown fuels research and the Priest’s love of the Good helps make decisions about application. In short, the best of worlds could happen if an integral approach to these ways of knowing and manipulating the Cosmos could come into being.
This book is about using the magical structures that you have inherited in the past two million years of your species’ evolution to create and use that integral approach. This book could save the world . . . however, most of you are going to use it to become better wizards. As we will see, despite my wildly fantastic moral ambitions or more realistic hope of making a (pitiably) few thousand by selling the book, I am writing it to fulfill my pact with my ancestors—and you are having that pact put in front of you, by which you will profit and (for the best of you) self-evolve.
So, let’s look at what this book offers. Then we will talk about how it makes that offer, and the rest, gentle reader, is up to you. This book provides:
	A realistic list of the dangers of magic
	A systematic approach to self-chosen self-change through magic
	A mind-body-soul system that supports self-change and empowerment
	Integration of findings from neurology, anthropology, and philosophy
	Guidelines for deciding your magical ethics
	An initiatory approach that factors in your life events, family, environment, and goals
	Reports from actual magicians
	Activities for informal groups
	Methods for removing unwanted social conditioning
	Methods for helping friends and family
	Methods for learning bravery and embracing the Unknown
	Methods for stepping into the Sea of Wonder

CLEARING THE AIR
This book is set up as a year-long training manual. You’ll get out of the training what you put into it. Some folks will do 1% of the work, some 100%. The book is based on a simple formula: The past plus the present creates a possible future. That doesn’t look too hard, does it? Let’s see what it means.
All humans have a past. The majority of the forces that make up your past are unknown to you. It comes in the form of tangible and intangible forces. The tangible ones shape your body, mind, and circumstances and are as varied as stellar evolution or the effect of your intestinal flora and fauna. Others may be a little clearer in your awareness, like the settlement patterns in your city over the past fifty years or the effect of air pollution on your lungs.
For the tangible past, the best approach is awareness and response. Are you working in a job that minimizes sunlight? Then you probably need vitamin D added to your diet in the form of cholecalciferol. But let’s say you didn’t know that and just felt tired all the time, then that’s “fate.” Now, why do I include your vitamin D deficiency as part of your past? Because your ancestors’ ancestors got a lot more sunlight than you, and that weird problem of feeling tired all the time—which you may think of as a character flaw—has nothing to do with your attitudes, philosophy, or virtue. So you got over your bad self-talk and decided to do something about your tiredness—and you listen to your “very spiritual” coworker who tells you to buy a large quartz crystal and hold it up to your third eye three times a day. You may feel a tad better because the human subjective universe does respond to effort, but the problem isn’t really fixed. (Maybe you should buy some fluorite crystals, too—those suckers glow under a black light, after all! Okay, it’s easy to make fun of the New Age.) But you could have treated your tiredness with sugary, expensive, flavored coffees, which suck the dollars away faster than the quartz crystal. Or you might seek your physician, and, if she’s a good doctor, she’ll tell you to get vitamin D. If she is a really good doctor (and not busy), she will tell you to get cholecalciferol and not ergocalciferol. However, if she’s a bad doctor, she’ll write out a prescription for methylphenidate, which will likewise make you feel peppier (unless you’re one of the rare few who are prone to psychosis or getting a five-hour hardon). Knowledge and conscious response are the best ways to deal with your past. And an awareness that others want to deal with your past for their own gain is also indicated here. The magician assumes she does know her past, and she assumes her past does not begin with her birth. This book will not give you answers, but it will help you find questions.
So, what about the intangible past? Language, belief systems, and cultural tropes of all sorts fill our thinking. If we’re aware of them, they fuel our magic. If we are unaware of them, they forge invisible cages that limit not only our magic but also our notions of the just, the beautiful, or even the possible. Most humans are well trapped by their minds. This book will let you know about the cage and its keys.
The present seems simple, but in fact most humans never notice it since they are busy narrating their recent past to themselves. For neurological reasons, which we’ll discuss later, the average human never sees the present.
So, for the average human, the unexamined past plus an unscanned present becomes the future automatically.
The magician can learn to see and affect the past, beckon a greater variety of possibilities to the present, and make more choices about the future. This book will get you there, if you are willing to practice. To practice, you need to unlearn six popular lies about magic. These lies are perpetuated by the occult industry and certain political groups.
The first lie is that you can pick your own reality. The truth is that there are achievable realities based on correct perception, hard work, and hazard. (We’ll talk about hazard a great deal in this volume). This is a perfect lie for the continual sale of “how-to” feel-good sorcery books.
The second lie is that hanging out with people with weird beliefs makes you elite (either part of the group secretly controlling the world or the group most oppressed—and, for particularly good consumers, somehow both at the same time). This lie is great to get your money and your votes (see “The A–Z Dangers of Magical Practice in the Western World,” pt. T: “Conversion,”).
The third lie is that the universe is benign. It is neither benign nor hostile. In fact, it is beyond caring and uncaring—but you’ll have to work through the exercises of this book to glance that. This lie is a reassuring crutch for practitioners who are getting beyond the “universe-as-family” religions, but who are not ready for the “science-game” universe.
The fourth lie is that if you develop the mental and emotional discipline to be a magician, this means you are a better person. This is a self-generated lie: “I can control the sylphs of the air by will alone; it’s okay to treat my spouse/students/random waiters like shit.” In fact, most people become magicians because of a lack of emotional development. This has always been so; that’s why we lost to the Game of Priests. There’s a caveat there—think of DrStrange666 on your Facebook. You know he weighs 300 pounds and lives in his mom’s basement because he can’t keep a job—do NOT assume he is not a wizard! (see “The A–Z Dangers,” pt. Q: “Assholism,”).
The fifth lie is that the Golden Dawn/Aleister Crowley–style methods of ceremonial magic are the best—or worse still, only—means of gaining magical power. This lie exists for a good reason and a bad reason. The good reason is that the methods of magicians like Francis Barrett, Paschal Beverly Randolph, Éliphas Lévi, MacGregor Mathers, and Aleister Crowley do produce good results (but have significant drawbacks; see the discussion of “Mapping the Subjective” in chapter 1, “Janus”). The bad reason is commercialism. Books that look like other books sell better. One of the drawbacks here is the mixed racism—people who had a strong anti-Semitic streak based their system on misunderstood Jewish mysticism with a sprinkling of popularized Indian traditions to please a God they don’t believe in. At best, this is a little shaky.
The sixth lie is the hardest one to grasp—it equates magic with sorcery. Magic does not equal sorcery. Magicians can do sorcery; in fact, they usually do it well. But the goals don’t coincide. We’re going to deal with that idea here.

MAGIC VERSUS SORCERY
In modern occultism there are two approaches (just as there were in late antiquity). In late antiquity there was sorcery (goetēia) and magic (theurgia). The first is a procedure for power, such as “Sprinkle the leaves of this herb in your target’s footprints on the day of Venus at the time of the waxing moon and she will offer herself to you.” The procedure required nothing but exactitude from the sorcerer and could be taught to, or practiced by, anyone. No explanation was needed, and if the sorcerer had some magical ability it might influence events. By and large, of course, it will do nothing, and this is enough to disqualify the magical arts from the actions of reasonable humans. They have thrown their pennies into wells, kissed the Blarney stone, or in a petty fit stepped on a crack expressing rage at their mother. However, sorcery does work for some—so sorcerous cookbooks exist in numerous traditions from Hoodoo to Anton LaVey’s Satanic Bible. The sorcerer is not interested in self-change, only in play. The sorcerer knows the basic formula: extreme emotion plus symbolic manipulation produces events. At first it seems like a moral distinction—some folks use magic only for self-pleasure, so what? However, after years in the field, my mind began to change. The sorcerer has literally shut the doors of perception—no matter what happens around them politically, environmentally, or otherwise, they have a single point of focus: material goods, political power, sexual conquest, vengeance. They achieve massively in their field, but they do not deviate nor do they gain wisdom. Such creatures are not to be fought magically any more than one would stand in a hurricane wind and yell weather charms. Certain dictators, billionaires, and mad rock stars may come to mind. These poor souls are the origin of the “selling your soul to the devil” stories. The large-scale sorcerer is easy to spot, much like the Olympic athlete. Occasionally, books are written about them, often attributing their power to a long-defunct Masonic group (such as the Illuminati), Jewish bankers, or reptilian extraterrestrials. The small-scale sorcerer is harder to spot and confusing for the magician. At first, the magician may question herself: “Why does Martha have so much power? I am lame!” What becomes stranger is the discovery that the sorcerer lacks happiness or confidence.
Magicians open themselves up to two things—the Unknown and their hopes. The first means that once one has placed oneself on the magical path, Wyrd things happen. Now, to a certain extent, Wyrd things happen to all sentient beings, but the magician gets more than her share. The second means that all those oaths and wishes you’ve made to be a better person will attract situations that bring you the chance for better behavior. If you meet these running toward wisdom, or joy, or wealth, then you will know the greatest possible bliss. If you sit still, the very things you wished for are a torment. Many of the exercises in this book are aimed at learning how to see that your magic is working, so your magic won’t have to whip you upside your head. Let me tell you a story about that—but first a word about the stories in this book.
I’ll tell three sorts of stories. First, there are the historical tales about magicians, philosophers, scientists, and artists. I’ll do my best to separate the well documented from the folkloric. Second, I’ll tell you stories from my own magical practice. Third, I’ll tell stories about magicians, witches, spiritualists, and sorcerers whom I know or have known—but, to preserve their identity, I will erase certain details (so the young black woman in St. Paul may become a middle-aged Chinese guy in Ontario, or the twin gay warlocks in Rome might be a straight couple in Tokyo). 
A story. In the mid-1980s I was attempting to become a famous science-fiction writer. I tried an act of sorcery—rather than making myself a better writer, I wished for attention. Within two weeks, a new science-fiction magazine in the United Kingdom wrote me asking me to be a book reviewer. They weren’t offering me any money—just the free books that publishers would send me. Screw that! I thought. I had wished for fame, not a chance to work for free. So, I wrote a fairly haughty “No thank-you” note. Needless to say, the magazine flourished, and the guy who took the reviewing gig is famous. Learning to see your magic unfolding is a tough art and one that is not often discussed.

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK (AND THE OBLIGATORY LEGAL DISCLAIMER)
There is one thing we need to do first—the legal disclaimers and the book curse. The author makes no claims of miraculous effects arising from the attempt of these mental and spiritual exercises. These exercises are developed for use by adults of legal age and in good physical and mental health. The author’s only claim made of this text is that he has cast a dreadful curse on persons pirating the text—that their genitals will exude a rancid flavor for the first six months after the pirating has occurred and then shrivel and drop off, so ask yourself, punk: “Do I feel lucky today?”
The book consists of several parts. There is a discussion of the realworld dangers of the occult. (I’ve never witnessed a demonic possession, but I have seen repossession of automobiles from starry-eyed occultists who thought they could fix their credit problems by waving a wand.) Following these introductory chapters there is a graduated regimen for twelve months of practice and then a section called “Book of Gates,” which deals with situations that may manifest at any time during the twelve months of practice. This section covers big life events that might occur, ongoing issues like sex and dreams, and various resources that you can use. In “Leave-Taking,” the book will conclude with a short revealed text, The Book of the Heb-Sed, which I mentioned in my preface. It’s worth noting that there are also resources for group work. Sometimes an existing group—a pylon, coven, grotto, lodge, or the like—will work through the exercises in this book as a study group, and there can be amazing results. Some folks put out Craigslist ads and get fellow travelers—and I’m sure Facebook groups will start as well. I will NOT give free lessons to such groups.
Here is my advice for the most useful way to approach this book:
	Read the book from cover to cover.
	Consider if you wish to try to get anyone to join you in study (see “Group Work,” ).
	Perform the Inshallo Rite.
	Buy any supplies needed in advance.
	Follow the instructions.

Each month in the “Year of Living Magically” section will have theory, stories, activities, independent reading, and questions. You will pick books from the Book of Gates and read them along with this one. Over 240 books are listed, and you will choose twelve of them, on your own, from nine categories. As you blend your past, your reading choices, and respond to the random events listed in the “Book of Gates” section, you will create/experience a path that is customized for you, by you, and in response to the (now) hidden aspects of your soul. The activities in the section “Book of Gates” have questions that are effective only if the triggering circumstance arises—if the triggering event occurs, do the activity listed. The resources are available at the time of writing this volume but may have vanished since then—for example, a webpage may no longer exist or an out-of-print book listed may have become expensive. None of these resources are essential.
Here are the essential six things:
	Action. This book is based on reflection on activities performed 
	in the objective universe. The flames need to be lit, the words need to be 
	said, the meditations actively engaged in.
	Daring. Some of these exercises can be done in the quiet safety 
	of your flat; others are best done by violating social taboos or standing in 
	the ocean.
	Creativity. For any number of reasons, you might not be able to 
	do some of the exercises. Maybe you live in a school dorm that outlaws candles, so you find a small red lightbulb . . .
	Common Sense. All of the exercises are subject to common sense. 
	If the exercise calls for a physical indulgence, that does not mean eating 
	three chocolate bars if you are diabetic. If it calls for confronting a 
	fear, this does not mean driving if you are legally blind.
	Recording. As explained in chapter 1, “Janus,” you should record your experiences. Ideally, this will mean using the magical-diary format. At the very least, make a note—even if it is “Tried the stuff here on July 4, no real effect.”
	Forgiveness. Of course, you will wander from the path during your 
	efforts. Forgive yourself and persist. Do not use this book as another way 
	to give yourself bad self-talk.

In other words, this book requires the same six ingredients that ALL magical work needs.

THE INSHALLO RITE
I wouldn’t be much of a magician if I just let you struggle on your own, now would I? So, I have provided a servitor, a good and faithful magical servant that will assist you in your quest. In this book you will be given instructions on how to make such servitors and informed about the benefits and dangers involved in their creation. But here is a ready-made one that you can work with, just by following an amazingly simple set of instructions. It’s a teaching exercise, as you will see.
First off, Inshallo can do five things—five very precise things. As you work with it, it becomes stronger. It can’t do other jobs like hex your boss or impress the hot blonde sitting at the bar. If you don’t send it energy, it will do little; if you send it energy, it will do a great deal. You can’t kill it, or drain it of force—any more than you can get rid of the app on someone else’s phone. It is not a demon nor an angel. However, it can show you a great deal about the way magic really works and your thoughts about it. Let’s begin with its five abilities:
	Inshallo can help you find treasures. Maybe it’s that cool knickknack at a thrift store, maybe it’s that diamond stickpin of your dad’s that you misplaced. When you wish this service, picture Inshallo (see below) and say, “Inshallo, I am looking for a treasure!” If it’s a particular treasure, describe it. If you spend all of your time in your apartment, there’s not much Inshallo can do—except help you find lost items. (Finding something doesn’t mean you can keep it, but it might mean going to the correct room of a museum if you have limited time.)
	Inshallo can bring you the right people. Whether it’s a teacher, 
	an honest plumber, or a good museum docent, Inshallo delights in bringing the right people to you. Sometimes that means not letting you contact the wrong people. To some extent this is an “always on” power, but it can be energized by meditating on Inshallo’s name.
	Inshallo can bring you the right experiences. It helps your Ka (which you’ll learn more about later) summon joy, wonder, enrichment, or just plain fun—again, its influence is limited by your life. If the only freedom you give it is helping you find great movies on latenight TV, that’s where it can work. To some extent this is an always on power, but it can be energized by meditating on Inshallo’s name.
	Inshallo can aid you in minor medical issues. It’s not going to 
	cure cancer or save a rotting limb—but it’s great with cuts, abrasions, 
	small headaches, and the like. It works in two ways. It can prompt you. For 
	example, I was at the drugstore last week and about to leave when I thought 
	I should buy bandages. A minor run-in with a rosebush today made me glad I 
	had listened. Its second mode is to aid in healing or pain relief through 
	meditation on its name.
	Inshallo can help you remember your dreams. If you become lucid 
	during a dream, think, “Inshallo, help me remember this.” If you wish to 
	dream about a subject, think, “Inshallo, help me dream about X tonight!” Or, 
	when you awaken, ask (out loud or mentally), “Inshallo, what did I dream 
	last night?”

Let’s talk about how to create your link to Inshallo, how to pay Inshallo for its service, and how to make Inshallo a permanent part of your life. And then we will talk about the implications of these deeds—after you’ve had some experience of them.

[image: image] Creating the Link to Inshallo
You should obtain a small bowl in which to keep offerings to Inshallo. The bowl you pick will begin to encode your experience. Plain or fancy? New or antique? Do you wait for the right bowl to show up or just go ahead? Why did you make the choice?
You should buy (or otherwise obtain) a candle you will light during the rite. What color did you pick? Why? Did you use it for other reasons afterward or throw it away?
You should draw the sigil below on a small piece of paper that you will fold up and place under the bowl after the rite is done. You could cut the paper from a grocery sack, or buy papyrus or parchment, or use some other paper that is symbolic to you. Why did you make the choice? Draw the sigil in black, green, blue, purple, or brown ink. Why did you chose that color?
After you have drawn the sigil, spend at least fifteen minutes conjuring Inshallo for three nights prior to the rite. Sit comfortably in the room where you will do the rite. Dim the lights. Burn a stick of sandalwood incense. Hold the sigil in both hands. Close your eyes. Picture a young guy, a bellhop in hotel livery. His ethnic background is unclear, but his eyes are larger than most humans and a deep violet. He smiles at you. His jacket bears the sigil nicely embroidered over his heart. His name tag reads INSHALLO in Roman letters—unless you know a magical alphabet such as runes, Enochian, or Theban, in which case it’s transliterated in that alphabet (information on these alphabets can be found in the “Other Resources” section). As you watch, he closes his eyes and breathes in sync with you. Repeat his name in your mind. When your mind wanders away from these thoughts, gently bring it back to these images and words. After fifteen minutes, place the sigil in the bowl and go about your business.
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When you are ready to do the rite, pick a time that you associate with magic. An hour after you usually go to bed will work well. You need to be alone. If you are exploring this book with others, each person needs to do this rite on their own. Light the candle. Watch its flame until you feel calm, then take eight deep breaths while staring intently at the flame. Hold the sigil in your right hand above your head and say these words:
Soon I will venture into the Sea of Wonder. I open myself to the Unknown as my Teacher; I cast forth the vision of my best self as a guide. I will improve myself, enrich myself, explore myself, and use such powers as I will come to possess to better my world, my family’s world, and the living world that mankind and all of life dwells upon. I call from my memory deep within, and from Setnakt’s working, the figure of Inshallo. The figure from within blends with the magic from without. By this holy sign I call thee into being.
INSHALLO!
INSHALLO!
INSHALLO!
Wait until you hear, see, or sense a subtle sign—a muffled sound, the building creaking, a light flickering, an almost imperceptible sparkle in the air. Lower your hand and relax your body. Breathe normally and say:
I will enter into the pact with Inshallo. I will honor his deeds, if I wish to make him my permanent companion, I will bring him the twelve gifts. With such magic as I may have, I bless Inshallo to grow in might and main. With such magic as I may have, I bless all who work with Inshallo now and in the yet-to-be that they may grow in power, wisdom, and delight! With such magic as I may have, I receive the blessings of all who perform this holy rite in the past, the present, and the yet-to-be!
Fold the sigil in two and place the offering bowl over it. Speak the following words to each direction:
[SOUTH] Inshallo is empowered by all who know the best symbol of the mind is Fire. Master of candle and forge, grow in might and main, my good and faithful servant Inshallo!
[EAST] Inshallo thrives among all beings who use their words to make healthy their worlds. Master of breeze and storm, grow in might and main, my good and faithful servant Inshallo!
[NORTH] Inshallo takes root in the fields of all those who plan for the future. Master of garden and wall, grow in might and main, my good and faithful servant Inshallo!
[WEST] Inshallo rises from the depths of ancient oceans and lifesustaining desert wells. Master of dreams and nightmares, grow in might and main, my good and faithful servant Inshallo!
Place your hand on your heart, and say:
Inshallo grows, evolves, and expands, as do I. My magic cannot but help his truth; his magic cannot but help my truth.
Blow out the candle. Busy yourself being sure that all is ready and safe for bed in your home. If you should ever desire to end your association with Inshallo, simply burn the sigil and say, “I cut you off from me, Inshallo—go forth and serve the Good, far from my life.” Then smash the bowl. If you give Inshallo the twelve gifts, your bond with him is permanent; but if you should no longer desire his services, simply stop paying him and the link will grow thin and snap at your death.

[image: image]Paying and Bonding with Inshallo
In the first six months of Inshallo’s service, you should verbally thank him when you believe he has done a service for you—for example, you find a twenty-dollar bill on the street, or the perfect book, or a great person to play chess with. In addition to this, make a mark in the endpapers of this book in the same color ink you drew the sigil in. After the first six months, verbal thanks (even if only said in your mind) will suffice.
If you wish to bond with Inshallo, give him twelve small gifts, one per month, during the Year of Living Magically. Each gift should be something small and unusual, like a little hunk of bornite or a 1943 steel penny. You can buy the gift—or, better still, find it—during the month, or it can be some tiny treasure that you already have. Just put it in the bowl and say, “Thank you.”

THE QUESTIONS
Once you’ve done the rite and received some positive results, you should ask yourself the following questions. It doesn’t hurt to write down your responses and look at them a year later.
	How did each of the phases—preparing for the rite, performing the rite, getting your first result(s), thanking Inshallo—feel?
	Wait a minute, isn’t this just psychology? If I walk into a bookstore and ask “something” to find me treasures, aren’t I just adjusting my perceptions?
	Isn’t this just religion—I mean, thanking some invisible entity for stuff?
	Aren’t my results just coincidence?
	If it’s magic, isn’t it Setnakt’s (Don Webb’s) magic?
	If it’s magic, isn’t it just my magic?
	If I/we can call up something, why limit it to these five rules? Why not win the lottery or cure cancer?
	How does this fit together, anyway? How is this operation related to the rest of the book? Why is Webb asking me these questions at this time?
	If this is “in shallow” in the Sea of Wonder, what’s “in deep”?
	Why does the ethnicity of the servitor matter? Is there a racist message here?
	Could I test this scientifically?
	Why a bellhop?
	How did I get a sign during the rite? Was that just selective attention?
	Why do I bless others and get blessed by others as part of the rite?
	How can someone in the future bless me, anyway?
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If you did not do the rite and get results, these questions are just spinning shadows. If you did the rite, you’re ready for the rest of the book. Congratulations! That took some bravery and some discipline. You’ll need more, but at least you know you’ll get rewards you can verify—and be unsure about!
Read the whole book carefully before you begin the Year of Living Magically. We’re going to check out the dangers first and then, beginning with chapter 1, “Janus,” we will enter a whole new world.
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Dangers of Occultism
EVERYONE WILL TELL YOU the three control lies. The lies were culturally needed to move from the Magical Age to the Mythic Age, and from the Mythic Age to the Scientific/Rational Age. Like all cultural lies, they are self-powering memes that generate enough fear to sustain themselves. Like all cultural lies, they serve a social good (making people into good consumers/workers) and a personal good (keeping people who have no business messing with magic from messing with it). The first lie is that magic is dangerous—in other words, “Be careful what you wish for, you might get it!” This lie is best encoded in the story The Monkey’s Paw by W. W. Jacobs. I’ve included it as part of the “Closing Sermon” section at the end of this book. It has a certain truth, as we will discuss throughout this book. The second lie is that magic is the domain of Satan—all magic practiced by unapproved specialists for reasons of social control is bad. These two lies helped the transition from magical to mythic thinking. The last lie is that magic is silly—and wasting your time with it is at best immature and at worst a gateway to mental illness. Again, there’s some truth here but much less than is commonly believed.
Yet every practitioner I’ve met in more than forty years—ranging from traditional shamans, to Golden Dawn enthusiasts, to rootworkers—would agree that magical practice can be very dangerous. I have seen families devastated and lives ruined by arcane activities. So I am going to talk about what I’ve witnessed and offer some suggestions to avoid hitting the ragged rocks in the Sea of Wonder. Let’s start with those things that everybody knows, but won’t tell you.
THE FIVE THINGS NOBODY WILL TELL YOU
1. The Power of Wyrd Ideas
This has to be seen to be believed. For natural-born sorcerers or people who find their path to practice through trauma, there is a strange phenomenon: believing that some weird, outlandish, crazypants idea can give you power. Strange beliefs can unleash political, emotional, and even psychic power. It works like this: Uncle Joe reads the UFO issue of
Saga magazine and three things happen. First, just having the balls to question consensual reality gives Joe a unifying force in his life. He literally stops being beaten down. This unleashes magic—magic is the process of changing the subjective universe so that a proportionate change occurs in the objective universe. Second, he begins to question other things in his life—from practical issues like his neighborhood association’s rules on grass length to impractical issues like who killed JFK. The first sort of thing leads to his challenging the neighborhood association—and eventually becoming its president. The second sort of thing leads him into contact with new ideas, strange bookstores, and folks who may be magically empowered. Third, his new thoughts—even though fragmented and not based in objective reality—can lead him to subcultural groups with unusual politics or religious beliefs. The discrete experiences that often feed into the formation of these groups seem to suture together semi-coherent belief systems and practices, which are at odds with the primary culture.
Like the millenniarist cults of the Early Modern period, for whom only the Apocalypse could provide a model for social change in a divinely ordered world, the belief in an extraterrestrial ordering provides a way toward something different, if not (usually) something better in practice. As a mid-twentieth-century phenomenon, worrying about (or obsessing on) UFOs was a safer thing for folks to do than worry about racist social structures, confining models of sexuality, postmodern collapse à la Lyotard, and the dullness of a post–Atomic Age. So, we see the same phenomenon. Here is the relevance to this book. Yes, you can get strange phenomena believing strange things—but the beliefs are not necessarily validated by this. Uncle Joe may develop healing powers, but that does not mean he’s being abducted every Tuesday night. Such beliefs tend not to be examined in the light of reason or the methods of philosophy, so they remain fuzzy and are often crudely expressed in neologisms that members of the in-group (his mesocosmos) must learn. Because the beliefs are
energized rather than energizing the believer goes from empowered, alert, and fluid to disempowered, dull, and fixed. The twenty-year-old UFO buff grows into the sixty-year-old hoarder with diabetes and high blood pressure. Do not assume that magical power is a sign of the objective reality of your idea.
2. Everything Works When You’re Twenty-Three
The body/mind/heart complex has tides. As you will learn in your practice, magic is powered by four forces—bodily energy, emotional passion, intellectual energy, and transpersonal energy. Each has a source and a cost, but at age twenty-three (give or take a few years) these forces are all at maximum. Your health and vitality are good—and need little to no maintenance. Your heart has healed many of the traumas of childhood (oftentimes merely by moving out). If you are lucky, your brain is full of a good general education that includes a wonder-inspiring description of the natural world, a love of the scientific method (not of scientism), a knowledge of world history coupled with an understanding of the forces that shape the historical narrative, a broad appreciation of high and popular art coupled with a fearless desire to try to make some, a thorough knowledge of logic and mathematics, a survey of literature, a good handle on computer programing, a basic grasp of theories of economics, an experiential knowledge of crafts (domestic as well as those that allow some way to make a living in the world), and enough socialization that gives you methods to amuse yourself.
Magically, you are attractive to transpersonal forces at around this age—Aleister Crowley was twenty-nine when he received
The Book of the Law; Stephen Flowers was twenty when he heard the word Rûna. The forces that are seeking to become manifest on the human plane can work much better with a fairly blank state. So young occultists can achieve rapid results and, not being entrenched in the social matrix, can make dramatic moves—when you can stick all your possessions into two Hefty trash bags, it’s easier to move across the country than when you’ve got kids in school and parents in a retirement home. As a consequence, many people give up active practice as time goes on. They assume that either the results were subjective before or that the magic became less effective as they got older. The tougher truth—that they must shift their practice to becoming a self-sustaining 
creator of transpersonal forces—is not covered in popular manuals.
3. A Ladder Is Not a Column
As I will reiterate throughout this book, it’s very easy for folks using “short-path” spirituality to neglect the rest of their lives. I’ve been in many occultists’ homes and seen their libraries, which are 90% occult titles. Magical ability does not equate to balanced development. If we are talented, this will bite us in the butt. Following are two personal examples of magic gone wrong. Once upon a time, two of my best friends were going through a painful divorce. This couple was the center of a group of friends—their large house near a beautiful park was a major gathering area for my tribe. As they were publicly being cruel to one another, and lines were being drawn—I found myself in great emotional pain. So, I performed a working to forget the situation. My thinking was that rather than do the grown-up emotional work of dealing with my friends, I could simply hide while the storm raged. Almost immediately, I felt better. My relief was great—until two months later when the name of one of the angry couple was mentioned in conversation and I literally said, “Who’s that?” As my banished memories ran over me, I shuddered. I had actually almost thrown away a huge section of my life. I had to excuse myself, run to the bathroom, and puke my guts out. My theory of magic at the time was “It will always work out.” That is the equivalent of “I don’t like driving into the bright sunset, so I’ll just drive north and if I drive far enough, I’ll get home.”
A second example came a few years later. I had an infection on one of my feet that was quite painful. It was a very inconvenient time for me to take time off from work, as it was two weeks before we had to give the students their final exams. So, instead of a healing ritual 
and a prompt visit to the doctor, I did a ritual to relieve pain. I would keep the area clean and go to the doctor when it was convenient. The pain lessened in six hours. I decided this meant that the infection was cured (or at least curing). That’s why I have nine toes. These are simple, blackand-white examples of this principle. The Egyptians said that the sky rests on four columns. If you try raising your sky by magic alone, it will not be stable. Note that in both my cases, magic brought relief and I could’ve done effective work in the space I had conjured up. But sadly—as far as I know—laziness can’t be wished away.
4. The Power of Paranoia
Most magical groups and many magicians have experienced this force. The practice of magic isn’t popular—and the media is very fond of spinning tales of magical awfulness. This has meant police raids, loss of jobs, and families torn apart in the real world. Such dangers associated with taboo breaking can provide the right blend of resistance/fear and joy in rebellion that empowers both magical and personal change. However, the real boost that such fear can bring is often augmented with false fears. If you think another magician or group is opposed to you, you have a reason to practice. I watched as a lackadaisical coven in a north Texas town began to become obsessed with the “other coven.” Actual signs of this mysterious and fearsome group were a circle of stones at a highway rest stop outside of town, with a crudely spray-painted pentagram and signs of a campfire. This sinister scene made the local paper. Clearly someone was either trying to raise local ire against the legitimate witches or practicing black magic to thwart their aims. Suddenly, folks started showing up for ceremonies, reading books, and buying herbs from the local New Age shop. Of course, whatever teenage dabbling that had created the “evidence” subsided. The protective circles cast by the coven did no harm, and a local merchant made a few more bucks. If paranoia comes into play, it can energize and even sharpen perception, but—like all easy sources of power—it first becomes addictive and later enfeebling.
5. Novelty Works Better than Compulsion
In this, magic is like sex—the first time you try something new, it can be amazing. But that does not mean every time it will be a good idea. “Let’s use the Tesla coil in the working!” “Instead of robes, let’s be naked!” or “I bought some color-smoke bombs at the fireworks stand!” Do it once, sure. Every time? Not so much.

THE A–Z DANGERS OF MAGICAL PRACTICE IN THE WESTERN WORLD
The best defense against the dangers I will elaborate on here is achieved through a combination of knowing other occultists, knowing some non-occultists, being social, having a sense of humor, and honoring the gift of fear. Knowing other occultists gives you feedback about norms in a world that is constantly liminal. Knowing some non-occultists gives you normal social feedback (“Really, you want that ugly tattoo on your face?”). Being social gives you material to work on, as well as making solitude powerful by increasing its sacred nature. A sense of humor shows you that your neurotransmitters are working, you have resilience, and you’re not obsessed. The gift of fear—the ability to trust your gut about a dangerous situation—is very important. If Guru Ramalamadingdong is running a “tantric” getaway at his cabin on Way-the-Hell-Out-There Road in Fuck-Your-Cousin County and you feel it might not be safe—don’t go.
You will learn that facing fears of initiation feels different from your body warning you about danger. If you’re not sure, trust your body on this one.
I have seen each of the following dangers manifest for real people in the objective world. I will talk about the syndrome, its detection, and its cure—and sometimes I will tell a funny story.
A. Poverty
Because folks interested in practical magic—in other words, “getting paid and getting laid”—are often focused (to their detriment) on money, this may seem an odd place to start. Yet I have seen a lot of overly poor magicians, from black-hearted Satanists to selfless White-lighters. Life is inherently risky, and its randomness is either seized as a method for growth or denied as a method of increasing misery. In other words, being poor is no sin nor a sign of a lack of will. I wish to address people who 
use magical practice to ensure and deepen their poverty. This comes in two flavors. Flavor one is faith in magic alone. All of us on the path have felt it at some time. It looks like this: “On Tuesday, I performed a wealth ritual. That so tuckered me out I rested Thursday and Friday, and then, hey, it was the weekend. I gotta let the magic find time to, you know, manifest.” Even the greatest magicians have to work
and dissolve the equation that wealth equals money. One of the wealthiest magicians I know took off and spent twenty years of his life trout fishing. He found a super-cheap place to rent, literally a bedroom and bathroom behind a bait store on a river. Occasionally, he would write an award-winning sciencefiction short story and sell it to a premier market. And he would fish. One day I was visiting the Bodhi Tree bookstore in Los Angeles. I saw some book on trout fishing in the free pile. I laughed at the odd placement and picked it up for my friend. When I gave it to him, I discovered it was a rare and much sought-after edition that he had been trying to obtain for years. The do-nothing magician is often shocked out of his complacency. The detection for the syndrome is two questions: “What is wealth?” and “What am I doing to even allow wealth to manifest?” This is because our chains of association with work, guilt, and money are an effective barrier to wealth—and
any magic without self-analysis is just furtherance of stasis.
The second sort of poor magician is the “collector-at-all-costs.” Now, collecting can be a profound magical activity; it can bring treasures for the soul as well as the body—pride, ecstasy, and wonder. But there’s a sort of the collector who becomes relentless and has no joy. These folks are slaves of transpersonal forces. The forces want the collection made—and will take over its Wyrd. You can detect the syndrome with the following question: “How much did my most expensive item cost compared with my vacation this year?” Or: “Has my circle of friends, allies, and students grown as fast as my collection?” (By the way, ask them yourself in a park on a sunny day near running water and not near your collection.)
B. Relationship Issues
I have seen families destroyed by the occult—not just the families of hardcore dark practitioners but also those of some very gentle Wiccans. There is an obvious danger here and a hidden one. The obvious danger is nonacceptance. Most occultists are unaware that the knowledge of occult practice effects all people who hear of it. Instead, they may think, “I know my stepmom is a Fundamentalist, so I’m not going to confront her with my practice, but my husband won’t care. He just thinks stuff like this is a little kooky.” A month after coming out, your husband is asking the parish priest to bless your house.
Knowledge of occultism is not passive knowledge—it will lodge in either the 
Sekhem or the Sheut of anyone to whom you tell it.*4 If it lodges in their 
Sekhem, they will (consciously or not) aid you. If it lodges in their Sheut, they will either desire you, fear you, or hate you—and sometimes all three. The obvious cure is being silent, but that has limited usefulness. You may be outed either practically or out of love. A practical outing goes like this: “Honey, I noticed you chant Enochian in front of that black altar at three o’clock in the morning. I’m beginning to think you’re not a Quaker like you said.” If you share a home, something becomes obvious. The other outing—by love—is dangerous and powerful. If you love someone, you want to share wonder. This is a vulnerable place—you want them to accept you and you probably both want and don’t want them to join you. This is a “Gate” moment: you don’t know what, on the other side of the Gate, will happen both within you and with the other person—yeah, that’s true initiation. The best method for this is honesty, simple (not simplistic) explanations, and gentle humor. Or, as the medieval magicians would say, “working with air.” Remember, your partner will have worries for your spirit and your sanity. (So, for example, don’t have a viewing of
Rosemary’s Baby the night before!) Frankly, you should never completely dismiss those worries yourself. The hidden danger is the principle of homeostasis in human relationships. Humans bond out of sex, the play of friction and compatibility, and homeostasis. Homeostasis means keeping everything balanced. When you go home after a day of work or school, you know the rules. You know who is smart, brave, lazy, silly, sexy, and so on. You know how much your partner needs and gives. If you are in the process of initiating, you will be changing—and not in simple, balanced ways. You may become braver, when you were risk adverse. You become a more critical thinker, when you used to be an airhead. You may become more interested in health, when you used to be a couch potato. Although you may see each of your changes as bettering yourself, they also destroy homeostasis. I watched a heterosexual couple fall apart because of this. The husband was okay with his wife’s practice (largely because it increased her sex drive), but suddenly she had ideas about their future. Even though these ideas were usually better than his own (and he even admitted as much), he had been the leader for years. This syndrome is usually worsened by the egotism of the magician—humans are proud of self-change, yet as a result of the process they may become too proud of it. Even more deadly are the experiences summoned by the magician. Most humans have little tolerance for the Unknown, but some sensitivity to it. The cure
	Core Group—up to five people (family)
	Close Group—circa fifteen people (close kinship group)
	Acquaintance Group—circa fifty people (band of related close kin groups)
	Personal Social Group—circa 150 people (bands of common lineage; typical size of a human small village through the ages, and what Dunbar believes is the biggest group of people with which one human can have close personal relationships)
	Clan or similar entity—circa 450–500 people (cohesive subtribal unit)
	Tribal Group—circa 1,500–2,000 people (a tribe)
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