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EXTRACTS FROM FIRST NOTICES.
“Not everyone will care for Mr. Neuburg’s tone in all the pieces, but he is undoubtedly a poet to be 

reckoned with, and a volume so original as this is should create no small stir. It is superbly produced by 
the publishers.”—Sussex Daily News.

“W hen one comes to the poems . . .  it is evident that they are written in English. . . .  In a certain 
oblique and sub-sensible sense, eloquent and musical. . . .Distinctly Wagnerian in their effects. . . .”— 
Scotsman.

“It is full of ‘the murmurous monotones of whispering lust,’ ‘the song of young desire,’ and that kind 
of poppycock.”—London Opinion.

“A com petent master of words and rhythms. . . . His esoteric style is unreasonably obscure from an 
intelligent plain poetry-lover’s standpoint.”—Morning Leader.

“A charming volume of poems . . . Pagan glamour . . . passion and vigour. . . . ‘Sigurd’s Songs’ 
are commendable for dealing with the all too largely neglected Scandinavian Theology. . . .  A scholarly 
d iscip le .. . .  T he entire volume is eminently recommendable.”—Jewish Chronicle.

“A gorgeous rhapsody. . . . Fortunately, there are the police. . . . On the whole, we cannot help 
regretting that such splendid powers of imagination and expression are flung away in such literary rioting.” — 
Light.

“Sometimes of much beauty of rhythm and phrase.. . . ”— Times.
“Poets who have any originality deserve to be judged by their own standard. . . .  A Neo-mystic or semi 

-astrological pantheist----- ” —Liverpool Echo.
“Love-making appears to have an added halo in his eyes if it is associated with delirium or blood

shed. . . . Mr. Neuburg has a ’’careless rapture’ all his own; the carelessness, indeed, is just the trouble. 
His versification is remarkable, and there is something impressive in its mere fluency. . . .  So luxurious, 
so rampant, a decadence quickly palls. . . .  On the whole, this book must be pronounced a quite 
grievous exhibition of recklessness and folly.”—Manchester Guardian.

“. .  AVe began to be suspicious of h im .. . .  Hardly the sort of person we should care to meet on a dark night 
with a knobby stick in his hand-----This clever book.”—Academy.

“A vivid imagination fostered by a keen and loving insight of nature, and this allied to a command of richly
adorned language . . .  have already assured for the author a prominent place amongst present-day poets-----An
enthusiastic devotion to classic song . . .  sustained metrical charm. From the first to last the poet’s work is an 
important contribution to the century’s literature.”—Publishers' Circular.

“T his [book] contains the answer to a very well-known riddle propounded by the late Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning. You remember she asked in one of her poems, ‘What was he doing to Great God Pan: Down in the 
reeds by the River?’ Well, Mr. Victor Neuburg has discovered the answer, for he was obviously wandering 
near the river if he was not hidden in the reed s.. . . ”— ROBERT ROSS in The Bystander.

“T here is no question about the poetic quality of much of Mr. Neuburg’s verse. . . . We are 
given visions of love which open new amorous possibilities.”—Daily Chronicle.
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This page is reserved fo r Official Pronouncements by the Chancellor
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Persons wishing for information, assistance, further 
interpretation, etc., are requested to communicate with
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Probationers are reminded that the object of Probations 
and Ordeals is one: namely, to select Adepts. But the 
method appears twofold: (i) to fortify the fit; (ii) to eliminate 
the unfit.

The Chancellor of the A.'. A.*, views without satisfaction 
the practice of Probationers working together. A Probationer 
should work with his Neophyte, or alone. Breach of this rule 
may prove a bar to advancement.
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EDITORIAL
SLOWLY but surely the EQUINOX climbs from crest to crest o f prosperity. 
Such as been the response to the appeal in our last number that we 
have been able to put in hand the task o f translating the Official In
structions o f A A  .*. into French, and, if it continues, we shall be able to 
publish them in every important language o f the world within the next 
two years.

Your overworked Editor, too, have been able to take the longest and 
happiest holiday o f his life. R iver and forest have given him all that 
nature can; and this was the least part o f his contentment. Moreover, 
he has been able to prepare, under sublime guidance, a dozen Official 
Instructions o f A .'.A .'.,to conclude the great Qabalistic Dictionary o f 
Gematria, and to begin the almost equally important G reek  D ic
tionary on similar lines.

H e has had leisure to produce more play, sketches, poems, and 
stories in this last year than he has done in any previous five years o f 
his life.

For all this his gratitude is due, and must be expressed, to the self- 
sacrificing devotion o f our sworn sub-editor, Mr. Victor J. I. Neuburg. 
Rarely in all history has so unpleasing an exterior concealed such 
sterling qualities o f heart and brain, such indomitable courage, such 
inflexibility o f will, such loyalty and truth. We are glad to hear that he 
is about to accept a highly paid post on the staff o f our bright little 
contemporary The Looking-Glass, and that he who him self sings so 
musically may be in his turn the means o f making others sing.

As w e observed above, w e are causing several extracts from the 
EQUINOX to be translated into French.
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We are further glad to hear such good reports from every branch. 
T h e  North and the Midlands are already making London look to its 
laurels; the West has surpassed all hope; America, South Africa, 
Burma, India, the M alay Peninsula, West Africa, all thrive. Australia 
has received an important addition to its strength; we have excellent 
accounts from British Colum bia, Paraguay, and Brazil. France is being 
specially nursed at present, but Holland, Switzerland, and Germ any 
need no such aid. T h e  work in Spain is still hampered by political 
conditions, and we are sorry to hear little from Italy. In Algeria and 
Egypt work has got somewhat into arrear, but we hope that the winter 
will see the fundamental task fairly accomplished.

As w e go to press, w e are overjoyed to receive the most excellent 
accounts from the Caucasus, where the good work done by M onsieur 
N elid o ff twenty years ago has come to marvellous fruition.

With regard to personal progress o f Probationers, nothing can be 
more satisfactory. T h e  process o f sifting, subtle but severe, initiated 
by V.V.V.V.V., and carried out so thoroughly by the Praemonstrator o f 
A .’. A / ., has been perfectly successful.

E very day brings a report illustrative o f the fact that people who 
do not do the practices, but gossip about the A /. A.*., Find them selves 
m ysteriously outside, without word spoken; and the correlative fact, 
that people who do the practices find that results do happen.

It is most astonishing, even to us; under the old empirical, 
dogmatic methods people could work really hard for years, and get 
absolutely nothing; in our three years’ experience with the A .\ A .-., 
we have not found one man in whom three months’ work has not 
produced at least one notable result.

What can we add but this: Blessing and worship to the Beast, the 
Prophet o f the Lo ve ly  Star!
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1. I behold a small dark orb, wheeling in an abyss of 
infinite space. It is minute among a myriad vast ones, 
dark amid a myriad bright ones.

2. I who comprehend in myself all the vast and the minute, 
all the bright and the dark, have mitigated the brilliance of 
mine unutterable splendour, sending forth V.V.V.V.V. as a 
ray of my light, as a messenger unto that small dark orb.

3. Then V.V.V.V.V. taketh up the word, and sayeth:
4. Men and women of the Earth, to you am I come from 

the Ages beyond the Ages, from the Space beyond your 
vision; and I bring to you these words.

5. But they heard him not, for they were not ready to 
receive them.

6. But certain men heard and understood, and through 
them shall this Knowledge be made known.

7. The least therefore of them, the servant of them all, 
writeth this book.

8. He writeth for them that are ready. Thus is it known 
if one be ready, if he be endowed with certain gifts, if he be 
fitted by birth, or by wealth, or by intelligence, or by some
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other manifest sign. And the servants of the master by his 
insight shall judge of these.

9. This Knowledge is not for all men; few indeed are 
called, but of these few many are chosen.

10. This is the nature of the Work.
11. First, there are many and diverse conditions of life 

upon this earth. In all of these is some seed of sorrow. 
Who can escape from sickness and from old age and from 
death?

12. We are come to save our fellows from these things. For 
there is a life intense with knowledge and extreme bliss which 
is untouched by any of them.

13. To this life we attain even here and now. The adepts, 
the servants of V.V.V.V.V., have attained thereunto.

14. It is impossible to tell you of the splendours to which 
they have attained.

Little by little, as your eyes grow stronger, will we unveil 
to you the ineffable glory of the Path of the Adepts, and its 
nameless goal.

15. Even as a man ascending a steep mountain is lost to 
sight of his friends in the valley, so must the adept seem. 
They shall say: He is lost in the clouds. But he shall rejoice in 
the sunlight above them, and come to the eternal snows.

16. Or as a scholar may learn some secret language of the 
ancients, his friends shall say: “ Look! he pretends to read 
this book. But it is unintelligible—it is nonsense.” Yet he 
delights in the Odyssey, while they read vain and vulgar 
things.

17. We shall bring you to Absolute Truth, Absolute Light, 
Absolute Bliss.
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18. Many adepts throughout the ages have sought to do 
this; but their words have been perverted by their successors, 
and again and again the Veil has fallen upon the Holy of 
Holies.

19. To you who yet wander in the Court of the Profane we 
cannot reveal all; but you will easily understand that the 
religions of the world are but symbols and veils of the 
Absolute Truth. So also are the philosophies. To the adepts, 
seeing all things from above, there seems nothing to choose 
between Buddha and Mohammed, between Atheism and 
Theism.

20. The many change and pass; the one remains. Even as 
wood and coal and iron burn up together in one great flame, if 
only that furnace be of transcendent heat; so in the alembic of 
this spiritual alchemy, if only the zelator blow sufficiently 
upon his furnace all the systems of earth are consumd in the 
One Knowledge.

21. Nevertheless, as a fire cannot be started with iron 
alone, in the beginning one system may be suited for one 
seeker, another for another.

22. We therefore who are without the chains of ignorance, 
look closely into the heart of the seeker and lead him by the 
path which is best suited to his nature unto the ultimate end 
of all things, the supreme realization, the Life which abideth 
in Light, yea, the Life which abideth in Light.
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o. This practice is very difficult. The student cannot hope 
for much success unless he have thoroughly mastered Asana, 
and obtained much definite success in the meditation- 
practices of Liber E and Liber HHH.

On the other hand, any success in this practice is of an 
exceedingly high character, and the student is less liable to 
illusion and self-deception in this than in almost any other 
that We make known.

[T h e  m editation-practice in L iber E con sisted  in the restraint o f  th e m ind to 
a s in g le  p redeterm ined  im agined  object exterior to the student, sim ple or 
co m p lex , at rest or in m otion: th ose o f  L iber H H H  in causing th e m ind to pass 
through a predeterm ined  series o f  states: th e  Raja-Yoga o f  the H indu s is m ainly  
an ex ten sio n  o f  th e m eth od s o f  L iber E to interior objects: the M ahasatipatthana  
o f  th e  B uddhists is primarily an observation and analysis o f  bodily m ovem en ts. 
W h ile  th e present practice differs radically from all o f  th ese , it is o f  the greatest 
ad van tage o f  b e acquainted  practically w ith  each o f  them , w ith  regard firstly to  
th eir  incidental d ifficu lties, and secon d ly  to their ascertained results in respect o f  
p sych ology . E d .]



If not, he should seek the position of the point where 
thoughts are judged.

2. Second Point. He must also develop in himself a 
Will of Destruction, even a Will of Annihilation. It may 
be that this shall be discovered at an immeasurable dis
tance from his physical body. Nevertheless, this must he 
reach, with this must he identify himself even to the loss 
of himself.

3. Third Point. Let this Will then watch vigilantly the 
point where thoughts arise, or the point where they are 
judged, and let every thought be annihilated as it is perceived 
or judged.*

4. Fourth Point. Next, let every thought be inhibited in 
its inception.

5. Fifth Point. Next, let even the causes or tendencies 
that if unchecked ultimate in thoughts be discovered and 
annihilated.

6. Sixth and Last Point. Let the true Cause of Allf be 
unmasked and annihilated.

7. This is that which was spoken by wise men of old time 
concerning the destruction of the world by fire; yea, the 
destruction of the world by fire.

8. [This and the following verses are of modern origin.] 
Let the Student remember that each Point represents a 
definite achievement of great difficulty.

9. Let him not then attempt the second until he be well 
satisfied of his mastery over the first.

* T h is  is a lso  th e  “O p e n in g  o f  th e  E y e  o f  S h iv a .” E d . 
t  M ayan, th e  M agician , or M ara. A lso  th e  D w e lle r  on  th e  T h r e sh o ld  in  a 

very  e x a lte d  se n se . E d.



10. This practice is also that which was spoken by Fra. P. 
parable as follows:

11. Foul is the robber stronghold, filled with hate;
Thief strangling thief, and mate at war with mate, 
Fronting wild raiders, all forlorn to Fate!

There is nor health nor happiness therein.
Manhood is cowardice, and virtue sin.
Intolerable blackness hems it in.

Not hell’s heart hath so noxious a shade;
Yet harmless and unharmed, and undismayed,
Pines in her prison an unsullied maid.

Penned by the master mage to his desire,
She baffles his seductions and his ire,
Praying God’s all-annihilating fire.

The Lord of Hosts gave ear unto her song:
The Lord of Hosts waxed wrathful at her wrong.
He loosed the hound of heaven from its thong.

Violent and vivid smote the levin flash.
Once the tower rocked and cracked beneath its lash, 
Caught inextinguishable fire; was ash.

But that same fire that quelled the robber strife,
And struck each being out of lust and life,
Left the mild maiden a rejoicing wife.



12. And this:

13. There is a well before the Great White Throne 
That is choked up with rubbish from the ages; 
Rubble and clay and sediment and stone, 
Delight of lizards and despair of sages.

Only the lightning from His hand that sits,
And shall sit when the usurping tyrant falls, 
Can purge that wilderness of wills and wits,
Let spring that fountain in eternal halls.

14. And this:

15. Sulphur, Salt, and Mercury:
Which is master of the three?

Salt is Lady of the Sea;
Lord of Air is Mercury.

Now by God’s grace here is salt 
Fixed beneath the violet vault.

Now by God’s love purge it through 
With our right Hermetic dew.

Now by God wherein we trust 
Be our sophic salt combust.

Then at last the Eye shall see 
Three in One and One in Three,

Sulphur, Salt, and Mercury,
Crowned by Heavenly Alchemy!



To the One who sent the Seven 
d oty in theH ighest Heaven!

To the Seven who are the Ten 
d o ty  ot thg Earth,Amen!

d6. An d o f the difficulties of this practice and of the 
Results that reward it, let these things be discovered by the 
right Ingenium of the Practicus.
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V E L  V A L L V M  A B IE G N I
SV B  f i g v r A  c l v i

1. This is the secret of the Holy Graal, that is the sacred 
vessel of our Lady the Scarlet Woman, Babalon the Mother 
of Abominations, the bride of Chaos, that rideth upon our 
Lord the Beast.

2. Thou shalt drain out thy blood that is thy life into the 
golden cup of her fornication.

3. Thou shalt mingle thy life with the universal life. 
Thou shalt not keep back one drop.

4. Then shall thy brain be dumb, and thy heart beat no 
more, and all thy life shall go from thee; and thou shalt be 
cast out upon the midden, and the birds of the air shall feast 
upon thy flesh, and thy bones shall whiten in the sun.

5. Then shall the winds gather themselves together, and 
bear thee up as it were a little heap of dust in a sheet that 
hath four corners, and they shall give it unto the guardians of 
the abyss.

6. And because there is no life therein, the guardians of 
the abyss shall bid the angels of the winds pass by. And the 
angels shall lay thy dust in the City of the Pyramids, and the 
name thereof shall be no more.



T H E  E Q U IN O X

7. Now therefore that thou mayest achieve this ritual of 
the Holy Graal, do thou divest thyself of all thy goods.

8. Thou hast wealth; give it unto them that have need 
thereof, yet no desire toward it.

9. Thou hast health; slay thyself in the fervour of thine 
abandonment unto Our Lady. Let thy flesh hang loose upon 
thy bones, and thine eyes glare with thy quenchless lust unto 
the Infinite, with thy passion for the Unknown, for Her that is 
beyond Knowledge the accursed one.

10. Thou hast love; tear thy mother from thine heart, and 
spit in the face of thy father. Let thy foot trample the belly of 
thy wife, and let the babe at her breast be the prey of dogs 
and vultures.

11. For if thou dost not this with thy will, then shall We do 
this despite thy will. So that thou attain to the Sacrament of 
the Graal in the Chapel of Abominations.

12. And behold! if by stealth thou keep unto thyself one 
thought of thine, then shalt thou be cast out into the abyss 
for ever; and thou shalt be the lonely one, the eater of dung, 
the afflicted in the Day of Be-with-Us.

13. Yea! verily this is the Truth, this is the Truth, this is 
the Truth. Unto thee shall be granted joy and health and 
wealth and wisdom when thou are no longer thou.

14. Then shall every gain be a new sacrament, and it shall 
not defile thee; thou shalt revel with the wanton in the 
market-place, and the virgins shall fling roses upon thee, and 
the merchants bend their knees and bring thee gold and 
spices. Also young boys shall pour wonderful wines for 
thee, and the singers and the dancers shall sing and dance for 
thee.



L I B E R  C H E T H

15. Yet shalt thou not be therein, for thou shalt be 
forgotten, dust lost in dust.

16. Nor shall the aeon itself avail thee in this; for from the 
dust shall a white ash be prepared by Hermes the Invisible.

17. And this is the wrath of God, that these things should 
be thus.

18. And this is the grace of God, that these things should 
be thus.

19. Wherefore I charge you that ye come unto me in the 
Beginning; for if ye take but one step in this Path, ye must 
arrive inevitably at the end thereof.

20. This Path is beyond Life and Death; it is also beyond 
Love; but that ye know not, for ye know not Love.

21. And the end thereof is known not even unto Our Lady 
or to the Beast whereon She rideth; nor unto the Virgin her 
daughter nor unto Chaos her lawful Lord; but unto the 
Crowned Child is it known? It is not known if it be known.

22. Therefore unto Hadit and unto Nuit be the glory in 
the End and the Beginning; yea, in the End and the 
Beginning.
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LIBER RESH
V E L  H E L IO S  

SV B  F IG V R A  C C

0. These are the adorations to be performed by all 
aspirants to the A.\A.\

1. Let him greet the Sun at dawn, facing East, giving the 
sign of his grade. And let him say in a loud voice:

Hail unto Thee who art Ra in Thy rising, even unto Thee 
who art Ra in Thy strength, who travellest over the Heavens 
in Thy bark at the Uprising of the Sun.

Tahuti standeth in His splendour at the prow, and Ra- 
Hoor abideth at the helm.

Hail unto Thee from the Abodes of Night!
2. Also at Noon, let him greet the Sun, facing South, 

giving the sign of his grade. And let him say in a loud 
voice:

Hail unto Thee who art Ahathoor in Thy triumphing, even 
unto Thee who art Ahathoor in Thy beauty, who travellest 
over the Heavens in Thy bark at the Mid-course of the Sun.

Tahuti standeth in His splendour at the prow, and Ra- 
Hoor abideth at the helm.

Hail unto Thee from the Abodes of Morning!
3. Also, at Sunset, let him greet the Sun, facing West,



giving the sign of his grade. And let him say in a loud voice:
Hail unto Thee who art Turn in Thy setting, even unto 

Thee who art Turn in Thy joy, who travellest over the 
Heavens in Thy bark at the Down-going of the Sun.

Tahuti standeth in His splendour at the prow, and Ra- 
Hoor abideth at the helm.

Hail unto Thee from the Abodes of Day!
4. Lastly, at Midnight, let him greet the Sun, facing West, 

giving the sign of his grade. And let him say in a loud voice:
Hail unto Thee who art Khephra in Thy hiding, even unto 

Thee who art Khephra in Thy silence, who travellest over the 
Heavens in Thy bark at the Midnight Hour of the Sun.

Tahuti standeth in His splendour at the prow, and Ra- 
Hoor abideth at the helm.

Hail unto Thee from the Abodes of Evening!
5. And after each of these invocations thou shalt give the 

sign of silence, and afterwards thou shalt perform the 
adoration that is taught thee by thy Superior. And then do 
thou compose thyself to holy meditation.

6. Also it is better if in these adorations thou assume the 
god-form of Whom thou adorest, as if thou didst unite with 
Him in the adoration of That which is beyond Him.

7. Thus shalt thou ever be mindful of the Great Work 
which thou hast undertaken to perform, and thus shalt thou 
be strengthened to pursue it unto the attainment of the Stone 
of the Wise, the Summum Bonum, True Wisdom and Perfect 
Happiness.
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LIBER A’ASH
V E L  C A P R IC O R N I P N E V M A T IC I

SV B  f i g v r A  c c c l x x

0. Gnarled Oak of God! In thy branches is the lightning 
nested! Above thee hangs the Eyeless Hawk.

1. Thou art blasted and black! Supremely solitary in that 
heath of scrub.

2. Up! The ruddy clouds hang over thee! It is the 
storm.

3. There is a flaming gash in the sky.
4. Up.
5. Thou art tossed about in the grip of the storm for an 

aeon and an aeon and an aeon. But thou givest not thy sap; 
thou fallest not.

6. Only in the end shalt thou give up thy sap when the 
great God F. I. A. T. is enthroned on the day of Be-With-Us.

7. For two things are done and a third thing is begun. 
Isis and Osiris are given over to incest and adultery. Horus 
leaps up thrice armed from the womb of his mother. Harpo- 
crates his twin is hidden within him. Set is his holy covenant, 
that he shall display in the great day of M. A. A. T., that is 
being interpreted the Master of the Temple of A .\A.\, whose 
name is Truth.



8. Now in this is the magical power known.
9. It is like the oak that hardens itself and bears up against 

the storm. It is weather-beaten and scarred and confident like 
a sea-captain.

10. Also it straineth like a hound in the leash.
11. It hath pride and great subtlety. Yea, and glee also!
12. Let the magus act thus in his conjuration.
13. Let him sit and conjure; let him draw himself together 

in that forcefulness; let him rise next swollen and straining; 
let him dash back the hood from his head and fix his basilisk 
eye upon the sigil of the demon. Then let him sway the force 
of him to and from like a satyr in silence, until the Word burst 
from his throat.

14. Then let him not fall exhausted, although the might 
have been ten thousandfold the human; but that which 
floodeth him is the infinite mercy of the Genitor-Genetrix of 
the Universe, whereof he is the Vessel.

15. Nor do thou deceive thyself. It is easy to tell the live 
force from the dead matter. It is no easier to tell the live snake 
from the dead snake.

16. Also concerning vows. Be obstinate, and be not 
obstinate. Understand that the yielding of the Yoni is one 
with the lengthening of the Lingam. Thou art both these; 
and thy vow is but the rustling of the wind on Mount 
Meru.

17. Now shalt thou adore me who am the Eye and the 
Tooth, the Goat of the Spirit, the Lord of Creation. I am the 
Eye in the Triangle, the Silver Star that ye adore.

18. I am Baphomet, that is the Eightfold Word that shall 
be equilibrated with the Three.



19. There is no act or passion that shall not be a hymn in 
mine honour.

20. All holy things and all symbolic things shall be my 
sacraments.

21. These animals are sacred unto me; the goat, and the 
duck, and the ass, and the gazelle, the man, the woman, and 
the child.

22. All corpses are sacred unto me; they shall not be 
touched save in mine eucharist. All lonely places are sacred 
unto me; where one man gathereth himself together in my 
name, there will I leap forth in the midst of him.

23.1 am the hideous god; and who mastereth me is uglier 
than I.

24. Yet I give more than Bacchus and Apollo; my gifts 
exceed the olive and the horse.

25. Who worshippeth me must worhsip me with many 
rites.

26. 1  am concealed with all concealments; when the Most 
Holy Ancient One is stripped and driven through the 
marketplace I am still secret and apart.

27. Whom I love I chastise with many rods.
28. All things are sacred to me; no thing is sacred from me.
29. For there is no holiness where I am not.
30. Fear not when I fall in the fury of the storm; for mine 

acorns are blown afar by the wind; and verily I shall rise again, 
and my children about me, so that we shall uplift our forest in 
Eternity.

31. Eternity is the storm that covereth me.
3 2 .1 am Existence, the Existence that existeth not save 

through its own Existence, that is beyond the Existence of



Existences, and rooted deeper than the No-Thing-Tree in the 
Land of No-Thing.

33. Now therefore thou knowest when I am within thee, 
when my hood is spread over thy skull, when my might is 
more than the penned Indus, and resistless as the Giant 
Glacier.

34. For as thou art before a lewd woman in Thy nakedness 
in the bazar, sucked up by her slyness and smiles, so art thou 
wholly and no more in part before the symbol of the beloved, 
though it be but a Pisacha or a Yantra or a Deva.

35. And in all shalt thou create in Infinite Bliss, and the 
next link of the Infinite Chain.

36. This chain reaches from Eternity to Eternity, even in 
triangles—is not my symbol a triangle?—ever in circles— is 
not the symbol of the Beloved a circle? Therein is all 
progress base illusion, for every circle is alike and every 
triangle alike!

37. But the progress is progress, and progress is rapture, 
constant, dazzling, showers of light, waves of dew, flames of 
the hair of the Great Goddess, flowers of the roses that are 
about her neck, Amen!

38. Therefore lift up thyself as I am lifted up. Hold 
thyself in as I am master to accomplish. At the end, be the 
end far distant as the stars that lie in the navel of Nuit, do 
thou slay thyself as I at the end am slain, in the death that is 
life, in the peace that is the mother of war, in the darkness 
that holds light in his hand as a harlot that plucks a jewel from 
her nostrils.

39. So therefore the beginning is delight, and the End is 
delight, and delight is in the midst, even as the Indus is water



in the cavern of the glacier, and water among the greater 
hills and the lesser hills and through the ramparts of the 
hills and through the plains, and water at the mouth thereof 
when it leaps forth into the mighty sea, yea, into the mighty 
sea.

[T h e  Interpretation o f  th is B ook w ill be g iven  to m em bers o f  the Grade o f  
D o m in u s  L im in is on application, each to his A deptus.]
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THREE POEMS FOR JANE CHERON
i

TH E WAIF OF OCEANUS

TO FRANK HARRIS

SHE is like a flower washed up
On the shore of life by the sea of luck;

A strange and venomous flower, intent 
To prove an unguessed continent.

New worlds of love in the curve of its cup!
New fruits to crush, new flowers to pluck.

White waif, white champak-blosso blown 
From the jungle to the lost lagoon!

White lily swayed by the wind of time!
Grey eyes that crave the chrism of crime! 

Blanched face like a note on a clarion!
Red mouth like the sun through simoon, typhoon!

Hurricanes howl, howl in her heart;
Serpents sleep in her smile; I hear 

Horrible happenings long ago,
Direful deeds, weirds of woe,



Things beyond history and art
In the tresses that tumble over her ear!

In what grim gloom did Satan get
This child on what wood-nymph dishevelled? 

Whence was the wind that swayed the woods 
On their bestial beatitudes?

Or what garden of rose and violet
Lay under the moon wherein they revelled?

She is like a poppy-petal.
All the seas of sleep are hidden 

Under the languorous eyelids, whose 
Lashes are long and strong to bruise 

My heart where her lusts like hornets settle 
On sacred leaves, on flowers forbidden.

She is like a drug of wonder.
All the limits of sense dissolve 

When we fall like snows from the precipice 
Sun-kissed to the black ravines of ice.

I am drowned in the universal thunder;
The hours disrupt, the aeons involve.

Ah! not in any mortal mood
Ends the great verb we conjugate.

From the highest hyberbole she doth swerve 
In an incommensurable curve,

And the line of our beatitude
Is one with the sigil of our Fate.



Pallid, a mummy throned, she sits;
The Egyptian eyes, the Egyptian hair,

The band on her brows, the slender hands,
All hieroglyphs of a God’s commands 

Beyond the rimes that a poet knits 
With fruitless travail, sterile care!

Marvellous! marvellous, marvellous!
And again a marvel, a lotus-bud 

Dropt from the brows of a Goddess unknown 
On the ivory steps of the golden throne,

Virginal brows and luminous
With the star-stream flowing therein for blood.

Ah, but electric thrills the Host 
Of the esoteric Eucharist!

The Pagan power of the corn and wine 
Mystical, magical, hers and mine,

The dove-plumed snake of the Holy Ghost
That wings and writhes in the wounds unkissed!

Lie there, love— if I love you indeed
Who adore and wonder and faint for drouth 

Of the passion-flower fallen from the other side 
Of time and space the tedious tide.

Lie there, lie there, and let me bleed
To death in the breath of the murderous mouth!



II

T H E  SNOW MAID EN
TO MARGARET CALLAGHAN

MY love is like t h e lucentglobes
Thatd rip from HpsoCcool crevasses,

To clothe them with the virgin robes 
0 Vmosses, flowers ,cdd grasses.

O vpOercs ooosetc t̂ r f r ire and dew,
L t m0so f shehoHows of the mountain,

What dream angelic fathered you 
O nwhstc elcotial fountain?

N sy! Ouon f y en !ower earth
in sunless meres! The prison 

Of monstrous spawn, detested birth—
BehoW me reaoisen!

k w a v yon fieocediuooel star
T foieHckodm c up with his huge kisses,

And dropped me in his rain afar 
Upon thec e froveabysses!

Yoolao V pretsro tOe eool moss
M0 meuth, rod drink at its delirious 

Delight—acclaim the Sun across 
The menaces of Sirius!



Doth not the World’s great Alchemist 
Rule earth’s alembic with the sun?

Is not the mind a foolish mist,
And is not water one?

The slim white body that you gave,
Wild Jaja’, with exotic nautches

Wanton and wonderful, a wave 
Of debonair debauches,

Is worth the virgin limbs and lips 
Of her the virtuous, the viceless,

With life who never came to grips,
Who gave me nothing priceless.

Give me the purity distilled
From dervish sweat and satyr bruises.

The Holy Graal with wine is filled 
From no unbroken cruses.

Doth not the World’s great Alchemist 
Corrupt His oysters to make pearls?

Shall not these lips praise Him? They kissed 
No cold reluctant girl’s.

Jaja’ hath woven the web of God
From threads of lust and laughter spun.

In heaven the rose is worth the rod;
And love as water, One.



III
JE A N N E
A PASTORAL

TO YMOND RADCLYFFE

“H ey  d id d le  d idd le! th e cat and th e fiddle!
T h e  cow  jum ped over th e  m oon .”

I LAID mine ear against your heart,
Jeanne!

A masterpiece of nature turned 
A masterpiece of art,
With your blanched Egyptian beauty foiled 
By the hungry eyes, and the red mouth soiled 
By the honey of mine that your greed has spoiled, 

Jeanne!
The body a corpse and the soul inurned!

Against your heart I laid mine ear,
Jeanne!

And the clock went ticking, ticking.
How could I choose but hear,

Jeanne!
Ah me! what thoughts came pricking 
Like spurs in the flanks of a weary horse?
Nor heart nor clock could feel remorse,
But kept their definite deadly course,

Jeanne!
Alas! for man, for his life’s disaster:
The clock beats fast, but a heart beats faster.



Oh, your love was a marvellous thing,
Jeanne!

It was dawn, it was fire, it was birth, it was spring, 
Jeanne!

But this is the curse, that it quickens its rate,
Lest man by love should escape from fate 
And win from the dust to the Uncreate,

Jeanne!
Nay, we are lovers, you and I—
And we must die, and our love must die!

How have we striven, each of us,
Jeanne!

To break the bars of the prison-house, 
Jeanne!

We have raged like cats in a ring of fire, 
Driven by desire that was true Desire,
The hate of the lower, the love of the Higher, 

Jeanne!
What is the end of it, Jeanne? Why, that’s 
A mystery not to be solved by cats!

In the fields we wandered through to-day, 
Jeanne!

Hand in hand, this wonderful May, 
Jeanne!

This May we have made so marvellous 
With the infinite longing and love of us,



In the fields all faery with flowers there lay 
The placid cows— that had nothing to say, 

Jeanne!
No flame of words from maddening blood,
But complacent chewing of the cud.
I dared not whisper the sudden fear 
Of my heart in your miracle of an ear,

Jeanne!
I tightened my lips, and my hand on yours;
So that you might think I loved you more.
But now in the midnight the thought endures, 
And the love—ah what is the dream we adore?

Suppose the infinite peace of the heart,
Jeanne!

The crest and crown of labour and art,
Of the mystic quest, of the toil of the saint,
The mount on whose slopes the strongest faint, 

Jeanne!
Suppose that peace of God, that House 
Of Delight of the Bridegroom and the Spouse, 
Were only the calm of the chewing cows, 

Jeanne!
Suppose that in all the worlds inane 
There were one thing only vexed and vain, 
Turbulent, troubled, and insane,

Jeanne!
Suppose that the universal plan
Had but one flaw, and that flaw were man!



Then—even then—we are here,
Jeanne!

We love—we shall die, sweet heart, take cheer, 
Jeanne!

We are bound to a fate that brings release;
We move in a moil that must one day cease;
We shall win to the everlasting peace,

Jeanne!
And how things are, and why, and whence 
Are puzzles for fools that lack the sense 
Of cows—enough of the future tense,

Jeanne!
For the end of love and the end of art 
Is just—my ear against your heart!

A l e i s t e r  C r o w l e y .



CIRCE
HER mouth a rosebud of delight,

Low-laughing ’mid the languid curls, 
Whose kissing cadence seems to cite 
The rhythmic melody of Night.

Her hair a saraband where whirls 
A wanton witch, whose perfumes smite 
The shuddering air; a summer night

Where summer lightning darts and curls.

Her soul a Parian marble shrine,
Centred in lily-cups that fold 
Their carven petals, smooth and cold, 

Far o’er a lake of frozen wine—
Yet deep within whose inmost fold 

Sleepeth a snake: the crystal brine 
Of endless sorrow seals his shrine;

Wiser than Sin is he, so old!
E t h e l  A r c h e r .



THE ELECTRIC SILENCE



*



THE ELECTRIC SILENCE
[T h is  parable is a synopsis o f  T h e  T e m p le  o f  Solom on the King, w ith  w hich  

it m ay b e  co lla ted .— E d .].
I W A ITED  for news that my heart beat. The severing night was 
between me and my love. There was no god of sleep; sleep 
were traitor. I sought to praise my love, and to lament the 
hours that divided us; and I could not. Therefore I wrote 
down the story of my life.

And it is this:
* * * * *

Gilded and painted to hide its worm-eaten planks, my 
pleasure-boat was foundering. I cursed the treachery of the 
workmen, and resolved to trust myself to my own arms rather 
than to abide any longer therein.

No sooner had I taken off my clothes and plunged into 
the river than I perceived that it was now become dark. On 
the one hand glowed a star, curious indeed, but of no great 
brightness, and promising but little; while on the other 
was a sombre and fantastic lamp, whose fascination was 
its horror.

I f  I swam lazily towards either of these, it was because 
their light, confused and difficult on the one part, and tenebrous 
on the other, was yet light in comparison with that aimless 
and abiding gloom which had now settled upon the bosom of



the river. And these lamps were above the river, children of 
a nobler element. And in the river is the great Leviathan 
that devours men.

But before I had come within the sphere of attraction of 
either of these, suddenly mine eyes were gladdened with a 
marvellous vision. Infinitely far off, as it seemed, a ray of 
sunlight shot through the Saturnine gloom of the skies, and lit 
the surface of the water. And then I perceived that upon the 
river there floated, within that small circle of light, an ark, or 
as it might be, a coffin. Then looking up into that pierced 
cloud I saw within the light a certain house surrounded by a 
grove. Within, all was dark; yet from it proceeded a ray as 
silvery as the first ray was golden.

And I desired ardently to enter that house. Yet, having no 
wings, the task appeared beyond my human force. Then the 
heavens closed as suddenly as they had opened, and I was left 
darkling. Yet I had this candle of hope, that within the ark, 
could I reach it, might be some help of knowledge or power 
whereby that house might be attained.

So I swam steadily toward, though with some fear, for 
the eddies in that great stream were numerous, and my 
sole guide was a slender snake of light that moved upon 
the water.

Or so it appeared; for I have since discovered that I had an 
interior sense of direction as trusty as the mariner’s compass; 
so that, though I knew it not, it was never possible for me to 
go astray.

Now as I swam I came upon one floundering and 
spluttering in the stream, who with mighty puffings urged me 
to continue.



For but a little way beyond us (quoth he) is a mighty 
swimmer and a dexterous.

So with a mighty effort my comrade put forth all his 
strength, and we gained upon this one, and greeted him.

Thereupon he (and he was a goodly man, and fair) did 
most heartily welcome me as a fellow-traveller to that house, 
and confirmed me in my belief that the ark did indeed hold 
the secret of the way thereto. And as for the guide that might 
convey us through the darkness and the tumult of the stream, 
he spoke (something darkly) of one appointed, and more 
clearly that he was aware of divers marks upon the way; for, 
said he, to them that view it from above this trackless waste of 
water is mapped out and charted with a perfect science.

Behold! quoth he. And at that moment was there a 
glimmer just before me of a white shining triangle, and what 
was most strange, rather an impression than a vision of a man 
that hung upon a gibbet by one heel. This, said the fair man, 
is a most notable sign that we travel the right road.

Now by the light of the triangle I perceived another 
wonder; for my friend was not swimming as I was in the 
stream, but was borne by a boat, frail indeed, yet sufficient. 
Within this shallop or cockleshell he pulled me, and set me at 
the bench. Then (still by the light of the triangle) I saw a 
dark man at the thwart, rowing a strong stroke. We pulled on 
almost in silence; for when I asked of the fair man his name he 
answered me only “I wish to know,” and of the dark man “ I 
wish it were light,” the first clearly a confession of ignorance, 
the second a patent evasion; which things discomforted me 
much.

Yet we progressed evenly and rapidly, and were mightily



cheered after a while to see just a flash of lightning sundering 
two dark clouds; next a pale crescent, heavy and slow, yet 
silvered; next, as if it had dropped from the stars, an unicorn 
galloped past us and was gone ere we could fix it; next a tall 
lighthouse upon the water.

“ Here,” said the dark man my comrade, “ is a pleasant 
place for refreshment before we turn to the further journey.” 
As he spoke, although no sun was visible, a mighty rainbow 
appeared, and crowned the tower. I cried out joyfully, “The 
bow of promise,” but they answered nothing. And at that I 
understood that they had travelled further already, and were 
but returned for an hour to succour me who had no boat.

Seven days then we remained in the tower, eating and 
drinking. Also in my sleep I had many marvellous dreams, 
of greater sustenance than sleep itself. And there was given 
unto me by my fair brother (for so I may now call him) a 
little book, wherein it was written how a man might build 
himself a shallop, and have for steersman one appointed 
thereunto.

This then I laboured to build, and the toil was great. 
Moreover, certain vile fish rose from the water, and with 
their fins beat upon the planks of my boat, that I might not 
end it.

However, at last I had it perfect, and was about to set 
sail at dawn. But first the dark man my brother departed 
from us, and went his way. And then the old man of the tower 
took me aside and offered me a seat at the funeral feast 
of his master. And although I verily believe that this old 
man was a rogue, a very knavish fellow, and a sot, yet in that 
funeral I took great pleasure. For the gentlest perfume was



borne upon the breeze, and the air was lit with faint electric 
flames that gathered themselves into a hill of light. So I, 
being lifted up, and my heart overflowing, came into the funeral 
chamber that was exceeding bright, and there was the table 
for the feast, and beneath it the coffin wherein lay the body 
of the master. There too I saw barren wood bear roses, and 
I heard the voice of the master. After that I was shewn all 
the kingdoms of the world in a moment of time, and many 
other things of great use and beauty.

Then I took my leave of the old man of the tower, and 
boarded the shallop that I had made, when he cried out 
piteously that he feared earthquake, and asked me for my aid.

So with a heart both heavy and light I abandoned my 
shallop and the dreadful labour of its fashioning, and came 
back to him.

Then came earthquake as he had foreseen; and he and 
the boats also were swallowed up. In the tidal wave of the 
earthquake I was borne far away, even from the fair man my 
brother; and in the darkness he was lost to me. I knew not 
even whether he had perished.

But fashioning a raft from the loose planks of the 
wreckage, I made shift to paddle. The ark was invisible, 
and I had no more memory thereof, so turned away was I 
and absorbed in the bright signs upon the way. And now 
my raft was like to sink, and my arms were exceeding weary, 
when a voice sounded but a little above me: “ Enter the ark!”

And I looked up and beheld a bearded man, mighty, with 
the signs of labour and long journeying writ upon him. I 
knew him; and for this reason was I much amazed, for I 
had believed him far from that place. But taking my hand



he drew me not without pain into the ark. Here (quoth he) 
forget all that thou hast seen and heard; for in this ark they are 
not lawful.

So I obeyed him, else I had drawn after me the raft that 
had brought me hither.

Then he questioned me, saying:
What lieth above the ark?
And I answered him:
The house of the silver ray, that is lighted by the ray of 

gold.
He: How many roofs hath the ark?

/: One.
He: Thou must pass through this one. Yet thou lookest 

eagerly upon the four walls of the ark.
/: I seek a door.
He: The door is in the roof.
/: Lead me to it, I pray thee!
He: Fix thine eyes upon it.
/: Sir, I will. Yet I pray thee to tell me thy name.
He: Thou didst know it of old, didst thou not?
/: The son of the mountain?
He: The Stone of the Crossways.
/: It is enough. Let me fix mine eye upon the door.
He: It is well.
Then I obeyed him, and in that obedience forgot him. For 

though mine eye wandered often, and although once the 
planks beneath me threatened to give way and plunge me 
once more into the stream, yet I strove as a man may.

Then, mine eye being accustomed to the gloom, I beheld 
by my side, yet a little above me, the dark man my brother.



Him I greeted most gladly, and told him of the earthquake. 
Whereat he sighed heavily.

Brother, quoth I, canst thou now tell me thy name? But he 
only answered me: “ It is a pity!”

And with that I returned to my task, and he guided me 
therein with his counsel and example. Yet in the ark the 
gloom is fierce; the river without is but twilight, wherein 
shadows are free; within is darkness itself, and the essence 
and quintessence of darkness.

In this terrific silence I abode for very long; then for an 
instant that seemed longer than many lives the sun of heaven 
broke in and smote mine eye, so that I fell backward nigh 
fainting. But he bade me be of good cheer and return to the 
task. I obeyed; and behold! again the sun, and behind the sun 
a glimpse of one appointed equally to be hidden and to be 
seen, each as may be fitting.

But the brightness of the sun and its heat dazzled me and 
scorched me. My members refused to obey; and I slid 
backward into the great stream that was here so icy cold, and 
it refreshed me and comforted me.

Now then I was minded to enter again the ark when there 
flew unto me, I wot not whence, a dove, and perched upon 
my shoulder. And thus I swam for a while, and the waters of 
the stream were soft and warm, caressing me.

Yet I felt that this aimless drifting was enervating my 
limbs; so I gathered some stray planks of my raft— for they 
still floated round the ark—and began half playfully to paddle, 
with what purpose I cannot tell.

And so it was ordered that the dove flew to me with an 
oak-leaf in its beak.



Thereat I was silent. But gazing eagerly thereon, I beheld 
one appointed, and I understood that the oak-leaf was sent 
from the House.

Then I took counsel of him who is to this end appointed, 
and with his own hand he brought to me a champak-blossom, 
a mustard-seed, and again an oak-leaf.

And these I treasured in my bosom, though I hardly knew 
wherefore. Nor could I understand what purpose they should 
serve, save darkly. And seeing this, the dove came to me 
again bearing an olive-branch; and with this I was so mightily 
pleased that for awhile I forgot all else, and swam lustily in the 
stream for my pleasure.

But now came a current of ice-cold water and enwrapped 
me; and when I looked, it bore spots of blood upon it. Then I 
went hastily into the ark that was ever near by; and, climb
ing to the roof by the ladder that I had before made, looked 
through. And all the sky was a hurricane, a madness of 
storm.

Now in my eagerness I had approached closely to the roof, 
so that the storm whirled me away into itself. One might say 
that I was the storm. And when I came to myself I was 
floating upon the bosom of the river, borne by that very bark 
that once I had built myself in the lighthouse. And in the 
storm I had lost my hair and beard; for the wind had torn all 
out by the root. So that I heard a voice saying, “It is a babe 
upon the waters.” And looking at the bark, I found it 
refashioned by him that is appointed to refashion. For it had 
planks of my old shallop, and planks also of the ark, and it was 
shaped like a cradle rather than like a boat. And I heard the 
voice of one appointed to speak saying: “ Behold thou me!”



And I could not. Nevertheless I gazed earnestly, and paddled 
in the direction of the sound.

While this was a-doing suddenly the river fell in a cataract. 
And I looked for the olive-branch, and it was withered, and 
sunk beneath the stream. And I looked for the dove, and it 
was wrapped round with a most hideous serpent. And I was 
helpless. In the end he devoured that rose-winged companion 
o f my journey, and went seeking a new prey.

Now in this cataract I had most surely been wrecked but 
that I clung tightly to the boat. This indeed floated as 
serenely as if it had been upon the still waters of a lake; and 
when I had a little plucked up courage, I saw sitting at the 
helm him that is appointed to steer; I saw him face to face.

This then endured for a space; and with his aid I began 
ship-building. “ For” (said he) “there are many that swim, and 
find no boats. Be it thy task to aid them.” Of my journey to 
the House he spake nothing. But in the ship-building came 
the fair man my brother to my help; and one evening as we 
sate at meat he said: May it please you to enter the House; for 
there is prepared for you a goodly bedchamber. But I would 
not at that time; for I was ashamed, being unclothed; not 
understanding that in the House robes are provided by him 
that is appointed to provide them.

Thus we laboured, and built many fair shallops upon the 
model of that wherein we sailed. In all these there was not 
one splinter of wood too much, or too little; and there was no 
ornament; and neither paint nor varnish covered the planks, 
for they were planks of a tree that cometh neither from the 
East nor from the West. But the sails were of gold tissue, very 
brave, with figures inwoven.



Now at last the time being come, did I take my chamber in 
the House. And upon the secret things that were there shown 
to me I ponder yet; so that in this place I shall make no 
mention of them. But this treasure will I give out, that 
everything noble in that House seemeth vile to them that are 
swimming in the stream; and everything vile to them 
appeareth noble. Thus they endure not the delicate stuffs 
with rough and impure handling; and the rubbish they carry 
away with them, and devour. Thus wisely hath the master of 
the House ordained.

Now of the silver radiance that issueth from the darkness 
of the House I will say nothing; nor of the golden ray that 
illuminateth the darkness of the House.

But for the sake of one that may come to share my bed
chamber will I speak of the last adventure.

Upon the breast of the river came a wild swan, singing, and 
for a moment rested upon mine image reflected in the water. 
And I said: “Come up hither.”

And the wild swan said: “ How shall I come up thither?”
/: I will guide thee.
The Swam Who art thou?
/: My Father is the keeper of the King’s Cup: I have 

prepared a little ship wherein I may go my journeys upon the 
great river.

Who will draw it?
The Swan: I will draw it.
So we set forth together; and of the horrible tempests 

that arose it is unworthy discourse. And of what followed after 
is discourse unprofitable; but the wild swan still guides my 
ship.



And the end shall be as is appointed by the master of the 
House; but this I know, that this ship is the King’s ship. And 
in my bosom are the champak-blossom, and the mustard seed, 
and the oak-leaf, more lovely than before.

And upon us watcheth ever he that is appointed to watch.
And the wild swan sings ever; and my heart sings ever.

•  • • • • •

Now then I had laid aside the pen, and a voice cried: 
Write!

Fear not!
Turn not aside!
Is it not written that Sorrow may endure for a night, but joy 

cometh in the morning?
Sleep therefore in peace and in faith: shall he not watch 

whose eye hath no eyelid, who to this end is appointed?
And my heart answered: Amen!



SONG
COME, Love awaken! O’er the wild salt sea,
Shadows strange-shapen whirl themselves and flee 
As eddying mist, by storm winds overtaken,
And sunbeams kissed—the shafts all curled and shaken 
In shuddering ecstasy!
Come, Love, nor list to tired dreams that twist 
Thy lithe long limbs in fierce abandonment,
Awake, and learn of me the secret of the sea,
Whose meaning is the sum of all things blent 
In fiercest harmony.

Soft winds are calling on the cloudy deep,
(Like foam-flowers falling from the breasts of Sleep 
Their Lotus-kiss is), such a world forestalling 
Of wanton blisses, that the fear of palling 
Makes e’en the Sirens weep.
Ah me! What serpent hisses from out those purple bysses, 
Far in the womb of the long-lying sea?
She wakes! Nor dare he creep back to her soul, whence Sleep 
Has torn aside the mist-hung drapery;
Too strange the way, and steep.

E t h e l  A r c h e r .
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ACT I

S C E N E :  The desert. In the foreground, a w alled w ell with 
a lever. Three palm s. T a ll grasses. The ground is 
uneven. In the background other palm s, among which are 
several m ilitary chargers, held by esquires. Around the well 
are Knights Templars, armed, reposing. Also 
J O C E L Y N ,  a troubadour.

J O C E L Y N  [sings to his harp]:
Noon slumbers softly in the palms 
The desert breezes whisper psalms;
And we who rest must rise and ride 
Beneath the banner cruciform 
That braves the Saracen and the storm,
This blessed Christmastide.
For we are hardy, and worn with blows 
And battles,
And languish for our mother snows.

What is the gladness of the well 
To us who pine for citadel,
And joyous burg, and Christian feast?
But we are vowed to Christ to fight 
For God, our honour, and our right 
Against the recreant East.



We have left our ladies, you and I,
My brothers!
To keep our castles, and to sigh!

Oh! could some holy hermit give 
One short day’s dalliance fugitive!
Speed hither through the enchanted air 
Our ladies, for our faith’s reward!
Would it not sharpen every sword 
And perfume every prayer?
Love sharp as holly and pure as snow,
And kisses
Beneath the moon for mistletoe!

SIR RAYMOND. Something ill sung, Jocelyn, and too sadly, 
forsooth! Here the hermits are foul and malicious. I would 
clear the land of them.

SIR JAMES. Spies, every one. And enchanters to boot.
SIR EUSTACHE. The maids are worse, to my mind. Think 

of the gallant Florimond, as tall a knight of his hands as ever 
swung sword or couched lance.

SIR RAYMOND. Netted like a fish!
SIR JAMES. And now lives in the desert with the witch, a 

wild man, and banned.
SIR RAYMOND. Little better than a robber. And the word 

goes that he hath apostatized from our holy faith.
[ALL cross ]

JOCELYN [sings]
Heigho! Heigho! the Crescent and Cross!
If the one is a bargain, the other’s a loss.



Who would be found
On the ground
Of Mahound
A recreant knight, and a renegade boaster?
Better we each
Leave our bones here to Bleach
And be saved, than go burn with the Paynim impostor!
For the infidel swine
Lack our spirit divine;
There crazy old prophet prohibits them wine!
Drink, every knight!
God and my right!
We’ll drive the black dogs to their kennels to-night!

SIR JAMES. Peace to thy ribaldry! Here comes the 
Preceptor. To saddle!

JOCELYN. Why cannot he ride with us, as a good knight 
and gay?

SIR JAMES. Who poises in his mind the destinies of 
Christendom needs not in his ear thy fool’s prattle, or thy 
fool’s face at his elbow. Though he have seen but five-and- 
twenty summers he is wiser than many a greybeard! See, even 
afar, how weightily he sits his horse. His forehead bent, his 
shoulders arched—

JOCELYN. The seat o f a hunchback!
SIR JAMES. Like Atlas supporting the world.
SIR RAYMOND. Good Jocelyn, could thy wisest thought 

match his most foolish, thou would’st sit at the council.
JOCELYN. Gramercy! I smile awry. With a hawk on 

my wrist, and a madrigal at my lips, a prayer in the morning



given, and a kiss stolen at night, I want none of your dusty 
conclaves. I had as lief be a scholar.

SIR JAMES. If the world were like thee, Christendom 
would perish in a year and a day. Thy good knights comrades 
would row the Turkish galleys, and a few prize fools—such as 
thou—make sport for their Emirs or guard their women.

JOCELYN. And a good thing. I am weary of crusading. The 
sacred Sepulchre is empty—praise God, Who performed a 
miracle to make it so!—and we must perforce come and fill 
thousands more with good Christian flesh and blood, that was 
alive and jolly. Let us be off, though! The Preceptor sheds 
dullness as the sun sheds light, alike on the evil and on the 
good. One, two, three—I’ll race you all to Sidi Khaled.

[They go o ff R.toward their horses, JOCELYN singing as
he goes.

What is the worth 
Of a hound or a hawk?

A monkey for mirth!
A parrot for talk!

Rosamond’s skin 
Is whiter than milk,

Seductive as sin 
And softer than silk.

Would I were back 
From crusade for an hour,

My limbs lying slack 
In Rosamond’s Bower!

[From  the palm s C. comes forw ard  LAYLAH, veiled, with a 
pitcher. She attaches it to the cord o f the lever and



dips it into the well. She looks about , and seeing no 
one, raises her veil.

LAYLAH. From the heart of the sand 
The water wells up 
Purer than the rain.
So in my heart 
Love springs
Chaster than the grace of heaven itself.
Earth purifies
More subtly than the sea.
Only through matter 
Can spirit understand itself,
Justify itself, become itself.
This mystery I heard 
From the holy man of Bassu.
His beard was whiter than snow
Because it had once been blacker than burnt wood.

So will I cherish my love,
The love which I owe,
Which I give, to my husband 
The noblest of the Emirs;
For I and my love and my service 
And my duty 
All are his.
I have no duty to God 
But to obey my husband.
So my heart is freer 
That all other hearts,



As the dweller among the palms 
Is freer than the wanderer in the desert.
The wanderer must find the palms;
The dweller is at ease.

My heart is a young gazelle 
Leaping with love toward my husband.
He is black-bearded and bold and magnificent.
Even on the morn of the wedding he rode forth 
Against the infidel.
He is so strong and brave:
God must look favourably upon him,
Bidding him return a conqueror 
To the flower of his garden 
That awaits his hand to pluck.

\During the last part o f the song SIR RINALDO DE LA 
CHAPELLE, preceptor o f the Knights Templars, has 
entered L . quitely, dismounted, tethered his palfrey to 
palm , and approached LAYLAH. As she pulls 
the pitcher from  the water he claps his hands over her 
eyes. She shudders with fear, but gives no sound.

SIR RINALDO. You are a brave maiden.
LAYLAH. You are—an infidel. I had not my dagger, 

or your shriek—not mine—would have summoned my 
kin.

RINALDO. I have a score good knights within sound of my 
horn. And your kin are but the dotards and women and little 
children. Your fighting men are away.

LAYLAH. Ay, slaying your good knights.



RINALDO. It may be so. But you are my hostage.
[He releases her. She faces him.

LAYLAH. A worthless pledge.
RINALDO. These silks and pearls! I could draw your veil 

through a link in my chain mail.
LAYLAH. I am the bride o f the Emir.
RINALDO. A fair bride. I guessed you his daughter.
LAYLAH. My feet have not entered his house.
RINALDO. Your feet are fair.. . .  Can you tell fortunes?
LAYLAH. On the forehead o f every man his destiny is 

written.
RINALDO. Read mine.
LAYLAH. Let me go to my house.
RINALDO. Then I will read yours. You are to be captive to 

a strange knight.
LAYLAH. Not to you, Sir Knight!
RINALDO. The rest is dark.
LAYLAH. You dare not touch me.
RINALDO. Sit there! [He seats her on the w all o f the well.] 

Do you guess what I have been thinking as I rode through the 
sun to these palms?

LAYLAH. Some new plot to carry fire and sword through 
our quiet villages.

RINALDO. No. I was wondering why men should not live 
at peace. I was wondering what was the quarrel that has 
beggared Europe and made Asia a shambles these nigh five 
score years.

LAYLAH. I cannot tell you.
RINALDO. This is all I know, that in the time of Pope 

Urban the Second, some pilgrims to Jerusalem began to



grumble. And a madman screamed so loud on their behalf 
that all Europe was infected. All pilgrims grumble. All 
mankind grumbles. Can chivalry do nothing better than 
redress grievances? Progress and learning are dead in 
this eternal redressing. Or if we must redress grievances, 
let us redress the great grievance, man misunderstanding 
man!

LAYLAH. Let me go to my house. tries to slip
away.]

RINALDO. Sit there! [Heputs her back very We
worship one God, as you do. That is the essence of agreement. 
We have one prophet, as you have; there’s little odds in a 
name. Let our fools go worship at the tomb of our prophets, as 
your fools go worship at the tomb of yours; and let us break 
the heads only of those who break the peace.

LAYLAH. Let me go to my house. You are breaking the 
peace now, and I will break your head.

[She has unloosened a stone from  the Well and strikes him.
H is cheek bleeds.]

RINALDO. [unmoved.] Sit there! . . .  So this is my read
ing of the future. I who met you in hate shall leave you in 
love . . .  and there an end of the Crusades!

LAYLAH. Love! [bitterly sarcastic.]
RINALDO. Love! [enthusiastic.]
LAYLAH. I had rather a scorpion stung me.
RINALDO. My crest is a scorpion. [He points to the golden 

bejewelled crest upon his light helmet.] I am thirsty. Give me 
water.

LAYLAH. I would give water to a thirsty dog. [She pours 
water into his hands.]



RINALDO. For water I will give you fire. Twelve hundred 
years ago came peace on earth and goodwill toward men 
through a virgin sacrifice___History repeats itself.

LAYLAH. I am on the edge of the well; but I shall not fall 
in. You are a renegade, I see; and, I think, a monster. You are 
mad with pride and conceit of your own wisdom. So I know 
you for a fool.

RINALDO. The wisdom of this world is foolishness with 
God.

LAYLAH. Prate on! Even the dust mocks at you.
RINALDO. There are snakes in the dust.
LAYLAH. What do you mean?
RINALDO. I saw it in your eyes three m inutes since. I did 

not need to turn my head to know that on the horizon gallop 
your husband and his band.

LAYLAH. You are clever.
RINALDO. And you were forced despite yourself to drop a 

hint that might warn me to rejoin my knights.
LAYLAH. No!
RINALDO. Yes. By that I knew that you loved me.
LAYLAH. And by this (she strikes him) know that I hate 

you.
RINALDO. You are too young. I have seen lions.
LAYLAH. You are a savage.
RINALDO. Nature is savage. Passion is savage. The God 

alike of Jews and Moslems delights in death. Or why are 
men and beasts slain in His honour? Brutal force is at 
the heart of things. Man is dragged crying from his 
mother’s womb in dire agony; man fights his surroundings 
—the nearer they are the more bitterly must he fight them



— and at last he is hurled fighting into the hungry mouth of 
death.

LAYLAH. The cloud grows.
RINALDO. Indeed you love me, if you bid me waste no 

time.
LAYLAH. Oh no! . . .

I must respect you. You treat me as if I were a pebble in the 
sand. Nothing moves you.

RINALDO. Love moves me.
LAYLAH. We are opposites in all.
RINALDO. So Nature hath ordained. Man hates his 

neighbour: but when he finds his opposite, he loves it. All joy 
is the warfare of enemies, from the clash of lance and sabre, 
when Saracen meets Christian on the plain to— this, when 
Christian rushes Saracen in his arms and-----

clasps her.
LAYLAH. Oh! [The pitcher is overturned and the water 

flow s out.
RINALDO. I love you.
LAYLAH. I am a speck o f dust in the simoom.
RINALDO. Let it whirl! There is no more Christian and 

Saracen, but man and woman—as it was in the beginning and 
for ever shall be.

He has borne her in his arms to the ta ll grasses. She 
struggles uselessly. They are now invisible.

LAYLAH. Help me, O God of Battles!
RINALDO. God is love.
[Music. From  the w ell issues a nymph dressed in silver and  

azure gauze, with jew els and roses in her hair. After her 
a cluster o f children. ]



THE NYMPH [sings.]
In the well 
Where I dwell,

It is cool, it is dusk;
But the truth 
Of my youth 

Is a palace of musk.
Truth comes bubbling to my brim;
Light and night are one to Him!

In the dark 
You may mark

The slow ooze of my springs,
But you know 
Not the glow

Where the soul of me sings.
Truth comes bubbling to my brim;
Life and death are one to Him!

There is cold 
In the old

Grey gloom of my caves;
There is heat 
In the beat

Of my passionate waves.
Truth come bubbling to my brim;
Love and hate are one to Him.

[They dance and return to the well. R. and  L. are now 
seen behind the grasses, she sobbing upon his 
shoulder.]



RINALDO. The cloud blackens all the sky. Laylah!
[Hetakes the scorpion from  his helmet.

Keep this token of me.
LAYLAH. For a token of hate and of revenge!
RINALDO. As you will. But the Crusades are ended!
[He draws her to the well, and lays her down. With her 

arms on the low w all, and her face hidden, she sobs. 
RINALDO takes his palfrey, and, with one glance over 
his shoulder towards the enemy and another to 
LAYLAH, rides off, driving the spurs into his horse. 
LAYLAH remains sobbing. After a long interval she half
rises, and stretching her arms after him, calls 
brokenly:

LAYLAH. Come back!. . .  Come back! . . .
[Sobs again take her more violently than ever. She 

struggles to her feet, holds out the scorpion crest and  
calls:]

Come back!. . .  Come back!
[She collapses. D ead silence. After a little the distant 

galloping o f horses is heard. It  grows louder and  
louder. LAYLAH rises, mistress o f herself, kisses the 
golden scorpion and hides it at her heart, and refills 
the pitcher.

[Enter a band o f Saracens, who dismount. Their leader, 
the EMIR SAID OMAR, rushes forw ard to the well.

SAID OMAR. Victory! we have chased the infidels three 
days, and the vultures of the desert are gorged, and the jackals 
burst with fatness. My gazelle, didst thou languish for 
me? My rose, my tulip, my anemone, slim palm of the 
oasis, sweet water of the well! We shall feast to-night,



little one, star of the night, beautiful young moon over the 
sand-dunes!

clasps her in his arms. 
LAYLAH [tonelessly\. Victory! Ay, victory is sweet. We 

shall feast to-night.
[She shudders.

SAID OMAR [seeingthat a ll is not well]. What is it? 
What is it?

LAYLAH. I have had evil dreams.
SAID OMAR [to his men]. On to the houses! We must 

feast; we must sleep.
[Hetakes LAYLAH on his .] 

You must sleep, whisper of the west wind!
LAYLAH. I shall have evil dreams.
SAID OMAR. No! you shall not sleep to-night, white fairy of 

Paradise, black-eyed gazelle of the wilderness!
LAYLAH. Be gentle with me . . .  I ache . . .  I have been 

stung by a scorpion.
SAID OMAR. There are no scorpions in the winter. Where 

is the wound?
[LAYLAH puts her hand to her heart, and fa lls  fainting  

limp across the saddlebow.]
Call Ibrahim, the wise physician! On to the houses! 
[Exeunt. The voice o f the nymph o f the well, faintly from  

below.
“ Truth comes bubbling to my brim:

Love and Hate are one to Him!” ]

CURTAIN
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ACT II

Twenty years later. An Oriental Palace in a city near 
Jerusalem ; the H a ll o f Audience. In the throne is LAYLAH 
veiled. Around her are waiting-women and her old nurse 
FATMA. At the door an eunuch on guard with drawn 
scimitar.

LEDMIYA [a younggirl with a  stringed ].
As the flower waits for the rain,
As the lover waits for the moon,
We wait, we wait, an hungry pain,
For tidings from the battle plain—
If those we love are hurt or slain,
Or if the Lord hath smitten again 
The legions of the Cross, and hewn 
A path of blood where glory flares.
The sabre strikes, the trumpet blares,
The war horse neighs,—Oh let us see 
The Crescent borne to victory!

LAYLAH. Is there no news?
FATMA. It is rumoured that the battle has begun.
LEDMIYA. Under the very walls o f Jerusalem!
ABDUL KHAN. Within the southern gate.
FATMA. Many, many will fall. Alas, alas!



LAYLAH. Sliman is strong and brave — my splendid 
boy.

FATMA. Ay, there are hairs on his chin. But the strongest 
and the bravest fall first.

LAYLAH. Thou ominous owl! Be silent, or I will have thee 
whipped.

FATMA. Oh! Oh! indeed I only say what we all know. If 
he should die indeed, thou mayst have Sidi Omar left, thy 
dear lord. And Othman, and Akbar, and Mohammed!

LAYLAH. Sliman is my first-born.
FATMA. Ay, he is not like his brothers. He is square and 

solid-set. He is more like the cedar than the palm.
LAYLAH. Sidi Omar’s mother was a princess from 

Lebanon.
FATMA. He is silent and stern.
LAYLAH. Sidi Omar’s father was the holiest man of Syria. 

He lived alone forty years in the mountain.
FATMA. He is relentless in anger, and obeys not. One 

would say there was Christian blood in him.
LAYLAH. On the night of his begetting there was Christian 

blood on Sidi Omar’s hands.
FATMA. He is as fair as a Christian.
LAYLAH. The men o f Sidi Omar’s tribe are white men, 

thou wizened old black witch.
FATMA. Ah! Sidi Omar! Sidi Omar! Sidi Omar! Happy 

the prince whose wife is as faithful as thou. Thou canst not 
open thy mouth without uttering his name.

LAYLAH. Do not take it in thine, mother o f lies!
FATMA. My mouth has been shut these tw enty years.
LAYLAH. What? Any time these twenty years thou hast



deserved a beating, old scandal-monger! And often thou hast 
had it.

FATMA. It was not a beating that thou didst earn, princess. 
Many a time I have fetched water from the well by—

LAYLAH. Abdul Khan! take out this prating hag and beat 
her soundly. Fatma! this is the last time I leave thy lying 
tongue in that camel-lipped old face of an unbelieving 
Jinneeyah!

[The eunuch drags her out, screaming and scolding.
What news! What news!
LEDMIYA [at the window]. A horseman gallops from 

Jerusalem.
LAYLAH. Oh, quick, quick, quick, his tidings! For pity’s 

sake. Would it were the winged horse of brass! I am dis
tracted. Mind me not! I can wait. A queen must be able 
to wait.

LEDMIYA. He is quite near now. And in the distance is 
a glint, and a faint shouting. I think the battle is coming 
here.

LAYLAH. Oh, we cannot have been beaten! Silman is so 
strong and brave.

FATMA [re-entering]. All is lost! All is lost! Let us all 
flee!

LAYLAH. Peace, parrot!
[E  nter Messenger.

MESSENGER. Pardon, princess!
LAYLAH. Thy news, or thy head shall pay it.
MESSENGER. Glorious news! Sidi Omar hath entered 

Jerusalem, and sacked the House of the Knights Templars, 
and the House of the Knights Hospitallers, and-----



LEDMIYA. [at window]. Oh, I can see the spears shining 
through the dust of the horses!

MESSENGER. — but—
LAYLAH. Speak, if thou wouldst ever speak again!
MESSENGER. But the Knights o f Malta appeared in great 

strength, riding from the valley on their noble chargers, armed 
at all points—

LAYLAH. Yes? Yes?
MESSENGER. So that we judged it best to fall back upon 

the reserves. The Maltese fell upon us—you may see them 
fighting now.

LAYLAH. What news of my brave Sliman?
FATMA. And Sidi Omar? And Othman? And Akbar? 

And Mohammed?
LAYLAH. Peace. What news?
MESSENGER. Sidi Omar is hurt.
LAYLAH. And Sliman?
MESSENGER. I do not know, princess.
LAYLAH. Get forth, back to the fight. Reward him, ye!
FATMA. Reward for such bad news! What is the world 

coming to? In my young days—
LAYLAH. Such withered weeds were burnt.
FATMA. Alas, Sidi Omar! The strong, the brave, the 

comely! He is dead, he is dead.
LAYLAH. Hurt, said the messenger.
LEDMIYA. Now comes another from the fight, riding 

hard, he bears a fair-haired child across the saddle. Oh, 
do look!

LAYLAH. Is there no messenger?
LEDMIYA. It is Achmet! It is good Achmet!



LAYLAH. The equerry o f Prince Silman! Out o f the way, 
girl! [She pushes LEDMIYA roughly from  the

Booty! He must be well and victorious! Bring him in! Now 
we shall know—good tidings! good tidings!

[She paces up and down impatiently. Enter ACHMET with 
a young girl.

ACHMET. The duty of my Lord! Good tidings from the 
battle. The spoils of my lord’s spear! He prays you to keep 
her among the women until he return and place her in his 
harem.

LAYLAH. A man! He is a man! I have borne a man-child, 
a lion, a conqueror!

ACHMET. Indeed, he has slain twenty Christians with his 
own hand. And still he is in the front of the battle. He 
laughed: “To-day I am a man, I need thee no more; be my 
chamberlain and carry this toy to my mother.” I think she is a 
princess.

THE CHILD. My father is the Grand Master of the 
Temple, and he is coming to cut all your heads off.

LAYLAH. Leave her with us! Ride back on a fresh horse, 
and bear aid to the prince. ACHMET

LEDMIYA [at window]. There is a tumult in the courtyard, 
and a great wailing. \Wailing without.

LAYLAH. The sun will be set in an hour. One hour more of 
favour and protection for my boy, oh God of Battles!

THE CHILD. Our God is love! He will protect me, I know.
LAYLAH. Imp! Be silent! How you startled me! And now I 

look at you—what is it? what is it? You frighten me. Take her 
away—there, with the pipe-slaves.

[FATMA takes the child down stage to the pipe-slaves.



THE CHILD. You are ugly, you black creature!
LEDMIYA. Oh! Oh!

[She runs to LAYLAH and hides in the folds o f her dress.
LAYLAH. What now?
LEDMIYA. They are bringing in a corpse.
LAYLAH. Oh my God—if Achmet lied!
[The door opens. The corpse o/SIDI OMAR is brought in by 

six e u n u c h s . ]
Ah! [She goes down hall.] Lay him there! [She rends her 

veil.] Sidi Omar, these twenty years have I been wedded to 
thee and thou hast not known my heart! Leave me, that I 
may bewail him as is fitting.

[Alldepart but FATMA and LEDMIYA and the PIPE-SLAVES 
with their prisoner.]

Fatma, do thou lament. I await tidings of the battle. Is 
there sign of a messenger?
[ FATMA goes to corpse and mutters over it.

LEDMIYA [at window]. There are many that make hither. 
Some bear the dead away—two, three, five, eight, oh so many! 
Some ride weary or wounded . . .

LAYLAH. Some ride like messengers?
LEDMIYA. No. Yes, one. No, he has fallen from his horse, 

and lies still. \Wailing without.
LAYLAH. Go, bid those fools be quiet. Is there not 

enough woe in this house but that their shrieks should 
edge it?

[LEDMIYA goes out. The wailing stops. Then suddenly it 
begins again more loudly than before.

FATMA. More death! More misery!
[LEDMIYA returns, and goes again to window.



LAYLAH. Silence, thou blotchy spider! Thou baboon of 
ugliness! Mother of curses!

[Four eunuchs bring in the corpse o f the boy MOHAMMED.
Ah God! my youngest, my own delicate darling! Lay him 

by his sire! [She goes down and bends ] Was not this
arm too tender to bear a sword? Why would he go to the 
battle? He was made for luting and the zephyr. His eyes 
were larger and lovelier than the gazelle’s! His eyebrows 
were blacker than the kohl upon mine eyelids. Alas, my baby! 
My young one, my tender one! . . .  Is there tidings, girl?

LEDMIYA. One rides fast. His horse stumbles at the gate. 
He leaps clear. The horse has fallen. He runs hither.

LAYLAH. News! News!
[LEDMIYA goes out. Enter a Messenger.

2 ND MESSENGER. The duty of my lord to his mother! We 
keep the hounds at bay now. Prince Sliman is like the Angel 
of Death. No man can stand before him. The Christians 
tremble, and give back when he rides against them.

LAYLAH. A man! A man! He is not hurt?
2 ND MESSENGER. Scratches. As if a lion were at play with 

kittens!
LAYLAH. I am glad he has scratches. Every one shall be 

sung by the poets as if it were the axe-blow of old Duke Walter.
[Againthe w ailing surges in the courtyard. LEDMIYA 

rushes in.
LEDMIYA. Alas, alas, my queen! I cannot say it! Do not 

ask me to say i t ! . . .  They are bringing him in.
LAYLAH. Who? Devil-child! [She strikes her. Four 

eunuchs bring in the corpse o f AKBAR.] Forgive me! I am 
not myself. I am not a woman. Lay him there, beside his



father! [She goes down to cor.] Akbar, my little one! 
Strong wast thou and greater than thy brothers. Thou hadst 
the hawk’s eye, and the deer’s foot; and thine hand on the 
bowstring was surer and stronger than thy father’s! Three, of 
my five, my five that should guard me and cherish me! Three 
taken, and two left! Yet, while one is left. . .

LEDMIYA [at window]. The battle is fiercer every 
moment. Hundreds and hundreds must be killed. But the 
press is thinner. I can make out the banners. Oh! I can see 
Sliman’s banner!

LAYLAH. Let me see! let me see! [She rushes to .]
Yes! it flows free in the good air! How fierce he fights. I 
cannot see him; but he must be there. Yes! it moves forward 
now; the Christians part before him like the air before an 
arrow. The dust swallows all up again.

[W ailing rises without, louder and more insistent.
A curse upon these fools! But for them I could hear his 

battle-cry. . . . Has he ever cried, and I not heard him? Oh, 
why did the strange knight not bear me on his palfrey? I 
must be mad.

FATMA. You must be mad!
LAYLAH. Bewail the dead, thou bald vulture, shaggy tooth

less crone, dam of perdition! There floats the banner again, 
above them all. The Templar’s banner dips; some one has cut 
through the staff. The Christians are in rout.. . .

[Four eunuchs enter, bearing the corpse o/OTHMAN.
FATMA. Othman is dead! Alas! Alas! Weep, mother, 

three brave boys beside their sire! All dead! dead!
LAYLAH [not turning from  window]. Lay him beside 

his father and his two brothers! Brave banner! Brave



banner! We go through the Christians as a wedge cleaves a 
plank, as a ship cleaves the sea, as a bird cleaves the air! 
Victory! Sliman! Sliman! Drive them, like cattle, to their 
walls again!

FATMA. She has always been mad! I wonder what really 
happened.

LAYLAH. The sun is setting in blood. There are storm- 
clouds lit like burning charcoal blown upon by the mightiest 
of the Djinn. I cannot see the banner. It grows dark. They 
must stop fighting soon. They will withdraw to their walls— 
nay, let them camp among the dead! Come back with tidings! 
Tell me, Sliman is safe. Ah! there sounds the horn of truce.

THE CHILD. My father is the Grand Master of the 
Temple, and he will come and cut all your heads off.

LAYLAH [goes down to her\. Thou preposterous little curd 
of sour milk! Thy father is dead! I saw the Banner of the 
Temple snap like a dry twig. My brave son Sliman cut it at a 
single blow. He will whip home the dogs, your friends, and 
you shall be his toy to play with and break and make sport of. 
He will twist your skinny arm—so!

[She catches the child's wrist, twists it, and makes her 
scream.

Spindle-legged little spider! [ The child bites her ]
Venomous as a scorpion!
THE CHILD. My father’s crest is a scorpion.
LAYLAH. No! No! it cannot be. I am mad. I hear a strange 

thing. Now I know what I saw in your face. Child! 
Child! I am sorry I hurt you. I want to be friends with you. 
I am all-powerful here. No harm shall come to you! His 
child! Come and kiss me! ]



No! I am sorry. I am your good friend. I will take you 
back to your father. He is not dead. I am sure he is not 
dead.

THE CHILD. I do not understand you.
LAYLAH. Oh, you shall understand. Your father will make 

you understand! [changing again ]. What was 
your mother like? Had she your golden hair, and the 
complexion like a shaved sow? And the simper, and the grey 
eyes! I have grey eyes too; but mine are steel-grey, true as 
steel; and yours are chill and watery. But you have your 
father’s temper, and his silence, and his will.

THE CHILD. What do you know of my father?
LAYLAH. Nothing. I only jested; I wanted to try 

you, to hear what you would say. Tell me about your 
mother.

THE CHILD. She was a fair and noble lady. She died when 
I was born.

LAYLAH. Thank God!
THE CHILD. I do not understand.
LAYLAH. Oh! will your father say, “ I do not understand?” 

What am I? Yet I gave him my greatest gift—and I have yet a 
greater gift to give him—and I have a gift that he has always 
had and I have never lost.

THE CHILD. Are you an enchantress? You do not talk 
sense.

LAYLAH. Your are the child of an enchanter.
THE CHILD. My father burns enchanters alive when he 

catches them.
LEDMIYA [at window]. There is a great concourse with

out. The men are returning. They ride slowly, as in peace.



But one rides fast, for I can hear his hoofs ring the gallop 
above all the trampling.

LAYLAH. It is Sliman! His horse has silver shoes. Wait 
there, child! I have joy for you to come.

[A horse is heard galloping into the courtyard, and a battle- 
cry, L a  Allah ilia  Allah, rings out in a boy's clear voice, 
a voice weary yet supremely happy.

[Almost beside herself\ Sliman! to me! to your mother!
[Slim an enters, in his right hand his sword still d rip 

ping blood.
SLIMAN. Splendid fun, mother! We should have had the 

whole city, but those cursed Knights of Malta threatened our 
flank. And father told me I was a better leader for 
withdrawing than if I had gone on and taken the city. There! 
Aha! little one! you are caged safely, canary. Thanks, mother! 
Don’t kiss me. I’m all blood.

[She smothers him with kisses.
LAYLAH. Oh, you’re wounded. Ledmiya, the kerchief, 

quick. And the Arabian oil, and the balsam.
SLIMAN. Nonsense, mother, it’s nothing. But think! I 

slew twenty knights—they haven’t the strength of babies. 
It was like cracking eggshells. All except one. He was as 
strong as I, but not so quick. So I cut him down, and took his 
crest for a brooch for you, mother dear.

holds out a golden crest.
LAYLAH. The scorpion!
THE CHILD. The scorpion! [She retires and watches.
LAYLAH. Boy, you have killed your father.

[She stands thunderstuck.
SLIMAN. Oh, no, mother! Father and the boys all died in



the melee when we were thrown back on the reserve. The 
Knights of St John charged in line. It was rough-and-tumble 
for a few minutes, indeed it was. When I got out, their 
banners were swept far down the fighting line. There was a 
mess of varlets between us; before I could sweep them away 
the Knights had rolled over Sidi Omar and my brothers—the 
whole wing was destroyed. I rallied the right on the centre, 
and—why, mother, you are not listening!

LAYLAH [ taking his sword\. This sword killed your
father. Listen! Sidi Omar was not your father. Your 
father ravished me, a virgin and a princess, and left me only 
this for token. [ She takes the jew elled scorpion from  .]
I took it for hate and revenge; wherein I lied, for I loved him, 
and I love him. God has punished my lie, making you—the 
token of love—the minister of revenge. So then—be he 
avenged!

[She strikes the neck o f SLIMAN and he fa lls  dead. She 
stands stupefied.

THE CHILD [coming forw ard and picking up the scorpion 
that SLIMAN had in his hand\. I thank thee, lady. My 
brother is avenged.

[She dips the scorpion in his blood and fastens it in her 
dress.

LAYLAH [shortly].Your brother lies there dead.
THE CHILD. I am sorry, if he was my brother. He was a 

brave boy. He picked me up and threw me to a servant just as 
if I had been an old tabard.

LAYLAH. Your father’s trick!
THE CHILD. I do not understand.
LAYLAH. Understand this. I have slain my son because he



slew his father; and all I look for is for some one to slay me 
also!

THE CHILD. But you say his father is my father.
LAYLAH. Was! was!
THE CHILD. But is is my brother who was slain by Sliman. 

My father is in Rome; he is coming hither with the next fair 
wind.

LAYLAH. Fair wind! God! It is I than who have slain our 
son. The scorpion! My sole token.

[She fa lls  on SLIM AN’S
My son! only son of my love! one sole jewel of the world 

wert thou. And the accursed scorpion has betrayed me. Oh, 
let me from this hour throw off all womanhood, all kindness, 
all compassion—all but my love that has made my heart a hell. 
From this hell spring forth fiery scorpions—Eunuchs! Girls! 
let us be men! Take swords! take spears! Truce or no truce, 
night or no night, out to the field. Let us slay the dogs as they 
lie. God, hear me! Make me mightier than Semiramis! Hate 
and revenge! Battle and death! To arms! To arms! Out into 
the night!

[During this speech the eunuchs, girls, and slaves, catching 
her madness, have a ll arm ed themselves from  the 
trophies on the wall. They troop out, running and  
jostling. LAYLAH turns to the Name o f G od above the 
throne, and waving her sabre, cries:]

Hear me, hear me, thou God of Battles! [Exit.
THE CHILD. God is love. And he has protected me. 

[Alone among the corpses.]

CURTAIN.
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ACT III
SCENE I: Twenty years later. Jerusalem . The Council

Chamber o f the G rand Tribunal. A Bishop, as G rand 
Inquisitor. On his right, RINALDO; now become G rand 
M aster o f the Temple; on his left the G rand M aster o f 
the Knights o f M alta. Beyond these, the G rand M aster 
o f the Knights o f S t John and the representative o f the 
King o f Jerusalem . Clerks, Ushers, etc. A m ilitary 
guard. Clerical functionaries o f a ll sorts. Under guard  
LAYLAH, unveiled, scarred with sword-cuts, a stem savage 
virago.

BISHOP. Let the indictment be read.
THE CLERK OF THE COURT. Princess Kahar-ud-din or 

Koureddin, you are arraigned of witchcraft. Firstly that on the 
night of the victory to the Crusaders’ arms, by God’s grace, 
during a period of truce, you did sally forth with a horde of 
slaves and women, by many accounted devils, and did attack 
and destroy the armies of the Crusaders.

PROSECUTOR. We say this was by witchcraft. How else 
could a rabble of slaves and women defeat the heroes who, 
though barely two thousand strong, had that day destroyed 
four hundred thousand and above of your best warriors? 

LAYLAH. On our side was the God of Battles.
BISHOP. My daughter, God is love.



LAYLAH. Lord Bishop, I have heard that phrase thrice in 
three score years. The first time a man used it to destroy a 
child: the second time a child used it to murder her brother; 
this time you use it to torture and burn an honourable 
adversary.

BISHOP. Child of the devil, you blaspheme. Be silent! On 
the first count, guilty.

[Several JUDGES, but not RINALDO, echo “Guilty. ” Through
out this scene RINALDO sits absolutely silent and  

motionless, except that now and then he makes a  
gesture o f weariness and impatience.

THE CLERK. Secondly, that you have in these twenty 
years past gathered a band of lawless ruffians, and constantly 
assailed the defenders of the sepulchre, with malice and 
deadly hatred.

PROSECUTOR. We say that no woman could do thus, 
unless aided by Satan.

LAYLAH. Dido, Queen of Carthage, was renowned as a 
warrior, and Semiramis, Queen of Nineveh.

BISHOP. Both pagans. On the second count, guilty.
[JUDGES . ”

CLERK. Thirdly, that you did discard the modesty of 
womanhood and put on armour enchanted.

PROSECUTOR. We say that, forasmuch as many good 
knights have ridden against it with sword and lance and not 
availed to pierce it, this was by magic and forbidden art.

LAYLAH [contemptuously\. It was good armour.
BISHOP. The prisoner mocks us. On the third count, 

guilty. [JUDGES echo “Guilty. ”
CLERK. Fourthly, that you did at midnight upon Martinmas,



eighteen years ago, in the valley of Hinnom, on the stone 
called Succoth, bind yourself in a diabolical pact with Satan, 
whereby he granted the power to change your sex at will, 
since which time you have become the father of an 
innumerable brood of devils, and in particular have travelled 
by night in the form of an owl to assault the virtue of many 
holy servants of the True Faith, notably at the Convent of St 
Anne in this city, whereby the bodies and souls of the nuns 
were possessed and destroyed.

PROSECUTOR. We say this is plain witchcraft.
[LAYLAH takes no notice.

BISHOP. Silence under such a charge is contumacious, and 
equivalent to confession. On the fourth count, guilty.

[JUDGES echo “Guilty. ”
CLERK. Fifthly, that you do take the form of a bat, and 

suck the blood of sleeping children, and moreover have 
bewitched divers cows to the prejudice of the Holy Orders of 
Knights Hospitaller and others, lawful owners of the aforesaid 
cows.

PROSECUTOR. All clear marks of a witch!
LAYLAH. Your Saviour sent devils into swine.
BISHOP. Blasphemy on blasphemy! [crosses himselj\. Sure 

only the devil could speak thus. On the fifth count, guilty.
[JUDGES echo “Guilty. ”

CLERK. Sixthly—
BISHOP. Stay, gentle sir. Have we not heard enough? 

Must the ears of the Court be further polluted with a recital of 
these abominations?

G. M. OF ST J. We have heard enough.
G. M. OF ST MALTA. Enough, my lord Bishop.

ioo



REP. OF K. OF JERUSALEM. Enough.
BISHOP [ toRINALDO]. And you, Grand Master?
RINALDO. More than enough.
BISHOP. My beloved daughter! God is not willing that any 

should perish, but that all should repent and be saved. It is 
therefore the most merciful provision of our just and merciful 
law that none be condemned without confession. Let me 
urge you to make peace with God and man.

LAYLAH. Peace, peace! when there is no peace.
BISHOP. There spoke a lost soul. Confess, my dear 

daughter. Break the bonds of Satan at the last.
LAYLAH [straining at her handcuffs}. They hold fast.
BISHOP. We are not moved by insult from our most 

merciful purpose. Summon the executioners.
[A CLERK goes with the order. Enter torturers with their 

implements. Also a Physician.
LAYLAH. Your steel against my will. It is a fair bout.
BISHOP. Apply the thumbscrews.

[The torturers bind LAYLAH and apply the torture.
[To G. M. o f S t John} My cook is a great knave, you must 

know. I bade him prepare me a pasty of quails toward to
night, and the varlet swears there are no quails on the market. 
Now this morning riding I saw quails with these eyes. The air 
was as thick with them as when the Children of Israel were 
miraculously fed.

G. M. OF ST J. A new miracle if the knave escape. But will 
not your lordship sup with me to-night?

BISHOP. Thanks, good Grand Master.
FIRST TORTURER. My lord, I think I heard a sigh.
PHYSICIAN. Only a natural motion of the body, by your

IOI



leave, my lord, I venture to opine. Her lip is bitten 
through.

BISHOP. What wickedness! Truly, my lords, Satan hath 
great power in these latter days, spoken of by St Paul in his 
Epistle to the Romans. Force the mouth open.

[A torturer obeys.
PHYSICIAN. Pardon, my lord, if she utters no sound. She 

hath swallowed her tongue, a notorious devilry of Arabian 
enchanters. By your leave, my lord, the tongue should be 
pulled forward. Her soul would be lost (begging your 
Lordship’s pardon) should she choke now.

BISHOP. Rightly said. And on your head be it! Redouble 
the thumbscrews.

[A torturer pu lls her tongue forw ard  with pincers.
LAYLAH groans.

TORTURER. I certainly heard somewhat.
BISHOP. Articulate?
TORTURER. I dare hardly say, my lord.
BISHOP. The needles.
TORTURER. They are white-hot. How many, my lord?
BISHOP. Three behind each eyeball should suffice.
TORTURER. It is done. There is a sound like “wa.”
PHYSICIAN [ i n triumph]. “Aiwa,” my lord Bishop,

“aiwa” without a doubt. It is “yes” in their heathen 
tongue.

BISHOP. I heard it. We all heard it. Glory to God! Release 
the prisoner.

[LAYLAH is released. She is unconscious a n dfa lls limp.]
Sir Clerk, write down that the prisoner made full con

fession and repented of her crimes, desiring to be reconciled



with God and His holy church. My own chaplain shall 
baptize her and administer the sacrament. Glory to God 
in the Highest for one more soul torn from the grasp of 
Satan.

My beloved daughter, behold you now at peace with God 
and with His holy church. Your sins are forgiven you. But the 
secular arm is not yet satisfied; your crimes, the crimes to 
which you have confessed, must by expiated according to law. 
The sentence of the Court is that you be handed over to the 
secular arm; and I beg of you [ the Representative
o f the King o f Jerusalem }, the Court begs of you, that you 
will deal mercifully with the Prisoner, without shedding of 
blood.

REP. OF K. OF J. A stake shall be prepared. 
[To the soldiers] Remove the prisoner to the strongest 
dungeon, and let the guard be trebled. Witchcraft has many 
tricks.

BISHOP. The Court is dissolved. My lords, will you please 
breakfast with me? [JUDGES murmur assent.

RINALDO. Thank you, my lord, but I have my bellyful.
[The others exchange glances and go out. RINALDO left 

alone. He goes to the place .]
There is blood on the floor. It fell from her lip that she 

bit through. . . . Pilate washed his hands in water. Had I 
power I would wash mine in blood, in the blood of these 
monsters of cruelty—no, of stupidity. But I am too old. I 
gave all for power, and I used all my power to reconcile, to 
heal, to amend the matter. So at the end I find myself a 
toothless dog. Bigotry I could have beaten: it is this moun
tain of stupidity that crushes me. Shall I summon my



knights and join the Saracen army? That were only to change 
the balance, to change the cross, soaked in the blood of 
humanity, for the crescent, pale flame of madness. Oh could 
I destroy both! . . . Forty years ago I strove to reconcile 
them by love, by sympathy. What came of it? A frolic 
crime, sterile as all my thoughts are. Nothing, nothing has 
ever come of anything that I have ever done. Yet that came 
nearest to success; for it was my one touch of love. I have never 
loved since, as most surely I had never loved before. She is 
dead long ago. . . . Oh, these years of carnage! The Holy 
Sepulchre that hid the body of Him whose innocent blood was 
shed is not worth one drop of innocent blood—like this. [He 
bows, takes the blood on his finger and crosses his forehead with 
it.] The brand of Cain! Would it have saved her if I had 
thrust my poniard into that hypocrite’s throat? I can do 
nothing but wait, binding chosen knights with an oath—the 
oath of the Knights of the Royal Mystery . . . that God is 
one; that to love God and man is enough. . . . Peace, Toler
ance, Truth. Paul may plant, and Apollos may water, but 
God giveth the increase. If I cry out “Down with tyranny! 
Down with superstition and imposture!” the first knight 
thinks me mad; the second that I have some politic baseness 
toward; the third that I mean Saracens; the fourth suspects the 
truth, and destroys me. Anon . . .  Anon . . .

[He goes sorrowfully out.

CURTAIN.



SCENE II. A few days later. A public place in Jerusalem. In  
the midst a stake with faggots. Seats fo r  the 
some thirty or forty o f whom are , most with their
ladies. There is present moreover a motley crowd o f a ll 
classes o f society, Christian and Saracen. Note especially 
ISAAC, a fa t good-tempered Jew , and an URCHIN o f some 
twelve years old. In front are jugglers, tumblers, singers 
an d dancers, hucksters, etc., a ll o f whom ply their trade 
merrily. The O fficial Procession now enters, the guard  
clearing away these folk. A ll take their seats, chatting. 
The Bishop is enthroned, in fu ll canonicals. He is 
supported by three acolytes, bearing bell, book and candle. 
LAYLAH brought in and bound to stake. The Bishop rises 
at a signal from  the King, and begins a long declamation 
in Latin. The general confusion gradually subsides.

URCHIN. U ncle  Isaac, take me on thy stout shoulder. I 
want to see the w itch burnt.

ISAAC. A ll in good tim e. T h e  ho ly Bishop is still cursing, I 
th ink.

BISHOP [concluding, raises his voice to drown the general 
conversation]. In  Saecula Saeculorum. Am en!

ALL. Am en!
K. OF J. [enthroned near the Bishop\. L e t  the sentence be 

executed.
[The Executioner brings forw ard  his torch, which he lights 

at the BISHOP’S candle.
BISHOP [blessing]. A bsolvo  te.
[The Executioner thrusts his torch into the pyre. The flam es



spring up. At this moment the w ind suddenly rises in a 
fury, and the sky darkens. There is no light but the flicker 
o f the straw.]

[Allpresent are alarm ed; many cry out.
BISHOP. Witchcraft! [He cowers on his
[The people move confusedly about, some trying to escape, 

others to get better places.
K. OF J. Keep order, guards!

[ The guards restore order after a struggle.
URCHIN. 0  do lift me up, Uncle Isaac!
ISAAC. What do you want to see a witch burnt for, boy?

[Htakes the boy on his shoulder.
URCHIN. O, it’s jolly!
ISAAC. Well then, you’re a fool for your pains. This woman 

isn’t a witch at all. But she was a better and braver soldier than 
any of their knights, so when they caught her at last—there 
you are!

URCHIN. She’s a Saracen, isn’t she?
ISAAC. Yes. If we only had a Jewess now-a-days like her! 

There was Deborah once, and Jael, and Judith. But the glory 
is departed, boy, the glory is departed.

URCHIN. I’m a Saracen, you know.
ISAAC. You’re a heavy little old Man of the Sea!
URCHIN. The flames are creeping up her body now. Oh! 

I’m so angry; I’m so angry.
ISAAC. You mustn’t be angry, or you’ll never be fat.
URCHIN. I don’t wan’t to be fat. I wan’t to kill all the 

people.
ISAAC. Well, well, you shall one day, if you’re good.
URCHIN. Yes, I will.



ISAAC. There, the wind has blown her robe open. What’s 
that? Diamonds, by Abraham! What waste! What terrible 
waste!

RINALDO [leapingfrom  his seat]. The scorpion!
[He rushes to the pure and clasps LAYLAH in his arms.]
Laylah! my one love!
LAYLAH. Rinaldo!
RINALDO. We might not live together. God is love; He lets 

us die together.
LAYLAH. Together at last!
RINALDO. You and I, love, you and I.
LAYLAH. You and I.
[The flam es blaze to heaven with a roar. RINALDO and  

LAYLAH are blotted out.
URCHIN. What has he done?
ISAAC. He was trying to save his diamonds. That was the 

Grand Master of the Temple. It was his crest; she must have 
stolen it. A diamond scorpion! Oh dear! Oh dear!

URCHIN. I’ll be a dragon, with wings. They shan’t burn 
me; I’ll burn them.

ISAAC. Of course, you will, you little fire-eater. What’s 
your great name?

URCHIN. Saladin.

CURTAIN.



THE EARTH
THE child of miracle to the world, greeting.

I reach my hands to the leaves and dabble in the dew: I 
sprinkle dew on you for kisses. I kneel down and hold the 
grass of the black earth to my bosom; I crush the earth to my 
lips as if it were a grape. And the wine of Demeter flushes my 
cheeks; they burn with joy of youth.

Why should I greet the world? Because my heart is 
bursting with love for the world. Love, say I? Why not lust? 
Is not lust strength, and merriment, and the famine that only 
the infinite can stay?

And why do I call myself the child of miracle? Because I 
have entered a second time into my mother’s womb and am 
born. Because to the knowledge of manhood has come the 
passion, even the folly, of adolescence; with all its pride and 
purity.

It is for this that you see me lying upon the thick wet grass, 
unquenchable; or rejoicing in the fat black loam.

Now the manner of the miracle was this. In the beginning 
is given to a youth the vision of his mate. This one must he 
henceforth seek blindly; and many are the enchantments and 
disenchantments. Through this his vision fades; even his 
hunger dies away unless he be indeed Elect. But in the end it 
may be that God shall send him the other half of that Token



of Paradise. Then, if he have kept the holy fire alight, 
perhaps with much false fuel, that fire shall instant blaze and 
fill the temple of his soul. By its insistent energy it shall 
destroy even the memory of all those marsh-lights that came 
to greet it; and the priest shall bow down in the glory, and 
grasp the altar with his hands, and strike it with his forehead 
seven times. Now this altar is the earthen altar of Demeter.

Then understanding all things by the light of that love, he 
shall know that this is love, that this is the soul of the earth, 
that this is fertility and understanding, the secret of Demeter. 
Nay, (even!) the Oracle may speak in his heart and foretell or 
foreshadow the greater mysteries of Persephone, of Death the 
daughter of Love.

Those, too, who are thus reborn will understand that I who 
write these words am stretched on the wet earth on the day of 
Spring. It is night, but only the sea whispers of Persephone, 
as the stars intimate Urania whose mystery is the third, and 
beyond. My body is absorbed in scent and touch; for the 
consuming fire of my sight has burnt itself out to blindness, 
and in my mouth is only the savour of an infinite kiss. The 
moist earth burns my lips; my fingers search down about the 
roots of the grass. The life of earth itself is my life: I shall be 
glad to be buried in the earth. Let my body dissolve into hers, 
putrefy in her reviving limbeck. He never loved who let them 
case him in a coffin from the supreme embrace.

It is from the earth, bride of the sun, that all bodily 
strength derives. It is no figure that Antaeus regained all his 
force when he touched earth. It is no pedantry and folly of 
the Hindus, who (fearing bodily lust) isolate their acolytes 
from earth, no futility their doctrine of Prana and the Tamo-



Guna. It is not mere faith healing, this hygiene of Father 
Kneipp, and his failures are those who retain decorum and 
melancholy, who follow the letter and not the spirit, cold
blooded treaders upon earth instead of passionate lovers of its 
strength.

It is no accident of mythology that the Titans made war 
upon the Gods, and in Prometheus overthrew them. It was 
when Canute failed to drive back the sea that his dynasty was 
lost to that Norman William who caught hold of Mother Earth 
with both hands.

When I was a child I fell; and the scars of the earth are on 
my forehead at this hour.

When I was a boy I was hurt by the explosion of a buried 
jar of gunpowder; and the scars of the earth are on my face at 
this hour.

Since then I have been the lover of the earth, that wooed 
me thus roughly. Many a night have I slept upon her naked 
breast, in forest and on glacier, upon great plains and upon 
lonely crags, in heat and cold, fair weather and foul; and my 
blood is the blood of the earth. My life is hers, and as she is a 
spark thrown off from the whirling brilliance of the sun, so do 
I know myself to be a spark of infinite God.

Seek earth, and heaven shall be added unto you! Back 
to our mother, drive the shining spade into her womb! 
Wrinkle her with your furrows, she will only smile more 
kindly!

Let your sweat, the sweat of your toil, which is your 
passion, drip like benediction from on High upon her; she 
will render corn and wine. Also your wife shall be desirable 
in your eyes all the days of your life, and your children shall

no



be strong and comely, and the blessing of the Most High shall 
be upon you.

Then let your grasp relax in the satiety of death, and your 
weight shall cumber the earth, and the little children of the 
earth shall make merry with you until the rose strike its root 
into your breast. Then shall your body be one again with the 
mother, and your soul one with the Father, as it is written in 
the Book of the Law.

All this have I been taught by her whose purity and 
strength are even as Earth’s, chosen before the foundation of 
Time. Lioness with lion, may we walk by night among the 
ruins of great cities, when, weary with happiness too great 
even for our immortality, we turn from the fragrance and 
fertility of Earth. And at the sunrise return where the peopled 
valleys call us; where, bronzed and buoyant, our children sing 
aloud as they drive home the spade.

Glory be to the Earth and to the Sun and to the holy body 
and soul of Man; and glory be to Love and to the Father of 
Love, the secret Unity of things!

Glory be to the Shrine within the Temple, and to the God 
within the Shrine, to the Word and to the Silence that bore it 
unto Him that is beyond the Silence and the Speech!

Also thanksgiving in the Highest for the Gift of all these 
things, and for the maiden in whom all these things are found, 
for the holy body and soul of man, and for the sun, and for the 
earth. AMEN.

F rancis B e n d ic k .
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SLEEP
Along the silver pathways of the moon,
(With lilies strewn to mark her passing hours)
A mighty goddess strays.
Her rapt eyes gaze in calm undying swoon,
Like stars in June that guard earth’s sleeping flowers, 
The guests of summer days.
Moving she plays some sweetly slumbrous tune,
As mothers croon; through faint /Eolian showers,
Her mist-hung garment sways.

And in her shadow chaste as starlit snows,
A vestal goes, scattering sweet roses:
Roses deep-thorned and red—
Whose leaves are shed in perfumed dreams, where glows 
A world that blows and fairy-like discloses 
The fields that Flora fled.
And some are sped where dream brings that repose 
The thorn bestows—(where naught that is, reposes)— 
Goring the sleeper’s head

E t h e l  A r c h e r .



T H E  O R D E A L  O F  I D A  P E N D R A G O N





TO I, J ,  AND K

I

THE RED HOUR

TH ERE was myrrh in the honey of the smile with which 
Edgar Rolles turned from the fagade of the Pantheon. “Aux 
grandes hommes la patrie reconnaissante”—he reflected that 
the grateful fatherland never gives her great men anything but 
a tomb.

Then the full blast of it struck him. The Gargantuan 
jest! The solemn ass that had devised the motto; the 
laborious ass that had put it up there; the admiring asses 
that had warmed their skinny souls at the false fire of its 
pompous sentimentality.

Perhaps he was the first to see the joke! He rocked and 
reeled with laughter—to find himself caught, as he stumbled 
against a table, in the sturdy arms of a solidly built young 
woman, who—he had in her a glance—joined in Celtic 
harmony the robust brutality of the peasant to the decadent 
refinement of the latter Greek. The face of a Bacchanal, even 
of a satyr, perhaps; but a satyr of Raphael; the face of a 
madonna, perhaps; but a madonna of Rodin. Besides this, she



was seductive, alluring, a Messalina rather than an 
Aspasia. Chienne de race! She was young, and her lips rather 
sneered than smiled, rather gloated than sneered. One 
instinctively muttered the word cannibal. She had a perfect 
and perverse enjoyment of life, a perfect and perverse 
contempt of life; the contempt of the philosopher, the 
enjoyment of the wallowing pig. Porcus e grege Epicuri.

This much Edgar Rolles smelt rather than saw; for as he 
turned to her, he caught her eyes. They were the eyes of an 
enthusiast, of a saint, of an ascetic—but of a saint who, strong 
in his agony through faith and hope and love, still endures the 
Dark Night of the Soul.

“You shall lunch with me, nice boy” (she said), “and beg 
my pardon for your stumble, and pay for your lunch by telling 
me what drives you mad with laughter at the sight of the 
Pantheon. Is it ‘L ’homme aux trois sous’?” For so the 
irreverent Frenchman, mindful of his daily need, calls Rodin’s 
‘Le Penseur.’ ”

“Mademoiselle,” said Rolles, “I accept your kind invita
tion; I abandon the Church for the Tavern.” They turned 
into the Taverne du Pantheon, threading their way through 
the professors and their mistresses, a clever, incurious, 
domestic, fascinating crowd.

“I kiss your hands and your feet, and I will tell you the 
joke before lunch; so that you may repent in time if it is not 
amusing. In your ear, enchantress! The truth is—I am a great 
man.”

She saw it in a flash. “Then, my friend, I must bury 
you!”

“In your hair!” he cried. She had huge rolling masses of



brown-bronze hair, as if a great sculptor had wished to 
immortalise the sea in storm.

“Anoint me first,” he added, with a low sob, suddenly 
clairvoyant of some vision of Christ and Magdalene.

“Need you die?” They were seated, and her hand fell on 
his lap. “Great men die never.”

“Nor kind words,” he retorted. “You have flattered me; 
tu veux me perdre.” His English had no equivalent. She 
gave a little shiver.

“What do you want?” he said, with the man’s alarm when 
he at last meets the woman he may be able to love.

“Your body and soul,” she answered solemnly; her eyes 
sank into his, like a dagger into the belly of a faithless Kabyle 
woman. “But beyond that, your secret! You know life, yet you 
can laugh from a mad heart!”

“It is easily said. I am going to London to-morrow. 
There they will make me bankrupt, because I love my neigh
bour better than myself, and prosecute me for blasphemy and 
indecency, because I uttered a few simple truths that 
everybody knows.”

“Why, my friend, you will be famous!” she cried. “Aux 
grands hommes la patrie reconnaissante!”

“Probably,” said he. “Already I run to a full page in the 
American papers, my name intimately coupled with that of a 
duke’s daughter whom I have never seen.”

“Good, good!” she agreed—“so much for fame. But are 
you really great? Your laughter was better than Zarathoustra! 
What is your real secret? Why did you love your neigh
bour? Why did you speak the truth? How did you come 
to know anything at all well enough to be able to laugh as



you laughed! Such abandonment to mirth implies a standard 
of seriousness unshakable.”

“You are a witch,” said he. “It is sorcery to know 
that I have a secret. But to discover it you must be an 
adept.”

“I know this,” she answered, making a secret sign.
“This,” he retorted, with the mano in fica.
“If you can laugh at me,” she said, “you must indeed be a 

great man!”
“Know,” said he pompously, “that you speak to an 

Absolute Grand Patriarch of the Rite of Mizraim.
“A button!” she laughed back. “I was born to undo them. 

So I always wear laced boots.”
“True enough,” said Edgar Rolles. “I will take you 

seriously then. If you really understand the sign you gave me, 
you know that the mano in fica is but a caricature of the 
answer to it. Why are you painted and perfumed?”

“Because I am ambitious, may I not be vicious?” she 
rimed. “If I see anyone that seems likely to amuse me, I 
try and amuse him—or her,” she laughed. 'Ts not that the 
Golden Rule?”

“Well, "said Edgar hesitatingly, “well. . . ”
“I am so abstemious, so self-restrained, that I fear the 

reproach of the ascetic. Love is my balancing-pole.” She 
threw her arm round his neck, and her mouth shuddered on 
his in a long, deliberate, skilful kiss.

“Art?” sighed he, fallen back half fainting in his seat.
“Art concealed;” she glowed, radiant, intoxicated with her 

own enthusiasm.
“Yes,” he agreed, “consummate art!”



“And to all arts there is but One summit!” continued the 
girl.

“You are a nymphomane,” he said; “your aspiration is 
the lie you tell yourself.”

She struck him across the face. “Devil!” she cried, so loud 
that even in the Taverne Pantheon folk looked up and 
laughed, “have I not heard that from conscience since I was 
sixteen? A blow is the one answer possible.”

“A blow is but your male desire,” he said, unmoved.
“How shall I prove my truth?” she sobbed, disquieted and 

angry.
“Live it down, little girl,” he said kindly. “Trust me; I will 

prove you and justify you. Afterwards!”
“Do you think!—now—?” she began indignantly.
“I know it,” said he. “In the grey light, to-morrow, we will 

talk.”
She suddenly felt chill and afraid. “I am not ready,” she 

said; “I am not worthy . . . ”
“It is to prove you worthy,” said he, “that I was sent to 

you.”
“Well, God aid me,” said the girl. She was serious and 

almost sobbing, her face drawn and white beneath its paint. 
Her emotion added piquancy to her voluptuousness, pathos to 
her brute appeal.

“At this moment, of all moments? How should I find you? 
It was one chance in a million million.”

Edgar lifted the knife that lay by his side. There was a fly 
on the tablecloth. Adroit and salmon-swift, he cut it fairly in 
half. “Bad luck on the fly?” he laughed. “But I did it. 
Chance only means ignorance of causes.”



“Then you believe in the Brothers?”
“As I revel in the kisses of your mouth,” said the boy, 

crushing her face against his.
A rich gladness filled her eyes, moist gladness; one might 

say the first gush of an artesian well amid the seas of sand.
“Well,” quoth she, cheerful and brisk, to let the mask fall 

on her blushing soul, “we have got through six dozen oysters 
and a devil of a lot of Burgundy.. . .  I wonder if I am hungry!” 
She looked him between the eyes.

“Hors d’oeuvres!” said Edgar. “I have a box for the Sam 
Hall fight.”

“Oh do take me,” she panted. “Will he beat Joe Marie?” 
she added, with a touch of anxiety. “He has the weight, and 
the experience, and the record.”

“Fools are betting he will. My money is on the man 
with three years younger, six inches taller, and twelve inches 
longer reach to his credit. And a twenty-four times harder 
skull.”

“It’s his skin I love.”
“The only thing a woman ever can love.”
“And his activity.”
“Exactly. You cannot understand Being, which is 

Peace.”
“Don’t! You are near my secret, now.”
“Wait till the grey hours!”
She dropped three napoleons on the plate, and disdaining 

to wait for the change, took Edgar’s arm in hers. They hailed 
a fiacre.

“By the way, I don’t know your name,” he began, as they 
clattered down the Boul’ Mich’.



“Ida Pendragon. But call me Poppy, because my lips are 
red, because I give sleep, and death!”

A pause. “And you name, nice boy?”
“Edgar Rolles—you may call me Monkshood.”
“What—the Edgar Rolles?”
“As ever is.”
“Oh, they’ll hang you! They’ll certainly hang you! for 

that last book of yours. . . . But you shall hang here first.” 
Her long white fingers went to her neck, like a cuttle-fish 
feeling for its prey. Her eyes closed: her throat worked 
convulsively for a moment. Rolles too leaned back, pale with 
excitement. He drank the fresh air. Then, like a man shot, 
he lifted himself and fell forward, his head in the nest of her 
bosom.

“Please sit up and behave sensibly, Mr Rolles!” was the 
next word that fell on his ears. “We are crossing the Seine. 
Passion may not pass the gloomy river; here stalks Vice, and 
the Englishman on its heels. The very coffee sent son 
Anglais.”

“Et les femmes,” muttered Edgar.
She slapped his hand half fiercely.
“It’s Poster Art of immorality.”
“I remember going with an American girl to the Guignol 

once. They played a comedy one could have acted in a 
Sunday-school in Glasgow; but Verro-nika, as they called 
her, who didn’t understand a word of French, said the 
atmosphere was one of the most awful lust. Poor girl! she had 
paid a lot to see Yurrup and its wickedness. I had not the 
heart to undeceive her.”

“You sympathised, and offered to take her away?”



“Of course.”
“And she preferred to stay?”
“Of course.”
“Here’s the Cirque, anyhow.”
“We’ll hope for a clean fight.”
The second round was just over as they took their seats. 

Sam Hall was solid and furious, looking an ounce or two 
overtrained; Joe Marie looked hardly human, his black skin 
gleaming, his arms so long as to seem almost disproportionate. 
He seemed apathetic; he reminded one of indiarubber.

It was not till the sixth round that any warm exchanges 
took palace. Then Ida sat up. Joe had sent a sharp upper cut 
to the Englishman’s lip. She dug her nails into Rolles’ hand, 
that lay idly on her knee. Sam Hall returned a blow on the 
heart that sent the negro staggering across the ring. He was 
after him like a flash, thinking to finish the fight; but the 
black countered unexpectedly hard, and the round finished in 
a clinch.

In the seventh round both men seemed cautious and afraid 
of punishment. Joe Marie, in particular, seemed half asleep. 
The lazy grace of his feints was admirable; he was tiring the 
Englishmen, and paying nothing for the advantage.

In the ninth round Sam Hall reached his eye; but he only 
laughed, and leapt at his opponent, rushing him to the ropes 
despite the extra stone and a half. In the furious exchanges 
both men gave and took a great deal of punishment. In a 
sense, it was bad boxing.

The tenth round showed Joe Marie awake at last. He led 
repeatedly, and thrice got home on the white man’s face.

Ida was rubbing her body against Edgar’s like a cat.



“He is like a black leopard,” she purred. “Is anything in the 
world so beautiful as that lithe black body?”

“I have seen blood in the sunlight on a bull’s shoulder,” 
replied Rolles.

“I love to see the pure animal beat the mere brute. White 
men ought not to fight: they ought to think, and do lovely 
physical things, things gracious and of good report.”

“Ida! my Ida! Could you see your nostrils twitching! I can 
imagine you fighting with all their fierceness, incapable of 
keeping to the rules of boxing.”

“I hate you,” she said. “In everything you see-----”
“Your lust of blood,” he answered gravely.
“It is true,” said Ida slowly. “There is no light of battle in 

your eye. You see it as a picture.”
“It is a hieroglyph.”
“But it is a fight!”
“I do not believe in fights. I only believe in beauty.”
“Oh how true, how right your are! How noble!” She hid 

her face in her hands and began to cry to herself. “I see! I 
see! That is how God must see the universe, or He could 
never tolerate such cruelty, such idiotcy, ineptitude.”

“Exactly. Suppose now that the world is only symbol—I 
had rather say sacrament—suppose for example that all these 
stars swimming in boundless aether are but corpuscles in the 
blood of some toy terrier of the Creator.”

“You frighten me. I don’t want to suppose.”
“Think of the eternal battles of haemoglobin, oxyhaemo- 

globin, carboxyhaemoglobin in our blood. It is the same idea. 
Do we express sympathy for the fallen? Have we a stop-the- 
war party? On the contrary, we take good care that these



murderous conflicts shall go on. So when you call the God to 
whom you aspire ‘The Compassionate,’ ‘The Merciful,’ pray 
be very careful as to exactly what you mean!”

“I am cold. I am frightened. The world has fallen away 
from me. Take me away. Put me into the ordeal; I have 
nothing more to lose.”

“In the grey hours of the morn.”
But the crowd was already on its feet, cheering. Joe 

Marie had fallen on his opponent, now too weak to counter or 
to guard, and smashed him here, there, and everywhere. It 
was as one-sided as a man beating a carpet. Twice he 
knocked him through the ropes. The first time he rose 
unsteadily, only to fall instantly. The second time his friends, 
careless of the rules, helped him to rise. A mistaken kindness; 
the black rushed him round the ring under a hail of pitiless 
blows, and with a last smashing drive flung him clean through 
the ropes out of the ring before the referee had time to stop 
the fight.

Edgar Rolles drove Ida Pendragon back to his studio in 
Montparnasse. All the way she clung to him, sobbing like a 
child. He sat very still, save to caress her hair from which 
the turban had fallen. “It is the victory of Essence over 
Form,” he mused, “of Matter over Motion. Woman is Form, 
and thinks Form is Being. Oh my God!” he started up. “I 
am a man. Suppose I, who am Being, think Being is Form!
. . . I cannot even attach a meaning to the phrase! I am 
blinder than shorn Samson. Both must be equal, equally true, 
equally false, in His eyes wherein all is false and true, He 
being beyond them. Only the brains of a child—of The 
Child—can grasp it. ’Except ye become as little children, ye



cannot enter the Kingdom of Heaven!’ I am blinder than 
shorn Samson! . . . Well, I’m in charge of Delilah at present, 
and here’s the House where we don’t admit Philistines! Get 
up, little girl!”

He lifted her gently from the fiacre and paid the driver. 
“Stamp!” said he, “stamp like Dr Johnson! The ground is 
firm.”

“ E pur si muove,” murmured she, and clung (O illogical 
sex!) still closer to his arm.



THE GREY HOUR
“ T o  re s u m e ,”  o b s e rv e d  R o lle s  as h e  re m o v e d  th e  te a -tra y , 
“ s in c e  y o u  h a v e  d o n e  no p re sc r ib e d  p ra c t ic e s  (w ic k e d  litt le  
s is te r !)  y o u  ca n n o t b a n ish  th e  b o d y  b y  b id d in g  it k e e p  s ile n c e . 
S o  it m u st b e  b a n ish e d  b y  e x h a u st io n , an d  th e  sp irit 
a w a k e n e d  b y  a s e v e n fo ld  d o se  o f  th e  E l ix ir .”

“ H a v e  y o u  th e  E lix ir ? ”  sh e  a sk e d , ra th er a w e d .
“ It  is e n tru ste d  to m e ,”  h e  a n sw e re d  s im p ly . “ T o  th is 

la u d a b le  en d  I h a v e  a p p o in te d  a s u ff ic ie n c y  o f  B is q u e  K a d o sh  
at th e  C a fe  R ic h e , fo llo w e d  b y  H o m ard  C a rd in a l an d  T r u f f e s  
au  c h a m p a g n e . W ith  a sa v o u ry  o f  m y  o w n  in v e n tio n . T h e  
tru ffe s  au  c h a m p a g n e  o f  th e  C a fe  R ic h e  are  m o re  to  b e  
d e s ire d  th an  all th e  h a sh ish  d re a m s o f  all th e  w ic k e d , and  th an  
all th e  d iv in e  d re am s o f  all th e  go o d . W e  sh all w a lk  th e re , and 
d r iv e  b a ck . T h is  in c e n se  sh a ll b e  k in d le d , an d  th is la m p  le ft  
b u rn in g .”

H e  to o k  a stra n g e  o b je c t  fro m  a lo c k e d  c a b in e t. It  had 
flo w e re d  c h a se d  p ip e s  o f  go ld , c o p p e r  and  p la tin u m , c o ilin g  
a b o u t an e g g  o f  c ry sta l. T h e  th re e  sn a k e s  m e t ju s t  a b o v e  th e 
e g g , as i f  to b ite  or to k iss . R o lle s  f i l le d  th e  e g g  w ith  a p a le  
b lu e  liq u id  fro m  a V e n e tia n  fla sk , th e n  p re sse d  th e  h e a d s  o f  
th e  se rp e n ts  ju s t  a lit t le  c lo se r  to g e th e r. In s ta n tly  a c o ru sc a t
in g  fla m e  le a p t  b e tw e e n  th e m , m in u te , d a zz lin g , rad ian t. It



c o n t in u e d  to b u rn  w ith  a lo w  h iss in g  n o ise  ra re ly  in te rru p te d  
b y  a d ry  cra ck le .

“ It  is w e ll ,”  said  R o lle s , “ le t us d e p a rt .”
Id a  P e n d ra g o n  had  n ot said  a w o rd . S h e  p u t on  h er hat an d  

fo llo w e d  to th e  d oor as fa ta lis t ic a lly  as th e  c o n d e m n e d  m an 
w a lk s  to th e  g a llo w s. S h e  had p a sse d  th ro u g h  an tic ip a tio n ; 
sh e  w a s co n te n t to aw a it w h at m ig h t be.

A t  th e  d oor sh e  w h isp e re d , h u sh e d  in a w e  o f  th e  real 
s i le n c e  o f  th e  room  w ith  its m o n o to n o u s h iss, in h is ear. “ Y o u  
h a v e  th e  L a m p . I a lm o st b e g in  to w o n d e r  i f  y o u  h a v e  n ot th e  
R in g ! ”

“  ‘T h is  is a se c re t s ig n ,’ ”  h e  q u o te d , “  ‘ and  th ou  sh a lt not 
d isc lo se  it u n to  th e  p ro fa n e .’ T o -n ig h t  y o u rs  b e  th e  rin g — th e  
E te r n a l  R in g , th e  S e r p e n t  to tw in e  ab o u t m y  h e a rt.”

“ A h ! co u ld  I c ru sh  i t ! ”
H e  c lo se d  th e  door. L ik e  a p rie st  c e le b ra t in g  h is first h ig h  

m ass h e  led  h e r th ro u g h  P aris . N e ith e r  sp o k e . O n ly  as th e y  
m o u n te d  th e  ste p s  o f  th e  C a fe  h e  to o k  h er arm  an d  said , 
sh a rp ly  an d  ste rn ly : “ A tte n tio n ! F ro m  th is m o m e n t I am  
E d g a r  R o lle s , and y o u  are  Id a  P e n d ra g o n . N o  m o re: n ot a 
th o u g h t o f  ou r real re la tio n . M a n  and  w o m an , i f  y o u  w ill; 
b e a sts  in  th e  ju n g le , i f  y o u  w ill; flo w e rs  b y  th e  w a y s id e , i f  y o u  
w ill; b u t  n o th in g  m ore. E ls e  y o u  w ill n ot o n ly  fa il in  th e  
o rd e a l, b u t y o u  w ill b e  sw e p t  a s id e  o u t o f  th e  P a th . Y o u  w e re  
in g re a te r  d a n g e r th an  y o u  k n e w  th is a fte rn o o n ; y o u  w ill y e t  

p ay  th e  p r ic e .”
“ I u n d e rs ta n d ,”  sh e  said . “ Y o u  d e v il!  I  lo v e  y o u .”  “ A n d  I 

lo ve  e v e r y  in ch  o f  y o u r  w h ite  b o d y !”
T h e y  ran la u g h in g  arm  in  arm  th ro u g h  th e  sw in g  doors.



E d g a r  R o lle s  sat c u rle d  up  H in d u  fa sh io n  on  h is  b e d . 
T h e  sacred  lam p  still h isse d . A t h is s id e  lay  Id a , h e r  arm s 
stre tch e d  o u t c ru c ifo rm . S h e  h a rd ly  b re a th e d ; th e re  w a s  n o  
co lo u r in  h e r  face . O n e  w o u ld  h a v e  said  th e  c o rp se  o f  a 
m artyred  v irg in . O n  h er w h ite  b o d y  its o w n  p u rity  h o v e re d  
lik e  a v e il.

E d g a r  R o le s  w a tc h e d  th e  lam p , e re c t, a tte n tiv e . It  w e n t  
ou t. H a rd ly  a h in t o f  g re y  f ilte re d  th ro u gh  th e  b la c k n e ss . 
In  h is h an d s h e h e ld  tw o  th read s. “ O n e  is b lack , and  o n e  
is w h ite , h e  m u se d , and  o n ly  G o d  k n o w s w h ic h  is w h ic h . 

S o  o n ly  G o d  k n o w s w h at is sin . In  o u r d a rk n e ss  w e  w h o  
p re su m e  to d e c la re  it are  liars— ch arlatan s, g ro p in g  q u a c k s  
at th e  b e st. W ill th e  su n  n e v e r  d aw n ? F o r  us on  w h o m  th e  
lig h tn in g  o f  e c s ta sy  h ath  fla sh e d  fo r a m o m e n t— ‘ m u ch  m a y  
b e  se e n  b y  its l ig h t ’— th e  lig h t o f  th e  te m p e st . B u t  th e  
L ig h t  o f  th e  S i lv e r  S tar?  O h , m y  B ro th e rs  (h e  b e g a n  to 
s p e a k  a lo u d ) g iv e  m e  w isd o m  as y o u  h a v e  g iv e n  m e  u n d e r 
sta n d in g ! K n o w le d g e  an d  g race  and  p o w e r?  T h e s e  are  
n o th in g  an d  le ss  than  n o th in g . Is  n ot th is a p re c io u s  th in g  
th at y o u  h a v e  g iv e n  in to  m y  ch arg e?  A m  not I too  y o u n g  
am o n g  y o u  to b e a r  so w o n d e rfu l a b u rd en ? It  is th e  first 
t im e  th at I h a v e  d ared  so far. T h e  A b y ss ! T h e  R a zo r-  
E d g e !  F ra il b r id g e  an d  sh arp ! Y e t  is it n ot a ray  o f  th e  
E v e n in g  S tar, a ray  o f  V e n u s , o f  th e  L o v e  S u p e r n a l ! . . .

“ C a n  I te ll b la c k  from  w h ite ?  It  se e m s  I can — and th e n  
th e  c e rta in ty  flic k e rs , and  I d o u b t. I d o u b t. I am  a lw a y s  
d o u b tin g . P e rh a p s  a w is e  m an  g ro w s an g ry , an d  d e c la re s  his 
w ill. ‘ I t  sh a ll b e  w h at o ’c lo c k  I say  it is , ’ or . . . se e ! I la y  th e  
th re ad s on  h e r  w h ite  b reast. N o  d o u b t re m a in s .”

T h e n  c le a r  and  lou d : “ A v e  S o ro r !”



T h e  girl, as it se e m e d  m e c h a n ica lly , m u rm u red  th e  w o rd s 
“ R o s a e  R u b e a e .”

“ E t  A u re a e  C r u c is ,”  h e  re jo in e d .
T h e n  to g e th e r, v e r y  s lo w ly  and d istin c tly : “ B e n e d ic tu s  sit 

D o m in u s  D e u s  N o s te r  q u i n o b is  d e d it  s ig n u m .”
I t  se e m e d  h a rd ly  p o ss ib le  th at h er v o ic e  jo in e d  his. T h e  

lip s  h ard ly  m o v e d ; it w a s as i f  an  in terio r v o ic e  sp o k e  in  h er 
h e a rt. Y e t  th e  room  w as s u d d e n ly  fille d  w ith  a p a le  g re e n  
l ig h t— or w as it ro sy?— or w as it g o ld e n ?— or w as it l ik e  th e  
m o o n ?  T h a t  w as th e  stran g e  th in g  ab o u t it. T o  e v e r y  
n a m e  o n e  p u t to it an in w ard  v o ic e  a n sw e re d : N o , not that; 
l ik e  that, b u t not q u ite  that. L u m in o u s , sp ectra l, c lo u d y , 
s h im m e r in g —  it w as all th e se , and so m e th in g  m ore.

H e  p la c e d  h is hand u p o n  th e  g ir l ’ s fo re h e a d .
“ A re  y o u  p e r fe c t ly  a w a k e ? ”
“ I am  a w a k e , fra te r .”
“ C a n  y o u  g iv e  m e  th e  sign  o f  y o u r g ra d e ?”
“ I m u st not m o ve . B u t I am  p o ise d  for d iv in g , 

f r a t e r .”

“ T h e  w o rd ?”
H a lt in g ly  ca m e  th e  an sw er: “ A r— ar— it— a.”
“ O n e  is H is  b e g in n in g ; o n e  is H is  in d iv id u a lity ; H is  

p e rm u ta t io n  o n e . D o  not fo rg e t it, little  s is te r .”
“ A re  y o u  re a d y ? ”
“ I am  read y . F a r e w e ll— fa re w e ll fo r e v e r !”
“ F a r e w e ll .”
H e  to o k  h is s ig n e t-rin g , and p re sse d  a sp rin g . T h e  b e z e l 

o p e n e d  an d  d isc lo se d  a sm all je w e lle d  w h e e l, d iv id e d  in to  
m a n y  co m p a rtm e n ts . H e  p re sse d  a seco n d  sp rin g . T h e  
w h e e l  b e g a n  to re v o lv e , and in  th e  s ile n c e  san g  a t in y  tu n e .



It  w a s  a fa in t t in k le , l ik e  a d istan t c o w -b e ll, or l ik e  a c h im e  
h eard  far o ff, h eard  fro m  th e  sn o w . T h e r e  w as an  ic y  q u a lit y  
in th e  n ote .

“ W h e re  are  y o u ? ”
“ I— I— ” sh e  b ro k e  o ff.
H is  e y e s  lit w ith  jo y .

“ I am  in  th e  san d ; I am  b u rie d  to th e  w a st in  th e  sa n d . I 
se e  n o th in g  b u t sa n d .”

H is  fa c e  fe ll again .
“ W h at is san d ?”  h e  a sk e d .

“ O h — ju st  san d , y o u  k n o w . L e a g u e s  an d  le a g u e s  o f  san d ; 
l ik e  a g re a t b o w l o f  sa n d .”

“ B u t  w h at is sa n d ?”

“ S a n d — oh ! san d  is G o d , I su p p o se .”  T h e r e  w a s  a 
p a t ie n c e  and  w e a r in e ss  in  h e r  v o ic e , as o f  o n e  w h o  has 
su ffe re d  lo n g  an d  is at rest, or co n v a le sc e n t.

“ A n d  w h o  are  y o u ? ”
S h e  d id  n ot a n sw e r  th e  q u e stio n . “ N o w  I se e  s k y ,”  she 

said . “ S k y  is G o d , too, I th in k .”
“ T h e n  do y o u  se e  G o d ? ”
“ O h  n o! I th in k  I am  G o d , so m e h o w . It  is all l ik e  it w as 

b e fo re , lo n g  ago . I w as o n ce  a sp id e r  in  th e  san d . G o d  is a 
sp id e r ; th e  U n iv e rs e  is f lie s . I am  a fly , too. . . . A n d  n o w  the 
d e se rt  is fu ll o f  f l ie s .”

R o lle s  b it h is lip ; h is fa c e  w as d raw n  w ith  p ain . A t  that 
m o m e n t h e  lo o k e d  an  o ld  m an.

“ B la c k  f l ie s ,”  sh e  w e n t  on. “ H o rr ib le  w h ite  m agg o ts. 
A n d  n o w  th e re  are  co rp se s . T h e  m agg o ts  p la y  ab o u t 
th e ir  m o u th s and  e y e s . T h e r e  are  th re e  co rp se s  th at w e re  
G o d  w h e n  th e y  w e re  a liv e . I k ille d  H im . T h a t  w as



w h e n  I w as a ca m e l in  th e  san d . N o w  th e re  are  o n ly  m y  
b o n e s .”

“ It  m a y  b e  o n ly  a v e i l , ”  h e  m u tte re d , not w is h in g  h er to 
h e a r . B u t  sh e  h eard .

“ It  is a v e i l ,”  sh e  said . “ B u t is th e re  a n y th in g  b e h in d  
v e i l s ? ”

“ L o o k ! ”
“ O n ly  th e  sa n d .”
“ T e a r  it d o w n !”

“ T h e r e  m ig h t b e  N o th in g  b e h in d .”

“ T h e r e  is N o th in g  b e h in d . It  is th ro u gh  th at th at y o u  
m u s t  p a ss .”

“ T h is  v e il  is G o d . I am  a h o ly  n u n  in  th e  tran ce  c a lle d  
R a m p u ra n a . I am  ca n o n ise d . M y  n am e is on  e v e r y  b an n er. 
M y  fa c e  is w o rsh ip p e d  b y  e v e r y  n ation . I am  a p u re  v irg in ; a ll 
t h e  o th e rs  are  so ile d . T h o u g h t  is w o rse  th an  d e e d . A ll m y  
th o u g h ts  are  h o ly . I th in k . I th in k . I th in k . B y  th e  p o w e r  o f  
m y  th o u g h t I c re a te d  th e  W ord ; and  b y  th e  W ord  ca m e  th e  
W o rld s . I am  th e  creator. I w ill w rite  m y  law  u p o n  ta b le ts  o f  
j a d e  an d  o n y x .”

R o lle s  b o w e d  h is h ead  in  s ile n c e .
“ I am  th o u g h t it s e lf ,”  sh e  w e n t  on q u ie t ly . “ A n d  all 

th o u g h t  is I. I am  k n o w le d g e . A ll k n o w le d g e  is in  th ree . 
T h r e e  h u n d re d  an d  th irty -th re e . I am  h a lf  th e  M a ste r . I h a v e  
c u t  h im  in  tw o .”

T h e  a d e p t sh u d d e re d .
“ T h a t  w as w h e n  I w a s  an  a x e . I w ill n ot b e  an  arrow . I w ill 

b e  an  a x e . . . . ”  S h e  g a v e  a g ig g le .
“ I am  g le e fu l  b y  reaso n  o f  h a te .”
T h e r e  w as a p au se .



“ A n d  I am  g le e fu l b e c a u se  I am  r e a s o n . . .
“ A ll reaso n  e n d s in tw o. I h a v e  cu t th e  M a ste r  in  tw o .”
“ C a n  sh e  p ass th ro u g h ?”  w o n d e re d  E d g a r . “ Is  it a fa u lt  to  

b e  id e n tifie d  so w e ll w ith  th at w h ich  sh e  b e h o ld s? ”
“ T h e r e  are  d e v ils ,”  sh e  c rie d . “ B la c k , n a k e d  sc re a m in g  

d e v ils . T h e y  to u ch , and at a to u ch  e a ch  o o zes b a c k  to h is 
s lim e . T h is  s lim e  is C h a o s .”

“ A ra r ita !”  h e  b re a th e d  th e  w o rd  u p on  h e r b row .
“ D o n ’ t to u ch  m e ! d o n ’ t to u ch  m e !”  sh e  sc re am e d . “ I am  

h o ly ! I am  G o d ! I am  I ! ”  H e r  fa c e  w a s b la c k  and d is to rte d  
w ith  su d d e n  p assio n .

“ I t ’ s q u ite  d iffe re n t  to m y  ow n  e x p e r ie n c e  in m a n y  w a y s ,”  
th o u g h t th e  w a tch e r. “ Y e t— is it not th e  e sse n c e  o f  all o rd e a l, 
all in itia tio n , th at it sh o u ld  b e  u n e x p e c te d ?  O th e rw ise , th e  
c a n d id a te  w o u ld  h a v e  p asse d  th ro u gh  th e  g a te  b e fo re  h e  
ap p ro a ch e d  it. W h ich  is a b su rd .”

T h e  last w o rd  m u st h a v e  b e e n  a u d ib le .
“ A b s u r d !”  sh e  crie d . “ In d e e d , it is not ab su rd . It  is all 

ra tion al. It  is y o u  w h o  are  a b su rd .”
“ D o  y o u  u n d erstan d  w h at y o u  are  sa y in g ? ”
“ N o ! N o ! I h ate  all w h o  u n d e rstan d . I w ill b ite  th e m . I 

w ill b ite  th e ir  w a is ts .”  D ro p p in g  h er v o ic e  su d d e n ly : “ T h a t  
w a s  w h e n  I w as a m o u se -tra p .”

“ D e a r  G o d ! th is is l ik e  d e lir iu m .”
“ O h ! go  on  ab o u t G o d . I d o n ’ t m in d  G o d . I co u ld  te ll 

y o u  w o n d e rfu l th in gs ab o u t w h at I h a v e  d o n e  to G o d . I w a s  
a N o n c o n fo rm ist  p re a c h e r  o n ce : I had  se c re t sins. T h e y  
w e re  m in e ! M in e ! H o w  p rou d  I w a s o f  th e m ! E v e r y  
S u n d a y  I u se d  to p re ac h  ag a in st th e  sin  th at I had  d o n e  
m o st in  th e  w e e k . T h e r e  are  m a n y  b u tte r flie s  in  th e  d e se rt ;



ever so m a n y  m o re th an  o n e  w o u ld  th in k . T h is  p ro v e s  th at 
G od is good . A n d  th e n , yo u  se e , th e re  are b e e t le s . B e e t le s  
and b e e t le s . A n d  sco rp io n s. D e a r  litt le  a m b e r b ea sts . 
T h e r e ! o n e  has stu n g  m e. It is th e  sac ram e n t o f  h ate . I 
w ill s le e p  in a b e d  o f  sco rp io n s and ro se -le a v e s . S co rp io n s  
are b e t te r  th an  th orn s. W h y  do  I w a n d e r  ab o u t n ak e d ?  A n d  
w h y d o  I th irst? A n d  th is to rm en t o f  co ld ? It o u g h t to b e  hot 
in th e  d e se rt. A n d  it is n ’ t. N o w  th at p ro v e s— oh y e s , m y  cat! 
you sh a ll h a v e  m ilk . I w ill s tr ik e  a ro ck  fo r yo u . M ilk  an d  

h o n e y .”
S h e  started  u p  su d d e n ly , and  p u t h er h an d s to h er fa ce , 

then  th re w  th e m  rou n d  his n e ck .
“ E d g a r , d a r lin g !”  sh e  c r ie d , “ y o u r  p u ssy  has had su ch  a 

d re ad fu l d ream . C o m e  and lo v e  his g ir l !”
H e  d ared  n ot te ll h er th at sh e  had tried  and fa ile d , th at sh e  

had c o m e  b a c k  as sh e  se t  ou t. H e  flu n g  h is w ill in to  th at act o f  
m ercy ; h is k is se s  ra v ish e d  h er in to  d e lig h t.

I t  w a s  la te  m o rn in g  w h e n  th e y  w o k e , fa in t w ith  rap tu re , 
fresh  k is s e s  b lo sso m in g  on  th e ir  y o u n g  lip s, as th e  sun  h im s e lf  
lit th e ir  a w a k e n in g  w ith  h is lo v e .

O n ly  th e n  c a m e  m e m o ry , and so le m n ity , and sorrow .
“ I  m u st ca tch  th e  fo u r o ’c lo c k ,”  h e  said , as h e le ft  her; 

“ o n e  o f  th e se  a d d re sse s  a lw a y s  fin d s m e. T e le g r a p h  i f  y o u  
n eed  m e . I w o u ld  c o m e  fro m  th e  e n d s o f  th e  earth , i f  I m u st: 
but y o u  k n o w  th e  B ro th e rs?  W h e n  y o u  n e e d  m e  re a lly  I shall 
b e  at y o u r  sh o u ld er. O  m y  d a rlin g ! m y  d a r lin g !”  h e  b ro k e  out, 
fa llin g  to  te n d e rn e ss , h a lf  h u m an  and  h a lf  su p e rh u m a n ; “ h o w  
I lo v e  y o u ! h o w  I lo v e  y o u ! I h a te  g o in g  to E n g la n d .”

“ O h  y e s !  y o u r m artyrd o m ! I w ish  I w e re  w o rth y  to sh are



“ G o d ! G o d ! w h y  m u st w e  part? I t ’ s m y  fo o l v a n it y  that 
m a k e s  m e  w a n t th e  m artyrd o m . A n d  all th e  t im e  I o n ly  w an t
y o u .”

“ B u t  y o u ’ re  not o n ly  E d g a r  R o lle s .”
“ A n d  w h e n  I re tu rn , b e  m o re  than  Id a  P e n d ra g o n . K e e p  a 

sto u t h eart, w e n c h !”

S o , w ith  a th o u san d  tear an d  k isse s , th e y  p arte d . S h e  
w o u ld  n ot c o m e  to s e e  h im  o ff; h er se lf-c o m m a n d  w as 
w e a k e n e d  a lik e  b y  h er n e w  lo v e  an d  b y  th e  te r r ib le  o rd e a l 
th at sh e  had  u n d e rg o n e . H e r  m in d  re m e m b e re d  n o th in g  o f 
it— su ch  is th e  m e rc ifu l o rd e r  o f  th in g s; b u t h er so u l, b e a te n  

w ith  rod s, w a s  sore.
S o  E d g a r  R o lle s  w e n t  to E n g la n d  to  h is m a rtyrd o m , w ith  a 

lo c k  o f  h e r  h a ir in  h is  p o c k e t-b o o k ; and  h e tu rn ed  m arty rd o m  
to b a ttle , an d  b a ttle  to v ic to ry . K in g d o m s h a v e  b e e n  w o n  for 
an  e y e la sh , b e fo re  n ow .



I l l

THE BLACK HOUR
“DISGUSTING!” said  Id a  P e n d ra g o n . S h e  w a s at th e  
L u x e m b o u r g  G a lle ry , re g a rd in g  a too fa ith fu l p ortrait o f  an 
orator a d d re ss in g  h is c o n stitu e n ts . S h e  sp o k e  o v e r  h er 
sh o u ld e r  to th e  lo n g  n egro , Jo e  M a rie . H is  e y e s  ro lled , an d  h is 
h an d s tw itc h e d , an d  h is th ic k  m o u th  g rin n e d . H e  se e m e d  to 
s n if f  h e r hair. A  p it ia b le  c re a tu re — a tam ed  leo p ard . A ll sm ile s  
and y e s !  y e s ! to a d isco u rse  o f  w h o se  p u rp o rt h e  had no id ea .

“ R e a l is m !”  sh e  w e n t  on. “ W e  w a n t truth , b u t w e  w an t 

b e a u ty  too. W e  d o n ’ t w an t w h at ou r s illy  e y e s  ca ll truth . 
W e w a n t th e  b e a u ty  that is se e n  b y  a rtis ts ’ so u ls. A  p h o to 
grap h  is a lie  b e c a u se  a cam era  is not a G o d . A n d  w e  w o u ld  
ra th e r th e  tru th  co lo u re d  b y  th e  a rtis t ’ s p e rso n a lity  th an  th e  lie  
that h is m e re  e y e s  te ll h im . T h e  w o m e n  o f  B o u g e re a u  an d  

G e r o m e  are  m ore l ik e  w h at th e  e y e s  te ll o n e  o f  life  th an  th e  
w o m e n  o f  D e g a s  an d  M a n e t. I w a n t th e  tru th  o f  B e in g , not 
th e  tru th  o f  F o rm . D o  y o u  h ear?”  sh e  c rie d , “ I w an t truth , I 
w a n t T r u t h .”

“ I  w a n t y o u ,”  said  Jo e  M a rie .
“ W e  are  b oth  in  tro u b le , th e n ,”  sh e  sm ile d  b a ck . “ A n d  

p e rh a p s  i f  w e  had ou r w ish , w e  sh o u ld  b o th  b e  d isa p p o in te d . 
N o w  I am  g o in g  h o m e to w rite  le tte rs , an d  i f  y o u  are  good  y o u  
sh all lu n c h  w ith  m e to -m o rro w .”



“ T h e n  le t  m e p a y ! I w a n t to p a y  fo r y o u r lu n c h .”
“ Y o u  sh a ll h a v e  a g rea t treat, Jo e !  I h a v e  a fr ie n d  an d  h is 

g irl co m in g , too. Y o u  shall p a y  for all o f  u s .”
T h e  n eg ro  b e a m e d . “ Id a  P e n d ra g o n !”  h e sp lu tte re d . “ I 

lo v e  y o u , Id a  P e n d ra g o n .”
“ A n d  Id a  P e n d ra g o n  lo v e s  h er leo p ard . N o w  le a v e  m e .”  

S h e  g la n ce d  rou n d . T h e y  w e re  a lo n e  in th e  g a lle ry .
“ Y o u  m ay  k iss  th e  b a c k  o f  m y  n e c k , i f  yo u  l ik e .”
T h e  n eg ro  b u rie d  h is h ead  b e tw e e n  h er sh o u ld e rs .
S h e  sh iv e re d ; h er hair h isse d  u n d e r h is k iss. S h e  w r ith e d  

rou n d , and  g a v e  h er m o u th  to h is for o n e  c lin g in g  m o m e n t. 
T h e n  sh e  p u sh e d  h e r s e lf  aw ay , and  he, p oor tro u b le d  a n im a l, 
w e n t  sw ift ly  and  s le e k ly  fro m  th e  room . A t th e  co rn e r h e  
sta g g e re d . T h e  g irl saw  it; h e r  sm ile  w as lik e  s h e e t  
lig h tn in g .

A  q u a rte r  o f  a m ile  aw ay , at th at m o m e n t, E d g a r  R o lle s  w a s  
te a rin g  th e  e d g e s  from  a “ p e tit  b le u .”

“ I am  p a y in g  th e  p e n a lty ,”  h e  read . “ L u n c h  w ith  m e  at 
L a v e n u e ’ s at o n e  to -m o rrow . B r in g  a g ir l.”

“ R ig h t ,”  said  he. “ B u t  I w o n d e r  w h at sh e  m e a n s .”  
A n d  h e stro lled  o u t to th e  D o m e  to fin d  g o o d -h e arte d  N in o n , 
“ la g ran d e  h y s te r iq u e ”  o f  th e  Q u arter, h a lf-m ad  and  w h o lly  
am orou s, h a lf  g a m in e  and  h a lf  g re a t lad y , sa tia te d  an d  
u n sa tis fie d  in d e e d , b u t in n o ce n t w ith a l. L a  D a m e  d e  M o n t-  
p arn o  th e y  c a lle d  her; sh e  d o m in a te d  h er su rro u n d in g s  
w ith o u t e ffo rt. Y e t  n o n e  co u ld  a n a ly se  or e x p la in  th e  
fa sc in a tio n  to w h ich  all su rre n d e re d . S h e  had m o re  fr ie n d s  
than  lo v ers , and no o n e  e v e r  to ld  a lie  ab o u t her, or le t  h er 
w a n t for an y th in g .

S h e  w e lc o m e d  th e  in v ita tio n  w ith  jo y . “ Id a  P e n d r a g o n !”



she said , “ o h ! I k n o w  th e  ty p e . N a m e  o f  a tig re ss  . . 
and sh e  ra ttled  o f f  a sto ry  o f  a sta g -h u n t at F o n ta in e b le a u  in 
which th e  C o rn ish  g irl had p la y e d  th e  p rin c ip a l, an  in c re d ib le  
part.

T h e  c a fe  p r ic k e d  up  its ears, and  d isso lv e d  in la u g h te r  at 
the cu lm in a tin g  im p o ss ib ility .

B u t E d g a r  R o lle s  o n ly  fro w n e d . “ I am  sorry  for Id a ,”  h e  
said s lo w ly . “ I f  y o u r  sto ry  w e re  tru e  I sh o u ld  b e  g lad ; b u t 
she is o n ly  th e  p a in te r  w ith  h is p a le tte  m ix in g  p a in ts: sh e  
n ever g iv e s  h er sou l u p  to th e  can vas. T ig r e s s ?  y e s : b u t not 

the B o d h i-sa ttv a  w h o  le t th e  tig re ss  ea t h im . S h e  a lw a y s  w in s ; 
she ca n n o t lose . A s th e  p ro v e rb  says: ‘ L u c k y  at p la y , u n lu c k y  
in lo v e — and ‘ G o d  is lo v e . ’ ”

“ L is t e n !  h e  is sa y in g  th e  B la c k  M a ss  a g a in ,”  c rie d  N in o n , 
and sp r in g in g  on  a ta b le  b e g a n  th e  D a n c e  o f  th e  P o s tm a n ’ s 
K n o ck , ju s t  th e n  th e  rage  o f  M o n tp a rn a sse  b e fo re  th e  in fe c tio n  
spread to  P a ris  and  L o n d o n . A  P o lish  y o u th  ju m p e d  on  to 
the ta b le  o p p o s ite  and jo in e d  her; in  a m in u te  th e  w h o le  c a fe  
was a f la m e  w ith  it.

B u t  E d g a r  R o lle s , h is h an d s th ru st d e e p  in to  h is p o c k e ts , 
and th e  th reat o f  tears in  his e y e s , w a s w a lk in g  b a c k  to  h is 
studio.

“ I f  o n ly  l i fe  w e re  fo l ly !”  h e  s ig h e d . “ B u t  th e  s illie s t  th in g s 
w e d o  a re  w isd o m — so m e h o w , so m e w h e re -------”

A n d  h e  le t  h im s e lf  in.
* * * # #

T h e  lu n c h  in  th e  p r iv a te  room  at L a v e n u e ’ s w a s se c re tly  
am u sin g . Jo e  M a rie  had  o n ly  d o g ’ s e y e s  for Id a ; N in o n  
am u se d  h e r s e lf  b y  try in g  to d istrac t h im . E d g a r  h e ld  fo rth  at 
len gth  u p o n  A rt, p a ss io n le ss ly  e x p o sito ry .



“ A rt ,”  said  h e , “ and do  n ot im a g in e  th at A rt or a n y th in g  
e lse  is o th e r  th an  H ig h  M a g ic !— is a sy ste m  o f  h o ly  h ie ro g ly p h . 
T h e  artist, th e  in itia te , th u s fra m e s h is m y ste r ie s . T h e  r e s t  o f  
th e  w o rld  sco ff, or s e e k  to u n d e rstan d , o r p re te n d  to 
u n d e rsta n d ; so m e  fe w  o b ta in  th e  truth . T h e  te ch n ica l a b il it y  
o f  th e  artist is th e  lu c id ity  o f  h is la n g u a g e ; it has n o th in g  to  do 
w ith  th e  d e g re e  o f  h is illu m in a tio n . B o u g e re a u  is b e t te r  
te c h n ic a lly  th an  M a n e t; h e  e x p la in s  m o re c le a r ly  w h at h e  se e s . 
B u t  w h at d o e s  h e  se e ?  H e  is th e  p rie st  o f  a fa lse  G o d . F o rm  
has no im p o rta n ce  e x c e p t  in th is  se n se ; w e  m u st n o t b e  
re v o lte d  b y  th e  e x tra v a g a n c e  o f  n e w  sy m b o lic  sy s te m s . 
G a u g u in  and  M a tis se  m a y  l iv e  to b e  u n d e rsto o d . W e  
a c q u ie s c e  in  th e  e c c e n tr ic it ie s  o f  R a p h a e l.”

Id a  g a v e  a litt le  lau g h  o f  p le a se d  scorn  o f  h im .
“ M y  good  girl, p e rs p e c t iv e  is an e c c e n tr ic ity , a sy m b o l; 

no m o re . H o w  can  o n e  e v e r  re p re se n t a th re e -d im e n s io n a l 
w o rld  in  tw o  d im e n sio n s?  O n ly  b y  sy m b o lism . W e h a v e  
a c q u ie sc e d  in th e  m e th o d  o f  th e  p r im it iv e s— do y o u  th in k  m en  
an d  w o m e n  are  re a lly  lik e  F ra  A n g e lic o ’ s p ic tu re s  lo o k  to  th e  
e y e  o f  th e  u n tau g h t?  W e m ay  o n e  d a y  a c q u ie sc e  in a ll th e 
n o u g h ts  an d  cro sse s  o f  N a d e lm a n n ! I t ’ s th e  sam e  e v e r y w h e re . 
I d raw  a c u rv e  an d  a c irc le  and  a w a g g le  u p  and  d o w n ; and 
e v e r y b o d y  w h o  can  read  E n g lis h  is p e r fe c t ly  sa t is fie d  th a t I 
m ean  that p lacid  rum inant, fem ale , herb ivorous, and lactiferou s, 
to w h ic h  w e  co m p a re  o u r m o re  d o m e st ic a te d  c o u rte sa n s  and 
o u r le ss  d o m e st ic a te d  p o lic e m e n . S o  B e in g  is n ot in  F o rm ; 
it is h o w e v e r  o n ly  to b e  u n d e rsto o d  th ro u gh  F o rm . H e n c e  
in carn atio n s. T h e  U n iv e rs e  is o n ly  a p ic tu re  in th e  M in d  o f  
th e  F a th e r , b y  w h ich  H e  w is h e s  to c o n v e y — w h at?  It  is our 
M a g n u m  O p u s to d isc o v e r  w h a t H e  m e a n s! H e n c e  ‘ th e  e y e



o f  fa ith .’ M e r e  e y e s ig h t  te lls  us that a p la ste r  m o uld  is tru er to 
n atu re  th an  th e  g re a te st  m a ste rp ie c e  o f  P h id ia s ; so d o e s 
sc ie n c e , w ith  h er gross ca lip e rs . S e n s ib le  m en  p re fe r  a good  
p h o to g rap h  o f  n atu re  to a bad  lan d scap e . T h e  p h o to g rap h  
sh ow s th e m  th e  v ie w  o f  th e ir  o w n  n orm al e y e  th ro u gh  th e  
m e d iu m  o f  an  a c c e p te d  sy m b o lism ; th e  p ic tu re  sh o w s th e  
v ie w  o f  an  in d iffe re n t  bad  sou l th ro u gh  a m e d iu m  o f  m u d . 
B u t C o ro t! B u t  W h istle r! B u t M o rrice ! C o ro t se e s  a w o o d , 
and p a in ts  P an ; B o u g e re a u  se e s  a p re tty  m o d e l, an d  p a in ts  a 
p re tty  m o d e l. H e  d o e sn ’ t p a in t W o m an . M o rrice  p a in ts  th e  
V e n ic e  o f  B y ro n , o f  our h isto ric  an d  v o lu p tu o u s  d ream s; not 
th e V e n ic e  o f  th e  Y a n k e e  an d  th e  ch u rn in g  steam ers . R a p h a e l 
fo u n d  M a d o n n a  in  h is m istress; R e m b ra n d t a q u e e n  o f  so m b re  
p assio n  an d  se d u ctio n  in h is w ife . In  o n e  w a y  or an o th er w e  
m u st g e t to  G o d ’ s m e a n in g  th ro u gh  a m e d iu m  th at i t s e lf  is 
m e a n in g le ss .”

“ Ju s t  as th ro u g h  d e je u n e r  w e  g e t  to th e  d e s s e r t !”  la u g h e d  
Id a, w h o  had so m e th in g  m ore to say  th an  h er fa ce  sh o w e d . A ll 
th ro u gh  lu n ch  sh e  had a llu re d  th e  b ig  b la c k  sa v a g e , u n til 
b e n e a th  h er g la n ce s  h e  w as in  ag o n y . A ll th e  p r im it iv e  
p assio n s fo u g h t o n e  an o th er in  h is heart. H e  co u ld  h a v e  k ille d  
R o lle s  fo r th e  v e r y  n o n ch a la n ce  o f  h is sm a ll-ta lk . I t  hu rt h im  
that a n y o n e  sh o u ld  sp e a k  to Id a  sa v e  in  w o rd s o f  lo v e . 
E q u a lly , h e  co u ld  h a v e  k ille d  h im  fo r a trace  o f  in fle c t io n  in  
his v o ic e .

E d g a r  R o lle s  u n d ersto o d  his to rtu re , u n d ersto o d  th e  su p 
p re sse d  in te n s ity  o f  Id a ’ s p u rp o se , th o u gh  he co u ld  not g u e ss  
its n atu re . S o m e h o w  h e  d istru ste d  th e  e v e n t.

“ T a k e  l ite ra tu re !”  h e  w e n t on , in  th at e v e n  v ig ila n t v o ic e  
o f  h is. “ T a k e  Z o la  w ith  h is m illio n  m arsh a lled  facts. W h at



do th e y  m atter? N o th in g . W e  g e t  th e  truth  ab o u t th e  S e c o n d  
E m p ir e — and i f  Z o la ’ s facts  w e re  all fa lse , it w o u ld  not a lte r  
th e  tru th  h e ca m e  to te ll, poor, p ro v in c ia l, t im e -se rv in g  tru th  
as it is .”

“ T a k e  Ib se n ! It is no accu satio n  to say  th at N o r w e g ia n s  
n e v e r  act as h is ch aracters  do ; no d e fe n c e  to p ro v e  th a t 
N o rw e g ia n s  a lw a y s  do  act so. It has n o th in g  to do  w ith  th e  
q u e stio n . R o m e o  and  Ju l ie t  m a k e  lo v e  in E n g lis h — n o b o d y  
m in d s! M a c b e th  is n ot o b lig e d  to say , ‘ H o o ts! m a l e d d y ! ’ 
e v e r y  t im e  h e a d d re sse s  h is w ife . T h e  foo l w h o  b o th e rs  w ith  
local co lo u r m isse s  th e  su n sh in e . T h e  m an  w ith  th e  b u r e t te  
m isse s  th e  sea. S o m e  p io u s  D u tc h m a n  o f  y o re , w h o  w a n te d  to 
p a in t A b rah am  and Isaac , g a v e  th e  old  m an  a b lu n d e rb u s s . 
W h y  not? Y o u  can  sh o ot y o u r soon  w ith  a b lu n d e rb u ss ! I te ll  
y o u  i t ’ s all sy m b o lism , all h ie ro g ly p h ics . T a k e  W a g n e r !”

“ T a k e  a c ig a re tte ,”  said  Id a .
H e  sh ru g g e d  h is sh o u ld e rs , and  su rre n d e re d  to th e  e v e n t .
“ M r R o lle s ,”  sh e  sa id , “ it is y o u r  a d v ic e  on  life  th at w e  

are  a sk in g . L e t  us ta lk  se rio u sly . T h is  d e ar  b o y  (sh e  to o k  
th e  n e g ro ’ s lip s  in  h er slim  fin g e rs  and  p in ch e d  th e m )  
l ik e s  m e .”

“ I lo v e  h er! I w o u ld  d ie  for h e r !”  b ro k e  in  th e  b la c k , 
c ry in g  w ith  p le a su re  and  p ain , u tte r ly  u n a b le  to h o ld  h im s e l f  
in . H e  ca u g h t th e  ta b le  to d raw  h im s e lf  to it, so v io le n t ly  th a t  
tw o  g la sse s  fe ll. “ I lo v e  h er! I lo v e  her! I w a n t h e r .”

“ H u sh , Jo e !  W e ll, y o u  se e , M r  R o lle s , I lo v e  h im  
too. . . . ”  R o lle s  fla sh e d  o n e  g la n c e  at her. S h e  w o u ld  n o t  
se e  it.— “ I lo v e  h im  p a ss io n a te ly , in d e e d  I do. O h , I lo v e  h im , 
I lo v e  h im !”

S h e  th re w  h e r s e lf  on  th e  broad  ch e st o f  th e  b o x e r  an d  h id



her face . H is  lo n g  arm s w o u n d  c o n v u ls iv e ly  roun d her. H is  
eyes s e e m e d  to  start from  h is h e a d ; fo am  g a th e re d  on his d ry  
lips; h e  co u ld  not sp e a k . T h e  b rea th  ca m e  th ro u g h  h is d ila te d  
nostrils hot and  fie rc e ; o n e  w o u ld  h a v e  said a b u ll in th e  aren a. 
Sh e d ise n g a g e d  h e rse lf .

“ Y o u  se e , h e  w an ts  to m arry  m e. I lo v e  h im ! I w a n t to b e  
w ith h im  for e v e r . B u t— ”  th e  g rea t fig h te r  w as lim p  in h is 
chair. “ It is d if f ic u lt ,”  sh e  w e n t  on. “ T h e r e  are  c o m p lic a 
tions. M y  m o th e r . . . ”

E d g a r  R o lle s  d e te c te d  th e  fa lse  n o te  in  h e r v o ic e . H e  

u n d erstoo d . H e  w a s an gry , a n g ry  at h is im p lica tio n  in  su ch  an 
affair. H is  te e th  sn a p p e d .

“ Y e s ? ”  h e  sa id , th o u g h  h e  w a n te d  to sh o u t, to b re a k  th e  
fu rn itu re .

“ W e  can n o t m a rry ,”  sh e  w e n t  on, an d  th is tim e  th e  
m o rd an t m a lice  a lm o st tore h er s ilk y  p ath o s w ith  a re n d in g  
sh riek . “ S o , Jo e  . . .”  S h e  tu rn ed  h er g rea t e y e s  on  h im , 
lu stro u s, p le a d in g .

“ I  w a n t y o u !”  w a s  a ll h e  said . B u t  h is v o ic e  w as l ik e  th e  
low  a n d  te rr ib le  c ry  o f  an e le p h a n t.

“ Y o u  w o u ld  n ot m a k e  m e ” — sh e  h e s ita te d  a m o m e n t—  
“ yo u  w o u ld  n ot m a k e  m e —  impuHe r in fle c tio n  w as lo w

and tre m u lo u s ; b u t th e  C a u c a s io n s  u n d ersto o d . It  w as lik e  th e  
sc re am  o f  th e  ty p h o o n , r ip p in g  th e  sails.

N in o n  b ro k e  in to  a h igh  h y ste rica l sob  o f  u tm o st lau g h ter . 
S h e  h a d  n ot s e e n  su ch  a c o m e d y  s in c e — sh e had n e v e r  se e n  
su ch  a c o m e d y . W h at a d u ll b ru te  that b la c k  c re a tu re  w a s!

E d g a r  R o lle s  ro se  w ith  a je rk . H e  d id  n ot k n o w  w h at 
w as c o m in g .

A n d  th e n  lig h t d a w n e d  in  th e  d e n se  brain  o f  th e  A frican .



T h e  th o u san d  m e sh e s  o f  h e r  sp id e r  w e b  w e re  torn . H e  
u n d e rsto o d . H e  u n d ersto o d  th at sh e  ca red  n o th in g , had  n e v e r  
ca re d , w o u ld  n e v e r  h a v e  g iv e n  a hair o f  h er h ead  fo r a l l  his 
b o d y  an d  sou l. U n d e rs ta n d in g  w as to  h is bra in  a m o m e n ta r y  
d e ath .

T h e n  w ith  a s ile n t  snarl h e  sp ra n g  at her. S h e  a n d  h er 
ch a ir  c ra sh e d  b a c k w a rd s  to th e  floor, an d  th e  b la c k  le o p a rd  
w a s  u p o n  her, h is te e th  su n k  in  h er throat.

E d g a r  R o lle s  w a s  o n ly  ju s t  in  tim e . H is  b o o t c a u g h t  th e  
m u rd e re r  b e h in d  th e  ear— an d  E d g a r  R o lle s  had  p la y e d  
fo o tb a ll.

T h e  b e a st w a s  d e ad .
E d g a r  sto o p e d  an d  ca u g h t h e r  u p , b lo o d  le a p in g  fro m  h er 

th roat, w h ile  N in o n , sh r ie k  u p o n  sh r ie k  r is in g  in to rm e n t, 
ru sh e d  to ro u se  th e  p e o p le  o f  th e  restau ran t.

“ O h , m y  b ro th e r ,”  g a sp e d  th e  g irl. “ C o u ld  y o u  not 
u n d e rstan d ?  I w a n te d  to  d ie , so .”

T h e r e  w e re  h e r  last w o rd s for lon g .
L a v e n u e ’ s w a s  a storm  o f  ch a tte r in g  an d  g e s t ic u la t in g  

fo o ls . T h e  p o lic e  p u sh e d  th e m  a s id e . T h e  c o rp se  to  th e  
m o rtu ary ; th e  g irl to th e  h o sp ita l; th e  m an  to  th e  P o s te . 
N in o n , w r in g in g  h e r  h a n d s and  c ry in g  and  la u g h in g , h a d  ru n  
lik e  a B a c c h a n te  up  th e  B o u le v a rd  to th e  D o m e .



THE HOUR OF GOLD
IT  w a s  e a sy  to sa t is fy  F r e n c h  ju s t ic e . Id a  P e n d ra g o n  w as 
co m p a re d  to se v e ra l e a r ly  C h ris t ia n  m artyrs  w h o se  n am e s 
I h a v e  fo rg o tte n ; E d g a r  R o lle s  w a s  a sk e d  to sit fo r a p ic tu re  
o f  S t  G e o r g e  b y  F o lla t , th e  su c c e ss  o f  th e  y e a r ’ s salon . 
H u m a n ita ria n  p a p e rs  u rg e d  th e  la w  to su p p re ss  b o x in g  and 
its b ru ta lit ie s . T e x a n s  in  P aris  a rg u e d  an d  re jo ic e d ; 
P aris ian s  in  T e x a s  w e n t  w ith  a c le a r  c o n sc ie n c e  to su ch  
ly n c h in g s  as o ccu rred .

Id a  w a s  c o n v a le sc e n t. S h e  w o u ld  n e v e r  lo se  th e  a w fu l 
scars th at ja g g e d  h e r  th roat; b u t w o u ld  h er fa c e  e v e r  lo se  its 
m y ste r io u s  e x a lta tio n ?  W h e n  E d g a r  saw  her, h e  w a s  a lm o st 
afra id  to u n d e rstan d . L e a v in g  her, h e  w e n t  th ro u g h  th e  h eart 
o f  P a r is  to a ce rta in  h o u se . H e  w is h e d  to b e  certa in ; h e  
w is h e d  to co n su lt a B ro th e r  o f  th e  S i lv e r  S tar.

N o w  it is v e r y  e a sy  to fin d  a B ro th e r, w h e n  y o u  k n o w  th e  
p assw o rd . B u t it is not a lw a y s  e a sy  to g e t  th at B ro th e r  to 
tell y o u  w h at y o u  w an t. H e  is a lm o st ce rta in  to b e  e x 
c e e d in g ly  ru d e ; h e  is e x tr e m e ly  l ik e ly  to in sist on  ta lk in g  
co m m o n  se n se , w h ic h  is a n n o y in g  w h e n  y o u  go  fo r e x a lte d  
m y stic ism ; an d  q u ite  p o ss ib ly  h e m a y  ju s t  n od , an d  c o n tin u e  
his lab o u rs , w h ic h  is m a d d e n in g  w h e n  y o u r  b u s in e ss  is o f  th e  
h ig h e st  im p o rta n ce  to y o u , an d  to h im , and  to th e  B ro th e r-



hood  itse lf , not to m en tio n  h u m a n ity — w h ile  h e  is o c c u p ie d  
in p la y in g  sp illik in s , and  fu rth e r  in su lts  yo u  b y  e x p la in in g  
th at h e is try in g  to p ro v e  that, i f  y o u  o n ly  do it c a r e fu l ly  
e n o u g h , y o u  can  d e ta ch  p la n e ts  from  th e  so lar sy s te m  w ith o u t  
h u rtin g  it.

O n  th is o ccasio n , h o w e v e r , R o lle s  w as fo rtu n a te  e n o u g h  
to fin d  th e  B ro th e r  w h o m  h e  k n e w  at le isu re — e v e n  for h im . 
H is  fe e t  w e re  on  th e  m a n t le p ie c e ; a lo n g  p ip e  w as in  h is  
m o u th , and  h e  w as tw id d lin g  h is th u m b s.

“ A v e , F r a te r !”  said  he, as R o lle s  e n te re d . "Also V a le . H o w  

y o u  y o u n g  b ro th ers m a n a g e  to  fin d  t ro u b le !”
“ M is s  P e n d ra g o n  w ill b e  o u t o f  th e  h o sp ita l in  fo u r d a y s ,”  

b e g a n  E d g a r  in  e x p la n a tio n .
“ L u c k y  d o g !”  sa id  th e  g re a t m an. “ B u t  th e  fu n n y  th in g  is 

th at I am  in tro u b le  to o .”
“ O h ! I am  so rry .”
“ I w o n d e r  i f  yo u  co u ld  h e lp . I t ’ s th is w ay . S o m e tim e s  I 

tw id d le  m y  th u m b s so— w e  call th at th e  p lu s d ire c tio n : an d  
so m e tim e s  so—th e  m in u s d irectio n . N o w  I lost co u n t y e a rs  

and  y e a rs  ago ; and  so w h ic h e v e r  w a y  I tw id d le , I m a y  be 
g e tt in g  fu rth e r  and  fu rth e r  from  e q u a lity . T h e n  h o w — I ask  
y o u !— m a y  m an attain  to th e  U n iv e rsa l E q u ilib r iu m ? ”

“ W o u ld n ’ t it b e  sa fe r  not to tw id d le  at a ll? ”  su g g e s te d  

R o lle s  m e e k ly .
“ In g lo rio u s  y o u th !”  re to rted  th e  B ro th e r. “ B a s e  

B u d d h is t ! S o  yo u  co u ld  n e v e r  e q u a liz e  th e  co u n t! N o ! 
M y  p la n  is— a lw a y s  to tw id d le  o n e  w a y . It is an  e v e n  c h a n c e  
th at m y  w a y  is r ig h t.”

“ B u t  i f  y o u  sh o u ld  b e  w ro n g ?”
“ I sh a ll b e  d a m n e d , I su p p o se .”



“ A n d  i f  y o u  sh o u ld  su c c e e d , and e q u a lis e  th e  co u n t?”
“ I h a v e  no id e a .”
“ B u t------- ”
“ U n g e n e ro u s , u n sy m p a th e tic  y o u th ! I w a g e r  y o u  h a v e  not 

d iv in ed  m y  d if f ic u lty ? ”
“ It  all se e m s v e ry  d if f ic u lt .”

“ B u t  m y  su p re m e , m y  c ru sh in g  d o u b t?”
“ I can n o t g u e ss , s ir .”
“ T h is !  In  yo u r ear, m y  y o u n g  fr ie n d . T h is !  I can n o t 

re m e m b e r w h ic h  w a y  a lw a y s  to tw id d le .”
R o lle s  d re w  b a c k  d azed .
“ R e a d  N ie t z s c h e !”  sn a p p e d  th e  B ro th e r.
“ B u t— b u t— ” h e  s ta m m e re d . “ O h ! th is is it. M iss  

P e n d ra g o n  c o m e s  ou t in fo u r d a y s ’ t im e  . . . ”
“ I w ish  y o u ’ d learn t tw id d lin g ,”  said  th e  B ro th e r sad ly . 
“ B u t  w h at am  I to do, sir?”
“ T w id d le ,  y o u  d a m n ed  fo o l!”

“ I k n o w  y o u  a lw a y s  m ean  s o m e th in g . . . ”
“ N e v e r . T h e r e  is N o th in g  to m e a n !”
“ O h !”
“ B e  o ff, I c a n ’ t b e  b o th ered  w ith  y o u — b e  o ff! I sen d  yo u  

p ack in g . Is  that c le a r? ”
“ Y o u  h a v e  n o th in g  to say  to m e ?”
“ W h a t h a v e  I b e e n  sa y in g  th is p r ic e le ss  p ast fo u rte e n  

m in u te s  tw e n ty -se v e n  seco n d s?  A p e ! G o a t! Im b e c ile ! 
D u lla rd ! P o o p stic k ! D o  y o u  th in k  o n e  can  re c o v e r  lo st tim e? 

O n e m u st ta lk  E n g lis h  to y o u — E n g lis h , y o u  h o te l 
b lo ttin g -p a p e r, yo u  u n a b so rb e n t w ad  o f  p u lp ! E n g lis h , yo u  
E n g lis h m a n !”

R o lle s  n e a r ly  lost h is te m p e r  at th e  fin a l in su lt.



“ W e ll, th en , I sen d  y o u  p a c k in g . G o  and p a ck , d o lt! P a c k ! 
T r u n k s , p o rtm a n te a u x , b ags, b o x e s , and  for th e  L o r d ’ s sak e  
p a c k  so m e  b ra in s! T a k e  th e  g irl to Je r ic h o  or Jo h a n n e s b u rg , 
and  g e t  so m e  se n se , and  tr ip le ts , i f  yo u  c a n !”

“ T w id d le  so— B e in g ! T w id d le  — F o rm ! B a la n c e  th e m , 

c h e a tin g  g ro ce r! N a tio n  o f  s h o p k e e p e rs ! T w id d le !  T w id d le !  
T w id d le !  I s n ’ t th e  B a la n c e  in  th e  B a b e ?  T e a c h  h e r  to 
u n d e rstan d  c h ild r e n !”  T h e  B ro th e r  p a u se d  to re - lig h t  his 
p ip e , th ru stin g  th e  b o w l in to  th e  g lo w in g  carb o n  o f  th e  g ra te .

“ T o  u n d e rstan d  c h ild re n ?  It  is hard. B u t w e  lo ve  
ch ild re n , s ir .”

“ A n d  w h at th e  d e v il is th e  d if fe r e n c e  b e tw e e n  lo v e  and 
u n d e rsta n d in g ?  I f  y o u  h a v e  o n e , y o u  h a v e  th e  o th er. O h, 
tw id d le , tw id d le !— Y o u  can  se n d  m e  o n e  o f  th o se  ro tten  p a p e r  
k n iv e s  fro m  Je r ic h o ,”  a d d e d  th e  a d e p t m o re  p e a c e a b ly . “ W ith  
th e  ro tten  S e p h a rd i p o in tin g — b la sp h e m e rs ! A n d  h e re !
d o n ’ t you b la sp h e m e , y o u n g  fe lle r  m y  lad. Y o u ’v e  g o t a good  

w o m an : m a k e  th e  m o st o f  h e r .”
“ A  g re a t w o m an , p e rh a p s .”
“ A  go o d  w o m an . In  th e  n e x t  s ie g e  o f  P aris  I h o p e  I  sh all 

n ot h a v e  to bo il y o u r  h ead ; I p re fe r  th ic k  so u p . A  good  
w o m an . A  s is te r  o f  th e  S i lv e r  S ta r, m y  go o d  g o a t !”

“ I do  n ot u n d e rsta n d , m a ste r !”
“ Y o u  n e v e r  w ill, I th in k . O  g e n e ra tio n  o f  v ip e r s ! O 

p ro sy  p rin co x ! O  c o x c o m b  o f  K a fo o z e lu m !”
“ I b e g  y o u r  p ard o n , sir! Y o u  k n o w  sh e  fa ile d  in  the

a b y ss? ”

“ I? Y o u ?  T h is  is in to le ra b le . G iv e  m e  m e re  H a fiz ! 
H e re , th ic k h e a d ! sh e  w a s  y o u r  m istre ss , I su p p o se ?  M o st 
w o m e n  in  P a ris  se e m  to b e .”



“ S i r ! ”
“ Y e s  or no? W e ll, s ile n c e  g iv e s  c o n se n t— N o ! sh e  w a s n ’ t! 

You lie ! sh e  n e v e r  g a v e  h e r s e lf  b u t o n c e — go an d  lo o k  at th e  
m ark on  h er th ro a t!”

R o lle s  re e le d  b a ck , stu n n ed  b y  th e  b lu d g e o n  truth .
“ I am  a F o o l ! ”

“ N o t  b y  a lo n g  c h a lk ! K e e p  y o u r e n d  u p , an d  y o u ’ ll b e  a 
M a g u s in  th is l i fe  y e t , th o u gh . In  th e  m e a n tim e — oh, b e  a 
D e v i l ! ”

T h e  y o u n g e r  m an  d iv in e d  th e  in fin ite  lo v e  an d  w isd o m  
b e n e a th  th e  b ru sq u e rie  o f  th e  B ro th e r.

H is  e y e s  f il le d  w ith  tears.
“ I ’ ll w in  her, sir, b y  G o d !”  h e  said  e n th u s ia stica lly .
“ L o s e  y o u r s e lf  to her. O n ly  so. O f f  n ow , b o y ! I am  b u sy . 

I m u st tw id d le — tw id d le — tw id d le .”
E d g a r  b o w e d  an d  w e n t. H e  co u ld  not tru st h im s e lf  to 

sp e a k : th e  L o v e  that w a s th e  w h o le  b e in g  o f  th e  B ro th e r 
m e lte d  th e  sn o w  o f  h is soul. H e  lo v e d . N o t  Id a , n ot th e  
w o rld , n ot a n y th in g . It  w as p u re  lo v e ; lo v e  w ith o u t o b je c t, 
lo v e  a s  lo v e  is in  itse lf. H e  d id  not lo v e ; h e  w as L o v e .

B u t  h e  stro d e  stra igh t b a ck  to Id a  P e n d ra g o n . B e fo re  sh e  
le ft  h e r  b e d , th e y  w e re  m arried . A  w e e k  la ter  th e y  d ro ve  
th ro u g h  th e  coo l sw ift  air to th e  S o u th ; an d  th ere , am o n g  th e  
v in e s , th e y  learn t h o w — o n ce  in  a c e n tu ry — th e  ph oen ix  
P a ss io n  m ay  rise  from  th e  fire  o f  V ic e , and h o w  in  th e  b e a k  o f
th e  p h o e n ix  p ro v e d  b y  th e  fire  is th e  r in g  o f  L o v e .

* * * * *

A  y e a r  later. T h e y  w e re  in a v illa  at M u sta p h a . T h e  sea 
and s k y  stro v e  e n v io u s ly  w h ich  sh o u ld  b e st  a n sw e r th e  s u n ’s 
q u e s t io n  w ith  th e  w o rd  b lu e .



B u t  Id a  P e n d ra g o n , p a le  and  fra g ile  as rare p o rce la in , 
tw iste d  h e r s e lf  and  fo u n d  no p e a c e . E d g a r  b e n t o v e r  h er, as 
v ig ila n t  as on  th e  n ig h t o f  h er first o rd ea l. In  th e  sh a d o w  stood 
a p h y s ic ia n ; at th e  b e d s id e  sat a n u rse , and  in  h er arm s a ch ild .

“ B r o th e r !”  sh e  said  fa in tly , “ th e  n u m b e r  o f  th e  g ra d e  is 
T h r e e ,  and  I h a v e  g iv e n  m y s e lf  th re e  tim e s. O n ce  to th e  
b ru te , o n ce  to th e  m an — m y  m an ! (h e r  hand p re sse d  h is, oh ! 
too fe e b ly !)  and n o w — to G o d !”  T h e  tears sp ran g  to h is e y e s .

“ It  is fo r y o u ,”  sh e  w h isp e re d , “ to u n d e rstan d  th e  c h ild .”
S h e  fe ll b a ck . T h e  p h y s ic ia n  ran fo rw ard . H e  k n e w  th at 

h e  had no u se fu l p u rp o se  th ere : b u t h e m o tio n ed  E d g a r  aw ay . 
T o o  late . E d g a r  had  u n d ersto o d  th e  E v e n t .

H e  fe ll u p o n  th e  d e ad  g ir l ’ s b reast, crash !
T h e  n u rse  sh o o k  h e rse lf , h a lf  an g rily , as a re tr ie v e r  sh a k e s  

o f f  w a te r. T h e n  sh e  p u t th e  ch ild  in to  h is arm s.
M a r i t a l  N a y



THE AUTUMN WOODS
THE e y e  o f  F a t e  is c lo se d ; th e  o ld e n  d o om  
L ie s  in  th e  w ra c k  o f  th in gs. T h e r e  is no sigh ;
O nly th e  w in d  c r ie s  th ro u g h  th e  lo n e ly  w o o d s,
And th e  b arren  m o th erh o o d  o f  th e  w o rld  is m a n ife st  
S h a m e le ss ly ; in  th e  d a n k , p a le  A u tu m n  w o o d s 
T h e  fa lle n  le a v e s  lie  s q u e lc h in g  u n d e r  th e  fe e t  
O f th e  d e so la te  g n o m e s; and  n o w  th e  b ird s are  s ile n t,
A nd th e  stre am s flo w  s lu g g ish ly  th ro u gh  th e  v e in s  o f  

w o rld .
D ark  g ra y  an d  c lo u d y , th e  sk ie s  no m o re  are  b lu e ,
A nd g ra y n e s s  re ig n in g  so lita ry  m a k e s  m u sic  
D re a r ily  th ro u g h  th e  w in d -h arp . T h e  d r ip p in g  rain  
S o d d e n s  th e  earth , an d  th e  sto n e s lie  th ic k  and  w e t  
A m o n g  th e  le a v e s ; and  th e  tre e s  w a v e  n a k e d  arm s 
In d e s p a ir  to  th e  sk y . T h e  lig h t is q u ic k ly  d y in g ,

A n d  t h e r e  is n o  m o re  d ay ; th e  d u ll red  su n —
A  so re  a n d  a c h in g  e y e  in  a fa c e  o f  g ray—
D ro o p s  d o w n  to s lu m b e r. A ll th e  w o rld  is d ead .

R o s e !  R o s e ! W h e re  art th ou ? O  m y  R o se , m y  R o se !
M y  s e c r e t  R o se , art lost am o n g  th e  gray?
T h e r e  is  n o  v o ic e  in  th e  s ile n c e ; in  th e  w o o d s 
T h e  b r o w n n e s s  g lis te n s  u n d e r  th e  w e e p in g  rain ,



And I am in despair of Thee and Time.
Weeping the trees, and all the streams grown sullen 
Under the lowering skies, and the bitter winds.
There is no living thing in the temple of Summer,
And the ashes of Spring lie cold on the hearth of day.

Gray dreams again! And all my hope is fled.
Gray dreams, gray dreams, and the day is tired and dead.
The bitter aftermath of Summer brings
Tim e’s memory back to the world: there are no stings,
In the world’s pain, but only bitterness 
Of the memory of Time; no sore distress,
Save for the thought of Summer waned and dead,
And faded with the gold skies overhead,
And the young green beneath; ah! secret Rose,
Here in the heart of the woods I pluck thee forth, 
Fraught with the swell of Summer, crimson-bright!
And for the world under the stars to-night—
It shall be thine, and thine the star that draws 
The world to worship thee: the days are fled 
Under the heavens; there is no more sun,
And no more love; the world is hushed and dead.

Slim-passing dryad through the lonely woods!
I will follow thee in the paths of dank decay;
Decadent Autumn, with thy lonely broods 
Of active gnomes, and little red-capped Fays,
Feasting in the Summer dead under the trees 
Dripping with Autumn rains— ah! take me too,
Me too into the silence of the past,



The grave of desolation! I am weary 
Of all things; let me sleep my life away!

The breast of Fate is pregnant with despair 
Got on her by the piercing shaft of Time.
Ah! Unborn child of Fate and Time, I am weary 
Of them that gave thee birth. Shall I love thee?
O darling, wilt thou come to me in the silence,
Saying: I hear the mystery of Time,
And the secret of Fate? I know not yet, but surely 
Thou shalt know of the Rose, the rose, the Rose of the 

world;
With thee shall I bear the chalice of blood-tipped lilies,
The chalice of red, sweet lilies under the moon?

But now there is no moon, nor any sun;
The world’s gray noon only is for thee and me;
There is no sound in the nerveless silences 
Of the fading world; there is a quiver of light 
On the river of life; we are unwed, my Rose,
Nor knoweth each the other; we are undone,
My Rose, my secret Rose, my unknown Rose!

And still the Autumn woods are rustling dumbly 
With sodden leaves made brown by wind and rain;
And the satyrs are fled under the earth to hide
From the sunless world, and the nymphs are faded to air,
To be reborn in the sun-light: there is no more joy,
For mournfulness is fallen on the world,
And decadence and decay and the odour of eld.



The spirit sleeps; the Rose of the world is buried 
Under the soil of every star that glows,
A hanging lamp, under the firmament.
There shall be no more roses, no more roses,
Until the spring of the stars shall fall on the world.
Then shall be light again, O secret Rose,
And thou shalt be born anew, with radiant star-light 
For dew, and all thy petals shall be dreams 
Crystallised of the gods who swing the chains 
Of the worlds in space; and at the heart of thee 
Shall be the secret knowledge, the sacred word,
The logos of the throbbing universe.

And the years shall pass in myriads over the tree 
Whereon thou bloomest, O my Rose of the worlds!
And one shall pluck thee forth, and love and death 
Shall lie together, and there shall be born 
He who shall bear for ever into life 
The rose-tipped lilies under the silent stars,
The silent stars, and the red-blushing roses.

O Rose, my Rose of the world, my Rose of Roses,
Thou shalt be born anew, and live for ever!

V ic t o r  J. I. N e u b u r g .



THE DANGERS OF MYSTICISM
AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED TO 

ARTHUR EDWARD WAITE.
A C U R I O U S  idea is being sedulously disseminated, and appears 
to be gaining ground, that mysticism is the “Safe” Path to 
the Highest, and magic the dangerous Path to the Lowest.

There are several comments to be made on this assertion. 
One may doubt whether anything worth doing at all is free 
from danger, and one may wonder what danger can threaten 
the man whose object is his own utter ruin. One may also 
smile a little grimly at the integrity of those who try to include 
all Magic under Black Magic, as is the present trick of the 
Mystic Militant here on earth.

Now, as one who may claim to a slight acquaintance with 
the literature of both paths, and to have been honoured by 
personal exposition from the adepts of both paths, I believe 
that I may be able to bring them fairly into the balance.

This is the magical theory, that the first departure from 
the Infinite must be equilibrated and so corrected. So the 
“great magician,” Mayan, the maker of Illusion, the Creator, 
must be met in combat. Then “if Satan be divided against 
Satan, how shall his kingdom stand?” Both vanish: the 
illusion is no more. Mathematically, i + (-1) = o. And 
this path is symbolised in the Taro under the figure of the



Magus, the card numbered i, the first departure from o, but 
referred to Beth, 2, Mercury, the god of Wisdom, Magic and 
Truth.

And this Magus has the twofold aspect of the Magician 
himself and also of the “Great Magician” described in Liber 
4 1 8  (EQUINOX, N o. V., Special Supplement, p. 1 4 4 ).

Now the formula of the mystic is much simpler. 
Mathematically, is is 1 -  1 = 0. He is like a grain of salt cast 
into the sea; the process of dissolution is obviously easier 
than the shock of worlds which the magician contemplates. 
“Sit down, and feel yourself as dust in the presence of God; 
nay, as less than dust, as nothing,” is the all-sufficient 
simplicity of his method. Unfortunately, many people 
cannot do this. And when you urge your inability, the 
mystic is only too likely to shrug his shoulders and be done 
with you.

This path is symbolised by the “Fool” of the Tarot, who 
is alike the Mystic and the Infinite.

But apart from this question, it is by no means certain 
that the formula is as simple as it seems. How is the mystic 
to assure himself that “God” is really “God” and not some 
demon masquerading in His image? We find Gerson 
sacrificing Huss to his “God”; we find a modern journalist 
who has done more than dabble in mysticism writing, “This 
mystic' life at its highest is undeniably selfish”; we find 
another writing like the old lady who ended her criticism of 
the Universe, “There’s only Jock an’ me’ll be saved; an’ I ’m 
no that sure o’ Jock”; we find another who at the age of 
ninety-nine foams at the mouth over an alleged breach o f  her



alleged copyright; we find another so sensitive that the 
mention of his name by the present writer induces an attack 
of epileptic mania; if such are really “united with” or 
“absorbed in” God, what of God?

We are told in Galations that the fruits of the Spirit are 
peace, love, joy, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, 
meekness, temperence; and somewhere else, “By their fruits 
ye shall know them.”

Of these evil-doers then we must either think that they are 
dishonest, and have never attained at all, or that they have 
united themselves with a devil.

Such are “Brethren of the Left Hand Path,” described so 
thoroughly in Liber 4 1 8  (EQUINOX, No. V., Special 
Supplement, pp. 1 1 9  sqq.).

Of these the most characteristic sign is their exclusive
ness. “We are the men.” “Ours is the only Way.” “All 
Buddhists are wicked,” the insanity of spiritual pride.

The Magician is not nearly so liable to fall into this 
fearful mire of pride as the mystic; he is occupied with things 
outside himself, and can correct his pride. Indeed, he is 
constantly being corrected by Nature. He, the Great One, 
cannot run a mile in four minutes! The mystic is solitary 
and shut up, lacks wholesome combat. We are all schoolboys, 
and the football field is a perfect prophylactic of swelled 
head. When the mystic meets an obstacle, he “makes 
believe” about it. He says it is “only illusion.” He has 
the morphino-maniac’s feeling of bien-etre, the delusions of 
the general paralytic. He loses the power of looking any 
fact in the face; he feeds himself on his own imagination; he



persuades himself of his own attainment. If contradicted on 
the subject, he is cross and spiteful and cattish. If I criticise 
Mr X, he screams, and tries to injure me behind my back; if 
I say that Madame Y is not exactly St Teresa, she writes a 
book to prove that she is.

Such persons “swollen with wind, and the rank mist they 
draw, Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread,” as Milton 
wrote of a less dangerous set of spiritual guides.

For their unhappy followers and imitators, no words of 
pity suffice. The whole universe is for them but “the glass 
of their fool’s face”; only, unlike Sir Palamedes, they admire 
it. Moral and spiritual Narcissi, they perish in the waters 
of illusion. A friend of mine, a solicitor in Naples, has told 
me strange tales of where such self-adoration ends.

And the subtlety of the devil is shown particularly in the 
method by which neophytes are caught by the Black 
Brothers. There is an exaggerated awe, a solemnity of 
diction, a vanity of archaic phrases, a false veil of holiness 
upon the unclean shrine. Stilted affectation masquerades as 
dignity; a rag-bag of medievalism apes profundity; jargon 
passes for literature; phylacteries increase about the hem 
of the perfect prig, prude, and Pharisee.

Corollary to this attitude is the lack of all human virtue. 
The greatest magician, when he acts in his human capacity, 
acts as a man should. In paraticular, he has learnt kind- 
heartedness and sympathy. Unselfishness is very often his 
long suit. Just this the mystic lacks. Trying to absorb 
the lower planes into the higher, he neglects the lower, a 
mistake no magician could make.



The Nun Gertrude, when it came to her turn to wash up 
the dishes, used to explain that she was very sorry, but at that 
particular moment she was being married, with full choral 
service, to the Saviour.

Hundreds of mystics shut themselves up completely and 
for ever. Not only is their wealth-producing capacity lost to 
society, but so is their love and good-will, and worst of all, so is 
their example and precept. Christ, at the height of his career, 
found time to wash the feet of his disciples; any Master who 
does not do this on every plane is a Black Brother. The  
Hindus honour no man who becomes “Sannyasi” (nearly our 
“hermit” ) until he has faithfuly fulfilled all his duties as a man 
and a citizen. Celibacy is immoral, and the celibate shirks one 
of the greatest difficulties of the Path.

Beware of all those who shirk the lower difficulties: it’s a 
good bet that they shirk the higher difficulties too.

Of the special dangers of the path there is here no space to 
write; each student finds at each step temptations reflecting 
his own special weakness. I have therefore dealt solely with 
the dangers inseparable from the path itself, dangers inherent 
in its nature. Not for one moment would I ask the weakest to 
turn back or turn aside from that path, but I would ask even 
the strongest to apply these correctives: first, the sceptical or 
scientific attitude, both in outlook and method; second, a 
healthy life, meaning by that what the athlete and the 
explorer mean; third, hearty human companionship, and 
devotion to life, work, and duty.

Let him remember that an ounce of honest pride is better 
than a ton of false humility, although an ounce of true



T HE EQUINOX

tamHioy is o orth an ount e of henest Pride; thH man who 
■works haa n o thue t o bother with either. And let him 
remember Christ’s statemente fth e L a w “to lewsGod with all 
thy heart, and thy neighbour as thyself.”

A l e i s t e r  C r o w l e y .



REVIEWS



THE BIG STICK
T he Dw eller  on the T hreshold. Robert Hitchens. Methuen, 6s.

Mr Hichens once wrote “Flames.” This was a pretty powerful book. To
day (tempted, as I suppose, by a heavy bribe, for he is an artist in his way) 
he gives us this book with a title borrowed, not from Lytton, whom he has 
obviously not read, but from some eighteenth-hand source, and contents 
borrowed from his own “Flames.” Hence a tedious novel,

dull novel 
stupid novel, 
pseudo-occult novel, 
pot-boiling novel, 
tired novel, 
pointless novel, 
fatuous novel,

unconvincing novel, 
futile novel, 
banal novel, 
senseless novel, 
ground-out novel, 
unreal novel, 
sorry novel,

etc., etc., etc.
The above method of filling space I took from Rabelais. Mr Hichens’ method 

is just as obvious. PANURGE.

M y s t ic is m . E v e l y n  U n d e r h il l . Methuen. 15j.net.
This lengthy treatise upon the simplest of subjects is more free from 

pedantry and theological bias than was perhaps to be expected. It is very 
complete in its way as regards Christian mysticism; but the attempt to restrict 
the term mysticism to Christian mysticism must fail. It is indeed self
destructive. To exclude the authors of the Bhagavadgita, the Voice of the 
Silence, Knox Om Pax, and the Tao Teh King is to exclude by implication St. 
Teresa. To deny Crowley is to deny Christ. Similarly, the attempt to define 
Magic in terms contrary to its tradition, is sectarian folly. I may disagree with 
Huxley, but I shall not confute him by saying that he was a bigoted opponent 
of Evolution.

Roosevelt, in calling Thomas Paine a dirty little Atheist, when he was 
demonstrably a clean tall Deist, established only the record for falsehood. Mr (or



Mrs or Miss?) Evelyn Underhill does the same thing when he abuses the Magi 
by attributing to them the doctrines and practices of sorcerers. And we think 
that his sense of awe misleads him in one respect. The Buddha, the 
Christ, and He whom some of us know as Frater Perdurabo, were all men before 
they became lost in the Infinity of what some call the One, others the All, others 
the Naught; and their documents are accessible. These documents are 
of immeasurably greater value than the lesser writings of the mediaeval saints. 
In fact, this word mediaeval is of use to us in describing Evelyn Underhill’s state 
of mind. He, she, or it is rather narrow, vastly learned and curiously ignorant, 
capable of seeing far from within, utterly incapable of seeing an inch from 
without, a bit of a heresy-hunter and so on. It is clear that the mystic vision 
even is not his, or how could he remain sectarian? Had he only enough 
imagination to think of the earth as seen from Cor Scorpionis, all such diatribes 
would seem infinitely petty. We may splutter about with our little verbal 
fireworks, as I am doing now; but to take it seriously! “There’s nothing 
serious in mortality;” God is All in All. The Universe is but a mote playing 
in that sunbeam; why bother to fill 600 dull pages? Nothing is worth writing 
but literature. Art is the expression of divine Truth; Mr. Underhill, being no 
artist, expresses only human error. C A N D LEST IC K .

Death. Hereward Carrington and John R. Meader. Wm. Rider & Son, 
6d. net.

A  m ost in te re stin g  and fairly  ab le  book. M r  C a rrin g to n ’ s h ysteria  is 

thoroughly d ilu te d  b y  M r  M e a d e r, or e lse  he has tak en  a little n o u rish m en t  

and feels b ette r. T h e  V ita lity  b o o k  w as th e scream  o f  a schoolgirl.

T h e  “ th e o rie s”  o f  th ese  w riters are, h o w e ve r, too co m ic  to d iscu ss serio u sly. 

One b e lie v e s  in “ L i f e , ”  a m ystica l e n tity  flo w in g  th ro u gh  o n e lik e  a g rea se -sp o t  

through a g re e n b a ck ; th e o th er b e lie v e s  that D e a th  is ca u sed  b y  a m a n ’ s 

hypnotising h im s e lf  into th e b e lie f  that it m u st co m e !

Big as is the present volume, it is necessarily far from complete. Yet I am 
compelled to admit much against my will that he makes out a very strong case for 
the persistence of personality after death, and its manifestation through certain 
mediums. Yet I think that the “coincidence” argument is a little better than is 
supposed.

The point is that the failures are unrecorded. Take “pure chance” roulette for 
example. Scientifically, any given run (say 500 on the red) is no more and no less 
remarkable than any other given run, s a y R B B R R B B B R R R B B  
B B, etc., to 500 coups. But the one is acclaimed as a miracle, the other goes 
unremarked.



Now in the millions of seances of the last sixty years the “evidential” 
records can be counted in the fingers of one hand.

And it is not antecedently so very improbable that pure chance might dictate 
correct answers in so small a proportion of cases.

Further, the spiritists have thrown upon science the task of proving a universal 
negative.

If Sir Oliver Lodge, or Professor Munsterberg, or Lord Cholly Cauliflower, 
or Mr Upthe Pole comes to me with a tale of unicorns in Piccadilly, I merely 
humour him. Munsterberg, at least, might be dangerous.

But I should not investigate his statement, and I certainly should not claim to 
be able to disprove it on a p riori grounds.

Even in the evidential cases, there is so much room for a mixture of fraud, 
telepathy, chance, and hysteria, and humanity is so cleaver at stopping chinks 
with putty and then leaving the door open, that we must continue to suspend 
judgment.

An amusing case occurred some years ago at Cambridge. I offered to 
reproduce roughly the performance of the Zancigs (which was then puzzling the 
foolish in London) without preparation. A stranger to me offered to act as my 
“medium.”

The conditions were these. The ten small cards of a suit were laid on the 
floor; one was to be touched in the medium’s absence and in my presence. The 
medium was to return and say which it was. The rest of the company were to 
prevent us from communicating if they could.

Well, they tried everything. In a minute’s interview I arranged a button
touching code with my medium, and as each new restriction was put on me I 
managed to invent a new code. Shifting my pipe, coughing, arranging books, 
winking, altering the position of my fingers, etc., etc., all were provided against. 
Then I obtained a confederate. Ultimately the grand sceptic of all devised the 
following test just as I had passed the note to my medium, “If I can’t manage any 
of the old ways, I’ll try and write down the number and put it on the 
mantelpiece.”

And this was the test.
The medium was to be taken from Whewell’s Court (were we were) over 

to the Great Court of Trinity—well out of all hearing. I was to be left alone 
with the sceptic, who by this time suspected everybody of being a confederate. 
He was to touch the card in my presence and then take me away in the 
opposite direction. The medium was then (at a given time) to return, and tell 
the card. Now it happened that in the course of general argument about fairness, 
which I encouraged to enable myself to plot unnoticed in the confusion of talk, 
that I had stipulated for my sceptic to write down the number that he had



touched, to avoid dispute. This he agreed to; he was allowed to hide it as he 
chose.

I gave up all hope but in bringing off the 9 to i chance of my medium’s being 
right. The sceptic kept both eyes on me all the time; if I stirred a finger, he was 
up in arms. I did keep my back to the mantelpiece, but there was no way of 
writing down the number.

But it was just at that point that my sceptic’s magnificent brain broke down. 
He had correctly argued everything so far; but then his brain said, “It is 
important that Crowley shall not know where I hide the paper with the number 
on it: I must hide it somewhere where he cannot see.”

So instead of slipping it into one of the hundreds of books on the shelves, the 
hid it behind my back, i.e. on the mantlepiece, where it was duly found!

I must tell just one other story to the point. It throws possibly some light on 
one or two of the “miracles” which Blavatzsky performed in order to disgust the 
more foolish of her followers.

In June 1906 I was at Margate (God help me!), and asked my friend J------
to lend me his copy of Abramelin.

“Sorry!” said he. “I lent it to So-and-so, and it has not been returned.”
He forgot this conversation: I remembered it.
Staying at his house six months later, I was alone one morning and found the 

book, which he “knew for a fact” to be in London sixty miles away. It was 
hidden by the panel of a glass-fronted bookcase.

I hid it in the stuffing of a music-stool, led the conversation at lunch-time to 
“apports,” got my host to suggest my doing this very thing which he was sure I 
could not do, and, in the evening, did it.

If I had been a cheat, could I have produced better evidence? My host would 
have sworn that the book was in London in a house unknown to me, whose 
occupants were unknown to me. He is a man of science and of most accurate 
and balanced judgment. One little lapse of memory: he forgot that he had told 
me that the book was not in his shelves; another little lapse of memory: he forgot 
where the book was; and there is your miracle!

Now for my constructive policy. I suggest that a “spirit” be cultivated on the 
lines laid down by Eliphaz Levi, “Dogma and Ritual,” Chap. XIII., so that he 
may manifest more wholly. Then let him dictate to two or three segregated 
mediums a long passage, or a long set of meaningless figures, and get so high a 
degree of agreement that hardly any doubt remains.

Or if anybody wants a really high evidential proof, let him get the proof of 
Fermat’s Last Theorem, which Fermat died without revealing, and which the 
united efforts of mathematicians have hitherto failed to discover.

Aleister  C rowley.



T he Porch. V o l. I., N o . 8. 3d. J. M. W A T K I N S .  T he Mirror of 
Simple Souls.

Of all this admirable series this is the best. Such prose I have rarely found in 
all my reading. I am beggared of wit to review it; but I implore all who seek the 
pure Light mirrored in flawless imagery to obtain it.

Aleister  C rowley.

T he Apocalypse Unsealed . Being an Estoeric Interpretation of T he 
Initiation Of Ioannes. By James M. Pryse. New York; John M. Pryse, 
9-15 Murray Street, 1910. London: J. M. Watkins. 8j . 6d. net 

It is possible to write upon this book in a freer manner, without offence, 
than upon any other book in the Canon of Scripture, for there is no other book 
which has caused so much disquiet to theologians, in all ages, as has the 
“Revelation of St John the Divine,” and it is but in comparatively recent times 
that it has been generally accepted as Canonical, and this even by those who 
admit that they do not understand it; and to such as these the “Apocalypse 
Unsealed” will be a veritable “Revelation” indeed. Mr James M. Pryse 
accepts it unreservedly as the work of the Apostle John, but we ought to 
mention that there is a long string of authorities against this view. Dionysius, 
who was surnamed the Great, of Alexandria, was a pupil of Origen, and he of 
Clement of Alexandria, all catechists of the Arcane Discipline which taught a 
Christianised version of the older Gnosis, which Clement and others had brought 
into the Church from the older secret, or occult, societies of which they were, or 
had been members. This Dionysius makes a certain John the Presbyter, as of 
note in Asia Minor in the 1st century, and distinct from the Apostle, to be the 
author of the book. Presbyter Cajus, or Gaius, of Rome, and the Alogi, 
attributed it to Cerinthus, a Gnostic of the independent sect of these, and Eusebius 
quotes both Dionysius and these Alogi; Nicephorus Callistus uses the same 
as saying that some who had preceded them had manipulated the book in such 
way, in every chapter, that the original could not be recognised. This may be 
an exaggeration, but amongst the eminent critics who have denied the 
authenticity of the book may be mentioned these, and what else can we expect 
when none to the present time could understand it? Against it are De Wett, 
Bleek, Ewald, Credner, Schott, Lucke, Neander, Michaelis, who treat the style 
as utterly foreign to that of John the Apostle. The first-named observes that 
“Revelation” is characterised by strong Hebraisms, ruggedness, and exhibits 
the absence of pure Greek words, whilst in the Gospel of John is to be found a 
calm, deep feeling, but in the Apocalypse we have great creative power of 
fancy;—the two minds are at variance with each other. St Jerome had an



exalted opinion of the book, and says that it has much of mystery therein; 
possibly he saw it with the same eyes as Mr Pryse. Even both Luther and 
Erasmus were doubtful as to its acceptance. The “Encyclopaedia Britannica” 
argues that its allusions are of the 4th or 5th century. It may be mentioned here, 
that Dom John Chapman, D.O.S., has made an examination of the question this 
year, and argues, with doubtful success, that John the Presbyter and John the 
Apostle were the same person, and accepts both the Gospel and the Apocalypse 
as the works of Apostle John, and accounts for the difference in style as that of 
the amanuensis whom the Apostle John employed.

Two noticable, but irreconcilable, attempts have in recent years been made 
to interpret the book, theologically and historically. The learned Dr E. V. 
Kenealy made sense out of it, but overdid the subject. He believed it to 
represent the Apocalyptic church of Adam, and found in its addresses to the “Seven 
Churches” the existence of a great Asian hierarchy of the seven temples of the 
“twenty-four Ancients,” and further, in its various characters, the acts of 
the twelve divine incarnations, or messengers, who follow each other at 
periods of 600 years, as taught in regard to the manifestations of Vishnu.

Then, in 1906, we have a book of the astronomer, Nicholas Marazoff, verified 
by the astronomers Ramin and Lanin, who attempt an astrological view, 
grounded on the state of the heavens at Patmos on the 30th September 395, at 
5 o’clock at night. Jupiter—the white horse—was then in Sagittarius; whilst 
Saturn —the pale horse—was in Scorpio; the sun in Virgo, and the moon under 
her feet. John Chrysostom was then in Patmos, and immediately after 395 
was called to Rome to become a presbyter; but Rome finding that the “Second 
Coming” did not take place, it is argued that he was deprived and banished as 
a “false prophet.” Against this we have the fact that Chrysostom does not 
mention the book, but the date assigned agrees with criticisms as the book now 
stands.

We must defer to the superior knowledge of this modern “Unveiler,” 
though personally I am inclined to accept the views of those early Fathers who 
assign the authorship to Cerinthus, and also the later German critics, who 
believe that the first three chapters and the last have been added by a later 
hand, and other portions altered to agree with the Scriptures held to be orthodox. 
Of course this, if it were so, does not effect in any way the views of Mr Pryse, 
but rather strengthens them, as I look upon the imagery of the book as essen
tially that of the earlier and pre-Christian Gnostics. Though we may not have 
absolute proof of the great antiquity of the Gnosis, such as Mr Pryse unveils, 
yet it is clearly Aryan, dating from the time of Momu—the thinker; then again 
the development of the Kundalini—serpent fire—world’s mother, also termed 
rousing the Brahm—is said to be shown as issuing from the foreheads of early



E g y p tia n  k in gs; A p o llo n iu s  o f  T y a n a , a c o n te m p o ra ry  o f  our Je s u s , v is ite d  the 

G y m n o so p h ists  o f  th e U p p e r  N ile , b u t said that th e y  w e r e  not eq u a l to th o se  o f  

In d ia. T h e  B ritish  D ru id s  m u st h a v e  had a k n o w le d g e  o f  th e “ S e r p e n t  fir e ”  in 

th eir se cre t in stru ctio n , or w h y  e x cla im , “ I am  a se rp e n t.”  T h e  M y th ra ic  

M y s te r ie s , an d all th e E ra n o i S o c ie tie s , w e r e  e q u a lly  p ro te cte d  b y  th e  la w s  o f  

S o lo n  se v e n  ce n tu rie s  B .C ., and M r  P ry s e  o b se rv e s  that o n ly  o n ce  d o es th e  w o rd  

H a lle lu ia h  o ccu r in th e B ib le , y e t  w e  k n o w  that it fo rm ed  th e clo se  o f  a c h a n t  in 

th e “ R ite s  o f  P u rific a tio n ”  in a call to th e slain go d  for d e liv e ra n c e , in p re- 

C h ristia n  c e n tu rie s, an d fu rth e r th ere are M y th ra ic  traces in R e v e la tio n . W e  also  

k n o w  from  a large m ass o f  in scrip tio n s fo u n d  in recen t tim es, that th e  early  

C h ristia n s  m a d e u se o f  th e  v e r y  a n cie n t so cieties, an d b y  that co u rse  sp re a d  th eir  

d o ctrin e. B e fo re  th e issu e o f  th e “ U n s e a lin g ,”  th e  sam e translator p u b lis h e d  the  

“ M a g ic a l M e s s a g e  o f  lo a n n e s ,”  a tran slatio n  o f  great v a lu e  w h ic h  r e c e iv e s  m u ch  

ad d itio n al ligh t fro m  th e later w o rk , an d th e m ore so as it su p p lie s, in a k n o w 

led ge o f  H erm etic  G re e k , m uch m eaning w h ich  escap es us in the authorised version.

In  th e “ U n s e a lin g ,”  M r. P ry s e  go e s solid for th e  b ook , th e  w h o le  b o o k , and  

n o th in g  b u t th e  book, as th e  v e rita b le  w o rk  o f  th e A p o s tle  Jo h n , h e n c e  th e  c le rg y  

m a y e x te n d  a w e lc o m e  han d to it. H e  q u ite  b e lie v e s  it is a w o rk  o f  th e  A p o s tle  

Jo h n , and d e fe n d s  th e  style ; am o n gst th e se  th ere are so m e d o u b tle ss  w h o  are 

n a rro w -m in d e d , b u t h e re, and still m ore p ro m in e n tly  in A m e ric a , th e re  are 

b ro a d -m in d e d  c le rg y  w h o  w ill w e lc o m e  th e  U n se a lin g .

T h e  F re e m a s o n s  too in th eir h ig h er grad es, w h ic h  h a ve  m ore or less re a c h e d  

us th ro u gh  th e  R o sicru cia n s, h a ve  v e r y  stron g allu sion s to th e  A p o c a ly p s e , and  

m a y p rofit b y  it, an d th is refers to severa l sy ste m s p ra ctise d  th ro u g h o u t th e  

w o rld . T h u s  th e O rd e r o f  H e re d o m  (H a ro d im ) R o s y  C ro ss, w h ic h  h as an 

u n c h a n g e d  R itu a l fro m  1740, at least, d ra w s u p o n  D io n y s iu s  th e A r e o p a g ite , a 

d isc ip le  o f  S t  P a u l, an d it has also  a rh y th m e tica l d e scrip tio n  o f  th e  N e w  

Je ru sa le m . A g a in , tw o  en tire  d e g re e s  o f  th e  S c o ttish  R ite  o f  330 are d ra w n  

from  th e  A p o c a ly p s e , an d c e rta in ly  e n te re d  th e  R ite  b e fo re  1758, an d s e e m  as if  

th e y  w e re  d raw n  b o d ily  fro m  th e  R o sicru c ia n  M ilitia  o f  th e  C ro ss: I a llu d e  to  the  

170 K n ig h t o f  th e  E a s t  and W e s t, an d th e  190 o f  G ra n d  P o n tiff, w h ic h  treat 

u p on  th e  H e a v e n ly  Je ru sa le m , and th e o p e n in g  sc e n e  o f  th e  R e v e la tio n s. I t  w as  

rather a p ity  th at w h e n  th e  late A lb e rt  P ik e  w a s  re v isin g  th e  R itu a ls , he 

did not co n so lid a te  th e  R ite  b y  c h a n g in g  th e  p la ce s  o f  th e  i f  w ith  th e  20°, 
w h ic h  latter treats o f  Z e ru b b a b e l. H is  p re d e ce sso r  M o rin , in 1767, d id  a like  

th in g  b y  th e  A m a lg a m a tio n  o f  P rin c e  A d e p t, w h ic h  h e had in his p a te n t o f  1762, 
w ith  K n ig h t o f  th e S u n , an d s u p p ly in g  th e b la n k  th u s cre a te d  w ith  P a tria rch  

N o a c h ite . T h e r e  is also th e R o y a l O rien ta l O rd e r  o f  th e S a t  B h a i w h ic h  w as  

fo u n d e d  1743-5 h y  a B ra h m in  P u n d it at P rag, for ce rta in  A n g lo -In d ia n  o ffic e rs , 

an d w h ic h  is n o w  w e ll e sta b lish e d  in A m e ric a .



T h e  id e a  th at R e v e la tio n  is a b o o k  o f  In itiatio n  is not a lto g e th e r n e w  to  

F re e m a so n s, as th e late D r  G e o . O liv e r  e la b o ra ted  th at v ie w  at co n sid e ra b le  

len gth, b u t M r  P r y s e ’ s v ie w  is q u ite  a d iffe re n t sort o f  In itiatio n ; it is th e  

d e v e lo p m e n t o f  th e se m i-m ira c u lo u s p o w e rs  o f  th e  G n o s is  o f  C le m e n t, O rig e n , 

and th e  e a rly  C h ristia n  C h u r c h , th e birth  o f  th e  d iv in e  th re e  p rin cip le s, th e  

C resto s, in th e  h u m an  soul. T h e  k e y  to this “ U n s e a lin g ”  is th e  te x t itse lf, in  

w h ich  is fo u n d  th e N o s . 333, 444, 666, 777, 888, 999, 1000, as a p p lie d  to th e  s e v e n  

principal “ ch a k ra s”  o f  th e  h u m an  b o d y, as ta u g h t b y  G r e e k  Y o g is. A p a rt  

alto g eth er fro m  th e  p o ssessio n  o f  a relia b le  literal tran slation  o f  th e  b o o k , th e re  

are s e v e n ty -f iv e  p a g e s  u p on  th e d e v e lo p m e n t o f  th e Kundalini, and each  su b je c t  

is fo llo w e d  in th e te x t b y  a c o m m e n ta ry  in a p p lica tio n . M r  P r y s e  e x p re sse s  th e  

v ie w  th at th e  b o o k  is n e ce ssa rily  in c o m p re h e n sib le  to th e co n ve n tio n a l 

th eo logian , y e t  e a sily  c o m p re h e n d e d  b y  th e eso teric  In itia te , i.e. b y  him  w h o  

p o ssesses th e  G n o sis , and th at th e  dram a is p e rfe c t in all its parts. I m a y  ad d  

that m o st o f  this class o f  In itia tiv e  b o o k s had a d o u b le  in terp retatio n , an d h e n c e  

that th e  sa m e m a y b e  e q u a lly  fo u n d  in th e  A p o c a ly p se , b u t into this M r  P r y s e  

does not en ter. JOHN YA R K ER.

Mr Pryse has undoubtedly found the key of the Apocalypse, and many of his 
interpretations are profound and accurate. But he is afflicted by sexual mania 
to an extent positively shocking, and does not understand the harmony of the 
principles. Adeptship is balanced growth, not lopping. A rose dies if you 
remove the root and stalk, Mr Pryse!

He is unfortunately a poor scholar, and has developed the American literary 
sense to an incredible point. He translates aKparna, “impotence, lack of 
control,” as “sensuality,” ayyeXo<; as “divinity,” and gives us “saucers” for 
“vials” !

Unfortunately, too, he has studied Eastern Mysticism at second-hand, 
through Theosophical spectacles. Nor has he kept even to Blavatsky the genius, 
but relied upon her commentators, who had neither her learning nor her 
experience.

But he has the key, and it opens the way for a real study of “St John” by a 
person of greater ability.

It is a very remarkable fact, however, that Akrasia (333) and Akolasia (333) 
should so accurately describe Choronzon (333). No higher test of the truth of 
“The Vision and the Voice” could be desired.

Again, 666 is ‘H Q>pi)v, not the Lower Mind, as Mr Pryse unhellenically says, 
but Tiphereth, the Lion that lieth down with the Lamb. Nor, by the way, is 
Iacchos a phallic God except as ‘O N ikcjv himself is phallic, and has his mystic



name written upon that organ, according to Mr Pryse! Iacchus = IAO = Jehovah, 
and concentrates I.N.R.I.

We recommend the book for its suggestion and insight; it is one of the best of 
the kind. NICK LAMB.

Salaman e t  Absal, Poeme allegorique Persian de Djami. Traduit par 
AUGUSTE Bricteux, Ph.D., Litt.D., etc. etc., avec une Introduction sur le 
Mysticisme persan, etc. Bruxelles, io rue de la Tribune (Librairie Ch. 
Carrington), io francs.

A magnificent volume without and within. This, with the single exception 
of the “Bagh-i-muattar” (Probsthain & Co., 1910, 3gs., and therefore difficult of 
access), is the greatest of Persian mystic treatises, though it is rather elementary. 
But we can recommend no better volume for those who know but a little. Dr 
Bricteux has no experience of mysticism, and so makes mistakes. This was to be 
expected, but I am surprised at the scholar’s error of asserting that the Hindu 
system lacks the method of love. As ninety-five Hindus practise Bhakti-Yoga 
for five that practise any other kind, we advise Dr Bricteux to be more careful. 
But this is a small blemish on a very fine essay. ABHAVANANDA.

RU BAIYAT D ’ OM AR K h Ay y a m i . Mis en Rimes fransaises par JU L E S  DE 

BARTH O LD . Bruxelles, 10 rue de la Tribune (Librairie Ch. Carrington). 
5 francs.

Since the “loathsome and abominable” disclosures with regard to Edward 
Fitzgerald and “Posh,” I suppose every decent Englishman has burnt his copy of 
the Quatrains. It is consequently very pleasant to find a new translation, 
accurately representing the original, in beautiful and lucid French. The verses 
flow with the sound of wine poured in a thirsty country. We can recommend 
this book to all lovers of whom the Daily Telegraph would call “the astronomer- 
poet of Persia,” and then “the tent-maker of Naishapur.” A. L.

Maurice Maeterlinck. Par Gerard Harvey. Bruxelles, Ch. Carrington. 
2.50 francs. I

I hope I shall find a Gerard Harvey at the Day of Judgment. There is none 
of that nasty carping spirit which spoils so many sunny natures. When the 
great Maurice dines alone, it is his almost monachal asceticism; when he has 
company, it is his genial bonhomie. He smokes—how brave of him; but of 
course it is denicotinised tobacco—how prudent of him! He sometimes sleeps 
alone—the modern Galahad; and sometimes with somebody else— “even his



H ein esq u e m o o d s are ste e le d  th ro u gh  w ith  a stron g m a n ’ s v ir ility .”  In short, 

Dr P an glo ss w a s in d e e d  th e  grea te st o f  p h ilo so p h ers— until G e ra rd  H a r v e y  

wiped th e floor w ith  him . A . L .

The L imit. B y  Ada L everson. 6*.

M rs L e v e r s o n  is e a sily  th e d a n tiest and w ittie st o f  o ur y o u n g e r  fe m in in e  

writers; b u t sh e d o es w e ll to call her latest m a ste rp ie ce  “ th e  lim it.”  M rs  

L everso n  o ffe rs  us a p ictu re  o f  an a g ed , w rin k le d , and b e d iz e n e d  Je w e s s  w ith  

false hair an d te eth , p a in te d  and w h ite w a sh e d  w ith  kohl, ro u ge, and ch a lk , until 

there se e m s h ard ly  a n y  w o m a n  th ere at all. Y e t  not c o n te n t w ith  a d d ic tio n  to 

in discrim in ate a d u lte ry  and m o rp h in e, sh e fin d s p lea su re  in se d u c in g  y o u n g  

men and p ic k in g  th eir p o ck ets.

F ie ! y o u  can  su re ly  sh o w  us a p rettier p ictu re  than that. W h y  not retu rn  to 

your e a rlier  m an n er? N o t  n e ce ssa rily  th e  m an n er o f  “ A n  Id y ll in B lo o m s 

bury,”  b u t y o u  m ig h t a d v a n ta g e o u sly  find m aterial in B rixto n  or in B a y sw a te r.

F elix .

The SOUL OF THE Moor. William Rider & Son. 2s. net.

“ S u c c e s s  m e a n t life ! F a ilu re — w o rse  th an  d e ath , for th ere  w o u ld  b e th e  

everlastin g  se lf-re p ro a c h ! D a re  I a tte m p t th e e x p e r im e n t? ”

T h is  so u n d s fam iliar, b u t, i f  m e m o ry  se rve s  m e right, M r  D io n  C la y to n  

C a lth o rp e ’ s dram a co n tin u e s  in this strain ,— “ H e  c a re fu lly  su rv e y e d  his ash en  

face in th e  tin y  glass s u sp e n d e d  o v e r  his w a sh h a n d  stand, th en , w ith  hasty, 

trem b lin g fin g ers, h e d ip p e d  his le a k y  sh a v in g -b ru sh  into th e  ic y  w a ter, and  

p ro ceed ed , at th e g h a stly  hour o f  6 a.m ., T o  Shave!”
P e rh a p s th e  fa ct th at “ M y  w ife  w a s v e r y  ill”  a cco u n ts for th e  variatio n .

M r S tra tfo rd  D . Jo lly  is m u ch  too b u s y  a m an to d e v o te  m u ch  tim e  to th e  

“ Serio u s s tu d y  o f  th e o c c u lt,”  and it is a p ity  h e should  h a v e  sp e n t so m u ch  tim e  

upon th e  fo r ty -f iv e  ch a p te rs  w h ic h  c o m p rise  this w o rk , in stead  o f  u p on  so m e  

other s u b je c ts  w ith  w h ic h  h e  m ig h t b e  m ore co n versan t.

In sh o rt, it is a fla b b y , g e n tle m a n ly  b oo k , w h ic h  sh o u ld  fin d  a re a d y  sale  

am ong th e  m o re “ g o o d y ”  p ortion  o f  S u b u rb ia , th e  o n ly  p la ce  w h e re  th e  H e ro  
could b e  a p p re c ia te d !

D e s p ite  th e  a u th o r’ s o b v io u s e n d e a v o u r, th ere  is a b so lu te ly  n o th in g  im m oral 

in this b o o k , an d I ca n  re c o m m e n d  it to g re a t-g ra n d c h ild re n  as a su ita b le  

C h ristm a s p re se n t for th eir g ra n d m o th e r’ s aunt.

My congratulations to the illustrator for so thoroughly seizing the spirit of the 
book. Bunco



C hronicles Of Pharmacy. B y  A. C .  Wootton. M a c m illa n  &  C o . 2 v o ls. 21 .̂
T h e  title  o f  th is w o rk  ju stifie s  its e lf  as th e  rea d er reach es th e  e n d  o f  the  

seco n d  v o lu m e . T o  th e  p h arm acist it is an e x tr e m e ly  u se fu l boo k , a n d  in a great  

m a n y in sta n ce s  fu rn ish e s  in fo rm ation  o f  an in te re stin g  ch aracter, w h ic h  th e  b u sy  

m an w o u ld  h a v e  d iffic u lty  in fin d in g  in p h a rm a ce u tica l history. T o  th e  stu d e n t  

o f  th e o ccu lt it o u g h t to a p p e a l stro n gly, as th e au th o r g iv e s  a lo n g list o f  d ru g s  

u sed  in religio u s c e re m o n ie s  in d iffe re n t ages, and a lth o u g h  th e p re se n t c e n t u r y  

is so m u ch  in a d v a n c e , w e  fin d  that th e in ce n se s  an d sw e e t o d o u rs u s e d  in 

c e re m o n ia l m a g ic  to -d a y  are th e  sam e as th o se u se d  in E g y p t ,  in th e w o r s h ip  o f  

Isis, and in th e se rv ic e s  h eld  in th e T e m p l e  o f  S o lo m o n . M e n tio n  is also  m a d e  o f  

th e p rep aratio n s m a d e b y  th e  a n cien t a lch e m ists  w h ic h  w e r e  th o u g h t to  h a ve  

m a g ic  p o w e r. S h o rt b io grap h ical sk e tc h e s  o f  so m e o f  th e old m a s te rs  o f  

p h a rm a c y  ap p ear, b u t afte r L ie b i g  w e  h a ve  no sp ecia l m en tio n  o f  th e  p h a rm a c ists  

o f  th e last ce n tu ry .

A in te re stin g  ch a p te r  on P o iso n s in H isto ry , in tro d u cin g  th e  s to rie s  o f  

p o iso n ers and th e  d ru gs e m p lo y e d , fu rn ish es m aterial for th e b u d d in g  n o v e lis t ,  to 

w h o m  in fa ct th e w h o le  o f  this e x c e lle n t w o rk  m a y b e  re c o m m e n d e d . T o  th e  

o ccu lt rea d er th e  c o n c lu d in g  ch a p te r  on n a m es an d sym b o ls  w o u ld  b e  o f  

co n sid e ra b le  se rv ic e , an d m ig h t b e u se fu l for re fe re n ce .

T h e  b o o k , w h ic h  is p u b lish e d  in tw o  v o lu m e s, is p ro fu se ly  illu stra te d , and  

w e ll p rin ted  an d b o u n d . H a d  th e au thor not b e e n  k n o w n  as th e p o p u lar e d ito r  o f  

a p h a rm a c e u tic a l n e w sp a p e r  and an a u th o rity  on all m atters c o n n e c tin g  w ith  

p h a rm a cy, “ T h e  C h r o n ic le s ”  w o u ld  h a v e  p ro v e d  an e x c e lle n t m o n u m e n t to  his 

m e m o ry; u n fo rtu n a te ly  M r  W o o tto n  d ied  b efo re  his b o o k  left th e p u b lis h e r ’s 

hands. E .  W H IN E  RAY, M .P .S .



S P E C IA L  S U P P L E M E N T

N O TE
T h e se  R ite s w e r e  w r it te n  

a n d  p r o d u c e d  b y

A L E IS T E R  C R O W L E Y

e x c e p t p a rts o f  ch e R i t e s  o f  M a r s  

a n d o f M e r c o ry

w h ic h  w e r e  w r it te n  b y  a n  a d e p t  

w e o  w is h e s  t o re m a in a n o n y m o u s

T h e  so lo s w e r e  c h o s e n  fro m  h e r  

r e p e r to ir e  b y  M i s s  L e i l a  W a d d e l l .

ttn  v io w e f t h e  a b s oad s ta ae m e n ts  R c t o t h e i c h a ra c te r  o f  t h e s e  

r ite s  w h ic h  h a v e  b e e n  m a d e  in  c e r ta in  q u a rte rs , it h a s b e e n  th o u g h t  

t h a t  th e  b e s t  r e p ly  is th e  p u b lic a t io n  o f  th e  t e x t  in  fu ll. E d .]
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THE RITE OF SATURN





MAGISTER TEMPLI, the representative o fB in ah , Saturn.
MATER C(EI, Venus in L ibra , the house o f Satu rn ’s exaltation.
BROTHER AQUARIUS, the house o f Saturn ; in  Chesed, because Pisces is w ater: 

“H ope.”
BROTHER CAPRICORNUS, in the throne o f Capricom us, the house o f Saturn ; in  

Geburah, because M ars is exalted therein. H e is M ars in Capricom us. 
BROTHER CAPRICORNUS EMISSARIUS.
THE LEADER OF THE CHORUS, or CHORAGOGE.

SCENE.— In  the E ast is a  veiled  shrine, containing an a ltar. To its Chokmah, 
Binah, Chesed, an d  Geburah are M . T., M . C ., Bro. A ., an d  Bro. C. 
respectively. Bro C. E . is disguised as an ordinary member o f the 
garrison.





THE RITE OF SATURN
P A R T I

BROTHER CAPRICORNUS enters and turns o ff Blue light. 
R ed lamps are brought in by BROTHER CAPRICORNUS 
and the LEADER OF THE CHORUS.

First the Temple is lighted by two red lamps. PRO
BATIONERS chant the Capricomus and Aquarius 
sections from  9 6 3  while others w ait without in darkness. 
R ed lights are then hidden within veil. BROTHER 
CAPRICORNUS turns on the Blue light.

The Temple being in darkness, and the assistants seated, let 
BROTHER CAPRICORNUS arise from  his throne, and  
knock thrice with his spear-butt upon the floor. 
M AGISTER TEMPLI in the shrine, with MATER CCELI.

CAPRICORNUS. Procul, O procul este profani!
[He perform s the Banishing R itu a l o f the Pentagram. 

He next lights the hell-broth an d recites:]
E v e n  as th e traitor’s breath  
G o eth  forth, h e perisheth
B y th e  secret sib ilant word that is sp ok en  unto death.
E v e n  as th e  profane hand  
R ea ch eth  to th e  sacred sand,
F ire  con su m es him  that his nam e b e forgotten in th e  land.



E ven  as th e  w ick ed  ey e  
S eek s th e m ysteries to spy,
So the b lin d n ess o f  th e gods takes his spirit: he shall d ie.
E ven  as the ev il priest,
P o ison ed  by the sacred feast,
C h an ges by its sev en  pow ers to the m isb egotten  beast:
E ven  as the pow ers o f  ill,
Broken by th e w an d ed  w ill,
Shriek  about th e  holy place, vain and vague and terrible:
E ven  as the lords o f  hell,
C hained  in fires before th e spell,
Strain upon th e  sigh tless stee l, break not fetters nor com pel:
So be distant, O  profane!
C hildren  o f  th e  hurricane!
L est th e  sword o f  fire destroy, lest th e  ways o f  death be plain!
So depart, and so be w ise,
L est your perishable ey es
L ook  upon th e form less fire, see  th e  m aiden sacrifice!
So depart, and secret flam e  
Burn upon the ston e o f  sham e,
T h at th e holy on es m ay hear m usic o f  th e s le ep less  N am e!
H oly, holy, holy sp ou se  
O f th e sun-engird led  house,
W ith th e secret sym bol burning on thy m u ltisc ien t brows! . . .
E ven  as the traitor’s breath  
G oeth  forth, h e  perisheth
By th e secret sib ilant word that is sp ok en  unto death.

C A P R IC O R N U S . Brethren, let us awaken the Master of the 
Temple.

[ T H E  L E A D E R  O F  T H E  C H O R U S  beats the an d the
other brethren clap and stamp their feet. No



Silence—it is in vain! Brethren, let us invoke the 
assistance of the Mother of Heaven!

[He goes to ve il and reaches through with his hands. 
MATER CCELI. [Passes through Throne of MAGISTER TEMPLI 

and enters the Temple.] Children, what is your will 
with me?

CAPRICORNUS. Mother of Heaven, we beseech thee to 
awaken the Master.

MATER CCELI. What is the hour?
CAPRICORNUS. Mother of Heaven, it lacks a quarter of 

midnight.
MATER CCEELI. Be it unto your desire!
[She p lays* As she ends she kneels: the ve il slowly , 

and  MAGISTER TEMPLI "is seen standing in shrine. He 
slowly enters Temple. " MATER CCELI returns to throne, 
having been blessed and raised by him.]

MAGISTER TEMPLI. Mother of Heaven, beloved of the 
Stars, wherefore hast thou awakened the Poison of Eld, the 
Dweller in Eternity?

MATER CCELI. Shabbathai.
[MAGISTER TEMPLI comes down to hell-broth and recites 

uThe Eyes o f Pharaoh."]
D ead  Pharaoh’s ey es  from out th e tom b  

Burned like tw in planets ruby-red.
E nsw athed , enthroned, the halls o f  gloom  

E ch o th e agony o f  th e dead.
S ilen t and stark th e  Pharaoh sate:

N o  breath w en t w hispering, hu sh ed  or scared.
O nly that red incarnate hate

T h rou gh  pylon after pylon flared.

* K uyaw iak: W ien ia w sk i.



A s m tt e M r o d o f  m urdered things  
T E eaffrig h ti d augur shaking skries 

Earthquake and ruinous fate o f  kings, 
F am ine and deu^ r a t e  d estin ies,

So in t h u e y e s uf  Pharaoh shone
T h e hrte  and loatf ing that com p el 

In death each dam ned m inion  
O f f e t , the acoerf& lord o f  H ell.

Ye a d in th o e o g lobe s n f fire there sate  
n e  m e i ru e lk n o w led g e  c lo se ly  curled  

L ik e  serpents in th ose  halls o f  hate, 
P alace t o ° th e U nderworld.

h ue i F i h e r c ll-g lohe o f th o s e  ey es  
T e e t ĥr ê n d ci l̂l n f F d araoh sh on e  

W h ite as th e m oonrays that surprise 
T ° o m vok m g D ruce on L ebanon.

M oraoe er pO nn cho e  ltte ce d round  
T o ^ l o n e n unearthly tune,

L ik e  phantom  priests that strike and sound  
o io< ttn is lstre e r e t th e m oon.

And d ratn d  inc e ffe iable perfum e  
B eau^ e b ia c k uir w ith  go ld en  fans 

As T urkis rip a N u b ia n ’s w om b  
W ^ d s m s si e n i d yataghans.

h l so t t a  u  sta e ,  Orat lo ng Eead
O a e o c ieuc a u e e n s corrupt and fair 

Struck through th e tem p le , subtly sped  
B°  f  o m e h s hom inant o f  th e  air.

L att , on th r fle s h t t a r h cam e a touch
L ik e cue k in1 m o nat o i nd stroking hands 

T h a t laid their foul alluring sm utch  
E ven  to th e  b lood ’s mad sarabands.



Sodlid thie  n aop h yte  that w ould gaze  
Into dead P h arEoh’s aw fu l e yes  

Start from in calcu lab le am aze
T o c lutc h t h e in iaii t e ’s place and prize.

H a to r e  th e bdfcte tia g thought aloft:
Et t̂ ln (̂̂ (J In tDaedR nn luis p lo me:

W ith sage and warrior en feo ffed ,
H e î a h <̂̂<I i l o n a thuough tow er and tom b.

T h a m y r ia d m e m t ° a co °n sts arm ed,
Are aOrad l i E e h u s fa : tSn en san gu in e brand 

L eap s lik e  a flam e, a flam e encharm ed  
T o fE e I h e p Etam iE n eaven -sp an n ed

W ke te m d k sd P s Eta o h alts and stares, 
hw ath e d in rOe w taps inan o f  tko tom b,

W ith ey es  w h ose  horror flits and flares
L ik s n o ^ se - lig ta sg lim m er in g  in th e  gloom

T illa H ’t a Rla z e ,a o o  t̂i r o f  flam e,
D e a t h nn iv e tsal, luck ed  and linked:—

Aha! on e  nam es th e aw ful N a m e —
S ha tw is  re d p lenatt are e n int !

A pause.
{The lamp bums out, and darkness covers all. 

[LEADER OF THE CHORUS secretly removes hell-broth vase.



The Temple in Darkness

MAGISTER TEMPLI. i.^ Brother Aquarius, what is the time?
AQUARIUS. Midnight.
MAGISTER TEMPLI. i. Brother Capricornus, what is the 

place?
CAPRICORNUS. The Fortress that is upon the Frontier of 

the Abyss.
MAGISTER TEMPLI. 1. Brothers Aquarius and 

Capricornus, is the Beloved with us?
AQUARIUS and CAPRICORNUS. The Mother of Heaven is 

enthroned.
MAGISTER TEMPLI. Mother of Heaven, let us lament 

together!
[Recites Swinburne's "‘Ilicet."* 

[ M A T E R  C C E L I  plays . t

MAGISTER TEMPLI. i. Brother Aquarius, to what end are 
we assembled?

AQUARIUS. [Rises and whispers in his ear.] Shabbathai.
ALL [aloud]. Shabbathai.
MAGISTER TEMPLI. i. Are the brethren fed?

U T h e  figu res rep resen t k n o ck s, i .  a s in g le  knock; 22 . a b a ttery  o f  two  
k n ock s; and so on.

* S w in b u rn e ’s p o e m s b e in g  in cop yrigh t, w e  can o n ly  g iv e  titles  or first lines. 
T h e  reader sh ou ld  co n su lt  M essrs C h a tto  &  W in d u s’ e d it io n  o f  h is w ork s.

t  Aria arranged for G  string: Bach.



A Q U A R IU S . Upon the corpses of their children.
M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I . i. Have they quenched their thirst? 
A Q U A R IU S . Upon poppy-heads infused in blood.
M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I . The raven has croaked.
A Q U A R IU S . The owl has hooted.
C A P R IC O R N U S . The bat has flapped its wings.
M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I . Then . . .
Lights! [C A P R IC O R N  U S  switches on the blue glare.
i. Brother Aquarius, I scent danger.
A Q U A R IU S . 1 . Master, there are evil things abroad. [To 

C A P R I C O R N U S ]  Turn out the guard!
C A P R IC O R N U S . Brethren, stand to your arms!
[A ll P R O B A T IO N E R S  rise and follow  him. He pricks a ll 

assistants with his spear, inspects doors, etc.]
Master, every man is vigilant at his post. There is no 

alarm.
M A G I S T E R  T E M P L I . i. Brother Aquarius, I scent danger. 
A Q U A R IU S , i. Master, there is a traitor within the gates. 

[To C A P R IC O R N U S ] Inspect the garrison!
C A P R IC O R N U S . Brethren, purify your hearts!
[He rises and looks into every eye. When he comes to B R O . 

C A P R IC O R N U S  E M IS S A R IU S , he hales him forth by the 
hair, before the altar, and plunges his spear into him. 
He completes inspection. Returns and bows to 
M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I .]

Master, justice has been executed upon the traitor. Only 
the faithful remain.

M A G I S T E R  T E M P L I . So perish all traitors!
[C A P R IC O R N U S  extinguishes light.

[A pause.

n



Darkness

AQUARIUS. [Comesforward  and to MAGISTER
TEMPLI.]M a s ter, we teseech tDee t e permit th e reremony 
to proceed.

MAa iST E R TEMPLI. TIiepewas nBPraekHngin che dried 
teaves. tCAPRICORN VS joiAQUARI US kneeling.

AQEAhIUS ^e^ CAPMCORNUS. Mattes, w e beeoech thee to 
pepmi Ethe L e rpmone tE PioEpeT.

MAGISTER TEMPLI. There was no heart in the black lamb.
[ASl UROBATIONERSylc'#AQUARlUS srSO cay,ROCC)RNUS 

kneeling.]
AP E l Mastet,w e  Aeierc h iRce to p ecmh th ereremony to 

Arpcce<±
MAGISOPR OAbtIU . TheoscreC python w a s for nd dead. 

[MUTER C&Lle o met f onward, MAGISTER
TEMPLI, thus making the apex to the pyram id o f 

petitiornrs, elses and plays des then again
Atseels.]

MAGILTTRTnMPLI. L pt t̂Cp cee^mt̂ î ;i pict̂ ajed.
[MATER COELI returns toher throne. AQUARIUS rises, and 

CAPRICORNS returns to his post and lights the lamp.

# A b en d lied : S ch u m an n .



AQUARIUS and a ll present dance wildly fo r  jo y  to the 
sound o f the tom-tom.]

{During the confusion BRO. CAPRICORNUS EMISSARIUS 
slips into the temple and hides behind the veil, where he 
removes his disguise and dons his dancing robe.]

MAGISTER TEMPLI. Silence! [A pause.
MAGISTER TEMPLI. i.
AQUARIUS, i.
MAGISTER TEMPLI. i. Holy be the Lamps of Joy!
AQUARIUS. Holy be the Lamps of Sorrow!
MAGISTER TEMPLI. Let us enter the ark of Increased 

Knowledge!
CAPRICORNUS. Hail, thou that sittest in the City of the 

Pyramids!
AQUARIUS. Hail, thou that art encamped upon the Great 

Sea!
MAGISTER TEMPLI. Hail, brethren!
CAPRICORNUS. Master, what is Increased Knowledge?
MAGISTER TEMPLI. Death.
AQUARIUS. Master, what is the Ark thereof?
MAGISTER TEMPLI. The grave.
AQUARIUS and CAPRICORNUS. Master, how shall we enter it?
MAGISTER TEMPLI. Arise and follow me!
[He rises and circumambulates the temple widdershins. 

CAPRICORNUS plucks forth every third person and  
makes them follow  him, continuing this process until 
one only is left. To this one MAGISTER TEMPLI 
addresses the allocution, as he hales him forth.]

MAGISTER TEMPLI. T hou also must die!
[MAGISTER TEMPLI stops in E.



M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I .  Brethren! let us humbly seek for help 
behind the veil!

[He throws ve il open, showing the empty shrine. B R O . 
C A P R IC O R N  U S  E M IS S A R IU S  must have w ell dissimulated 
him self so that he is not discovered. M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I  
draws ve il again. C A P R I C O R N U S puts out light.]

M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I . Alas! there is no God!
[Returns to his throne. A ll move confusedly about wailing 

aloud.]
M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I . i. Silence. [A ll resume seats.
Behold, I declared it unto you and ye believed me not!

[A pause.



Darkness

A Q U A R I U S .  In truth, master, the ceremony cannot proceed. 
There is no god in the shrine.

M A G I S T E R  T E M P L I .  Brother Aquarius, let search be made. 
A Q U A R I U S .  Brother Capricornus, let search be made.

[Light on.
[ C A P R I C O R N U S  enters ve il and walks up and down. He 

returns.] [Lights off.
Brother Capricornus, what do you find?
C A P R I C O R N U S .  Master, there is nothing but a little pile of 

dust.
A Q U A R I U S .  There is no living thing therein? 
C A P R I C O R N U S .  There is no living thing therein.
M A G I S T E R  T E M P L I .  [Recitespoem: "Colloquesentimental."]

In th e  ancient frozen solitary park 
T w o  figures passed anon— now  mark!
T h eir  ey es  are dead, their lips are soft and grey;
O n e scarce can hear th e words th ey  say.
In th e  ancient frozen solitary park 
T w o  ghosts ev o k e  th e past— oh hark!
“D o st thou rem em ber our old  ecstasy?”
“W hy do you w ish to rem ind m e?”
“D o e s  thy heart beat still at m y nam e, and glow?
“S eest thou m y soul in dream s, dear?” “N o .”



“Ah! th e fair days o f  joyance and o f  gree  
“W hen our m ouths k issed , ah h issed !” “M ayb e!”
“H ow  b lue the sky was, as our h op e was clear!”
“H op e has gon e dow n to H e ll’s nadir.”
So in the foolish  a lleys th ey  conferred,
And only  m idnight overheard.

A Q U A R I U S .  Master, it is not to be borne.
M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I . Mother of Heaven, let us lament 

together!
[Recites Swinburne's “ Garden o f Proserpine. ” 

[M A T E R  CCELI plays
C A P R IC O R N U S . Master, it is not to be borne!
M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I . Mother of Heaven, let us work to

gether!
M A T E R  CCELI. Behold thine handmaiden!
[M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I  and  M A T E R  CCELI go together hand  

in hand, within the veil. C A P R IC O R N U S  turns light up.\ 
[M A T E R  CCELI plays a  Paean o f despair.^ 

[M A G IS T E R  T E M P L I , rending veil, appears standing on altar.
O m elancholy  Brothers, dark, dark, dark!
O battling in b lack floods w ith ou t an ark!

O  spectral wanderers o f  unholy N igh t!
M y soul hath b led  for you  th ese  su n less years,
W ith bitter blood-drops running dow n lik e tears:

Oh, dark, dark, dark, w ithdraw n from joy and light!
M y heart is sick  w ith  anguish  for your bale!
Your w oe hath b een  m y anguish; yea, I quail 

And perish in your perish ing unblest.
And I have searched the h eigh ts and dep th s, th e  scope  
O f all our universe, w ith  d esperate hope  

T o  find som e solace for your w ild unrest. { 16}

*  L e g e n d e :  W ie n ia w s k i.  t  W ie g e n d lie d : H a u s e r



And n o w a t last auth en t icw o rd  I bring, 
W itn esŝ e d l̂ ^̂ d ê r̂  ̂d ea d a n d  Hiding thing;

G oo d u d in gs o ^ r nanjoy Sor you, for all:
T h e se is ne G od t no F ien d  w ith  nam es d iv in e  
M adn uu at S  tortures us; if  w e m ust p ine,

It is to satiate no Bain g ’s gall.
gt was t h e d a rk d e lusion o f  e d rea m,
T ta t  Hving P ersnn co a scimis a n(a s g prem e,

\ Tnom  w e  m a st c a rsd to t cursing us w ith  life;
W g om  a n  m u y t cu sse b ehau s c t h e life  H e  gave  
C a uld n o t  b e buried in th e q u ie t grave,

C ould  e ot t̂ e hcilled  by poison or by knife.
T h iy Htde ^ e t e  atl m s m ust endure,
T h e  grnve ’s mca t h o iy p dane is ever sure, 

a s e fan aals a a sn d n e d n ^ w ano again; 
aŝ o f t̂ĉ nri s ĉ fic s l3l̂ t: ta e  m odlg e^ing flesh , 
W hos e n le m e n ted ie so lv n and m erge afresh  

In earth, ai^ w a ter , planda,a n d  other m en.
W e f in isf  co ur;a de en o n  w nata t e d race 
Shal l fm ls h w ith i t s t s c le , and g ive  p lace  

T s  o d ie r t e m g s^ i t h  their ow n tim e-d oom  
In fin itn a n o d te r e  o a r k inn t e gjr n; 
f f  f ln i t e ne o nsndte^ th e  last man  

H an jo in ed  th e  m a m m o th in earth’s tom b and w om b.
W e b o w d o w n tornh e o n iversal laws,
W n ic h nn sd t t a di f o r m an a special c lause  

O f  erue k s o t W nde e sr, dsdo o r hate: 
t f noads r nf du lrute s a te  o b scen e  to sight,
I f  tigers burn w ith  beauty and w ith m ight,

Is it by favnun d rrn ' m^ntd e f nate?
A ll se b stance iiv e s nnd stru ggles everm ore  
T h rorng h c o n s t le s s t s lco o s continually  at war,

Ify sg n n d s I t m c e rac tio n s m ie^knit: 
a  wee k  born a o s s r̂̂ ui da>s i n̂ earth,
All tim es and forces ten d ed  to that birth,

N o t all th e  world cou ld  ch an ge or hinder it.



I find no hint throughout th e U n iverse  
O f good or ill, o f  b lessin g  or o f  curse:

I find alone N e c e ss ity  Suprem e;
W ith in fin ite  M ystery, abysm al, dark,
U n ligh ted  ever by th e fa in test spark 

For us the flittin g  shadow s o f  a dream.

O Brothers o f  sad lives! th ey  are so brief;
A few  short years m ust bring us all relief:

C an w e  not bear th ese  years o f  labouring breath?
But i f  you w ould  not th is poor life  fu lfil,
Lo, you  are free to en d  it w h en  you w ill,

W ithout th e fear o f  w aking after death.
[Blow out lights.

[ B R O .  C A P R I C O R N U S  E M I S S A R I U S  runs out with tom-tom 
and dances wildly. At the conclusion A Q U A R I U S  and  
C A P R I C O R N U S  run up, tearing the ve il asunder. B R O .  

C A P R I C O R N U S  E M I S S A R I U S  him self at foot o f
altar. C H O R A G O G E  lights salt again, or other glare. 
M  A G I S T E R  T E M P L I  is discovered lying dead, his head 
supported by M A T E R  C C E L I  weeping.\

[ C A P R I C O R N U S  extinguishes the light.
[ A Q U A R I U S  draws the veil.

[ M A T E R  C C E L I  plays the fin a l hopeless dirge.*] [Silence.
A Q U A R I U S .  Brother Capricornus, what is the hour?
C A P R I C O R N U S .  Noon.
A Q U A R I U S .  Let us depart; it is accomplished. [Fulllight.
[ C A P R I C O R N U S  stands with drawn sw ord before the the 

others escort the people out.]
* M a r c h e  fu n e b r e : W a d d e ll .



THE RITE OF JUPITER





CEN TRU M  IN C.ENTRI TRIGONO. Black Robe, Swastika,
SPHINX. Green Robe, Violin and Sword.
HERMANUBIS. Violet Robe, Caduceus.
TYPHON. Red Robe, Prong two-forked, or Sword.
H EBE. ) ̂ ' ___  > Cup-bearers and Dancers. White Robes.
GANYM EDE, ) 1

The Temple represents the Wheel o f Fortune o f the Tarot. At its axle is the 
A ltar on which sits C.I.C.T. On the rim , S. at East spoke, H. at 
North-West, T. at South-West. Hebe and Ganymede are seated at the 
feet ofC .I.C . T. To the West o f the Wheel is the Veil.





THE RITE OF JUPITER
P A R T I

C .I .C .T .  1 - 3 3 3 .
S P H I N X . 2 2 - 2 2 .
H E B E . Pisces Section from 9 6 3 .  [See E Q U I N O X , No. III., 

Special Supplement.]
S P H I N X . Brother Hermanubis, summon the guests to the 

banquet of the Father of the Gods!
H E R M A N U B IS . 4 4 4 4 ,  Brother Typhon, summon the guests 

to the banquet of the Father of the Gods!
[ T Y P H O N  draws aside ve il as G A N Y M E D E  begins his dance.

Lights down.]
H E R M A N U B I S .  Welcome to the banquet of the Father of 

the Gods!
Bear the bowls of Libation! {done).
Be silent and secret! For it is by stealth that we are here 

assembled. Know that Saturn hath been deceived, having 
swallowed a black stone, thinking it to be his son, the child 
Jupiter. But Jupiter is here enthroned, and shall overthrow his 
father. Beware then lest ye break silence—until Jupiter be 
ready to make war!

T Y P H O N . Him that speaketh will I slay forthright!
[A long pause.



C E N T R U M  IN  C E N T R I T R I G O N O  i .
S P H I N X  l .  H E R M A N U B IS  I .  T Y P H O N  i .

T Y P H O N . Hail unto thee, thou great god Hermanubis!
Art thou not the messenger of Jupiter?
H E R M A N U B IS . Hail unto thee, thou great god Typhon!
Art thou not the executor of his vengeance?
T Y P H O N . Brother Hermanubis, what is the hour? 
H E R M A N U B IS . Noon. Brother Typhon, what is the place? 
T Y P H O N . The summit of Olympus. Brother Hermanubis, 

what is thy position?
H E R M A N U B IS . Upon the rim of the Wheel. And Thine? 
T Y P H O N . Upon the rim of the Wheel.
H E R M A N U B IS . Let us seek the centre o f  the Wheel.
[They with S P H I N X  rise and walk, faster and faster round 

the rim, returning exhausted to ]
T Y P H O N . Brother Hermanubis, we are no nearer to the 

centre of the wheel.
H E R M A N U B IS . We are no nearer to the centre of the wheel. 
T Y P H O N . Hast thou no message from the Gods? 
H E R M A N U B IS . None, brother. Let us seek an oracle of 

the Gods.
[They rise and go round the rim, stopping and prostrating 

themselves before the S P H I N X .]



H E R M A N U B I S . Hail unto Thee, that hast the secret of 
Jupiter!

Declare unto us, we beseech Thee, the mystery whereby 
we may approach the centre of the wheel.

[ S P H I N X plays a riddling sarcastic
[T Y P H O N  goes to his place in terror. 

[ H  E RM  A N  U B IS goes to his place in wonderment. 
S P H I N X . Neither by sloth nor by activity may even my 

secret be attained. Neither by emotion nor by reason may 
even I be understood. How then should ye come to the 
centre of the wheel?

H E R M A N U B I S . Mother of mystery, what is thy position on 
Olympus?

S P H I N X . Upon the r im  of the wheel.
C .I .C .T .  Feeling, and thought, and ecstasy 

Are but the cerements of Me.
Thrown off like planets from the Sun 
Ye are but satellites of the One.
But should your revolution stop 
Ye would inevitably drop 
Headlong within the central Soul,
And all the parts become the Whole.
Sloth and activity and peace,
When will ye learn that ye must cease?

T Y P H O N . How should I cease from lethargy?
H E R M A N U B I S . How should I quench activity?
S P H I N X . How should I give up ecstasy?
C .I .C .T .  What shines upon your foreheads?
S .H .T .  {together). The Eye within the Triangle.

*  S e r e n a d e : D r d la .



C . I . C . T .  What burns upon your breasts?
S .H .T .  ( , together). The Rosy Cross.
C . I . C . T .  Brethren of the Rosy Cross! Aspirants to the 

Silver Star! Not until these are ended can ye come to the 
centre of the wheel.

W h e n  th e ch ill o f  earth  b la c k -b re a ste d  is u p lifte d  at th e  g la n c e  

O f  th e  red sun m illio n -cre ste d , an d th e  fo rest b lo sso m s d a n ce  

W ith  th e  lig h t th at stirs an d lu stres o f  th e d a w n , an d w ith  th e b lo o m  

O f  th e  w in d ’ s c h e e k  as it c lu sters  from  th e  h id d e n  v a lle y ’ s g loo m ;

T h e n  I w a lk  in w o o d la n d  sp a ces, m u sin g  on th e solem n  w a y s  

O f  th e  im m em o ria l p la ce s  shu t b e h in d  th e  starry rays;

O f  th e E a s t  an d all its sp le n d o u r, o f  th e  W e s t  and all its p ea ce;

A n d  th e  stu b b o rn  ligh ts g ro w  te n d er, and th e hard sou n ds hu sh an d  ce a se .

In  th e w h e e l o f  h e a v e n  re v o lv in g , m yste rie s  o f  d eath  and birth,

In  th e w o m b  o f  tim e  d isso lvin g , sh ap e a n e w  a h e a v e n  and earth,

E v e r  c h a n g in g , e v e r  g ro w in g , e v e r  d w in d lin g , e v e r  dear,

E v e r  w o rth  th e passion  g lo w in g  to distil a d o u b tfu l tear.

T h e s e  are w ith  m e, th e se  are o f  m e, th ese  a p p ro v e  m e, th ese  o b e y ,

C h o o s e  m e, m o v e  m e, fear m e, lo ve  m e, m aster o f  th e n ig h t an d d a y .

T h e s e  are real, th e se  illusion: I am  o f  th em , false  or frail,

T r u e  or lastin g, all is fu sio n  in th e sp irit’ s sh a d o w -v e il,

T i l l  th e K n o w le d g e -L o tu s  flo w e rin g  h id es th e w o rld  b e n e a th  its s te m ; 

N e it h e r  I, nor G o d  life -sh o w e rin g , fin d  a co u n terp a rt in th em  

A s  a spirit in a visio n  sh o w s a c o u n te n a n c e  o f  fear,

L a u g h s  th e lo o k er to d erisio n , o n ly  co m e s to disap p ear,

G o d s  and m ortals, m in d  an d m atter, in th e g lo w in g  b u d  d isseve r:

V e in  from  v e in  th e y  ren d and shatter, an d are n o th in g n ess for eve r.

In  th e b le ssed , th e e n lig h te n e d , p e rfe c t e y e s  th e se  visio n s pass,
P a ss  and c e a se , poor sh a d o w s frig h te n e d , le a v e  no stain u p on  th e glass.

O n e  last strok e, O  h e a rt-fre e  m aster, o n e last ce rtain  calm  o f  w ill,

A n d  th e m a k er o f  D isa ste r  shall b e  strick en  an d g ro w  still.

B u rn  th ou  to th e co re  o f  m atter, to th e sp irit’ s u tm o st flam e,

C o n sc io u s n e s s  and se n se  to shatter, ruin sigh t an d form  an d n am e!

S h a tte r, la k e -re fle c te d  sp ectre ; lak e, rise up in m ist to sun;

S u n , d isso lve  in sh o w e rs o f  n ectar, and th e M a s te r ’ s w o rk  is do n e.

N e c t a r  p e rfu m e  g e n tly  stealin g, m asterfu l an d s w e e t and strong,

C le a n s e  th e  w o rld  w ith  ligh t o f  h e a lin g  in th e a n cie n t H o u s e  o f  W ro n g !



F r e e  a m illio n  m illio n  m ortals on th e w h e e l o f  b e in g  to sse d!

O p e n w id e the m y stic  p o rta ls, a n d b e a ltog e th e r lost!

[A pause.
S P H I N X  I .  H E R M A N U B I S l . T Y P H O N l .

C E N T R U M  I N  C E N T R I  T R I G O N O  i .

[A pause.



TYPHON. I desire to begin the banquet.
HERMANUBIS. Brother Typhon, I will inquire o f the Oracle.
Mother of Mystery, I beseech thee to begin the Banquet; 

for it is certainly necessary that this should be done.
[SPHINX turns, bows, and stretches her hands in mute 

appeal to C.I.C.T.]
C.I.C.T. i. I heed not the passion, or the reason, or the 

soul of man. Mother of Mystery, declare my will.
[SPHINX plays the most exalted because beyond

passion) piece that she m ay*
HERMANUBIS. This means nothing to me.
TYPHON. I feel nothing.
C.I.C.T. 1. Mother of Mystery, declare my mind.

[SPHINX plays a cold, passionless, intellectual pieced
HERMANUBIS. Ah! Ah! This is music; this is the secret of 

Jupiter.
TYPHON. I feel nothing.
C.I.C.T. i. Mother of Mystery, declare my heart.

[SPHINX plays an intensely sensual passionate piece.%
TYPHON. Ah! Ah! This is music; this is the secret of 

Jupiter.

*  S a m a d h ilie d : W a d d e ll,  

t  A d a g io : B ra h m s.

X P r e is lie d : W a g n e r .



H E R M A N U B IS . Accursed! Accursed! be the soul o f  impurity, 
the body of Sin!

C .I .C .T .  i. Irreconcilable, my children, how shall ye partake 
of the Banquet of Jupiter, or come to the centre of the wheel? 
For this is the secret of Jupiter, that He who created you is 
in each of you, yet apart from all; before Him ye are equal, 
revolving in time and in Space; but he is unmoved and 
within. [A pause.

T Y P H O N .  I .  [ T Y P H O N  recites.
S w e e t , sw e e t are M a y  and Ju n e , dear,

T h e  lo ves o f  la m b en t spring,

O u r lam p  th e d ro o p in g m oon, dear,
O u r roof, th e stars that sing;

T h e  b ed , o f  m oss and roses;

T h e  n ight, as lo n g as d eath !

S till, b reath !

L i f e  w a k e n s  and rep o ses,

L o v e  e v e r  q u ic k e n e th !

S w e e t , sw e e t, w h e n  L io n  and M a id e n ,

T h e  m o tle y  m o n th s o f  gold,

S w o o p  d o w n  w ith  su n ligh t laden ,

A n d  e y e s  are b righ t and bold.

L ife -s w e llin g  b reasts u n co v er  

T h e ir  w arm  in v o lv in g  d e e p —

L o v e , s le e p !—

A n d  lo ver lies w ith  lo ver  

O n  air’ s sub stantial steep .

A h ! sw e e te r  w a s S e p te m b e r —

T h e  a m b er rain o f  lea ve s,

T h e  h arvest to rem e m b e r,

T h e  load o f  su n n y sh eaves.

In gard en s d e e p ly  scen te d ,

In o rchards h e a v ily  h u n g,

L o v e  flu n g
A w a y  th e  d a y s d e m e n te d  

W ith  lips that cu rled  and clu n g.



All! sw e e ter stiH O ctober,
W hen russe e leaves go grey,

A n d so m f r e lo v e s t and sober  
M a k e sw il^ h s o Rthe day.

Dark dream s and shadow s tenser  
A hrob di î Âûs l̂i th e  vital scroll, 
M an’s s o u l.

L ift , shake th e  su b tle  cen ser  
T h a t hsRss th e  cruel coal!

Rtill a w e e tu e w Re n e he Bow m an  
h is l ilk . shaft o f  frost

L î t e sho se ŝ n c airth, that no man 
M e^ i ng e u s o r b e lost.

T h e b arren w oods, d eserted , 
^ s e h c s o o fo u r  sighs—
R e vst— o lhs?—

L o v e  lives— in granite skirted,
A nd under oaken  skies.

B u i h e ut is n Îm D e c e m b e r , 
T a n G oanis. G od his power;

T he S a t y r b lo w s nhe em ber, 
Â hnl phiiuiuD esul i ’̂s i^ower;

W l en  blood drips over kisses,
A n d m ah he us ss)bs through w ine:—  
A h ,m in e!—

T h e  snake starts up and h isses  
And strikes and— I am  th in e !

[He crouches at the feet o / S P H I N X  toward C .I .C .T .
[ H E R M A N U B I S  recites.

H E R DLS e U B IS . I.
O  uo i l e d e s d sh h striute d a n d  chosen!

Rn suh:u ŝ d a n d u s is te d a n d  tw ined! 
D ue p tpm n g o t‘m y soul d eep  frozen, 

T h e hlh en uf  she trs th o f  th e  m ind! 
As a bright snake curled  
R ound th e V ine o f  th e W orld!



O  sle e p e r thro ugh daw n j nd through daylight,
0  sle e °>er th ao u g h Ousk and through night!

O rhtfted fre m w h ite  light to gray light,
F ro m g rey to th e  on e  black light!

O sile nee and found  
In th e far jprotÔî ind!

î eq îinr o f  soale soa  an armour 
T o W eH on to e  to e est o f a lord!

N otc tea f rn th e V oice o f  th e Charmer,
N e t b l i n d to trir sw eep  o f  th e sword!

I rrr ik e tn t i e  d r e e  
T h n rtho u st ir in tny nleep!

R ire wp from  m ine m r erm ost being!
o îft up tlm g em m ed  head to th e  heart!

^ f t r p tin eae t yes that w ere see in g  
Be b liwd , any their life  depart!

T ill t i e  E r e  tFat was blind  
Oo e lom p to m y m m d !

<O° l  fe s e a llth 0 c o ite y n m o i do ing,
A bsoab e d i n t h e te n a e o fa h e  Snake!

S i isn e nre t h e  flow er-throne, and up-flying!
H ia t o nao, and Tiss thrice, and awake!

T h e n  c io w n m e and cling!
TlasO feanard— s nd sp rin g!

F ^ s h f e ^  o a f im  fioy o l tra  altar,
T t e s t o n e t ay ^ h e  sacrifice shed;

T i ll t h e  T h ree  W orlds flicker and falter, 
mo y lire aotl her love b e dead!

In m f sterlo u r joy  
A w ake— and destroy!

[Hearweahes an the fee PHINX toward C.I.C.T.
S OHINX. i.
C .I.C .T . i .  [SPHINXplays an enehantment*
C .I.C .T . (reaioys.t

* Andante: Mendelssohn



L ift up t h i s l ov e o f  p eace and bliss,
T he  starry s o ul o f  w ine,

D e t ti uc tioo ’s form idable kiss,
T h t t l a m e  o s  t t e d i s in e:

T h is  shadow  o f  a nobler nam e  
W h i s e liSe it strife, w h ose  soul is fam e!

I rai h e r w in e e i st th e  soul 
O fm a o scglc^ftier height,

A nE k in ote e t s  liv e lih r co e l 
T t e t iibder so u l pPHght.

From  th ese  soft splendours o f  a dream  
I t vcn ,a n d s e ik  sC eS e lf  suprem e.

Thus o orlP is t f adow -shapen o f  
T h e  b h rere e ss o f  pain.

Ve in s r e th m lit t̂ ĥ lâ hi f t̂ t i e iove!
T e e ligh t e f h f e ^ v a in !

L ife , death, joy, sorrow, age and youth  
Oik oCaneam t o f  a fursher truth.

B eyo nd the sjjlendour o f  th e world, 
f o tee ^ i tte hing  o f  th e  gold,

ASery t m  ic I t s fom ber curled  
Cn mccd o E ^ i act i P o old.

L ife  is th e  flam ing o f  that flam e.
D e e th is th e h u m ii g tC that nam e,

T e e formh e a d o t th e sn a k e  is bright 
W ith e n k im mortal star, 

L ’g h u n g he r c hite w k h ligm p i ight 
T o w h e r e t h e n en mphar 

S leep s for her couch. All darkness dream s 
T h e  th inu tkut is n o t ,o n ly  seem s.

T hct ste f uv n i te e eorp e n t’s head  
ds ^ 1 ^  t h e i e ul o f  man.

T h a t light in shadow s subtly  shed  
T h e  glam our o f  life ’s plan.



The sea whereon that lotus grows 
Is thought's abyss of tears and woes.

Leave Sirenusa! Even Greece 
Forget! they are not there!

By worship cometh not the Peace,
The Silence not by prayer.

Leave the illusions, life and time 
And Death, and seek that star sublime,

Until the lotus and the sea 
And snake no longer are,

And single through Eternity 
Exists alone the Star,

And utter Knowledge rise, and cease 
In that which is beyond the Peace!

[GANYMEDE dances an dfalls as dead. 
TYPHON. O that the banquet of Jupiter might begin! 
HERMANUBIS. O that the banquet of Jupiter might begin! 
SPHINX. O that the banquet of Jupiter might begin!
C.I.C.T. Let the banquet o f Jupiter begin!
[All go without veil, except C.I.C.T. and  SPHINX. 

HERMANUBIS and  TYPHON draw and guard the veil. 
SILE N C E .]

C.I.C.T. 1-333.
SPHINX. 22-22.
[HERMANUBIS and  TYPHON draw veil. SPHINX is standing 

before altar. C.I.C.T. has disappeared. He has 
donned a white robe, and panther-skin, and white and  
gold nemmes. HERMANUBIS, TYPHON, and others re
turn to their places. HERMANUBIS and  TYPHON come 
forw ard and salute SPHINX.]

TYPHON. 1. Mother of Mystery, hast thou the secret of 
Jupiter?



HERMANUBIS. 1 . Mother of Mystery, hast thou the secret 
of Jupiter?

[SPHINXplays a trium phant *
TYPHON. Brother Hermanubis, what is the place? 
HERMANUBIS. The Summit of Mount Kithairon.
TYPHON. Procul, o Procul este viri!

[A ll male probationers retire to back o f  stage. 
TYPHON. Sisters, let us invoke the Father to manifest in 

the Son.
SPHINX. Per Spiritum Sanctum, Amen.

IShe also retires to her place on wheel. 
M/ENADS. Evoe! Evoe Ho! Iacche! Iacche!
TYPHON.

Hail, O Dionysus! Hail!
Winged Son of Semele!

Hail, O Hail! The stars are pale; 
Hidden the moonlight in the vale; 

Hidden the sunlight in the sea.

Blessed is her happy lot
Who beholdeth God; who moves 

Mighty-souled without a spot, 
Mingling in the godly rout 

Of the many mystic loves.

Holy maidens, duly weave
Dances for the mighty mother 

Bacchanal to Bacchus cleave!
Wave his narthex wand, and leave 

Earthly Joys to earth to smother!

Io! Evoe! Sisters, mingle
In the choir, the dance, the revel! 

He divine, the Spirit single,
He in every vein shall tingle.

Sense and sorrow to the devil!

* Obertass: Wieniawski.



AGAVE.

M in g l e i n th e  laughing m easure,
H and and lip to breast and thigh!

In en th u siastie p lensure 
Grasp th e  solitary treasure!

L aughs s h e untiring ecstasy!

S is tens! ^ i tem! Raise  your v o ices  
In th e i n sp ired d iv in e delight!

N aw  nt a n e n se i s; n o w nhe ch o ice  is 
W ho rebels or w ho rejoices,

M nrm uaing to th e m ystic night.

yo ! E e o e ! C k e te sp lendid!
D a n c e ^ g m aids seren e and subtle! 

C toi h o ’s i s s k ss fnid y e n d e d .
Atropos, thy pow er is en d ed !

H n, geande h t ln l̂ e thy shuttle!

W ga\i€ ite n h u m a n d ance togeth er  
W ha  ̂ t t̂ e nae o f  rocks and trees! 

l e t nh e M u ed eh rio u s w eather  
Bind all spirits in on e  tether, 

O ve f e h e lm in g  ecstasies!

In! E v o e ! I fn ie^ I fall,
^ o o n i n purple light; th e grape 

D r o n s m y npirn in its thrall.
L o v e  m e, love  m e over all,

S n itk in  ty e sp ir it  shape!

AH is o n e ( I  m e smur. D istan t  
S o und adne sh o u t , E voe, E voe! 

E v o e ,I aceh e ( e oft, in sisten t  
L ik e  to e c h o ’s vo ice  persistent:—

Hail! Agave! A u tono e!

[TYPHON up stage.
Evoe, Ho! Iacche! Hail, O Hail!
Praise him! What dreams are these?



AUTONOE. Sisters, O sisters!
AGAVE. Say, are our brothers of the rocks awake? 
AUTONOE. The lion roars.
M EN AD S. O listen to the snake!
AUTONOE. Evoe, Ho! Give me to drink!
AGAVE. Run wild!

Mountain and mountain let us leap upon 
Like tigers on their prey!

MAENADS. Crush, crush the world!
AGAVE. Tread earth as ’twere a winepress!
AUTONOE. Drink its blood,

The sweet red wine!
MAENADS. Ay, drink the old earth dry!
AGAVE. Squeeze the last drops out till the frame collapse 

Like an old wineskin!
AUTONOE. So the sooner sup

Among the stars!
AGAVE. The swift, swift stars!
MAENADS. O night!

Night, night, fall deep and sure!
AUTONOE. Fall soft and sweet!
AGAVE. Moaning for love the woods lie.
AUTONOE. Sad the land

Lies thirsty for our kisses.
MAENADS. All wild things

Yearn towards the kiss that ends in blood.
AGAVE. Blood! Blood!

Bring wine! Ha! Bromius, Bromius!
M TN AD S. Come, sweet God,

Come forth and lie with us!



AUTONOE. Us, maidens now
And then and ever afterwards!

AGAVE. Chaste, chaste!
Our madness hath no touch of bitterness,
No taste of foulness in the morning mouth.

AUTONOE. O mouth of ripe red sunny grapes! God! God! 
Evoe! Dwell! Abide!

AGAVE. I feel the wings
Of love, of mystery; they waft soft streams 
Of night air to my heated breast and brow.

M/ENADS. He comes! He comes!
AGAVE. Silence, O girls, and peace!

The God’s most holy presence asks the hymn,
The solemn hymn, the hymn of agony,
Lest, in the air of glory that surrounds 
The child of Semele, we lose the earth 
And corporal presence of the Zeus-begot.

AUTONOE. Yea, sisters, raise the chant of riot! Lift
Your wine-sweet voices, move your wine-stained limbs 
In joyful invocation!

M/ENADS. Ay, w e sing.
AGAVE.

Hail, child of Semele!
To her as unto thee 

Be reverence, be deity, be immortality!

Shame! treachery of the spouse
Of the Olympian house,

Hera! thy grim device against the sweet carouse!

Lo! in red roar and flame
Did Zeus descend! What claim 

To feel the immortal fire had then the Theban dame!



Caught in that fiery wave,
Her love and life she gave 

With one last kissing cry the unborn child to save.

And thou, O Zeus, the sire 
Of Bromius—hunter dire!—

Didst snatch the unborn babe from that Olympian fire:

In thine own thigh most holy 
That offspring melancholy 

Didst hide, didst feed, on light, ambrosia, and moly.

Ay! and with serpent hair 
And limbs divinely fair

Didst thou, Dionysus, leap forth to the nectar air!

Ay! thus the dreams of fate 
We dare commemorate,

Twining in lovesome curls the spoil of mate and mate.

O Dionysus, hear!
Be close, be quick, be near,

Whispering enchanted words in every curving ear!

O Dionysus, start 
As the Apollonian dart!

Bury thy horned head in every bleeding heart!

1ST MAENAD. He is here! He is here!
AUTONOE. Tigers, appear!
AGAVE. To the clap of my hand

And the whish of my wand, 
Obey!

AUTONOE. I have found
A chariot crowned 
With ivy and vine,
And the laurel divine,
And the clustering smell



AGAVE.

1 S T  M/ENAD. 
2N D  M/ENAD. 
AGAVE.
1S T  M/ENAD. 
2N D  M/ENAD.

3R D  M/ENAD.

4T H  M/ENAD.

AGAVE.

Of the sage asphodel,
And the Daedal flower 
Of the Cretan bower; 
Dittany’s force,
And larksupur’s love,
And blossoms of gorse 
Around and above.
The tiger and panther 
Are there at my cry.
Ho, girls! Span there 
Their sides!

Here am I.
And I! We are ready. 
Strong now and steady! 
The tiger is harnessed. 
The nightingale urges 
Our toil from her far nest. 
Ionian surges 
Roar back to our chant. 
Aha! for the taunt 
Of Theban sages 
Is lost, lost, lost!
The wine that enrages 
Our life is enforced.
We dare them and daunt. 
The spirits that haunt 
The rocks and the river, 
The moors and the woods, 
The fields and the floods, 
Are with us for ever!



1ST M^NAD. Are o f us for ever.
Evoe! Evoe!

AUTONOE. Agave! H esometM 
AGAVE. Cry ho ! Uutrnoe!
ALL. Ho! He ! Evor , Ho! Iacche! Evoe! Evoe!
AGAVE. T he w . ite î .r hummeth 

W.th forre of the spirit. 
Wo ete h eksiw o inherit. 
Oar joys are as theirs; 
Weavo with your prayers 
Thejoy of  a kiss!
Ho! for the bliss 
Of t he cupand the rod. 
H ehsmeth! O lover!
O fei<sir<t hsd O God, 
Covaous,cover 
Ourfaces, and hover 
Abort: us, within us! 
Drintilysh vd,
Dsinrily robed,
His witcheries spin us 
A w eUofd vsire.
Sebde asjfirc? 
H ecometh among us.
T ta  whote skh vlobed 
ts en Eee wkh delight, 
Dvlight thathath stung us, 
The karsk)n o,  night. 
Night be our mistress! 
That tress and this tress



Weave with thy wind 
Into curls deep-vined!
Passionate bliss!
Rapture on rapture!
Our hymns recapture 
The Bromian kiss.
Blessed our souls!
Blessed this even!
We reach to the goals 
Of the starriest heaven.
Daphnis, and Atthis, and Chrysis, and Chloe, 
Mingle, O maidens! Evoe! Evoe!

[C.I.C.T. rises upon the a lta r; he wears a white a n d  go ld  
robe a n d  the panther skinand a white a n d  go ld  
nemmes. Throw ing off his ve il a n d  raising his hands 
in  blessing, he recites:]

C.I.C.T.
I bring ye wine from above,

From the vats of the storied sun;
For every one of ye love,

And life for every one.
Ye shall dance on hill and level;

Ye shall sing in hollow and height,
In the festal mystical revel,

The rapturous Bacchanal rite!
The rocks and trees are yours,

And the waters under the hill,
By the might of that which endures,

The holy heaven of will!
I kindle a flame like a torrent 

To rush from star to star;
Your hair as a comet’s horrent,

Ye shall see things as they are!



I lift the mask of matter;
I open the heart of man;

For I am of force to shatter 
The cast that hideth—Pan!

Your loves shall lap up slaughter,
And dabbled with roses of blood

Each desperate darling daughter 
Shall swim in the fervid flood.

I bring ye laugher and tears,
The kisses that foam and bleed,

The joys of a million years,
The flowers that bear no seed.

My life is bitter and sterile,
Its flame is a wandering star.

Ye shall pass in pleasure and peril 
Across the mystical bar

That is set for wrath and weeping 
Against the children of earth;

But ye in singing and sleeping 
Shall pass in measure and mirth!

I lift my wand and wave you 
Through hill to hill of delight;

My rosy rivers lave you 
In innermost lustral light.

I lead you, lord of the maze,
In the darkness free of the sun;

In spite of the spite that is day’s 
We are wed, we are wild, we are one!

[The lights go out and the company jo in  in universal 
dance \

HERMANUBIS. Silence.
TYPHON. Silence.
C.I.C.T. 1-333. The Secret of the Father is in the Secret of 

the Son.
SPHINX. 22-22. And the Secret of the Son is in the Secret 

of the Holy Ghost.
GANYM EDE. 4444 Gloria Patri.



HEBE. E t F ilio.
TWHON. Et Spiritui Sancto. 
HERMANEBIR. Ut erat in Principio. 
SRHINX. E tR uncest.
C.I.C.T. E t erit semper.
ALL. Amen.

TYPHON
C.I.C.T.

SPHINX
HERMANUBIS

Fasting.
Song.
Feasting.
Grace.

TYPHON
C.I.C.T.

SPHINX
HERMANUBIS

Music. 
Dancing. 
Love. 
The End.

TYPHON draws the veil.





THE RITE OF MARS





OFFICERS

BROTHER SOL IN ARIES. White Robe, White and gold nemmes, Sceptre. 
(MARS) BROTHER MARS. Red Robe, Sword.
(VENUS) SISTER SCORPIO. Green Robe, Violin, Sword.
(ATHENA) BROTHER ARIES. Violet Robe, Spear.
(VULCAN) BROTHER CAPRICORNUS. Black Robe,

A guard o f PROBATIONERS, armed.

Mars is throned in the South, Scorpio on his right, Aries on his left. In the 
E ast is also a veil, behind which is So l in Aries. In the North is 
Capricomus, crouching, kept from the altar by the guard.





THE RITE OF MARS
Charcoal in censer alight. No incense.

BROTHER SOL is concealed behind the veil in the East, 
enthroned upon the Altar.

MARS, ARIES, and  SCORPIO enthroned.
BRO. CAPRICORNUS. 4444-1.
BRO. ARIES. 1-4444.

[MARS reads the Twelvefold Affirmation from  963. 
[SOR. SCORPIO plays a short m arital 

[CAPRICORNUS draws aside veil, and admits Probationers
an d Guests.]

[The voice o f M ars is heard reciting the gist Psalm o f D avid. 
BRO. ARIES. Let the sacred perfume be kindled upon the 

Altar of Mars ( does so).
SOR. SCORPIO. Hail unto the Master of the Battle!
BRO. ARIES. Hail unto the Leader of the Armies of Jupiter! 
BRO. CAPRICORNUS. Hail unto the Warrior of Eternity! 
BRO. MARS. Hail, brethren!

[CAPRICORNUS returns.
1. Let the Temple be purified and consecrated.

[CAPRICORNUS does so.
1. Are the Brethren prepared? *

* March: Beethoven



BRO. ARIES. They are prepared, Master! They are drawn 
up in military array around the sacred altar.

BRO. MARS. i. Brother Capircornus, I command you to 
perform the Ritual of the Pentagram.

BRO. CAPRICORNUS. Fiat ( ido
BRO. MARS. i. Brother Aries, I command you to perform 

the Invocation of the Holy Fire.
BRO. ARIES. Fiat (goes to altar).
333. (erect). I swear by Djinn and by Shin and by the space 

between that I will not stir from this place until the Fire of 
God hath flamed upon the water that is upon the altar.

(His face over lamp) Dost thou hear, Brother Ash?
(Erect) By Aub, the witchery of the secret flame;

By Aud, the subtlety of the inmost fluid;
By Aur, the effulgence of the radiant light;

I call thee, Ash! I adore thee, Ash!
(O verlam p) Ash! Ash! Ash!
I caress thee! I kiss thee! I suck thee up into my mouth 

and nostrils!
Ohooatan! (three times). (The water flames).
Behold! the fire of God upon the altar as I have sworn by 

Djinn and by Shin and by the space between! (returns to his 
throne).

BRO. MARS. i. Hail, sister of the Scorpion!
SOR. SCORPIO. Hail, Lord o f the Eagle and the Serpent!
BRO. MARS. Amen. I appoint you to lead the army.
SOR. SCORPIO. Let us carry the holy symbols with sacred 

song and dance round the altar of Mars.
[ The song* is sung as a ll march roundfive times deosil before

•T u n e . Litany: Waddell.



MARS in procession headed by SCORPIO, ARIES, 
CAPRICORNUS.]

Strike, strike the louder chord!
Draw, draw the Flaming Sword!
Crowned child and conquering Lord!
Horus, avenger! resume stations.

Brother Aries, let us invoke the Master of the Battle.
BRO. ARIES [advances and kneels to MARS]. Mighty and 

Terrible One, we beseech thee to lead us in the Battle. Here, 
by thy Symbols, thy Spear, the Sword, and The Drum, we 
pray thee to strengthen our arms and to defend our hearts. 
For we are thy chosen warriors, O thou Master of the Battle!

We now invoke thee, O Ama-Inanna, whom our Brethren 
worshipped in the days of ancient Babylon, great Goddess 
of Love and War, who made love and war to Gilgames, the 
ruler of thine own city Erech. We invoke thee, our Mother, 
that thou entreat for us with the Master of Battles.

SOR. SCORPIO. To what end do we ask the aid of the Lord 
Mars?

BRO. ARIES. Unto Jupiter we have given the thunderbolt 
and the lightning-flash; for we seek to enthrone him in the 
stead of Saturn his father. But Saturn yet reigns; we need the 
Sword of Mars.

SOR. SCORPIO. My heart and hand are w ith you, children.
[She p lays*

[MARS starts up and recites:
i. . . . The Dukes of Edom were amazed: Trembling took hold on the 

mighty of Moab!

* Romance in G: Beethoven.



2. Lord, when thou wentest out of Seir; when thou marchedst out of the 
Field of Edom; the earth trembled, and the heaven dropped: the clouds also 
dropped water.

3. Curse ye Meroz, saith the angel of the Lord, curse ye bitterly the 
inhabitants thereof; because they came not to the help of the Lord, to the help 
of the Lord against the Mighty!

4. The river Kishon swept them away: that ancient river, the river Kishon!
5. Oh, my soul, thou hast trodden down strength!

1. He bowed the Heavens also and and came down: and darkness was under 
his feet: at the Brightness that was before him thick clouds passed: hail stones 
and flashes of fire!

2. The Lord thundred through the Heavens, and the Highest gave forth his 
voice; hailstones and flashes of fire!

3. He sent forth his arrows and scattered them: He hurled forth his 
lightnings and destroyed them!

4. The Channels of the Waters were seen: and the Foundations of the World 
were discovered.

5. At thy Rebuke, oh Lord! At the Blast of the Breath of thy Nostrils!

1. Oh Lord! I have heard thy Speech, and was afraid!
2. The Voice of the Lord is upon the Waters.

The God of Glory thundereth!
The Lord is upon many Waters.

3. The Voice of the Lord is strong and powerful!
The Voice of the Lord is full of Majesty!

4. The Voice of the Lord breaketh the Cedars!
Yea! the Lord breaketh the Cedars of Lebanon!

5. The Voice of the Lord divideth the flames of fire!
Yea! the Lord shaketh the wilderness of Kadesh! 1

1. Eloah came out of Temani of Edom: And the Holy One from M ount 
Paran:

2. He had Karnaim in his hand; and there was the Hiding of his Power.
3. Before him went the Pestilence; and Flaming Fire went forth at his feet.
4. He stood, and measured the Earth: He beheld, and drove asunder the 

Nations.
5. And the Everlasting Mountains were scattered; the Perpetual Hills did 

bow!



1. Was the Lord displeased against the Rivers?
Was thine anger kindled against the Rivers?
Was thy wrath kindled against the Sea?
That thou didst ride upon thy Horses and thy Chariots of Salvation?

2. The Mountains saw thee and they trembled. The deluge of Water rolled 
by: the Deep uttered his voice; and lifted up his hands on high.

3. The Sun and the Moon stood still in their habitations.
At the light of thine arrows they went, at the shaking of thy glittering

spear!
4. Thou didst march through the Land in thine indignation: thou didst 

thresh the Heathen in thine anger.
5. Thou didst march through the sea with thine Horses: through the Depth 

of the Mighty Waters!

[CAPRICORNUS starts up wildly and dances the dance o f 
MARS.]

[CAPRICORNUS fa lls  on flo o r near his place. 
SOR. SCORPIO. Brother Aries, let us crown the Master o f 

Battles.
[They advance to altar. SOR. SCORPIO takes crown and  

crowns MARS, a ll PROBATIONERS joining in chant as 
before.]

BRO. MARS. May Victory crown your arms!
PROBATIONERS. Let us join battle! We conquer! We 

conquer.
[CAPRICORNUS rushes forw ard and threatens , reciting:

My head is split. The crashing axe 
Of the agony of things shears through 

The stupid skull: out spurt the brains.
The universe revolves, then cracks,

Then roars in dissolution due;
And I am counting up the gains 

And losses of a life afire 
With dust of thought and dulled desire.



[SCORPIO, as i f  alarm ed at the interruption, flees to throne 
o f MARS and there with MARS defies the rabble. BRO.
A R IE S  rallies P R O B A T IO N E R S.]

So, all is over. I admit 
Futility the lord of will.

Life was an episode for me.
As for the meanest monad, knit 

To man by mightier bonds than skill 
Of subtle-souled psychology.

May sever. Aim in chaos? None.
The soul rolls senseless as the sun.

[A ll are driven back up to altar. 
BRO. CAPRICORNUS. [ends].“There is no God.”
MARS [leaps up and goes to a ltar with uplifted sword].

i. Silence! [apause]. There is no God—but God!
[ARIES and  PROBATIONERS dance a w ar dance.

[C A P R IC O R N U S from  temple.
[MARS recites.

This is the day which down the void abysm
At the Earth-born’s spell yawns for Heaven’s despotism,

And Conquest is dragged captive through the deep;
Love, from its awful throne of patient power 
In the wise heart, from the last giddy hour 

Of dead endurance, from the slippery steep,
And narrow verge of crag-like agony, springs 
And folds over the world its healing wings.

Gentleness, Virtue, Wisdom, and Endurance—
These are the seals of that most firm assurance 

Which bars the pit over Destructions’s strength;
And if, with infirm hand, Eternity,
Mother of many acts and hours, should free 

The serpent that would clasp her with his length,
These are the spells by which to reassume 
An empire o’er the disentangled doom.

To suffer woes which Hope thinks infinite;
To forgive wrongs darker than death or night;



To defy Power, which seems omnipotent;
To love, and bear; to hope till Hope creates 
From its own wreck the thing it contemplates;

Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent;
This, like thy glory, Titan, is to be 
Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free;
This is alone Life, Joy, Empire, and Victory!

[SCORPIOplays in *
BRO. ARIES. Hail to Thee that sailest heavenwards!

Hail to Thee in whose eye is a Flame of Fire!
Hail, Lord of the Destroying Army!

MARS. Hail, brethren.
BRO. ARIES. Hail unto Thee, that hast fought at the side 

of our Lord in the great Battle!
Hail unto Thee, our Lady of Tumult!
Terrible and beautiful was thou in the midst of the 

battle, upon thy chariot!
Hail unto Thee, as unto thy Lord!

SOR. SCORPIO. Hail, brethren!
BRO. ARIES. Let us rejoice in our victory!
[He leads PROBATIONERS in the trium phal dance which 

becomes slow and voluptuous.]
[A pause.

BRO. ARIES [toseal his triumph]. 1-4444.
BRO. CAPRICORNUS [without],44 4 4 - I .

[BRO. ARIES extinguishes a ll lights. 
[SCORPIO plays love poem A 

[MARS recites:
Who is this maiden robed for a bride,

White shoulders and bright brows adorable,
The flaming locks that clothe her, and abide,

As God were bathing in the fire of Hell?

# Polonaise: Vieuxtemps. t  Romance: Ranz Ries.



T h e y ohange ^ h e y ^ ow ^ h e y  shake  
A s su n lig h io n  th e lake:

T hey  lfio^,s i c î , ŴI îh n on her bosom  bare.
O m aid e n ,m Aid e n q iy en!
T t e l i g t o m ng flow rO e tw uoa  

T h y m o u n rlng b oca l s, too m agically fair. 
D ri w m e , 0  htaw rnd to a dream ing death! 
here o ut t̂n hŝ i io p inte b u âin i,

A n d lu l l m e to th e  everlasting  sleep ,
A T at, c sns n̂i ne° s ^m î n̂eife Îhse u i Î disdain  
T o  ecstasy  o f  pain,

Tmay oo e o o t m h qfh m to th e n  dangerous d eep .

W h e com ath fro m lUe m o u n ta in as a tow er  
S tulw nrt a n ^ e o q̂ gdiaŝssn ee Ipory  foes!

W ho, o ree th ing jasm ine-laden  bower?
W ° o , c row n ed  and lissom e as a liv ing  rose? 

Sharp t t o m s i u t he e  are set;
Ie m e j n  p ê l̂jĉ get 

^ e d o lkrouh e p spair o f  this desire.
T hy bodp so n̂y t h h U aw in ^  
Abpv e th o tide n h things,

]Teno hthp ds nc e e n lW^aps m e round as fire! 
Yo e le m e n tal soIcer iee n fso n g ,
S u rgh, otre n o ous an t  httong,

S e ekano dê ĥrJ dream s, th e secret o f  th e  shrine;
So th t t r hu o rnin n ^ h f e r n ^ e m g  up 
As from a go ld en  cup,

T o m in g le  i n t a h M o o d ^ e a th ’s k iss incarnadine.

W h o no m eth from t he neean as a flower?
W e a blo tsom eeh a b o v e rho ta ir e n sea, 

oppy b u s se d b e e eath th ee  for a bower,
T h in n ey es  aw akened, ligh ten ed , fa llen  on me? 

O G o dde ss, n ue e n ,ann w ife! 
d a d y  o i m y Hfe?

eqho s e r t ^ s tatnre a s o t ood to wave?  
W ta se t o v e t a ^ m ^  bri b ed 
W hose w ave-w ashed  body sw im s  

T h a t nurtured th ee , and found h erse lf  a grave?



But thou, O thou, hast risen from the deep!
All mortals mourn and weep 

To see thee, seeing that all love must die 
Besides thy beauty, see thee and despair!
Deadly as thou art fair,

I cry for all mankind— they are slain, even as I!

[SOR. SCORPIO takes crown off.
[A pause.

[BROTHER CAPRICORNUS dances the dance o f Vulcan to 
anvil-m usic in gradually increasing red light, at end 
rushes to throne and fin ds MARS and  SCORPIO, their 
weapons la id  aside, in each other's arms.]

BRO. CAPRICORNUS. Ah, wanton!
[SOR. SCORPIO takes violin and charms the offended deity, 

who retires pacified.*]
MARS. Brethren in arms, this is not defeat, but victory! 

For though I be dethroned, not to Me, not to our lady was the 
glory. For always is the true God hidden—behold!

[One turns on the white light, and there stands SOL IN 
ARIES upon the throne o f the East. MARS goes to him 
and recitesi]

Unity uttermost showed,
I adore the might of thy breath,

Supreme and terrible God 
Who makest the Gods and death 

To tremble before thee:—
I, I adore thee!

kneels.
O Hawk of gold with power enwalled,
Whose face is like an emerald;
Whose crown is indigo as night;

Smaragdine snakes about thy brow

* Romance from 2nd Concerto: Wieniawski.



Twine, and the disk of flaming light 
Is on thee, seated in the prow 

Of the Sun’s bark, enthroned above 
With lapis-lazuli for love 

And ruby for enormous force 
Chosen to seat thee, thee girt round 
With leopard’s pell, and golden sound 

Of planets choral in their course!

rises.
0  thou self-formulated sire!
Self-master of thy dam’s desire!
Thine eyes blaze forth with fiery light;

Thine heart a secret sun of flame!
1 adore the insuperable might:

I bow before the unspoken Name.

[Hebows, then turns tow ard a ltar.
For I am Yesterday, and I 

To-day, and I to-morrow, born 
Now and again, on high, on high 

Travelling on Dian’s naked horn!
I am the Soul that doth create 

The Gods, and all the Kin of Breath.
I come from the sequestered state;

My birth is from the House of Death.

[He advances to altar.
Hail! ye twin hawks high pinnacled 

That watch upon the universe!
Ye that the bier of God beheld!

That bore it onwards, ministers 
Of peace within the house of Wrath, 
Servants of him that cometh forth 
At dawn with many-coloured lights, 

Mounting from underneath the North, 
The shrine of the celestial Heights!

[At altar.



He is in me, and I in Him!
Mine is the crystal radiance 

That filleth aether to the brim 
Wherein all stars and suns may dance.

I am the beautiful and glad,
Rejoicing in the golden day.

I am the spirit silken-clad 
That fareth on the fiery way.

I have escaped from him, whose eyes 
Are closed at eventide, and wise 
To drag thee to the House of Wrong:—
I am armed! I am armed! I am strong! I am strong!
I make my way: opposing horns 

Of secret foemen push their lust 
In vain: my song their fury scorns;

They sink, they grovel in the dust.

turns to SOL.
Hail, self-created Lord of Night!
Inscrutable and infinite!

Let Orpheus journey forth to see 
The Disk in peace and victory!

Let him adore the splendid sight,
The radiance of the Heaven of Nu;

Soar like a bird, laved by the light,
To pierce the far eternal blue!

[He turns to ARIES and  SCORPIO.
Hail! Hermes! thou the wands of ill 

Hast touched with strength, and they are shivered!
The way is open unto will!

The pregnant Goddess is delivered!

[He kneels to SOL.
Happy, yea, happy! happy is he 

That hath looked forth upon the Bier 
That goeth to the House of Rest!

His heart is lit with melody;
Peace in his house is master of fear;

His holy Name is in the West



When the sun sinks, and royal rays 
Of moonrise flash across the day’s.

rises faces altar.
I have risen! I have risen! as a mighty hawk of gold!
From the golden egg I gather, and my wings the world enfold.
I alight in mighty splendour from the throned boats of light;
Companies of Spirits follow me; adore the Lords of Night.
Yea, with gladness did they paan, bowing low before my car,
In my ears their homage echoed from the sunrise to the star.
I have risen! I am gathered as a lovely hawk of gold,
I the first-born of the Mother in her ecstasy of old.
Lo! I come to face the dweller in the sacred snake of Khem;
Come to face the Babe and Lion, come to measure force with them!
Ah! these locks flow down, a river, as the earth’s before the Sun,
As the earth’s before the sunset, and the God and I are One.
I who entered in a Fool, gain the God by clean endeavour;
I am shaped as men and women, fair for ever and for ever.

[He turns and fa lls  clasping S O L ’S feet. A ll prostrate 
themselves in adoration. SO R. SC O RPIO  plays her 
solar chant*

[SO L in A R IE S  recites:
The world’s great age begins anew,

The golden years return,
The earth doth like a snake renew 

Her winter weeds outworn;
Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam,
Like wrecks of a dissolving dream.

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains 
From waves serener far;

A new Peneus rolls his fountains 
Against the morning star.

Where fairer Tempes bloom, there sleep 
Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep.

* Papillon: Bohm.



A loftier Argo cleaves the main, 
Fraught with a later prize;

Another Orpheus sings again,
And loves, and weeps, and dies.

A new Uylsses leaves once more
Calypso for his native shore.

Oh, write no more the tale of Troy,
If earth Death’s scroll must be!

Nor mix with Laian rage the joy 
Which dawns upon the free;

Although a subtler Sphinx renew
Riddles of death Thebes never knew.

Another Athens shall arise,
And to remoter time

Bequeath, like sunset to the skies,
The splendour of its prime;

And leave, if nought so bright may live,
All earth can take or Heaven can give.

Saturn and Love their long repose 
Shall burst, more bright and good

Than all who fell, than One who rose, 
Than many unsubdued.

Not gold, not blood, their altar dowers,
But votive tears and symbol flowers.

Oh, cease! must hate and death return? 
Cease! must men kill and die?

Cease! drain not to its dregs the urn 
Of bitter prophecy.

The world is weary of the past.
Oh, might it die or rest at last!

BRO. ARIES. 1-4444. The battle is indeed fought.
SOL. IN ARIES. 333-333. The victory is indeed won.
BRO. ARIES. Brethren, the Sun is arisen. Let us depart 

in joy.



SO R. SCO RPIO . Let us depart in love.
M A RS. Let us depart in peace.
[The officers leave the Temple, M A RS and  SC O R PIO  escorting 

SO L  in A R IE S , A R IE S  tftf</C A P R IC O R N U S follow ing at the 
head o f the G uard o f P R O B A T IO N E R S.]



THE RITE OF SOL





SOL. Leopard skin. Nemyss white-gold over white-sleeved robe. Spear. 
ARIES. White robe, spear.
LEO. Red robe, spear.
SATAN-TYPHON. Violet robe.
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. Green robe.
BEZ. Black-robe.
FOUR PROBATIONERS.

Sol is enthroned in the East; behind him is a black veil which conceals a great 
scarlet cross. Before him is a second veil. He is supported by Aries on 
the right, and Leo on the left. The other officers are without the temple, 
in waiting. In presentation in public, a third veil divides the temple from  
the congregation.





THE RITE OF SOL
LEO parts the outermost veil, and advancing, recites chorus 

from  Atalanta in Calydon.
Before the beginning of years 
There came to the making of man ... etc.

... His life is a watch or a vision 
Between a sleep and a sleep.

[Returns. A pause.
ARIES. 333-333- 
LEO. 333-333-
ARIES. Brother Leo, what is the place?
LEO. The Temple of the Sun upon the Mountain o f 

Abiegnus!
ARIES. Brother Leo, what is the hour?
LEO. Sunset!
ARIES. It is the hour of sacrifice.
LEO. Brother Aries, what is the sacrifice?
ARIES. It is hidden from me. [Silence.
SOL. 1 -2 2 -2 2 - 1 .
ARIES. Hark! it is the Summons of the King.
LEO. It is the Lord of Heaven that awakens the Children 

o f the Light. [They draw  the veil—-full light—and kneel. 
ARIES. Let us adore the Exalted One!
LEO.

Life of Life, thy lips enkindle 
With their love the breath between them;



And thy smiles before they dwindle 
Make the cold air fire; then screen them 

In those looks, where whoso gazes 
Faints, entangled in their mazes.

Child of Light! thy limbs are burning 
Through the vest which seems to hide them;

As the radiant lines of morning 
Through the clouds, ere they divide them;

And this atmosphere divinest 
Shrouds thee wheresoe’er thou shinest.

Fair are others; none beholds thee,
But thy voice sounds low and tender 

Like the fairest, for it folds thee 
From the sight, that liquid splendour,

And all feel, yet see thee never,
As I feel now, lost forever!

Lamp of Earth! where’er thou movest 
Its dim shapes are clad with brightness,

And the souls of whom thou lovest 
Walk upon the winds with lightness,

T ill they fall, as I am falling,
Dizzy, lost, yet unbewailing!

ARIES. Hail unto Thee, O thou that art exalted in thy 
strength, that travellest over the Heaven in Thy Bark in the 
Splendour of noon! [ ARIES LEO resume thrones.

[A PROBATIONER recites the 12 fo ld  glorification o f God 
from  963.]

[Enter SCORPIO-APOPHIS dressed in a film y white robe, her 
hair in disorder.]

[ARIES and  LEO and bow.
ARIES. Hail thou! Whence comest thou? 
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. From the House of God.
ARIES. What bringest thou as an offering to our Lord?



SCORPIO-APOPHIS. The House of God is fallen. There is 
nothing left therein. Therefore I bring nothing but myself.

L E O .  Let us burn her upon the altar o f  burnt offering.
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. But in the fire my tears would be dried 

up; and these tears are of mine offering to the Lord.
L E O .  Let us throw her to the sacred crocodile.
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. But in the water my heart would be 

chilled; and this heart is of mine offering to the Lord.
L E O .  Let us throw her to the winds from the Watchtowers 

of Silence.
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. But in the wind my hymns would not 

be heard; and these hymns are of mine offering to the Lord.
L E O .  Let us bury her in the consecrated mountain!
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. But in the earth the worms would 

devour my flesh; and this flesh is of mine offering to the Lord. 
Oh Lord, let thy servants return unto their thrones that I may 
worship Thee as I will.

SOL. 2 2 -1-1-2 2 .
[ARIES and  LEO return to their thrones.

[SCORPIO-APOPHIS plays her passionate melody, her siren 
melody, her despairing “ Venus in Tannhauser” 

melody.* She clasps the feet and knees o f SOL but he 
gives no sign o f life. ]

[At the end A R IE S  and  L E O  rise from  their thrones—  
a paused

A R IE S . {Loudly). 3 3 3 -3 3 3 -

L E O . {Louder). 3 3 3 -3 3 3 -

ARIES. The hour of sacrifice is past.
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. The hour of sacrifice is to come.

* Liebstod from Tristan and Isolde: Wagner.



LEO. The sacrifice is not accepted.
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. The sacrifice is accepted.
ARIES. Depart from us, thou unclean thing!
[ARIES a nd  LEO raise her a n d  march from  the , ARIES

leading, LEO follow ing her.]
[ARIES a nd  LEO re-enter a n d  resume thrones— a  pause. 

ARIES. 333-333- 
LEO. 333-333-
ARIES. Brother Leo, this is of evil omen.
LEO. Brother Aries, it is indeed o f evil omen.
ARIES. There will be no more sacrifice to-day.
LEO. There will be no more sacrifice to-day.
ARIES. The sun is already setting.
LEO. The night birds are already abroad.
ARIES. It grows very dark.
LEO. The path is too steep and dangerous for any pilgrims 

to come hither.
ARIES. There is no moon to-night.
LEO. I think there will be rain.
ARIES. Let us close the shrine.
LEO. The disk of the sun is not yet quite obscured.
ARIES. But no pilgrims can come now.
LEO. No pilgrims can come now. But it is the rule of the 

temple that the shrine is open unto the last spark of sunlight.
ARIES. Brother Leo, I beg that you will close the shrine 

with me.
LEO. It cannot be.
ARIES. Brother Leo, I know the rule. But evil will 

assuredly come to us from this.
LEO. Brother Aries, the Law may not be broken.



ARIES. Brother Leo, the Law is made so that the wise may 
break it at their need.

LEO. Brother Aries, in my heart is Fidelity—fidelity— 
fidelity.

ARIES. Brother Leo, a god has whispered in mine ear: it is 
folly—folly—folly.

LEO. The sun will be obscured in a moment: and no 
pilgrims can come to-night.

ARIES. No pilgrims can come to-night.
LEO. There will be no more sacrifice.
ARIES. There will be no more sacrifice.
[SATAN-TYPHON, SCORIPO-APOPHIS, and  BESZ enter silently 

in procession. The light grows momentarily ]
ARIES. Hail, brethren! Ye are come to adore the splendour 

o f the sun?
SATAN-TYPHON. We are come to sacrifice.
ARIES. What are the offerings?
BESZ. Dancing.
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. Music.
SATAN-TYPHON. Silence and Stillness.

[He prostrates him self and remains motionless. 
[SCORPIO-APOPHIS bows to SOL andplays an adoration*

[BESZ dances in adoration in three-time. 
[SATAN-TYPHON and bows. 

ARIES. Whence come ye, brethren?
SATAN-TYPHON. From the dwelling-place o f the sun. 
ARIES. Who are ye, brethren?
SATAN-TYPHON. I am the twin brother o f the sun. 
SCORPIO-APOPHIS. I am the beloved o f the sun.

* Romance: Max Bruch.



ARIES. [To BESZ.] But who art thou, brother?
[BESZ begins to stammer.

LEO. Who art thou?
[They threaten him with their spears. BESZ crouches in 

terror and lurks tow ard West.]
SATAN-TYPHON. I w ould have speech w ith m y brother the 

Sun.
ARIES. It is w ell.
LEO. It is not well. There is danger herein to my Lord.

[He bars the way.
ARIES. Speech cannot harm our Lord.
LEO. Brother, if thou be indeed our borther, what wilt 

thou say?
SATAN-TYPHON. O Sun, my brother, is it thy will that I 

have speech with thee? For I lay with thee nine moons in the 
womb of our mother; for we have loved as none have loved; 
for I am closer knit with thee than light and darkness, or than 
life and death!

SOL. 22-1-1-22.
[LEO gives way and returns to his throne, very sad. 

[SATAN-TYPHON advances to SOL and  ARIES the v e il 
on them.]

[BESZ jum ps up and runs
[The lights go out.

[SCORPIO-APOPHIS plays her serpent .*
[LEO "recites."

Mortals never learn from stories 
How catastrophe becomes;

How above the victor’s glories 
In the trumpets and the drums

* A n d a n te  R elig io so : T h o m e



And the cry of millions “Master!”
Looms the shadow of disaster.

Every hour a man hath said:
“That at least is scotched and dead.”

Some one circumstance: “At last 
That, and its effects, are past.”

Some one terror—subtle foe!
“I have laid that spectre low.”

They know not, learn not, cannot calculate 
How subtly Fate

Weaves its fine mesh, perceiving how to wait;
Or how accumulate

The trifles that shall make it master yet 
Of the strong soul that bade itself forget.

[A dim red light dawns. B E S Z  enters, leading fo u r 
P R O B A T IO N E R S  who bear the Pastos. They place it 
before the altar.]

ARIES. What is this offering?
B E S Z . The eater of Flesh is my name.
ARIES. Oh, our Lord, our Lord! Arise in thy might, and let 

thine enemies be scattered!
[A R IE S  and  L E O  draw veil. The throne has been cast 

down. On the black ve il is a  great red cross, whereon 
S O L  has been crucified. Before him stands S A T A N -  
T Y P H O N  in the sign o f Apophisand Typhon.]

[A R I E S  and  L E O  fa ll as i f  slain. S C O R P IO -A P O P H IS  plays 
her murder melody.*]

[Meanwhile the P R O B A T IO N E R S  advance and under the 
direction o f Typhon, who stabs S O L  in the proper 
manner with the spear o f S O L , take down S O L  from  the 
cross and lay him in the Pastos. They cover it. B E S Z  
does his brutal demoniac dance upon the lid  o f the coffin.

* M ort d ’A donis: W ad d ell.



Exeunt OMNES exc. SOL. This ends in complete 
darkness. Silence. There is a flash o f light, and the stage 
is shewn empty. Only a glimmer remains. Now  
SCORPIO-APOPHIS steals on to the stage, and plays a 
low secret m elody* The red lights increase. She 
uncovers and embraces the corpse. Then covers it again, 
goes to the throne, and instals herself thereon. The green 
light dawns and glows brighter and brighter, as the red 
light dwindles and goes out.]

SCORPIO-APOPHIS. 7777777.
[The PROBATIONERS and other officers enter, erect.

SCORPIO-APOPHIS. Children, array yourselves before me, 
and worship at my feet.

ARIES. Our Lord is slain. And who art thou that hast 
assumed His Throne?

LEO. Our Lord is slain. And who art thou that hast 
assumed His Throne?

SCORPIO-APOPHIS. I am the Mother of the Gods and the 
Sister of Time and the Daughter of Space. I am Nature that 
holdeth sway when the effort of man is exhausted. . . .
. . . Brother Leo, I am the goddess that cometh forth riding 
upon the Lion. Behold! I strike thee with my wand, and 
inspire thee.

I command thee to declare me unto the multitude.
LEO.

Lo! in the interstellar space of night 
Clothed with deep darkness, the majestic spaces 

Abide the dawn of deity and light,
Vibrate before the passionless pale faces

* Canzonetta: D’Ambrosio.



Shrined in exceeding glory, eremite.
The tortoise skies in sombre carapaces 

Await the expression and the hour of birth 
In silence through the adamantine girth.

I rose in glory, gathered of the foam.
The sea’s flower folded, charioting me risen 

Where dawns rose stole from its pearl-glimmering home, 
And heaven laughed, and earth: and mine old prison, 

The seas that lay beneath the mighty dome,
Shone with my splendour. Light did first bedizen 

Earth with its clusters of fiery dew and spray,
When I looked forth and cried, “It is the day!”

The stars are dewdrops on my bosom’s space;
The sun and moon are glances through my lashes, 

Long, tender rays of night; my subtle face 
Burns through the sky-dusk, lightens, fills, and flashes 

With solemn joy and laughter of love; the grace 
Of all my body swaying stoops and dashes 

Swift to the daisy’s dawn of love: and swiftest,
0 spirit of man, when unto me thou liftest!

Dawn shakes the molten fire of my delight 
From the fine flower and fragrance of my tresses! 

Sunset bids darken all my body’s light,
Mixing its music with the sad caresses 

Of the whole world: I wheel in wingless flight 
Through lampless space, the starless wildernesses! 

Beyond the universal bounds that roll,
There is the shrine and image of my soul. 1

1 am Nature and God: I reign, I am, alone.
None other may abide apart: they perish,

Drawn into me, into my being grown.
None other bosom is, to bear, to nourish,

To be: the heart of all beneath my zone 
Of blue and gold is scarlet-bright to cherish 

My own life’s being, that is, and is not other;
For I am God and Nature and thy Mother.



I am the thousand-breasted milky spouse,
Virginal also: Tartarus and Gaia 

Twinned in my womb, and Chaos from my brows 
Shrank back abashed, my sister dark and dire, 

Mother of Erebus and Night, that ploughs 
With starry-sandalled feet the fields of fire;

My sister shrank and fell, the infernal gloom 
Changed to the hot sweet shadow of my womb.

I am: that darkness strange and uterine 
Is shot with dawn and scented with the rose;

The deep dim prison-house of corn and wine, 
Flowers, children, stars, with flame far subtler glows 

Formless, all-piercing, death-defying, divine,
A sweet frail lamp whose shadow gleams and shows 

No darkness, is as light is where its rays 
Cross, interweave, and marry with the day’s!

I am: the heart that flames from central Me,
Seeks out all life, and takes again, to mingle 

Its passion with my might and majesty,
Till the vast floods of the man’s being tingle 

And glow, self-lost within my soul and sea 
Of love, the sun of utter light, and single 

Keen many-veined heart: our lips and kisses 
Marry and muse on our immortal blisses.

I am: the greatest and the least: the sole 
And separate life of things. The mighty stresses 

Of worlds are my nerves twitching. Branch and bole 
Of forests waving in deep wildernesses 

Are hairs upon my body. Rivers roll 
To make one tear in my superb caresses,

When on myself myself begets a child,
A system of a thousand planets piled! I

I am: the least, the greatest: the frail life 
Of some small coral-insect still may tremble 

With love for me, and call me queen and wife;
The shy plant of the water may dissemble



Its lo v e b e n eath th e fr on d s;r e ply to strife 
W ith s trife , and all its nr ŷ be in g eau m b le  

U nder m y rough and warrior husband-kiss, 
W hosy p a in se t l l b urn ,e nd alter, and be bliss!

e ym :n o n n rd y e nido se es sĉ ien^n o o e  
i^b ig o s in <̂c î^nd,s nm y do m eo e xpress m y station, 

W ne , blo t h e d and erowe e d w ith  suns beyond th e sun, 
^ e r o c th e n m gtoy i ĉeâ «̂c o f te a m T halassian ,

Bna r e n rsty t o eem, e î̂ riegi p ie r Hune, 
Nr ai(̂ (sn , :̂y e hecle e ss5»Rs)^2 ĉ f  the Creation!

T h e  w h o le  flow er-life  o f  earth and sky and sea  
From  m e w as bom , t n d sh a ll return to m e!

I am : for m e n oed b em g e passionate,
F o r m m e c ^ n n l̂̂ o a itF  a s ehe  river-cleaving  

l con Ŝî bb o s i lc t̂o (̂ f S ° ence: I create  
f r̂d îhf( ê2 îie , f y tn i n m y boco m e e f e i ng:

M y ^ h t e rtto o k  it m othy t o a a Fate: 
M y f (nRe ^ sacp p y i^e-rie y e d w ith  sky are w eavin g  

E ver n ew  flow ers and law ns o f  life, d esign ed  
N o b ler and n ew a r ia  m m e older m ind.

I om : s eet nes, fo r  all-c hanging m ove  
T d o w o sMc e v o h/m 1 i n t f e lh e n k d d er: 

Spilo : o r h e l(col , frf ed ^ ets o f  love  
F ilfin o on e sp he te fry m t h r k r r e phere grown gladder; 

A il ^ fe R ayt l e adie e f al t o toirc mbove.
E v e n as tli o t̂ sif f̂id t o ih im the em erald  adder 

C lim b on e by on e in glory o f  sunlight, c lim b  
M y c M d ten  t o m e u p t h e steep  o f  T im e . I

I am: be fote m o b i  t t a y dars are dead,
AndaH  t h e f i ety  1oekcR f aunolt e w oven  

Inl o t0 R g o l e ao b tea^let e h m y head:
I n m e aH sk im tend sc an e re  shaken and cloven: 

A n ii f e a n °  ly f̂ii: a n d kete nb omt m e shed , 
f ĉ̂ gn « e b i n i f e , in cn y  m oving m oven,

Are as m y tears: all worlds that ever swam  
As d ew  o f  k isses on m y lips: I am.



[She draws LEO up to her. The others kneel in adoration.
SCORPIO-APOPHISplays her soft voluptuous melody 

ARIES. Brother Leo, what is the hour?
LEO. The evening star is arisen.
ARIES. The sacrifice is accomplished.
LEO . What is the sacrifice?
ARIES. Man.
LEO . Who is the priestess?
ARIES. Woman.
LEO . Unto what God?
ARIES. It is hidden from me.
LEO . Let every man depart unto his house.
ARIES. 1-333-1-1. LEO. 1-333-1-1. SCORPIO-

APOPHIS. I-I-333-I.

* Romance: Saint Saens.



THE RITE OF VENUS





VENUS. Blue Robe.
TAURUS. Orange Robe.
LIBRA. Green Nube.
PISNES. CrimsouRobe.
LUNA IN TAURUS. S ilver Robe. 
SATURN IN LIBRA. Black Robe.

No ofRce r han any  wenp on.Venus is th on her sig h ta re  L ibra a n d
S a turn in L ibrn, on h er Ref tT a urus e nR Luna in Taureee, while a t her feet 
lie s Pisces. H er throne is an oyster-shell, a s in the picture by Botticelli. 
B efore it  a  veil. Without, an a lta r; a n d  w ithout the temple, a  further veil.





THE RITE OF VENUS
PRELU D E

F u ll light. VENUS, seated before , LIBRA and  TAURUS 
at its sides.

VENUS. 7777777.
LIBRA. 7777777.
TAURUS. 7777777.
VENUS. Brother Libra, I command thee to declare the 

Secret of Venus.
LIBRA recites Swinburne's “ .” [A ll present recline

and sleep.]
VENUS. Having ears they hear not. Brothers Taurus and 

Libra, let the veil be drawn. [ do so.

P A R T I

[Twilight. VENUS is enthroned on high, swathed in masses 
o f red hair and roses. The altar is covered with roses; 
there is a sm all flam e thereon] 

TAURUS and  LIBRA draw the inner veil apart. LIBRA 
returns and kneels.

LIBRA.
Daughter of Glory, child 
Of Earth’s Dione mild 

By the Father of all, the /fis-bearing King!



Spouse, daughter, mother of God,
Queen of the blest abode 

In Cyprus’ splendour singly glittering.
Sweet sister unto me,
I cry aloud to thee!

I laugh upon thee laughing, O dew caught up from sea!

Drawn by sharp sparrow and dove,
And swan’s wide plumes of love,

And all the swallow’s swifter vehemence,
And, subtler than the Sphinx,
The ineffable iynx

Heralds thy splendour swooning into sense,
When from the bluest bowers 
And greenest-hearted hours

Of Heaven thou smil’st toward earth, a miracle of flowers!

Down to the loveless sea 
Where lay Persephone 

Violate, where the shade of earth is black,
Crystalline out of space 
Flames the immortal face!

The glory of the comet-taildd track
Blinds all black earth with tears.
Silence awakes and hears

The music of thy moving come over the starry spheres.

Wrapped in rose, green, and gold,
Blues many and manifold,

A cloud of incense hides thy splendour of light;
Hides from the prayer’s distress 
Thy loftier loveliness,

Till thy veil’s glory shrouds the earth from night;
And silence speaks indeed,
Seeing the subtler speed

Of its own thought than speech of the Pandean reed!

[LIBRA returns.



VENUS. 7777777.
SATURN. Amen.
VENUS. 333-1-333- 
LUNA. Amen.
VENUS. 1-55555-1.
LIBRA and PISCES. Amen.
VENUS. Brother Saturn, what is the hour?
SATURN. Twilight.
VENUS. Sister Pisces, from whose house are we come out? 
PISCES. From the House of Death.
VENUS. Brother Taurus, what is stronger than death? 
TAURUS. Love.
VENUS. Brother Libra, what is the place?
LIBRA. The Mountain of Venus, that hangeth from the 

navel of the Universe over the Great Abyss.
VENUS. Let us celebrate the Rite of Venus.
[LU N A plays a waltz tune. The PROBATIONERS dance 

together.]
VENUS. Children of Love, what is the hour?
A L L . [A confused murmur.] It is the hour of love.
[A L L  sink down together. The lights go out. A long

pause.]



PART II

VENUS. C Awakening.) 33 3 - 1 -3 3 3 .
[Venus is brilliantly illum inated; the rest remain dark. 

VENUS. Little brother, what is the hour?
PISCES. The dawn is at hand.
VENUS. Little brother, what is the place?
TAURUS. It is the holy mountain of our Lady Venus. 
VENUS. Children, awake and rejoice.
LIBRA. Awake and rejoice.
PISCES. How shall we rejoice?
TAURUS. As our Lady hath appointed.
LIBRA. As you like it.
PISCES. Wherein shall we rejoice?
TAURUS. In our Lady Venus.
LIBRA. In what you will.
TAURUS. Thy will, our lady, and not ours be done!
PISCES. Mistress, let the adorations be performed!
VENUS. Children, array yourselves before me, and rejoice 

in the adorations of my beauty.
[They form , each with his partner. LIBRA disappears 

behind veil. TAURUS recites 
TAURUS.

Salutation to Hathor, holy cow in the pastures of Evening.
Salutation to Hathor, in the Mountain of the West; in the land of perfect 

Peace, Salutation.



A devouring fire is thy soul, and the corpses of the dead are enkindled at thy 
breath.

Salutation to Hathor, the child of Isis and of Nephthys!
Salutation to Hathor, the bride of Apis, of Apis that hath the beetle upon his 

tongue!
A devouring fire is thy soul, and the corpses of the dead are enkindled at thy 

breath.
Salutation to Hathor, whose necklace is of the Souls of the blessed ones of 

Amennti.
Salutation to Hathor, whose girdle is of the Souls of the blessed ones of Seb! 
Salutation to Hathor, whose sandals are of the Souls of the blessed ones of Nu!
A devouring fire is thy soul, and the corpses of the dead are enkindled at thy 

breath.
[Returns to his throne. 

VENUS. Brother Libra, art thou silent? [A pause.
Brother Libra, where art thou?

LIBRA, still hidden, recites from  Swinburne's “ ”

We have seen thee, O Love, thou art fair; thou art goodly, O Love;
Thy wings make light in the air as the wings of a dove, etc.

. . .  Famine, and blighting of corn,
When thy time was come to be born.

[LIBRA appears and confronts her.
All these we know of; but thee 

Who shall discern or declare? etc.
. . .  Wilt thou utterly bring to an end?

Have mercy, mother!

VEN US. Nay, brother, thou art the chiefest of my chosen. 
LIBRA. Alas.
VENUS. Yea, brother: in the end all turn to me, and all 

return to me.
Isis am I, and from my life are fed 

All showers and suns, all moons that wax and wane;
All stars and streams, the living and the dead,

The mystery of pleasure and of pain.



I am the mother! I the speaking sea!
I am the earth and its fertility!

Life, death, love, hatred, light, darkness, return to me—
To me!

Hathoor am I, and to my beauty drawn 
All glories of the Universe bow down,

The blossom and the mountain and the dawn,
Fruit’s blush, and woman, our creations’s crown.

I am the priest, the sacrifice, the shrine,
I am the love and life of the divine!

Life, death, love, hatred, light, darkness are surely mine—
Are mine!

Venus am I, the love and light of earth,
The wealth of kisses, the delight of tears,

The barren pleasure never come to birth,
The endless, infinite desire of years.

I am the shrine at which thy long desire 
Devoured thee with intolerable fire.

I was song, music, passion, death, upon thy lyre—
Thy lyre! I

I am the Grail and I the Glory now:
I am the flame and fuel of thy breast;

I am the star of God upon thy brow;
I am thy queen, enraptured and possessed.

Hide thee, sweet river; welcome to the sea,
Ocean of love that shall encompass thee!

Life, death, love, hatred, light, darkness, return to me—
To me!

[PISCES performs a sleepy sinuous dance by herself, a n d  
returns to Venus’ throne lapsed into herself, and as i f  
exhausted.\

Rise, rise, my knight! My king! My love, arise!
See the grave avenues of Paradise,
The dewy larches bending at my breath,
Portentous cedars prophesying death!



[She is interrupted by the Violin o f the throned LUNA, who 
plays her unutterable m elody* PISCES manifests distress. 

VENUS. Brother Libra, what is this song?
LIBRA

My soul is an enchanted boat,
Which, like a sleeping swan, doth float 

Upon the silver waves of thy sweet singing;
And thine doth like an angel sit 
Beside a helm conducting it,

Whilst all the winds with melody are ringing.
It seems to float ever, for ever,
Upon that many-winding river,
Between mountains, woods, abysses,
A paradise of wildernesses!

Till, like one in slumber bound,
Borne to the Ocean, I float down, around,
Into a sea profound, of ever-spreading sound.

Meanwhile thy spirit lifts its pinions 
In music’s most serene dominions;

Catching the winds that fan that happy heaven.
And we sail on, away, afar,
Without a course, without a star,

But by the instinct of sweet music driven;
Till through Elysian garden islets 
By thee, most beautiful of pilots,
Where never mortal pinnace glided,
The boat of my desire is guided;

Realms where the air we breathe is love,
Which in the winds and on the waves doth move,
Harmonising this earth with what we feel above.

We have past Age’s icy caves,
And Manhood’s dark and tossing waves,

And Youth’s Smooth ocean, smiling to betray:
Beyond the glassy gulphs we flee

* Romance in D: Beethoven.



Of shadow-peopled Infancy,
Through Death and Birth, to a diviner day;

A paradise of vaulted bowers,
Lit by downward-gazing flowers,
And watery paths that wind between 
Wildernesses calm and green,

Peopled by shapes too bright to see,
And rest, having beheld; somewhat like thee;
Which walk upon the sea, and chant melodiously!

[VENUS manifests distress. PISCES slips away to the throne 
o f LUNA.]

[LUNA plays her conquering
VENUS. Oh! Oh!
LIBRA. Holier than pleasure is pain; nobler is abstinence 

than indulgence; from sloth and faith we turn to toil and 
science; from the tame victories of the body to the wild 
triumphs of the mind.

VENUS. It is the ruin of the temple.
LIBRA. For from thee cometh the Utterance of the 

Present; but of the Future no word.
VENUS. And thou wilt?
LIBRA. The Word.
[SATURN comes out and dances his dance, and fa lls, 

clasping the hem o/LIBRA’S robe.]
VENUS. Who is this? These are not my dances; these 

footsteps tread not my measures; not me he worships by the 
paces and pauses of his feet!

[LUNA plays a w ild  and horrible t
[SATURN drags LIBRA backwards into the dusk. 

[The PROBATIONERS group sim ilarly, MARS with MARS 
and VENUS with VENUS. Some, too, stand 1] *

* Polonaise in D: Wieniawski. t Witches’ Dance: Paganini.



VENUS. Brother Taurus, art thou faithful, thou alone? 
TAURUS. [Seductively yet ironically.] Knowest thou not me? 
VENUS. Yea, my beloved, Lord of all my doves.
TAURUS. Venus, our Lady!
VENUS. Come unto me!

[She h a lf rises and draws him to her. 
TAURUS. Within the veil?
VENUS. There is no veil before my shrine!
[She unfastens his robe. As it fa lls  he leaps up with 

the Caduceus, as MERCURY, and tramples her beneath 
his feet.]

TAURUS. In the Beginning was the Word; and the Word 
was with God; and the Word was God!

[A ll come forward; SATURN with LIBRA linked, LUNA and  
PISCES linked; and bow to him.]

LUNA. The Treason is accomplished.
PISCES. The mind is nobler than the body.
SATURN. Friendship is holier than love.
LIBRA. Nature is overcome by wit.
PISCES. How shall we adore thee?
TAURUS. As you like it.
SATURN. What shall we sacrifice?
TAURUS. Want you will.
[LUNA plays a moto perpetuo,* ALL, bowing in adoration 

to MERCURY.]
LIBRA. Brother, what is the hour?
PISCES. Dawn.
LIBRA. Let us depart unto the work of the day.
ALL. Amen.

* Moto perpetuo: Ries.





THE RITE OF MERCURY





M E R C URY. Violet Robe.
F R . a n d S OR. G E M IN I. White Dancing Robe a n d  Black Robe. 
VIRG O . Green Robe.
FO U R  P R O B A T IO N E R S.

M ercury is throned between the Twins. A t the west o f the A lta r is Virgo, a n d
his fo u r attendants.





THE RITE OF MERCURY
i

MERCURY. 22-333-333. {Fulllight.
The Speech in the Silence.
The Words against the Son of Night.
The Voice of Mercury in the Universe in the Presence of 

the Eternal Gods.
The Formulas of Knowledge.
The Wisdom of Breath.
The Radix of Vibration.
The Shaking of the Invisible.
The Rolling Asunder of the Darkness.
The Becoming Visible of Matter.
The Piercing of the Coils of the Stooping Dragon.
The Breaking Forth of the Light.
{A ll being seated, the FOUR PROBATIONERS rise from  

among the other PROBATIONERS and march to the 
altar.]

FIRST PROBATIONER. 333-333-22. Brethren, let us kindle 
the holy perfumes in honour of the most divine God.

ALL FOUR PROBATIONERS. {While he does so.] Hail unto 
the most divine Lord Mercury!

FIRST PROBATIONER. {ToFR. GEMINI] Our Brother, child



of the Voice, we ask Thee for thy help. Wilt thou purify the 
Temple, that we may proceed with the invocations?

FR. GEM INI. I am one with you, Brethren!
[He rises and performs the Banishing R itual o f the 

Hexagram. While he does so, the FOUR PRO BATIONERS 

stand facing the a s s e m b l y .
FR. GEM INI. Let the rites o f Mercury be celebrated.

[ They turn round, facing the a ltar again.
[MERCURY reads Gemini and Virgo sections from  963 at 

altar.]
[The big lights are put out; only a sm all purple light 

remains.]
FIR ST  PROBATIONER. O Thou Lord of Harmony! Master 

of the Right Will, Thou who hast brought unto us the divine 
seeds of self-knowledge—we, the humble Servants of the 
children of Thy voice, we call on Thee to lead us out of our 
Ignorance!

CHORUS OF T H R E E  OTH ER PROBATIONERS. We call Thee, 
O Thrice Holy!

FIR ST PROBATIONER. O Thou, Divine Worker! Master of 
all that is Divine! Herald of all that is coming! Builder of our 
House! Holy art Thou, Thou that knowest the Supreme 
Mysteries!

CHORUS. We call Thee, O Thrice Holy!
FIR ST PROBATIONER. O Thou, All Good, we call Thee!
VIRGO. 1. [Rising.] Not Good alone, Brethren! But all 

complete in the perfect Equilibrium.
FR. GEM INI. Ay, The Balance must be kept even. Sister, 

let us invoke the Lord of Knowledge!
VIRGO. He gave unto you, children of His Voice, the



Power of the making of fair things. Sing ye unto your 
Shepherd!

F R . G E M I N I . [Rises and stands before M E R C U R Y .]  O Spirit, 
O Divine Messenger, Mighty One, most mighty circling and 
all comprehending Divine Bearer of the Wand, hail! 
Ccelestial, aethereal, inter-aethereal, water like, air like, fire 
like, earth like, like unto light, like unto darkness, shining as 
do the Stars, moist, hot, cold Spirit, hail to Thee, ever 
laughing Child-God, all-knowing. Through Thee alone can 
we hope to reach Light and Truth. [Returns to his seat.

[S O R . G E M IN I  plays
[A short pause.

M E R C U R Y . At the Ending o f  the Light,
At the Limits of the Night,
Stood Mercury before the Unborn ones of Time. 
Then was formulated the Universe;
Then came forth the Gods thereof,
The aeons of the Bornless Beyond.
Then was the Voice vibrated;
Then was the Name declared.
At the Threshold of Entrance,
Between the Universe and the Infinite,
In the Sign of the Enterer 
Stood Mercury, as before him 
The aeons were proclaimed.
In Symbols did he record them;
In Breath did he vibrate them;
For between the Light and the Darkness did he 

stand.

* Hungarian Dance No. 2: Brahms.



M E R C U R Y .

The Temple in Darkness

O L ig Ri i n L ight! O  flash ing w ings o f  fire!
T h e  sw iftest o f i h i  m om en ts o f  th e  sea  

Is unto t h e e
E v e n as so m esloW hfo o i E ternity  

W it h lim f  i s het drag and w h ee ls  that tire. 
O so b tlu-m io Re d flam e o f  am ber gyre,

It i e f  m sa sp a r k  o f  gold  
G io w n R urpIe , en d Oehold! 

uE I e m e o f  gray!
T hen  th e daak i ^ Gttw ings glow  
W iuh ĵaWhec â ns . e d R̂ v,

w sot w ith s i E o o m ter i ay;
A nd all ts e  v is io n h am es across th e  horizon  

T h e  m illionth  o f  no tim e— and w h en  w e say: 
H ail!— T h o s  out go o e !

T ue M oon is dark b esid e  thy crown; th e  Sun  
S e e m s s palo m g^  nf o l ^ b hd0 bare;
A ne for th m e h aur
F l i ^ c o m e ai loetroG sw lih th e  dew fall rare 

O f se a is o f  ^ a l m ost m em orable O ne,
T h e  rsehaat Q u een , th e  v e iled  Paphian. 

auaaiaviv gs o f  light d iv in e  
B en e e t h Ih y b e dG ŝ h ne;

T h e  in v isii le
R ayed w ith  som e tan g ib le  flam e,
S eek in g  to form ulate a nam e,



A citadel;
And the winged heels are fiery’ with enormous speed,

One spurning heaven; the other trampling hell;
And thou—recede!

O Hermes! Messenger of inmost thought!
Descend! Abide! Swift coursing in my veins 
Shoot dazzling pains,

The Word of Selfhood integrate of Nought,
The ineffable Amen! the Wonder wrought.
Bring death if life exceed!
Bid thy pale Hermit bleed,

Yet life exude;
And Wisdom and the Word of Him 
Drench the mute mind grown dim 

With quietude!
Fix thy sharp lightnings in my night! My spirit free!

Mix with my breath and life and name thy mood 
And self of Thee.

[SOR. GEM INI plays
[A short pause.

FR. GEM INI. Master, be it thy pleasure to perform the 
Invocation of Mercury.

[All PROBATIONERS rise andjoin  the fo u r others in front o f 
the altar.]

M ERCURY. [Leaves throne.]Majesty of the Godhead, 
Wisdom-crowned Thoth, Lord of the Gates of the Universe: 
Thee, Thee we invoke!

O Thou of the Ibis head: Thee, Thee we invoke!
Thou who wieldest the Wand of Double Power: Thee, 

Thee we invoke!
Thou who bearest in Thy left hand the Rose and Cross of 

Light and life: Thee, Thee we invoke!
O Thou whose head is as an Emerald, and Thy Nemyss

* Sarabande: Bach.



as the night sky-blue! Thou whose skin is of flaming orange, 
as though it burned in a furnace: Thee, Thee we invoke!

Behold, I am yesterday, to-day, and the brother of T he 
Morrow! I am born again and again. Mine is the unseen force 
from which the Gods are sprung; that giveth life unto the 
dwellers in the watch-towers of the universe.

I am the charioteer of the East, Lord of the Past and the 
Future. I see by mine own inward light; Lord of Resurrection, 
who cometh forth from the dusk, and whose birth is from the 
House of Death.

0  ye two divine hawks upon your pinnacles, who keep 
watch over the Universe! Ye who company the bier unto the 
House of Rest. Ye who pilot the Ship of Ra, ever advancing 
onwards unto the heights of Heaven!

Lord of the Shrine which standeth in the centre of the 
Earth!

Behold He is in me and I in Him!
Mine is the radiance in which Ptah floateth over his 

firmament.
1 travel upon high.
I tread upon the firmament of Nu.
I raise a flashing flame with the lightning of mine eye, ever 

rushing forward in the splendour of the daily glorified Ra, 
giving my life to the dwellers of Earth.

If I say “come up upon the mountains,”
The Celestial waters shall flow at my word;
For I am Ra incarnate,
Kephra created in the flesh!



I am the image of my Father Tmu, Lord of the City of 
the Sun!

The God who commands is in my mouth;
The God of Wisdom is in my heart:
My tongue is the sanctuary of Truth:
And a God sitteth upon my lips!
My word is accomplished each day, and the desire of my 

heart realises itself, like that of Ptah when he creates his works.
I am Eternal; therefore everything acts according to my 

designs, and everything obeys my words.

Therefore I say unto Thee: come forth unto me from thine 
abode in the Silence, unutterable Wisdom, All-light, 
All-power! Thoth, Hermes, Mercury, Odin, by whatever 
name I call Thee, Thou art still un-named and nameless to 
Eternity! Come thou forth, I say, and aid and guard me in 
this Work of Art.

Thou, Star of the East that didst conduct the Magi! Thou 
art the same, all present in Heaven and in Hell. Thou that 
vibratest betwixt the Light and the Darkness. Rising, 
descending; changing ever, yet ever the same!

The Sun is Thy Father!
Thy Mother the Moon!
The Wind hath borne Thee in its bosom!
And Earth hath nourished the changeless Godhead of Thy 

Youth.

Come thou forth, I say, come Thou forth
And make all spirits subject unto me!
So that every spirit of the firmament,



And of the Ether,
Of the Earth,
And under the Earth,
On dry land,
And in the Water,
Of whirling Air,
And of rushing Fire,
And every spell and scourge of God, may be obedient 

unto Me!
[A pause.

[M E R C U R Y goes his throne.
F R . G E M I N I , i. Brother Virgo, didst thou hear the Voice? 
V IR G O . Ay, Brother.
F R . G E M I N I . Tell me, Brother, is not Mercury a great God? 
V IR G O . Indeed, Son of Maia, the greatest of all Gods that 

tread upon the Milky Way.
F R . G E M IN I . It is so.
S O R . G E M IN I . Yet, Brother, there i s  the Sun-God!
V IR G O . Is not Mercury the Sun-God, when hidden during 

the Night, among the souls of the dead? Hail unto Thee, 
Trismegistus, Hail unto thee!

S O R . G E M IN I . Hail, O Sender o f  Dreams!
F R . G E M IN I . Hail, O Supporter of Bacchus Infant! 
M E R C U R Y . Hail, Twins!
F I R S T  P R O B A T IO N E R . Thou art indeed the greatest of all 

Gods, O Mercury!
C H O R U S . Hail, Mercury.
M E R C U R Y . Yet, ye will betray me!

Bury me in a nameless grave!
I came from God the world to save,
I brought it wisdom from above,



Worship, and liberty, and love.
So be my grave without a name 
That earth may swallow up my shame!

[S O R . G E M IN I  plays her saddest yet swiftest melody *
[A pause.

V IR G O . O, who art Thou, most lovely form that killeth me 
with the pleasure of Thy Vision?

M E R C U R Y . I am thyself—that which is of thyself and 
dependent upon thyself.

V IR G O . Sister and Brother Gemini, kneel ye before the 
greatest of all Gods.

F R . G E M I N I . Alas, Brother! Is the Speech greater than the 
Silence?

V IR G O , i. Brethren, kneel ye before the greatest of all 
Gods! [None obey.

M E R C U R Y , i. Silence---- Thou hast no followers, Brother.
S O R . G E M I N I . Behold thine handmaiden! Where thou 

goest I will go; thy people shall be my people and thy God my 
God! [She walks to the throne.

M E R C U R Y . Peace upon thee, beloved! . . . But the 
Brethren say sooth. Even Mercury liveth not for ever.

[He recites.
The light streams stronger through the lamps of sense.

Intelligence
Grows as we go. Alas: its icy glimmer 

Shows dimmer, dimmer
The awful vaults we traverse. Were the sun 

Himself the one
Glory of space, he would but illustrate 

The night of Fate.
Are not the hosts of heaven in vain arrayed?

Their light dismayed

* Scherzo: Tschaikowski.



Beft î̂ e t heo û̂ŝ t t l̂hi d ŝf âict̂ s o f  th e  sky?
O ^ a x y

O f thou si nd s e p o n th e usands c lo se ly  curled, 
Co u rg o ld en  world

k im l t ûl̂ pWy sn p̂̂lf its t ŝpst t̂t c lu t tx r 
M e m m ilky lustre

y ^tln eig th e i n fin it e d a t k n e se! Base and blind  
Our m inion m ind

S e e k a a e rea tH g ht , a lig e t  su ffic ien t, light 
f a t uefe rnbly bright,

H x ny e h ^ t̂ î̂ ia for ĵ hh (̂̂ ur :e x agin ing  
T i p ; ŷ e e t vain thing,

W h cak it G a d ,a x d f o i her. E m p ty t a n d  
A nB prayer unplan ned

^ î t !̂̂e xidy :̂ ac (̂^us î atr11? void . Ah! m en  m y friends  
W h atfu ry  sen d s

T Ols f e lly e a f âh:̂ î f ŷ teh î̂ uii htî ^̂fts?
D re e d ak  disparts

Y out c e r l  u ân t arx u tsh e seu i^ si ê i;̂ î ea follies; 
e îaĉ n m elan ch o lies

S i t atrsd d le y a i â o a  b e a ^  d backs. T h e  throne  
O f th eu n k n o w n

i s fit f a t chUtlspn. W e e m tn o w e l l  ware 
H o w v a in  is prayer,

H ow n o h^ t  k ^ e as, sin ce all is im m an en t 
T h a vt st con ten t

O fa l i s h e u n le y âe u e y k y âble.
W e ^ o w  too w ell

H o w e o o e e t toh^ b ^ e s  aw h ile  at all,
H t w all th in gs fall,

F tll from th e k  shaal th e iam en tab le  p lace, 
B e f e ie th e ir  face,

W har y a ne  pess e t ^ ae n m e re. So w e, 
S in e e h op e m ust be,

L o o k t o i h e f in e se , eo rhe a n e n e e m in u te  
T h a t life  m ay shoot

S o m e f o w e r a tJ e r ss ao Olossom  in th e  night,
S ia ce  v itcl light

Is sure to fail us on th e  h id eou s way.
What? M ust w e  pray!



Verily, O thou littlest babe, too weak 
To stir or speak,

Capable hardly of a thought, yet seed 
Of word and deed!

To thine assured fruition we may trust 
This weary dust.

We who are old, and palsied (and so wise!)
Lift up our eyes

To little children, as the storm-tossed bark 
Hails in the dark

Some hardly visible harbour light; we hold 
The hours of gold

To our own breasts, whose hours are iron and brass:—
So swift they pass

And grind us down:—we hold the wondrous light 
Our scattering sight

Yet sees, the one star in a night of woe.
We trust, and so

Lift up our voices in the dying day 
Indeed to pray:

O little hands that are so soft and strong,
Lead us along!

[SOR. GEM INI plays accordingly.*
[A pause.

FR. GEM INI. Brother Virgo, wilt thou not join us who love 
not Speech?

VIRGO. Hail unto Mercury. He killeth Sol at the close of 
every Twilight, and hangeth up the sky of Night on the Tree 
of Heaven, fastened up with the Star-headed nails.

M ERCURY. Brother Gemini, do Thou perform the dance of 
thy Virginal Sister. [FR. GEM INI dances.

[At the end o f his dance, he fa lls  before the altar. SOROR
GEM INI and a ll PROBATIONERS circumambulate round 
him, then stop, facing  MERCURY.]

* Berceuse: Cesar Cui.



MERCURY. Come, Sister, no Divine Being can be reached, 
save through Me.

[He d e s c e n d s , and joins the PROBATIONERS, leading SOROR

GEM INI by the hand.]
[VIRGO, left now alone before the empty shrine M ERCURY, 

walks slowly in front o f it.]
VIRGO. Hail unto the Lord Mercury!
[A pause, during which a ll PROBATIONERS bend their heads 

low. M ERCURY stands apart with SOR. GEM INI. VIRGO  

stands still before the shrine, hooded.]
MERCURY. And this word I speak unto ye:

[He is heard whispering. 
StiBeTTChePhMeFShiSS

[A pause.
MERCURY, {loudly). Konx Om Pax!

[Purple light off, white light on.
[He seats SOR. GEM INI upon his Throne. She plays her 

babe-music.*]
FR. GEM INI. The will of the Gods be accomplished!

[All depart.
* Nocturne: G. Boyle.



THE RITE OF LUNA





LUNA. Silver Robe and Veil. Violin. Artemis. The Lady o f the Moon. 
CANCER. Amber Robe. Cup. Warden of the Holy Graal.
TAURUS. Orange Robe. Bow and Quiver. The Lord o f the Bow.
A NYMPH. White robe. The Head o f the Dragon.
A SATYR. Black Robe. The Tail o f the Dragon.
PAN. Black Robe, Tom-tom.

In the East Luna is throned\ Cancer on her right, Taurus on her left. Beyond 
these the Satyr and the Nymph. At the apex o f a descending Triangle, upon 
the earth, Pan. Ill

Ill





THE RITE OF LUNA
One reciteth “ The Twelvefold Certitude o f God, ” 963.

The veil is withdrawn.

CANCER. 333-333-333- 
TAURUS. 333-333-333-
CANCER. 1. Brother Taurus, what is the hour?
TAURUS. Moonrise.
CANCER. 1. Brother Taurus, what is the place?
TAURUS. The Chapel of the Holy Graal.
CANCER. 1. What is my office?
TAURUS. Warden of the Graal.
CANCER. 1. What is my robe?
TAURUS. Chastity.
CANCER. 1. What is my weapon?
TAURUS. Vigilance.
CANCER. 1. Whom do we serve?
TAURUS. The Lady Artemis.
CANCER. 1. How many are her servants?
TAURUS. Nine.
CANCER. 1. Who are they?
TAURUS. Three for the dew; three for the rain; and three 

for the snow.
CANCER. 1. Who are the great Officers?



TAURUS. Thyself, the Warden of the Holy Graal.
Myself, the Lord of the Bow.
A nymph, a satyr —
PAN . i. And Pan!
C A N C E R . Brother Pan, I command thee to honour our 

Lady Artemis.
TAURUS. Bear the Cup of Libation!
CANCER. 333-333-333-

[PAN recites chorus from  Swinburne's .”
When the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces . . .
The wolf that follows, the fawn that flies.

TAURUS. The Goddess stirs not.
CANCER. Silence is the secret of our Lady Artemis.
PAN. Hath no man lifted her veil?
CANCER. No man hath lifted her veil.
TAURUS. Bear the Cup of Libation!
CANCER. 333-333-333. It is the hour of sealing up the 

shrine.
TAURUS. Let us banish the spirits of the elements. 
[Performs the Lesser Banishing R itual o f the Pentagram

and returns.]
Bear the Cup of Libation!
CANCER. 333-333-333. Let us banish the spirits o f the 

planets.
[. Performs the Lesser Banishing R itual o f the Hexagram

and returns.]
CANCER. Bear the Cup of Libation!
PAN. 3 3 3 -3 3 3 -3 3 3 . Let us banish the holy Emanations from 

the One, lest our Lady’s sleep be stirred.
[He banishes the Sephiroth by the appointed Ritual.



Bear the Cup of Libation!
CANCER. 3 3 3 -3 3 3 -3 3 3 . Brother Taurus, the shrine is 

well guarded.
TAURUS. The shrine is perfectly guarded.
SATYR. Bear the Cup of Libation!
CANCER. 333-333-333- 
PAN.

Hear me, Lord of the Stars!
For thee I have worshipped ever 

With stains and sorrows and scars,
With joyful, joyful endeavour.

Hear me, O lily-white goat!
0  crisp as a thicket of Thorns,

With a collar of gold for Thy throat,
A scarlet bow for Thy horns!

Here, in the dusty air,
1 build Thee a shrine of yew.

All green is the garland I wear,
But I feed it with blood for dew!

After the orange bars 
That ribbed the green west dying 

Are dead, O Lord of the Stars,
I come to Thee, come to Thee crying.

The ambrosial moon that arose 
With breasts slow heaving in splendour 

Drops wine from her infinite snows,
Ineffably, utterly, tender.

O moon! ambrosial moon!
Arise on my desert of sorrow,

That the magical eyes of me swoon 
With lust of rain to-morrow!

Ages and ages ago 
I stood on the bank of a river,

Holy and holy and holy, I know,
For ever and ever and ever!



A p rie s t i n t h e m ystical sh rine,
I m utsered  a re d e less rune,

T ill th e waters w ere redder than w in e  
re t he b lu ph o f  th e  harlot m oon.

I ane m p brothprp riests  
W oi s t o p ^ d a w onderfu l w om an  

W ith a Is e d y l i th e as a b ea st’s 
S u M *  hs t ribly hum an. 

D e e ^ n she p ite p  her ey es  
1 sae  t t a  iimjadooo t ê̂ dr̂e ,

And I drew  th e water o f  sighs 
F arm th e w e ll o f  her lu llaby breath.

S h e s k t e t h v e ile d forev er , 
y roodtn g o v e t t h e  w aste.

S pp Sat̂ vs stirted  o r t p ok en  never.
S y c i s  fie tc s l^ m a e ly chaste! 

e^̂ ht t : s ŝ d n e ei ip c< v m e aw ake  
F to m tPe t ilen ee  e f  utm ost eld  

T h e  grey cold  slim e o f  th e snake  
T h a t h e r po i eonous body held?

B y t ight I ra v e lle d  a maid  
Fre m h e r  re ŷ e <̂ feam p to th e  cave. 

d bared th e b eautiful blade: 
I c ij3tn̂ rl le ê atit ice i’ t̂ he wave; 

^ H t h et ehre o t as o l am b ’s 
T h a r ^ e f o u e t o f  e y tV  leapt high  

W ith m y clam orous dithyram bs, 
L t e e c t t a ie o n th e  sh ield  o f  th e  sky.

W ia l b tood  ao l cen ser  and song  
I rent: ehe m y ste r n o t veil:

M y p y tt  ^ z e tang and long  
O n vh e tjle e ^ f tfoh: b lissful bale.

M y colcJ grny k it s e t aw ake  
y to m t h o s lIe hye o f  u tm ost eld  

T h e  grey cold  slim e o f  th e  snake  
T h a t her beautifu l body held .



But— G od! I was not con ten t  
W ith the b lasp h em ou t secret o f  years; 

T Ii b v e il it ta rUlh rro t  
W h U e th e r ^ t rom ston es for tears.

So l B ° n g t o ohe lip n and laughed  
As ohr steoms o f Ueoth abated,

T h e  storm s o f  th e grievious graft 
B ^ h u sw m g o f  her soul unsated.

W hure f o t h ro a o r u v s n am  
v ° a s tream p ro fane and foul,

Uti ht ôv te B o  o f i  T ortured Lam b, 
hn t ° v r ea lm h f e  sex less O wl, 

l a m set apar t ftom  the rest 
Bu m eoO o f t h e  m o otic rune 

T h at reads in peril and p est 
T he amlttu sial m oon— th e m oon!

F or o nder th e taw ny star 
T h a t sOinan in o°e Bull above  

I ĉon r d e  tU arit̂ t̂o us car 
O ^ t Hopmg, gallo^ n g  Love; 

OnU t trt igh tr o th e  steady ray 
O t tho L ln rTio trt I î̂ î ti I career,

P o in tin g  m y flam ing way  
W it°i thr spcsm o f  night for a spear!

O m o o n J O secret sw eet!
C halc t (io n y d o udTo f  caresses  

M no h o th e flam e o f  our feet,
T h e n mto of* i r e t erriMe t resses!

In it e w o n o e t1 tta n ,  
t f t t e p r o p t e vr e m a d w it h b lindness,

And n oth ing is stranger to m en  
T h an  sHunc t^ oh d w isdom , and kindness?

N a y ! le t h im fo tWov t n orrow 
W hose heatt L rrt e i  and stout!

L et him  pierce his G od to th e marrow!
L et th e soul o f  his G od flow  out!



W h ethe r a s nake or a sun  
In h is horoscop e H eaven  hath cast,

It is nothing; every on e  
S h a l iw in to s h e m o o n  at last.

T he m ahe hc s w rou g h t c y his art 
A e ilHon sh ap er io a h e sun. 

n s ok  tta en ^ h to the heart o f  his heart, 
A n d t e e m any r ra s h ap ei o f  one! 

n h c v °  tc n hc art o f  th e  m age,
A c d th e ao W g te y b la n k  o f  th e  prison! 

An en d  to th e  adam ant age! 
T h e a m aao sis l r c oon  is arisen.

I hrv o b o n^ s a lily -w h ite  goat 
F o n ih e p aioe nf  a crown o f  thorns, 

A c o llar nf g o ld for its throat,
A sraalo tb o w  no r lts horns;

I hav e t o u ^ t  a inrk in th e  lift 
F o n th e patehhSa b u tt  o f  sherry:

W ith th ese , and G od for a gift,
It o e c d s n s w ino so v e  merry!

I hov e  ° o v g h tfo r  a w afer o f  bread  
A gard a n o f  ps p p ies and clover; 

c h o  w are r b itte r an° dead, 
ai foam v f  f i r e flo w iing over. 

Fro m th e L a m v  nnsl his prison fare 
A o e  tri o a) )^ie i l̂ln d stupor, arise!

B e y e  w ise , and strong, and fair,
And th h nectar afloat in your eyes!

A tie s , 0  am brosial m oon,
By th a atro ng im m em orial sp ell,

S t  th e  r s b tle  veridical rune 
T hnt n  m Ircwonn and hell!

D ri p nhy m ystianl d ew s  
O n th e to n g u v c a f th e tender fauns,

In th e  shade o f  in itiate yew s,
R em ote  from th e  desert dawns!



Satyrs and F a u n s , I call.
B r in g you r beauty to man! 

f am rh e n a t e for y e  all;
I a m r t a p yssion ats Pan.

C o m e, O r o m e fo rhe dance, 
meapm n w ii a w onderful w hips, 

L ife  on th e stroke o f  a glance, 
D e a r b in the stroke o f  th e lips!

tarn  h ia dnn b e ^ n d ,
S h ea it  a secret sinew , 

S m itte a r nrou a f  a y t h e  fond  
F a n y o ^ itd o m Sn you! 

Q aa^ w h n e t h e  m oon (th e  m oon!)
S h ed s ho r a mbrosial splendour, 

R eels in th e  red eless rune 
tn effablfs utterly, tender!

H ark! th a ap p ealing cry 
O f d aa d ly h u rs ! n th e  hollow :—  

H ya t ia th ! H yacinth! Ay!
S m itten  to death by Apollo. 

S w ifs, O m t iden  m oon,
S e n d sBy rag-d aw s after;

T urn the dolorous tune  
T a t a ft am b ^ u o u s  laughter!

M ou sn, O M aen ad s, mourn!
Jiurnty ° c ur com fott is over:

A H w a taug,  at you lorn.
O u rsa tr  tlsn pa r i e s  and clover! 

O t h a tm ou t h c r d eyes, 
M iranie t o us, m ale, alluring!

O that tw itch o f  th e thighs, 
D orion ° e st enduring!

W ta te isw h d o m  now!
W na ra t a e oaf n and his doubt? 

Surely th e  sw eat o f  th e brow  
H ath driven the dem on  out.



Surely the scented sleep 
That crowns the equal war 

Is wiser than only to weep—
To weep for evermore!

Now, at the crown of the year,
The decadent days of October,

I come to thee, God, without fear;
Pious, chaste, and sober.

I solemnly sacrifice 
This first-fruit flower of wine 

For a vehicle of thy vice,
As I am Thine to be mine.

For five in the year gone by 
I pray thee give to me one;

A lover stronger than I,
A moon to swallow the sun!

May he be like a lily-white goat,
Crisp as a thicket of thorns,

With a collar of gold for this throat,
A scarlet bow for his horns!

C A N C E R . May our Lady Artemis be favourable!
T A U R U S. May our Lady Artemis never be awakened!

[N YM PH  comes forw ard and dances her virginal dance.
PAN. Of what worth is the gold in the mine?
C A N C E R . Brother Pan, be silent.
N YM PH . Bear the Cup of Libation!
CANCER. 333-333-333-
PAN . [Recites.

Mother of Light, and the Gods! Mother of Music awake!
Silence and Speech are at odds; Heaven and Hell are at stake.
By the Rose and the Cross I conjure; I constrain by the Snake and the

Sword;
I am he that is sworn to endure— Bring us the word of the Lord!

By the brood of the Bysses of Brightening, whose God was my sire;
By the Lord of the Flame and the Lightning, the King of the Spirits of Fire;



By the Lord of the Waves and the Waters, the King of the Hosts of the Sea,
The fairest of all of whose daughters was mother to me;

By the Lord of the Winds and the Breezes, the King of the Spirits of Air,
In whose bosom the infinite ease is that cradled me there;
By the Lord of the Fields and the Mountains, the King of the Spirits of Earth 
That nurtured my life at his fountains from the hour of my birth;

By the Wand and the Cup I conjure; by the Dagger and Disk I constrain;
I am he that is sworn to endure; make thy music again!
I am Lord of the Star and the Seal; I am Lord of the Snake and the Sword;
Reveal us the riddle, reveal! Bring us the word of the Lord;

As the flame of the sun, as the roar of the sea, as the storm of the air,
As the quake of the earth— let it soar for a boon, for a bane, for a snare,
For a lure, for a light, for a kiss, for a rod, for a scourge, for a sword—
Bring us thy burden of bliss— Bring us the word of the Lord!

TAURUS. In vain thou askest speech from our Lady of 
Silence:

CANCER. Bear the Cup of Libation!
PA N . 3 3 3 -3 3 3 -3 3 3 -

Roll through the caverns of matter, the world’s irremovable bounds!
Roll, ye wild billows of ether! the Sistron is shaken and sounds!
Wild and sonorous the clamour, vast in the region of death.
L ive  with the fire of the Spirit, the essence and flame of the breath!

Sound, O sound!

Gleam in the world of the dark, where the chained ones shall tremble and flee! 
Gleam in the skies of the dusk, for the Light of the Dawn is in me!
Light on the forehead and life in the nostrils, and love in the breast,
Shine, O Thou Star of the Dawning, thou Sun of the Radiant Crest!

Shine, O shine!

Flame through the sky in the strength of the chariot-wheels of the Sun!
Flame, ye young fingers of light, on the west of the morning that run!



Flame, O thou Meteor Car, for my fire is exalted in thee!
Lighten the darkness and herald the daylight, and waken the sea!

Flame, O flame!

Crown Her, O crown Her with stars as with flowers for a virginal gaud!
Crown Her, O crown Her with Light and the flame of the down-rushing Sword! 
Crown Her, O crown Her with Love for maiden and mother and wife!
Hail unto Isis! Hail! For She is the Lady of Life!

Isis crowned!

CANCER. In vain thou invokest our Lady of the Moon! 
TAURUS. Bear the Cup of Libation!
CANCER. 333-333-333- 
PAN.

Must every star that saves the night 
Gleam fearfully afar,

Give no man love, but only light,
Or cease to be a star?

Nay, there’s no man since time began 
Through the ages until now,

But won the goal of his set soul,
A star upon his brow!

Oh! though no star serene as thou 
Shine in my night forlorn,

Come, let me set thee on my brow,
And make its darkness morn!

PAN. [Rises.] Brother Satyr, scourge forth these that 
profane the sanctuary of our Lady: for they know not the 
secret of the shrine.

[SATYR dances the dance o f the scourge, driving the officers 
down the stage, where they ]

PAN. [Goes to altar.] Brother Satyr, I command you to 
perform the dance of Syrinx and Pan, in honour of our Lady 
Artemis.



eonYR- Andm  thin e hononr!
[He dances the dance and fa lls prostrate in the midst. 

P A N . [ A d va nc ing t o  the Throne ]

U ncharm able r harmer 
n f  Bacchus and Mars, 

rn rh e so u n d in g  rebounding  
Abc rs o [ th e stars! 

n v iinin in armour,
T hin s arrow s unsling  

In th e  brilliant resilien t 
° i rst rn^ o f o h e  spring!

h y the  force  nCth e forlnnc  
O f lnve, w h on tb c o t e  

T liro u ^  ta ssO roud, through the cloud,
T h ro o gh the storm, through th e sm oke,

T n the m nuntain o f  passion  
Vo le a t ic that w ok e—

By th e  rage o f  th e m age  
I i nonlmr̂ m s oke!

Bf  ch t m iO right o f  m adness,
T [ e  le n e-ly in g  sea,

T h r e w os n o f  the m oon,
Yor t  tw oon into me;

T he sen tinel sadness 
O fo lifO- c l i n g ^ p i t e,

T h a t n ight o f  d eligh t  
Et u w ere m ine, you  w ere m ine!

Yoor w nr em in e , O  m y saint,
M e  m aid en, m y m ate,

By c h e m ig h r o Yche right 
O f the n ight o f  ou r f ate.

T t o u g h lOotl, though I faint,
T h o u g h  I char, though I choke,

By th e  hour o f  our pow er  
I invoke, I invoke!



By the mystical union 
Of fairy and faun,

Unspoken, unbroken—
The dusk to the dawn!—

A secret communion,
Unmeasured, unsung,

The listless, resistless,
Tumultuous tongue!—

O virgin in armour 
Thine arrows unsling,

In the brilliant resilient 
First rays of the spring!

No Godhead could charm her,
But manhood awoke—

O fiery Valkyrie,
I invoke, I invoke!

[He tears down the ve il.
[LUNA plays accordingly* 

[A long silence.
CANCER. 333-333-333-
TAURUS, i. Brother Warden of the Graal, our task is 

ended.
CANCER. Let us depart, it is accomplished.

* Chaccone: Bach.
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nourished by contact with nature.”—A. E. WAITE, in the Introduction.

THE G IFT OF UNDERSTANDING. A  Further Selection from the Works of PRENTICE M ULFORD. 
Reprinted from the “White Cross Library.” With an Introduction by A. E. W AITE. 3*. 6d. net.

ESSAYS OF PRENTICE MULFORD. Third Series. Price y . 6d. net.

ESSAYS OF PRENTICE MULFORD. Fourth Series. Completing the entire set of the Essays, 
published in America under the title of “Your Forces and How to Use Them .” Price y . 6d. net.

These four volumes constitute by far the best edition of the Essays of Prentice Mulford published in the English language. Special care has been taken to eliminate the errors and mistakes with which the American edition abounds.
THE SCIENCE OF THE LARGER LIFE. A S e le c t io n  fro m  th e  Essays o f  URSULA N . 

G E ST E R FE L D . P r ic e  3^. 6d. n e t.
CONTENTS.—Preface. Part I.—Horn we Master our Fate. The Inventor and the Invention. The Ascension of Ideas. 

Living by Insight or by Outsight. Destiny and Fate. The Origin of Evil. What is within the “Heir”? Words as Storage Batteries. How to Care for the Body. The Way to Happiness. You Live in your Thought World. The Language of Suggestion. Constructive Imagination. The Power of Impression. How to Remove Impressions. Your Individualism. Making Things go Right. Utilising Energy. Master, or be Mastered. The Voice that is heard in Loneliness. The Ingrafted Word. The Law of Liberty. Part II.— The Evolution of an Invalid. The Invalid's Alter Ego. The Evolution of 
a Thief; The Honest Man. The Evolution of a liar; The Truthful Man. The Evolution of a miser; The Benefactor. The Evolution of an Egotist; The Self-Forgetful Man. The Evolution of a Drunkard; The Self-Possessed Man. The Evolution of a Libertine; The Strong Man. The Evolution of a Flirt; The Divine Womanly. Part III.—Stilling the 
Tempest. Live in the Eternal, not in Time. Affirmation of Being. Affirmation for the Morning. Affirmation for the 
Evening. Affirmation for Fear of Heredity. Affirmation for Fear of Death.
EVERY MAN A KING; or, Might in Mind Mastery. By ORISON SW ETT M ARDEN. Price 3 .̂ 6//. 

net.
“Happily written, with knowledge and insight as well as gaiety and charm.”— Light.
“Admirable! It is a long time since we read a book on the fascinating subject of mind’s influence over matter, especially 

in the building of character, with as much pleasure as this has afforded. Characterised throughout by a cheery optimism, the 
perusal of it is as good as any tonic, and far better than most.”—Pall Mall Gazette.

M EN T A L M E D IC IN E : Some Practical Suggestions from a Spiritual Standpoint. By OLIVER 
HUCKEL, S.T .D . With an Introduction by LEWELLYS F. BARKER, M .D. Price y .  6d. net 

SUMMARY of Contents.—The New Outlook for Health. The Unique Powers of Mind. The Spiritual Mastery of the Body. Faith as a Vital Force. The Healing Value of Prayer. Glimpses of the Sub-conscious Self. The Training of the Hidden Energies. The Casting Out of Fear. The Cause and Cure of the Worry Habit. The Gospel of Relaxation. Work as a Factor in Health. Inspiration of the Mental Outlook. Best Books for Further Reading.
“Unusually bright and stimulating discourses.”— The Scotsman.
“A book of common sense and reason, and its logic is unassailable in almost every chapter.”—Pall Mall Gazette.

SELF-CONTROL, AN D  H O W T O  SECURE IT (LEducation de Soi-meme). By Dr PA U L 
DUBOIS, Professor of Neuropathology in the university of Berne; Author of “Th e Psychic Treatment 
of Nervous Disorders,” “Th e Influence of the Mind on the Body,” etc. Authorised Translation. By 
Harry Hutcheson Boyd. 337  pp. Price 4s. 6d. net.
“Eighteen wise and lively essays on subjects relating to common life, all entirely deserving attention, for their bright 

wisdom, and easy to read because of their simple and happy style.” —Light.
“A thoroughly wholesome and sound book”— T.P.S. Book Notes.
“This is a manual of self-culture . . .  a series of brilliant essays, bold in conception, sympathetic in spirit, and eminently 

serviceable in substance.”— The Health Record.
New Volume. Just Published

HE CAN WHO TH IN K S HE CAN. By ORISON SW ETT MARDEN, Author of "Every Man a 
King.” Price 3 .̂ 6d. net.



To be had of THE EQUINOX, 3 Great James Street, VV.C. 
and through all Booksellers

PRICE ONE GUINEA NET

GOETIAvel Clavicula

S A L O M O N IS  REG IS
(The Lesser Key of Solomon the King.)

The best, simplest, most intelligible and most effective

treatise extant on

C E R E M O N IA L  M A G IC
Careful and complete instruction; ample illustration; beauti

ful production. This book is very much easier both to 

understand and to operate than the so-called “Greater”

Key of Solomon.

ONLY A FEW COPIES REMAIN FOR SALE.



To be obtained of

T he EQUINOX, 3 G r e a t  J am es St. W.C.

Crown 8vo, Scarlet Buckram, pp. 64.
Price io.f net.

Less than 100 copies remain. The price will shortly be raised to
one guinea net.

A .. A . . PU BLICATIO N  IN C LA SS B.

BOOK

777
T H IS book contains in concise tabulated form a comparative view of all the symbols of the great 

religions of the world; the perfect attributions of the Taro, so long kept secret by the 
Rosicrucians, are now for the first time published; also the complete secret magical correspondences 
of the G .\ D .\ and R. R. et A. C. It forms, in short, a complete magical and philosophical dictionary; 
a key to all religions and to all practical occult working.

For the first time Western and Qabalistic symbols have been harmonized with those of 
Hinduism, Buddhism, Mohammedanism, Taoism, &c. By a glance at the Tables, anybody conversant 
with any one system can understand perfectly all others.

The Occult Review says:
“ Despite its cumbrous sub-title and high price per page, this work has only to come under the notice of the right 

people to be sure of a ready sale. In its author’s words, it represents ‘an attempt to systematise alike the data of mysticism 
and the results of comparative religion,’ and so far as any book can succeed in such an attempt, this book does succeed; that 
is to say, it condenses in some sixty pages as much information as many an intelligent reader at the Museum has been able to 
collect in years. The book proper consists of a 'fable of ‘Correspondences,’ and is, in fact, an attempt to reduce to a common 
denominator the symbolism of as many religious and magical systems as the author is acquainted with. The denominator 
chosen is necessarily a large one, as the author’s object is to reconcile systems which divide all things into 3, 7, 10, 12, as the 
case may be. Since our expression ‘common denominator’ is used in a figurative and not in a strictly mathematical sense, the 
task is less complex than appears at first sight, and the 32 Paths of the Sepher Yetzirah, or Book of Formation of the Qabalah, 
provide a convenient scale. These 32 Paths are attributed by the Qabalists to the 10 Sephiroth, or Emanations of Deity, and 
to the 22 letters of the Hebrew alphabet, which are again subdivided into 3 mother letters, 7 double letters, and 12 simple 
letters. On this basis, that of the Qabalistic ‘Tree of Life,’ as a certain arrangement of the Sephiroth and 22 remaining Paths 
connecting them is termed, the author has constructed no less than 183 tables.

“The Qabalistic information is very full, and there are tables of Egyptian and Hindu deities, as well as of colours, 
perfumes, plants, stones, and animals. The information concerning the tarot and geomancy exceeds that to be found in some 
treatises devoted exclusively to those subjects. The author appears to be acquainted with Chinese, Arabic, and other classic 
texts. Here your reviewer is unable to follow him, but his Hebrew does credit alike to him and to his printer. Among several 
hundred words, mostly proper names, we found and marked a few misprints, but subsequently discovered each one of them 
in a printed table of errata, which we had overlooked. When one remembers the misprints in ‘Agrippa’ and the fact that the 
ordinary Hebrew compositor and reader is no more fitted for this task than a boy cognisant of no more than the shapes of the 
Hebrew letters, one wonders how many proofs there were and what the printer’s bill was. A knowledge of the Hebrew 
alphabet and the Qabalistic Tree of Life is all that is needed to lay open to the reader the enormous mass of information 
contained in this book. The ‘Alphabet of Mysticism,’ as the author says—several alphabets we should prefer to say— is here. 
Much that has been jealously and foolishly kept secret in the past is here, but though our author has secured for his work the 
imprimatur of some body with the mysterious title of the A/. A/., and though he remains himself anonymous, he appears to 
be no mystery-monger. Obviously he is widely read, but he makes no pretence that he has secrets to reveal. On the 
contrary, he says, ‘an indicible arcanum is an arcanum which cannot be revealed.’ The writer of that sentence has learned at 
least one fact not to be learned from books.



WILLIAM N O R TH A M ,
Robemaker,

9 Henrietta Street, Southampton Street, Strand 
T eleph o ne—5400 Central

M R. NORTHAM  begs to announce that he has been entrusted with the 
manufacture of all robes and other ceremonial apparel of members of the 
A.*. A.*, and its adepts and aspirants.

0. Probationer’s Robe . . . . £ 5 0 0
I. superior quality 7 0 0
2. N eophyte’s . 6 0 0
3- ZELATOR Symbol added to No. 2 . 1 0 0

4- Practices •n »» 3 • 1 0 0
5- Philosophus >> „ 4 • 1 0 0
6. Dominus L iminis »» 5 • 1 0 0
7- Adeptus (without) „ 0 or 1 3 0 0
8. „ (within). . . . . 10 0 0
9- Adeptus Major . . . . . . 10 0 0

10. Adeptus Exemptus , • • • • 10 0 0
11. Magister T empli . . 50 0 0

T he Probationer’s robe is fitted for performance of all general invocations and especially for the I. of 
th e  H. G. A.; a white and gold nemmes may be worn. These robes may also be worn by Assistant Magi 
in all composite rituals of the White.

T he Neophyte’s robe is fitted for all elemental operations. A black and gold nemmes may be worn. 
Assistant Magi may wear these in all composite rituals of the Black.

T he Zelator’s robe is fitted for all rituals involving I O, and for the infernal rites of Luna. In the 
former case an Uraeus crown and purple nemmes, in the latter a silver nemmes should be worn.

T he Practicus’ robe is fitted for all rituals involving I I, and for the rites of Mercury. In the former 
case an Uraeus crown and green nemmes, in the latter a nemyss of shot silk, should be worn.

T he Philosophus’ robe is fitted for all rituals involving O O, and for the rites of Venus. In the former 
case an Uraeus crown and azure nemmes, in the latter a green nemmes, should be worn.

T he Dominus Liminis’ robe is fitted for the infernal rites of Sol, which must never be celebrated.
T h e Adeptus Minor’s robe is fitted for the rituals of Sol. A golden nemmes may be worn.
T h e  Adeptus’ robe is fitted for the particular workings of the Adeptus, and for the Postulant at the First 

G ate of the City of the Pyramids.
T h e Adeptus Major’s Robe is fitted for the Chief Magus in all Rituals and Evocations of the Inferiors, 

for the performance of the rites of Mars, and for the Postulant at the Second Gate of the City of the Pyramids.
T he Adeptus Exemptus’ robe is fitted for the Chief Magus in all Rituals and Invocations of the 

Superiors, for the performance of the rites of Jupiter, and for the Postulant at the Third Gate of the City of 
th e  Pyramids.

T he Babe of the Abyss has no robe.
For the performance of the rites of Saturn, the Magician may wear a black robe, close-cut, with 

narrow sleeves, trimmed with white, and the Seal and Square of Saturn marked on breast and back. A 
conical black cop embroidered with the Sigils of Saturn should be worn.

T he  Magister Templi Robe is fitted for the great Meditations, for the supernal rites of Luna, and for 
those rites of Babylon and the Graal. But this robe should be worn by no man, because of that which is 
written: “Ecclesia abhorret a sanguine.”

Any of these robes may be worn by a person o f whatever grade on 
appropriate occasions.



George Raffalovich’s forthcoming works.

THE HISTORY OF A SOUL
Price 3T 6. Edition strictly limited

THE DEUCE AND ALL
A C O L L E C T IO N  OF SH O RT ST O R IE S

i j  net.

R e a d y .

Through T H E  EQUINOX and all booksellers

READ Y SHORTLY.

THE WHIRLPOOL
BY

E T H E L  ARCHER

WITH A COVER SPECIALLY DESIGNED BY

E. J. WIELAND;

A DEDICATORY SONNET BY

VICTOR B. NEUBURG;

AND
AN INTRODUCTION BY

ALEISTER CROWLEY.

P r ice  O n e  S h il l in g  N e t .



A. COLIN WNN,
Cigar Importer and Cigarette Merchant

3 BRIDGE ST R E E T ; 19 KIN G’S PARADE, &  31 T R IN IT Y  ST R E E T , CAM BRIDGE. 

Sole Agent for Loewe & Co.’s Celebrated Straight Grain Briar Pipes.
YENIDYEH CIGARETTES, No. 1 A.— “A C O N N O ISSE U R  S  C IG A R E T T E .” These are manufactured 

from the finest selected growths of 1908 crop, and are o f exceptional quality. They can be inhaled without 
causing any irritation of the throat.

Sole Manufacturer: A. CO LIN  LU N N, Cambridge.

MESSRS. EOWE AND CO.,
8 Stafford Street, B o n d  Street,

b e g  to a n n o u n c e  that they have b e e n  entrusted for twelve years past

with the preparation of the

O i l s ,

P e r f u m e s ,

U n g u e n t s ,

E s s e n c e s ,

In c e n s e s ,

a n d  other chemical products useful to m e m b e r s  of all the lesser grades

of the A . ’. A.*.

M r .  GEORGE RAFFALOVICH’S charming v o l u m e  of Essays a n d  Sketches

entitled

ON THE LOOSE:
P L A N E T A R Y  J O U R N E Y S  A N D  E A R T H L Y  S K E T C H E S .

A new popular edition. Price is. net 
Crown 8vo, Pp. 164,

May be obtained through THE EQUINOX.


