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"THINGS GAINED ARE GONE, BUT GREAT THINGS 
DONE ENDURE."-S1ui11b1mre, Atalanta i11 Calydo11. 

* 
" Though sore be my burden, 

And more than ye know, 
And my growth have no guerdon 

Save only to grow, 
Yet I fail not of growing for lightnings 

above me or deach,worms below." 
-Swi11b11rne, Hertha . 
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PRELUDE 

CONCERNrNC THE ART OF BIOGRAPHY, IN GENERAL, AND THE 
PECULIAR CONSIDERATIONS APPLICABLE TO THE PRESENT 
ATTEMPT TO PRACTISE THE SAME UPON ALEISTER CROWLEY 

" Do what thou wile shall be the whole of the Law." 
Not only to this autohagiography-as he amusedly insists 
on calling it-of Aleister Crowley, but to every form of 
biography, biology, even chemistry, these words are the key. 

" Every man and every woman is a star." What can 
we know about a star 1 By the telescope, a faint phantasm 
of its optical value. By the spectroscope, a hint of its 
composition. By the telescope, and our mathematics, its 
course. In this lase case we may legitimately argue fi:om 
the known to the unknown : by our measure of the brief 
visible curve, we can calculate whence it has come and 
whither it will go. Experience justifies our assumptions. 

Considerations of this sort are essential to any serious 
artempt at biography. An infant is not-as our grand, 
mothers thought-an arbitrary jest flung into the world by 
a cynical deity, to be saved or damned as predestination or 
fi:ee,will required. We know now that "that that is is," 
as the old hermit of Prague that never saw pen and ink 
very wittily said to a niece of King Gorboduc. 

Nothing can ever be created or destroyed ; and therefore 
the " life " of any individual must be co_mparable to_ that 
brief visible curve, and the object of wrmng 1t to d1v1ne 
by the proper measurements the remainder of its career. 

r B 
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The writer of any biography must ask, in the deepest 
sense, Who is he 1 This question " Who art Thou 1 " 

is the first which is put to any candidate for initiation. 
Also, it is the last. What so,and,so is, did, and suffered : 
these are merely clues to rhat great problem. So then the 
earliest memories of any autohagiographer will be immensely 
valuable ; their very incoherence will be an infallible 
guide. For, as Freud has shown, we remember (in the 
main) what we wish to remember, and forget what is 
painful. There is thus great danger of deception as to rhe 
" facts " of the case ; but our memories indicate with 
uncanny accuracy what is our True Will. And, as above 
made manifest, it is rhis True Will which shews the nature 
of our proper motion. 

In writing the life of the average man, there is this 
fundamental diiliculry, rhat rhe performance is futile and 
meaningless, even from the standpoint of the matter,of, 
fact philosopher ; there i;, that is to say, no artistic uniry. 
In rhe case of Aleister Crowley no such Boyg appeared on 
rhe hillside ; for he himself regards his career as a definitely 
dramatic composition. It comes to a climax on April 8th, 
9th, and 10th, 1904 E. V. The slightest incident in the 
history of rhe whole universe appears to him as a preparation 
for that Event ; and his subsequent life is merely the afi:er,, 
math of that crisis. 

On the orher hand, however, there is the circumstance 
that his time has been spent in three very distinct manners : 
the Secret Way of the Initiate, the Path of Poetry and 
Philosophy, and the Open Sea of Romance and Adventure. 
It is indeed not unusual to find the first rwo, or the last rwo, 
elements in the molecule of a man : Byron exemplifies 
rhis, and Poe that. But it is rare indeed for so strenuous 
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elements of an Idea. Further : on reviewing one's life 
in perspective the astronomical sequence ceases to be 
significant. Events rearrange themselves in an order out, 
side time and space, just as in a picture there is no way of 
distinguishing at what point on the canvas the artist began 
to paint. Alas ! it is impossible to make this a saris, 
factory book ; hurrah ! that furnishes the necessary 
stimulus ; it becomes worth while to do it, and by Styx ! 
it shall be done. 

0 0 0 0 0 

It would be absurd to apologise for the form of this 
book. Excuses are always nauseating. I do not believe 
for a moment that it would have turned out any better if 
it bad been written in the most favourable circumstances. 
I mention merely as a matter of general interest the actual 
difficulties attending the composition. 

From the starr my position was precarious. I was practic, 
ally penniless, I bad been betrayed in the most shameless 
and senseless way by practically everyone with whom 
I was in business relations, I had no means of access to 
any of the normal conveniences which are considered 
essential to people engaged in such tasks. On the top of 
this there sprang up a sudden whirlwind of wanton 
treachery and brainless persecution, so imbecile yet so 
violent as to throw even quite sensible people off their base. 
I ignored this and carried on, but almost immediately both I 
and one of my principal assistants we~e stricken down with 
lingering illness. I carried on. My assistant died. I 
carried on. His death was the signal for a fresh outburst 
of venomous falsehoods. I carried on. The agitation 
resulted in my being exiled from Italy ; though no accusa, 
cion of any kind was, or could be, alleged against me. 
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But this only means that the principle of selection has been 
changed. In my early years the actual seasons, climates 
and occupations determined the sections of my life. My 
spirirual activities fit into those frames, whereas, more 
recently, the converse is the case. My physical environment 
firs into my spirirual preoccupation. This change would 
be sufficient by itself to ensure the theoretical impossibility 
of editing a life like mine on any consistent principle. 

I find myself obliged, for these and many other reasons, 
co abandon altogether any idea of conceiving an artistic 
srrucrure for the work, or formulating an artistic purpose. 
All that I can do is to describe everything that I remember, 
as best I can, as if it were, in itself, the centre of interest. 
I must trust Nature so to order matters that, in the multi, 
pliciry of the material, the proper proportion will somehow 
appear automatically, just as in the operations of pure 
chance or inexorable law a unity ennobled by strength 
and beautified by harmony arises inscrutably out of the 
chaotic concatenation of circumstances. 

At least one claim may be made ; nothing bas been 
invented, nothing suppressed, nothing altered, and nothing 
" yellowed up." I believe that truth is not only stranger 
than fiction, but more interesting. And I have no motive 
for deception, because I don't give a damn for the whole 
human race-" you' re nothing but a pack of cards." 
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Duchess of Portsmouth-or de Kerval, is of the same stock. 
Legend ·will have it that the then head of the family came 
to England with the Earl of Richmond, and helped to 
make him King on Bosworth Field. 

Edward Crowley was educated as an engineer, but never 
practised his profession.* He was devoted to religion, and 
became a follower of John Nelson Darby, the founder of 
the " Plymouth Brethren." The fact reveals a stern 
logician ; for the sect is characterised by refusal to compro, 
mise ; it insists on the literal interpretation of the Bible as 
the exact words of the Holy Ghost. 1 

He married (in 1874, one may assume) Emily Bertha 
Bishop, of a Devon and Somerset family. Her father had 
died, and her brother Tom Bond Bishop had come to 
London to work in the Civil Service. The important 
points about the woman are that her school,mates called 
her "the little Chinese girl," that she painted in water, 
colour with admirable taste destroyed by academic training, 
and that her powerful natural instincts were suppressed by 
religion to the point that she became, afier her husband's 
death a brainless bigot of the most narrow, logical, and 
inhuman type. Yet there was always a struggle ; she was 
really distressed, almost daily, at finding herself obliged by 
her religion to perform acts of the most senseless atrocity. 

Her firstborn son, the aforesaid, was remarkable from the 
moment of his arrival. He bore on his body the three most 
important distinguishing marks of a Buddha. He was 
tongue,tied, and on the second day of his incarnation a 
surgeon cut the fi:a:num lingua:. He had also the character, 
istic membrane, which necessitated an operation for 

• His son dicited this fact by ciuestioning; curious, considering the dares. 
t On the strength of a text in the book icsdf: the logic is thus of a peculiar order. 
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pbimosis some_ three lustres ~- ~Y• be bad u~ 
che centre of bis bean four ham curling iom le& to tight 
in the aaa form of a Swamka.• 

He was ~apased by the names of Edward Alaander, 
the latter~ the surname of an old mend of bis father's, 
deeply bclov~ by him for the bolinas of bis life by 
Pl~ Brctbrm standards. one may su~ k KCml 

probable that the boy was deeply imprmed _by ~ told. 
at what • (bem· cs) doa DOC &_PPCI!• mat Aki:aodtt 
mans .. lielper of men." He • di ~ birnrlf 
passio~ to the task. d~ the intdJ«tnal Cf_Dicism 
imcpara_ble ttrm intcllipcc aicr one bas rachcd bty. 

But the extraordinary fad coonecud with this bapaSmal 
ccranony is this. As the P~ Brethren ~ 
in&.nc bapcian by immersion, it mmt have taken ~ ~ 
the first three months of bis Iii. Yet he bas a pcrfedly 
clear visual recollection of the scaK. It took j)lace in a 
batb,room on the first 8oor of the house in which he was 
born. He ranc:mbm the sb:ap_e of the mom. the dis~ 
of ia aJ>poinanam. the lime group of .. bmbrm .. 
surmund1ng him. and the ~ of 6nding bimidf; 
mmai in a 1aog wbicc ganncm. being suddaily ~ 
and liW iom the water. He bas also a clear au • 
remembrance of words spoken solemnly over him ; tboug 
they meant nocbi~ he was Dhp-csscd by the peculiar tone. 
It is not im~ble tbat this gave him an all but uoconquer, 
able dislike for the cold f lunge, and at the same ~e. a 
vivid ~n for ceremonial speech. These two qualmcs 
have played highly important pans ~ bis develo,mcnt: 

This baptism. by the way, though 1t never worried him. 
e ,,_ ■ alao I DOllbla cufi d hair upon me formad. similar llD the mound Ja.ah mae 

................... A.tmamaousanaraaka. 
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proved a peril to the soul of another. When bis wife's 
conduct compelled bim to insist upon ber divorcing bim
a formality as meaningless as their marriage-and sbe 
became insane sbonly afterwards, an eminent masochist 
named Colonel Gormley, R.A.M.C. (dead previously, 
then, and since) lay in wait for ber at the Asylum Gates to 
marry ber. Tbe trouble was tbat be included among bis 
intellectual lacuna: a devotion to the Romisb superstition. 
He feared damnation if be married a divorceuse dipso, 
maniac with non,parva,partial dementia. Tbe poor 
mollnsc asked Crowley for details of bis baptism. He 
wrote back that be bad been baptised " in the name of the 
Holy Trinity." 

It now appeared that, bad these actual words been used, 
be was a pagan, bis marriage void, Lola Zaza a bastard, 
and bis wife a light o • love ! 

Crowley tried to help the wretched worm ; but, alas, 
he remembered too well tbe formula : " I baptise thee 
Edward Alexander in the name of tbe Father, tbe Son, 
and the Holy Ghost." So tbe gallant Colonel bad to 
fork out for a Dispensation fi:om Rome. Crowley himself 
squandered a lot of cash in one way or another. But be 
never fell so far as to waste a farthing on tbe Three,Card 
trick, or tbe Tbree,God trick. 

He bas also the clearest visualisation of some of tbe 
people wbo surrounded bim in tbe first six years of bis life, 
which were spent in Leamington and the neighbourhood, 
which he has never revisited. In particular, there was an 
orange,coloured old lady named Miss Carey who used to 
bring bim oranges. His first memory of speech is bis 
remark, "Ca'ey, onange,"* this, however, is remembered 

• He has never hem .blc to pronounce O R" properly-like a Chinese! 
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once the Saints had been called up, the Day of Grace was 
finally over. Various alarums and excursions would take 
place as per the Apocalypse, and then would come the 
millennium, when Satan would be chained for a thousand 
years and Christ reign for that period over the Jews re,, 
gathered in Jerusalem. The position of these Jews is not 
quite dear. They were not saved in the same sense as 
Christians had been, yet they were not damned. The 
millennium seems to have been thought of as a fulfilment of 
God's promise to Abraham ; but apparently it had nothing 
co do ,vith " eternal life.'' However, even this modified 
beatitude ,vas not open to Gentiles who had rejected 
Christ. 

The child ,vas consequently very much relieved by the 
reappearance of some of the inmates of the house whom he 
could not imagine as having been lost eternally. 

The lot of the saved, even on earth, was painted in the 
brightest colours. It \\·as held that " all things work 
together for good to them that love God and are called 
according to His purpose.'' Earthly life was regarded as 
an ordeal ; this was a wicked world and the best thing 
that could happen to any one was " to go to be with 
Christ, which is far better." On the other hand, the 
unsaved went to the Lake of Fire and Brimstone which 
burneth for ever and ever. Edward Crowley used to 
give away tracts to strangers, besides distributing them by 
thousands through the post ; he was also constantly 
preaching to vast crowds, all over the country. It was, 
indeed, the only logical occupation for a humane man 
·who believed that even the noblest and best of mankind 
were doomed 'to eternal punishment. One card-a great 
favourite, as being peculiarly deadly-was headed : " Poor 

-
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Anne's Last Words '' ; the r, of her ranarb appcm to 
have been .. lost, lost. lost ! ' She bad been a servant in 
the house of Edward Crowley the elder, and her dying 
delirium had made a deep imprasion upon rbc son cl die 
house. 

By the way, Edward Crowley poaasccl the Pff!U, as 
~~the Professor in Bcnmd Shaw's .. Pypwioa." 
of telling instantly iom a man's ~ what pm tL the 
country he lived in. It y,as his ~ to 111W walking 
- through tNr%J pm "'::z-~ in ffCfJ 
town and village as he pa ~ He would.....,..-~ ~ 
~ in convcnation. diagnolc and 1'fCICDbC Tor dieir 
spiritual dJVasa, inscnl,c man in his ~ and 
corrcs~ and scncl ~ lilman & ~ Al dm 
time religion was the popular fad in England. and few 
___ ._.J b' . . . ~:.. idow • _ _J ..1.._ racwcu u m,01~ .n.a ~ w••nkU as 

sending cL craca. ere.. b ~ am bis drr±-
As a ~er Edwaid Crowley was mapi6-s■.i, 
~ speaking as he did &rm 1bc halt. B11t. bciaa a 
gcmlanan, be could noc be a ml lffivalia. wmdt a r • 
•nipularing the bpmia of~-
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do any good ; the child was dead ; it was none of his 
business. This attitude cm:itinued through his life. He 
has never attended any funerat but that of his father 
which he did not mind doing, as he felt himself to be th; 
~eal centre of interest .. But when others have died, though 
10 two cases at least his heart was torn as if by a wild beast, 
and his life actually blighted for months and years by the 
catastrophe, he has always turned away from the necro ... 
logical facts and the customary orgies. It may be that he 
has a deep ... seated innate conviction that the connection of 
a person with his body is purely symbolic. But there is 
also the feeling that the fact of death destroys all possible 
interest ; the disaster is irreparable, it should be forgotten 
as soon as possible. He would not even join the search 
party after the Kang Chen J anga accident. What object 
was there in digging frozen corpses from under an 
avalanche ~ Dead bodies themselves do not repel him ; 
he is as interested in dissecting..,rooms as in anything else. 

When he met the dead body of Consul Litton, he turned 
back, knowing the man was dead. But when the corpse 
was brou$ht to Tengyu_ch! he assisted unflinchingly_ at t~e 
Inquiry, because in this mstance there was an obJect 111 

ascertaining the cause of death. 
One other group of incidents of early childhood. ~he 

family went to the West of England for the summer. Alick 
remembers Monmouth, or rather Monmouth Castle. It 
is curious that, in the act of remembering chi~ for the 
purpose of this book, he was obsessed by the idea that 
there could not be such a place as Mo?mo~th ; :the na~e 
seemed fantastic. It was confused 111 his nund with 
" Monster " and " Mammoth," and it was some hours 

• \'-' 11.h one notable exception, at which he offimrcd. 
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1mrress100 on him. He was fascinated by the mysteriously 
pwrhroc passages, especially those in Revelations. The 
Chnsnarury in his home was entirely pleasant to him, and 
yet h,s sympathies were with the opponents of Heaven. 
He suspects obscurely that this was panly an instinctive love 
of terrors. The Elders and the harps seemed tame. He 
rreferred the Dragon, the False Prophet, the Beast and the 
Scarlet Woman, as being more exciting. He revelled in 
the descriptions of torment. One may snspect, moreover, 
, strain of congenital masochism. He liked to imagine 
hirnsdf in agony ; in particular, he liked to identify himself 
",th The Beast whose number is the number of a man, 
six hundred and three score and six. One can only 
conjecrure that it was the mystery of the number which 
detcrnuned this childish choice. 

Many of the memories even of very early childhood 
seem co be those of a quite adult individual. It is as if the 
mind and body of the boy were a mere medium being 
prepared for the expression of a complete soul already in 
existence. (The word medium is here used in almost 
cxaccly the same sense as in spiritualism.) This feeling is 
very strong ; and implies an unshakeable conviction tbar 
the facts arc as suggested above. The explanation can 
hardly fail to imply the existence of an immanent Spirit 
(the True Self) which uses incarnations, and possibly many 
other means, from time to time in order to observe the 
Universe at a particular point of focus, much as a telescope 
resolves a nebula. 

The congenital. masochism of which we have spoken 
demands further investigation. All bis life be bas been 
almost unduly sensitive to pain, physical, mental and moral. 
There is no perversion in him which makes it enjoyable, 
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yet the p_hantasy of desiring to be hurt has persisted in his 
waking 1ma~1nat1on, though It never manifests itself in his 
dreams. It is probable that these peculiarities are connected 
with certain curious anatomical facts. While his mascu, 
linity is above the normal, both physiologically and as 
witnessed by his rowerful growth of beard, he has certain 
well,marked fenurune characteusucs. Not only are his 
limbs as slight and graceful as a girl's, but his breasts are 
developed to a quite abnormal degree. There is thus a son 
of hermaphroditism in ·his physical structure ; and this is 
naturally expressed in his mind. But whereas, in most 
similar cases, the feminine qualities appear at the expense 
of manhood, in him they are added to a perfectly normal 
masculine type. The principal effect has been to enable 
him to understand the psychology of women, to look at any 
theory with comprehensive and impartial eyes, and to 
endow him with maternal instincts on spiritual planes. 
He has thus been able to beat the women he has met at 
their own game, and emerge from the bartle of sex trium, 
phant and scatheless. He has been able to philosophise 
about Nature fi:om the standpoint of a complete human 
being ; certain phenomena will always be unintelligible 
to men as such, others, to women as such. He, by bemg 
both at once has been able to formulate a view of existence 
which combines the positive and the negative, the _active 
and the passive, in a single identical equation. . Finally, 
intensely as the savage male passion to create bas mflamed 
him, it has been modified by the gentleness and censer, 
vatism of womanhood. Again and again,_ m the course of 
this history, we shall find his actions deternuned by th1_s dual 
structure. Similar types have no doubt ex1~1ed previously, 
but none such has been studied. Only m the light of 
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a ked Charles II to restore them, which was done. This 

1 evidence of the Satanic pride of the race. Edward 
Cro,, ley despised ·worldly dignities because he was a 
ciuzm of Heaven. He would not accept favour or honour 
from any one less than Jesus C:hrist. 

Alick remembers a lady calling at the house for a sub,.. 
saipcion in aid of Our Soldiers in Egypt. Edward 
Crowley browbeat and bullied her into tears with a 
Phillipic on " bibles and brandy." He was, however, 
bittaly opposed to the Blue Ribbon Army. He said that 
abstainers were likely to rely on good works to get to 
Heaven and thus fail co realise their need of Jesus. He 
preached one Sunday in the town hall, saying, "I would 
rather preach to a thousand drunkards than a thousand 
T-totallers. '' They retorted by accusing him of being 
connected with " Cro·wley's Ales." He replied that he 
had been an abstainer for nineteen years, during which he 
had shares in a brewery. He had now ceased to abstain 
for some time, but all his money was invested in a water,.. 
,vorks.* 

Besides ,Gregor Grant, Alick's only playmates were the 
sons of local Brethren. Aristocratic feeling was extremely 
strong. . ~he usual boyish play,,acting, in which various 
personalioes of the moment, such as Sir Carnet Wolseley 
and Arabi Pasha, were represented, were complicated in 
practice by a united attack on what were called cads. 
Alick especially remembers lying in wait at the end of the 
wood for children on their way to the National School. 
They had co cross a barrage of arrows and peas, and ulti,.. 
matdy got so scared that they found a roundabout way. 

• At Amsterdam. It w~ a failure at firs!, the natives objecting to a l1qu id which lacked taste, 

\mdl. md a>lour. 
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Facing the drive, across the road was a sa d •t Ali k b . . • n 'PI . c 
remem ers Jumping from the top with an alpenstock and 
chartng_ a navvy at work in the pit, knocking him down, 
and olung home. But he was not always so courageous. 
He once transfixed, with the same alpenstock, the bandbox 
of an errand,boy. The boy, however, was an Iralian • 
and pursued_ the aggressor to The Grange, when of cours~ 
th_e elders Intervened. But he remembers being very 
frightened and tearful because of some connection in his 
mind berw_een Italians and stabbing. Here again is a 
curious p01nt of psychology. He has no fear of being 
struck or cut ; but the idea of being pierced disturbs his 
nerve. He has to pull himself together very vigorously even 
in the matter of a hypodermic syringe. 

There has always been something suggesting the oriental 
-Chinese or ancient Egyptian-in Alick's personal 
appearance. As his mother at school had been called 
" the little Chinese girl," so his daughter, Lola Zaza, 
has the Mongolian physiognomy even more pronounced. 
His thought follows this indication. He has never been 
able to sympathise with any European religion or philo, 
sophy ; and of Jewish or Mohammedan thought he has 
assimilated only the mysticism of the Qabalists and the 
Sufis. Even Hindu psychology, thoroughly as he stud_1ed 
it, never satisfied him wholly. As will be seen, Buddhism 
itself failed to win his devotion. But he found himself 
instantly at home with the Yi King and the writings of 
Lao, Tze. Strangely enough, Egyptian symbolism and 
magical practice made an equal appeal ; mcompauble_ as 
these two systems appear on the surface, the one bemg 
atheistic anarchistic and quietistic, the other theisuc, hierd, 

• 
1
• d · E h • peri·od the East calle arch1ca , an acuve. ven at t 1s 
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to him. There is one very significant episode. In some 
history of the Indian 1'1utiny was the portrait of Nana 

ahib, a proud, fierce, cruel, sensual profile. It was his 
ideal of beauty. He hated to believe that Nana Sahib 
had been caught and killed. He wanted to find Nana 
Sahib, to become his ally, share in torturing prisoners, and 
yet to suffer at his hands. \Vhen Gregor Grant was 
pretending to be Hyder Ali, and himself Tipu Sahib, he 
once asked his cousin, " Be cruel to me." 

The influence of Cousin Gregor at this time was para..
mount. When Gregor \vas Rob Roy, Alick was 
Greumoch, the outlaw's henchman in James Grant's 
novel. The MacGregors appealed to Alick as being the 
most royal, wronged, romantic, brave, and solitary of the 
clans. There can be no doubt that this phantasy played a 
great pa.rt in determining his passionate admiration of the 
chief of the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn, a 
Hampshire man named Mathers who inexplicably claimed 
to be MacGregor of Glenstrae. 

The boy's attitude to his parents is one of the most 
remarkable facts of his early life. His father was his hero 
and his friend, though, for some reason or other, there was 
no real conscious intimacy or understanding. He always 
disliked and despised his mother. There was a physical 
repulsion, and an intellectual and social scorn. He treated 
her almost as a servant. It is perhaps on this account that 
he remembers practically nothing of her during this period. 
She always antagonised him. He remembers one 
Sunday when she found him reading "Martin 
Rattler '' and scolded him. Edward Crowley took 
his part. If the book was good enough to read on 
any day, why not on Sunday? To Edward Crowley, 
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every day was the Lord's Day; Sabbatarianism was 
Judaism . 

. When Alick was eight or thereabouts he was taken by 
his father to his first school. This was a private school 
at St. Leonards, kept by an old man named Habershon and 
his two sons, very_ strict Evangelicals. Edward Crowley 
wanted to warn his son against the commonest incident of 
English school _life. He took a very wise way. He read 
to the boy very 1mpress1vely the story of Noah's intoxication 
and its results, concluding : " Never let any one touch 
you there." In this way, the injunction was given without 
arousing morbid curiosity. 

Alick remembers little of his life at this school beyond a 
vivid visual recollection of the playground with its " giant's 
stride." He does not remember any of the boys, though 
the three masters stand out plainly enough. One very 
extraordinary event remains. In an examination paper, 
instead of answering some question or other, he pretended 
to misunderstand it, and wrote an answer worthy of James 
Joyce. Instead of selling a limited edition at an extravagant 
price, he was soundly birched. Entirely unrepentant, he 
began to will Old Habershon's death. Strangely eno_ugh, 
this occurred within a few weeks ; and he unhesuaungly 
took the credit to himsel£ 

The boy's intellect was amazingly precocious. It must 
have been very shortly afier the move to Redhill that a 
tailor named Hemming came from London to make new 
clothes for his father. Being a " brother,". he was a guest 
in the house. He offered to teach Alick chess, and 
succeeded only too well, for he lost every game afier the 
first. The boy recalls the method perfectly: It was to catch 
a developed bishop by attacking 1t with pawns. (He 
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Dear Papa & Mama, 
_ For my holiday work prize I have got a splendid 

knife, 2 blades, a saw, a screwdriver, a thing to pull 
out thorns, another to get stones out of horse's shoes, 
another I don't know what for, a leather piercer, a 
gimlet & a corkscrew and name plate. It is nicol 
plated in some parts, but the handle is ivory. The 
asphalt' gave way near the middle. We were nearly 
blown hup by the hoilerl a little while ago, no jokes. 
We had a ½ holiday given us on Friday. Please send 
me a little money for fireworks. Send up my bank, 
book by the rst please. I am awfully well, thank 
you ! I have joined a son of band of chaps, who are 
with God's blessing, going to try & help others & 
speak to them about their souls. I will write soon 
again. Write quick please 

Good bye 
Yr loving son 

Alec 

He was thoroughly happy at this school ; the boys_ liked 
and admired him ; he made remarkable progress 1n his 
studies, and was very proud of his first prize, White's 
" Selbourne," for corning out top in " Religious Know, 
ledge, Classics, and French." . 

But to this day he has never read the book ! For certain 
lines of study he had a profound'. 1nsuncuve, _and 1nerad1c, 
able aversion. Natural History, 111 any form, 1s one of these. 
It is hard to suggest a reason._ Did he dislike _co analyse 
beauty 1 Did he feel chat certa.Jn subjects were urumportant, 

* j.e. of the" playground." . t Query? "Oiler," of course, but whu wll char doing? 
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Of this Redhill period there remain also memories of 
two summers, one in France and Switzerland the other in 
the Highlands. ' 

The former has left numerous traces, chiefly of a visual 
character : the Grand Hotel in Paris, Lucerne and the 
Lion, William Tell, the Bears at Berne, the Rigi, the 
Staubbach, Trummelbach, and Giessbach, Basle and the 
Rhine, the Dance of Death. Two points only concern 
us : he objected violently to being taken out in the cold 
morning to see the sunrise ftom a platform on the Rigi, 
Kulm, and to illumination of a waterfall by coloured lights. 
He felt acutely that Nature should be allowed to go her own 
way, and he his! There was plenty of beauty in the world; 
why make oneself uncomfortable in order to see an Extra/ 
Also, you can't improve a waterfall by stage,crafi ! 

There is the skeleton of quite a philosophy of life in 
this. 

As to the Scottish Highlands, the boy's mind had been 
so poisoned by romance that he saw nothing that he can 
remember. The scenery was merely a serting for silly 
<iay,dreams of Roderick Dhu ! . . . 

Three other episodes of the Redhill p~n~d are pertinent ; 
not that they are in themselves very s1gruficant, save that 
two of them exhibit Alick in the character of a normally 
mischievous boy with some skill in playing upo~ other 
peorle's psychology. But they illustrate the singular 
-environment. 

A frequent guest at The Grange was an old gentleman 
named Sherrall whose vice was Castor Oil. Edward 
Crowley was i~ the habit of holding " Tea Meetings " ; 
a score or so of people would be invited to what is vulgarly 
.known as a blow,out, and when the physical animal was 

p 
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satisfied, there would be a debauch of spiritual edification. 
On the mahogany cable in the dining..-room, extended to 
its fullest length, would stand two silver urns of tea. Into 
one of these young Alick emptied Mr. Sherrall's Castor 
Oil. So far, so good. The point is this, that the people 
served from that urn were too polite or over..,awed either to 
call the attention of their hostess or to abstain from the 
accursed beverage. The only precaution necessary was to 
prevent that lady herself from seeing one of the doctored 
cups. 

A rather similar jest was played at a prayer meeting at 
the house of a Brother named Nunnerley. Refreshment 
was offered before the meeting ; and a Sister, named Mrs. 
Musty, had been marked down on account of her notorious 
greed. Alick and some fellow conspirators kept on plying 
her with food after every one else had finished, with the 
object of delaying the prayer meeting. The woman herself 
was too stupid to see what was happening, and the 
Brethren could not be rude enough even to hint their 
feelings. 

This hesitation to act with authority which was part of 
the general theoretical P .B. objection to priestcrafi, on one 
occasion reached an astounding point in the following 
circumstances. A Mr. Clapham, the odour of whose 
beard proclaimed him truthfully a fishmonger, had a wife 
and a daughter who was engaged to a Mr. Munday. These 
three had gone on an excursion to Boulogne ; and, by 
accident or design, the engaged couple missed the boat for 
Folkestone. It was again a question of avoiding even the 
appearance of evil, and Mrs. Clapham was expelled from 
fellowship. It is to be presumed that her husband believed 
her innocent of all complicity, as a priori appears the most 

• 
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natural hypothesis. In any case, next Sunday morning 
she took her place with her husband at the Lord's Table. 
It _is almost inconceivable that any gathering of human 
beings, uruted to celebrate the supreme sacrament of their 
creed,. should have been . destitute of any means of safe, 
guarding common decency. But the fear of the priest was 
paramount ; and the entire meeting waited and fidgeted 
for over an hour in embarrassed silence. Ultimately, a 
baker named Banfield got up trembling and inquired 
nmorously : "May I _ask Mr. Clapham if it is Mrs. 
Clapham's intention to break bread this morning 1 " 

Mrs. Clapham then bounced out of the room and slammed 
the door, afi:er which the meeting proceeded as usual. 

Bourbonism still survives among some people in England. 
I remember explaining some action of mine to Gerald Kelly 
as taken on my lawyer's advice. He answered contemp, 
tuously " Lawyers are servants ! " The social position of 
the Lord Chancellor and other legal officers of the Crown 
meant no more to him than the preponderance of lawyers 
in the councils of the nation. He stuck to the futile 
stupidity that any man who used his brains to earn a_ living 
was an inferior. This is an extreme case of an excepnonally 
stupid standpoint, but the psychological root of the attitude 
permeates English conceptions. The definioon of self, 
respect contains a clause to include pitiless contempt for 
some other class. In my childhood, Mrs. Clapham-one 
of whose adventures has been already recorded-once came 
to the grain in conjugal infelicity. " How could I_ ever 
love that man 1 " she exclaimed ; " why, he takes h!S salt 
with his knife ! " There is nothing to warn a fishmonger's 
wife that such sublime devotion to etiquette is in any way 
ridiculous. English society is impregnated from top to 
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bottom ,vith this spirit. The supreme satisfaction is to be 
able to despise one's. neighbour, and_ this_ fact goes far_ to 
account for religious mtolerance. It 1s evidently consoling 
to reflect chat the people next door are headed for hell. 

Practically all boys are born with the aristocratic spirit.• 
In most cases they are broken down, partly by bullying, 
partly by experience. In the case of Alick, he was the only 
son of a father who was naturally a leader of men. In 
him, therefore, this spirit grew unchecked. He knew no 
superior but his father ; and though that father ostenta.., 
tiously avoided assuming authority over the other Brethren, 
it was, of course, none the less there. The boy seems to 
have despised from the first the absence of hierarchy among 
the Brethren, though at the same time they formed the most 
exclusive body on earth, being the only people that were 
going to heaven. There is thus an extreme psychological 
contradiction inherent in the situation. It is improbable 
that Alick was aware at the time of the real feelings which 
must have been implanted in him by this environment ; but 
the main result was undoubtedly to stimulate his pride and 
ambition in a most unwholesome (?) degree. His social 
and financial position, the obvious envy of his associates, 
his undoubted personal prowess, physical and intellectual, 
all combined to make it impossible for him to be satisfied to 
take any place in the world but the top. The Plymouth 
.Brethren refused to take any part in politics. Among them, 
the peer and the peasant met theoretically as equals, so that 
the social system of England was simply ignored. The boy 
could not aspire to become Prime Minister, or even King ; 
he was already apart from and beyond all that. It will be 

* It .is purdy :, question of virility: compare che noble races, Arabs, Pathans, Ghurkas, 
Jap;mesc. etc., \\1th the" moral "·races. Of course, absence of caste determines loss of virility, 
:mdvicr"tr~. 
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subsequent paralld. During the years that followed, the 
boy--and the man-dreamed repeatedly that his mother 
was dead ; but on the day of her death he-then 3,000 

rrules away-had the same dream, save that it differed from 
the otbers by possessing this peculiar indescribable but 
unmistakeable quality that he remembered in connection 
with the death of his father. 

From the moment of the funeral the boy's life entered 
on an entirely new phase. The change was radical. 
Within three weeks of his return to school he got into 
trouble for the first time. He does not remember for what 
offence: but only that his punishment was diminished on 
account of his bereavement. This was the first symptom 
of a complete reversal of his artitude to life in every respect. 
It seems obvious that his father's death must have been 
causally connected with it. But even so, the events remain 
inexplicable. The conditions of his school,life, for instance, 
can hardly have altered, yet his reaction to them makes it 
almost incredible that it was the same boy. 

Previous to the death of Edward Crowley, the recollec, 
tions of his son, however vivid or detailed, appear to him 
strangely impersonal. In throwing back his mind to that 
period, he feels, although attention constantly elicits new 
facts, that he is investigating the behaviour of somebody 
else. It is only from this point that he begins to think of 
himself in the first person. From this point, however, he 
does so ; and_ is able to continue this autohagiography in a 
more convenuonal style by speaking of himself as I. 

• On tt\'Won, he thinks it was " talking on the march " a whispered word co the other half 
ofhu .sca1t of Lhc" crocodik." ' 
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L£,_-y~, 
I had naturally no idea at ?'e ti~e that the death of my 

father would make any pracucal difference to my environ, 
ment. In most similar cases it probably would not have 
<lone so._ Most widows naturally remain in the groove. 

As thmgs were, I found myself in a totally new environ, 
ment. My father's rdigious opinions had tended to alienate 
him from his family : and the friends whom he had made 
in his own circle had no interest in visiting my mother. 
I was thrown into the atmosphere of her family. She moved 
to London in order to be n= her brother, whom till then 
I had hardly met. 

Tam Bond Bishop was a prominent figure in rdigious 
and philanthropic circles in London. He hdd a more or 
less important position in the Custom House. but had no 
ambitions connected with the Civil Service. He devoted 
the whole of his spare time and energy to the propagation 
of the extraordinarily narrow, ignorant and bigoted Evan, 
gelicalism in which he believed. He had founded the 
Children's Scripture Union and the Children's Special 
Service Mission. The former dictates to children what 
passages of the Bible they shall read daily : the latter drags 
them from their play at the seaside, and han~ them aver 
to the ravings of pious undergraduates or hired gospel, 

39 
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geysers. \Vithin his limits, he was a man of acute intelli..
gencc and grea~ execu_tive . and organising ability. . A 
Manning plus bigoted_ sincerity; a Cotton Mathe~ minus 
in1ao-ination; one might even say a Paul deprived of 
loo-i~al ability, and this defect supplied by invulnerable 
coclcsureness. He was inaccessible to doubt; he knew that 
he was right on every point. 

I once put it to him : suppose a climber roped to another 
,vho has fallen. He cannot save him, and must fall also 
unless he cut the rope. What should he do ? My uncle 
replied, " God would never allow a man to be placed in 
such a position " ! ! ! ! This unreason made him mentally 
and morally lower than the cattle of the fields. He obeyed 
blind savage impulses, and took them for the sanctions of 
the Almighty. 

" To the lachrymal glands of a crocodile he added the 
bowels of compassion of a cast,,iron rhinoceros ; with the 
meanness and cruelty of a eunuch he combined the calcu,, 
lacing avarice of a Scotch Jew, without the whisky of the 
one or the sympathetic imagination of the other. Perfidious 
and hypocritical as the Jesuit of Protestant fable, he was 
unctuous as Uriah Heep, and for the rest possessed the 
vices of Joseph Surface and Tartuffe ; yet, being without 
the human weaknesses which make them possible, he was 
a more virtuous, and therefore a more odious, villain. 

"In feature resembling a shaven ape, in figure a dislo..
cated Dachshund, his personal appearance was at the first 
glance unattractive. But the clothes made by a City 
ta.11or lent such general harmony to the whole as to reconcile 
the observer to the phenomenon observed. 

" Of unrivalled cunning, his address was plausible ; he 
concealed his genius under a mask of matchless mediocrity,. 
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s,.y his geruus: gave him tremendous influenc_e. In. his 
own house he was a ruthless, petty tyrant ; and 1t was into 
this den of bitter slavery that I was suddenly hurled from 
my pusition of fresh air, freedom and heirship. . 

He lived in London, 1n what was then called Thistle 
Grove. The name has since been changed to Drayton 
Gardens, despite a petition enthusiastically supported by 
Bishop ; the objection was that a Public House in. th_e 
neighbourhood was called The Drayton Arms. This 1s 
rypical of my uncle's attitude to life. His sense of Humour. 
When I called him " Uncle," he would snigger : " 0 h 
my prophetic soul, my uncle ! " But the time came when 
I knew most of Hamlet by heart, and when he next shot 
off his "joke," I continued the quotation, replying sternly : 
"Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast! "-I am, in 
a way, glad to think that at the end of his long and obscene 
life I was reconciled with bim. The very last letter he ever 
received from me admitted (if a little grudgingly) that his 
mind was so distorted that he had really no idea how vile a 
thing he was. I think rhis must have stirred his sense of 
shame. At least, I never received any answer. 

I suppose that the household at Thistle Grove was as 
representative of one part of England as could possibly have 
been imagined. It was nondescript. It was neither upper 
nor lower middle,class. It had not sufficient individuality 
even to belong to a category. My grandmother was a 
paru7ularly charming old lady. She was inexpressibly 
digrufied 1n her black silks and her lace cap. She had 
been rmported from the country by the exigencies of her 
son's position in the Civil Service. She was extremely 

• He dcvued a most ingcniou, method of teaching history by charts, each nation being r:pru 
tented by a over of greater or leu. breadth as it rose or fell, annexations by tributuics, ct:c. etc. 
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lovable ; I never remember hearing a cross word fall from 
her. She was addicted _co the infamous vice of Bezique. 
It was, of course, 1mposs1ble to have " The Devil's Picture 
Books ". in_ a house frequented by the leading lights of 
Evangelicalism: But mr Aunt Ada had painted a pack 
of cards 1n which the suits were roses, violets, etc. It was 
the sa_me game ; but the camouflage satisfied my uncle's 
conscience. No Phansee ever scoured the outside of the 
cup and platter more assiduously than he. 

My grandmother was the second wife of her husband ; 
of the first marriage there were two surviving children ; 
Anne, a stout and sensual old maid, who always filled me 
with intense physical repulsion ; she was shiny and greasy 
with a blob nose and thick wet lips. Every night she tucked 
a bottle of stout under her arm and took it to bed with 
her-adding this invariable" joke "-" My baby ! " Even 
to,day, when people happen to drink stout at a table where 
I am sitting, I manage instinctively not to sec iL 

Her brother John had lived for many years in Australia 
in enjoyment of wealth and civic distinction. His wealth 
failed when his health broke ; and he returned to England 
to live with the family. He was a typical hardy out,door 
man with all the Colonial freedom of thought, speech and 
manner. He found himself in the pcwer of his half, 
brother's acrid code. He had to smoke his pipe by stealth, 
and he was bullied about his soul until his mind gave way. 
At family prayers he was perpecually being prayed at ; 
his personality b_eing carefully descnb~. lest the Lord 
should mistake his 1denuty. The descnpnon wo~ld have 
suited the average murderer as observed by a smgularly 

uncharitable pacifist. 
I am particularly proud of myself for the way I behaved 
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to him. It was impossible to help liking the simple,, 
minded genial soul of the man. I remember one day at 
Stteacham, after he and my grandmother had come to live 
with us, chat I tried to cheer him up. Shaking all over, 
he explained to me almost in tears that he was afraid he was 
" not all right with Christ." I look back almost with 
incredulity upon mysel£ It was not I that spoke ; I 
answered him with brusque authority, though I was a 
peculiarly shy boy not yet sixteen. I told him plainly that 
the whole thing was nonsense, that Christ was a fable, 
that there was no such thing as sin, and that he ought to 
thank his stars that he had lived his whole life away from 
the hypocritical crew of trembling slaves who believed in 
such nonsense. Already my Unconscious Self was singing 
in my ears that terrific climax of Browning's Renan-
chorus: 

" Oh dread succession to a dizzy post! 
Sad sway of sceptre whose mere touch appals! 
Ghastly dethronement cursed by those the most 
On whose repugnant brow the crown next falls! ,, 

However, he became melancholy,mad; and died in that 
condition. I remember writing to my mother and my 
uncle that they were guilty of" murder most foul as in the 
best it is ; but this most foul, strange, and unnatural." 

I lay weight upon this episode because my attitude, as 
I remember it, seems incompatible with my general spiritual 
life of the period, as will appear later. 

I was genuinely fond of my Aunt Ada. She was 
womanly in the old,fashioned sense of the word ; a purely 
passive type. Naturally talented though she was, she was 
both ignorant and bigoted. In her situation, she could not 
have been anything else. But her opinions did not interfere 
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with her charity. A woman of infinite kindness. Her 
health was naturally delicate ; an attack of rheumatic fever 
had damaged her heart, and she died before her time. The 
meanness and selfishness of my Uncle Tom were principally 
responsible. He would not engage a secretary ; he forced 
her to slave for the Scripture Union, and it killed her. 

One anecdote throws a curious light upon my character 
in these early days, and also reveals her as possessed of a 
certain sense of humour. Some years before, on the plat, 
form at Redhill with my father, I bad seen on the bookstall 
" Across Patagonia," by Lady Florence Dixie. The long 
name fascinated me ; I begged him to buy it for me, and he 
did. The name stuck, and I decided to be King of 
Patagonia. Psycho,analysts will learn with pleasure that 
the name of my capital was Margaragstagregorstoryaka. 
" Margar " was derived from Margaret, queen of Henry VI, 
who was my favourite character in history. This is highly 
significant, as indicating the type of woman that I have 
always admired. I want her to be wicked, independent, 
courageous, ambitious, and so on. I cannot place the 
" ragstag," but it is probably eupbonic. " Gregor " is, 
of course, my cousin ; " story " is what was then my 
favourite form of amusement. I cannot place the " yaka," 
but that again is probably euphonic. . 

I cannot imagine why, at this very early age, I culuvated 
a profound aversion to, and contempt for, Queen V1ctonaj 
Merely, perhaps, the clean and decent instinct of a child_. 
I announced my intention ofleadmg the forces of Patagorua 
against her. One day my Aunt_ Ada took me to tea at 
Gunters' · and an important,looking official document was 
handed 1~ me. It was Queen Victoria's reply. She was 
going to blow my capital to pieces, and treat me personally 

• 
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in a very unrleasant man_ner. This document was sealed 
wich a Iabc marked with an anchor to suggest naval 
frightfulness, taken for this purpose from the end of a reel 
of cotton. But I took the document quite seriously, and 
was horribly frightened. 

The dinginess of my uncle's household, the atmosphere 
of severe disapproval of the Universe in general, and the 
utter absence of the spirit of life, combined to make me 
detest my mother's family. There was, incidentally, a 
grave complication, for my father's death had increased the 
religious bigotry of my mother very greatly ; and although 
she was so fond of her family, she was bound to regard them 
as very doubtful candidates for heaven. This attitude was 
naturally inexplicable to a child of such tender years ; and 
the effect on me was to develop an almost petulant impatience 
with the whole question of religion. My Aunt Ada was 
my mother's favourite sister ; yet at her funeral she refused 
to enter the church during the service, and waited outside 
in the rain, only rejoining the procession when the corpse 
rcpassed those accursed portals on its way to the cemetery. 
She stood by the grave while the parson read the service. 
It was apparently the architectural diabolism to which she 
.most objected. 

There was also an objection to the Liturgy, on numerous 
grounds. It seems incredible, but is true, that the Plymouth 
Brethren regarded the " Lord's Prayer '' as a " vain 
repeuaon, as do the heathen." It was forbidden to use 
it ! ! Jesus had indeed given this prayer as an example of 
how to pray ; but everyone was expected to make up his 
own supplications ex tempore. 

The siruati~n resulted in a very amusing way. Having 
goc to the point of saying : " Evil, be thou my good," I 

• 
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racked my brains to discover some really abominable crimes 
to do. In a moment of desperate daring I sneaked one 
Sunday morning into the church frequented by my Uncle 
Tom on Streatham Common, prepared, so to speak, to 
wallow_1n 1t. It was one of the most bitter disappointments 
of my life ! I could not detect anything which satisfied my 
ideals of damnation. 

For a year or two afi:er my father's death my mother did 
not seem able to settle down ; and during the holidays we 
either stayed with Bishop or wandered in hotels and hydros. 
I thmk she was afraid of bringing me up in London ; 
but when my uncle moved to Streatham she compromised 
by taking a house 1n Polwarth Road. I hated it, because 
there were bigger houses in the neighbourhood. 

I am not quite sure whether I am the most outrageous 
snob that ever lived, or whether I am not a snob at all. 
The truth of the matter is, I think, that I will not acquiesce 
in anything bur the very best of its kind. I don't in the 
least mind going without a thing altogether, but if I have 
it at all it has got to be Ar. England is a very bad place 
for me. I cannot endure people who are either superior or 
inferior to others, but only those who, whatever their station 
in life, are consciously unique and supreme. In the East, 
especially among Mohammedans, one can make friends 
with the very coolies ; they respect themselves "'?-d others. 
They are gentlemen. But in England the _sp1nt of mdepend, 
ence is rare. Men of high rank and posmon nearly always 
betray consciousness of inferiority to, and dependence upon, 
others. Snobbishness, in this sense, 1s so widely. spr':"d 
that I rarely feel at home, unless with a supreme geruus like 

Augustus John. . . 
Aubrey Tanqueray 1s typical. He must not forfeit the 
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auan of his '' little parish,'' and avoids mortification by 
shifiing 6:om one parish to another. When Paula asks 
him : " Do you trouble yourself about what servants 
think , " he answers : " Of course." If one had to 
worry about one's actio~ in r~p~ct of other people's id~, 
one might as well be buried alive 1n an ant.,heap, or married 
to an ambitious violinist. Whether that man is the Prime 
Minister, modifying his opinions to catch votes, or a bour., 
gcois in terror lest some harmless act should be misunder., 
stood and outrage some petty convention, that man is an 
inferior man, and I do not want to have anything to do 
with him any more than I want to eat canned salmon. Of 
course the world forces us all to compromise with our 
environment to some extent, and we only waste our strength 
if we fight pitched battles for points which are not worth 
a skirmish. It is only a faddist who refuses to conform 

• with conventions of dress and the like. But our sincerity 
should be Roman about things that really mattei: to us. 
And I am still in doubt, as I write these words, as to how 
far it is right to employ strategy and diplomacy in order to 
gain one's point. The great men of the world have stood 
up and taken their medicine. Bradlaugh and Burton did 
not lose in the end by being downright. I never approved 
the supcr""5ubtlety of Huxlcy's campaign against Gladstone; 
and as for Swinburne, he died outright when he became 
respectable. Adaptation to one's environment makes for 
a sort of survival; but after all, the supreme victory is only 
won by those who prove themselves of so much harder stuff 
than the rest that no power on earth is able to destroy them. 
The people who have really made history arc the 
martyrs. • 

I suppose that there comes to all of us only too often the 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 49 

feeling which Freud calls the CEdipus Complex. We 
want to repose, to be at Jeace with our fellows whom we 
love, who misunderstan us, and for whose love we are 
hungry. We want to make terms, we want to surrender. 
But I have always found that, though I could acquiesce in 
some such line of cond~ct, though I could make all prepar, 
atlons for accommodauon, yet when it came to the point, 
I was utterly unable to do the base, irrevocable acL I 
cannot even do evil that good may come. I abhor Jesuitry. 
I would rather lose than win by stratagem. The utmost 
that I have been able to manage is to consent to put forward 
my principles in a form which will not openly outrage 
ordinary susceptibilities. But I feel so profoundly the 
urgency of doing my Will that it is practically impossible 
for me to write on Shakespeare and the Musical Glasses 
without introducing the spiritual and moral principles which 
are the only things in myself that I can identify with 
mysel£ 

This characteristic is evidently inherited from my father. 
His integrity was absolute. He lived entirely by his 
theological convictions. Christ might return at any 
moment. " Even as the lightning lighteneth out of the 
East and lighteneth even unto the West, so is the coming of 
the Son of Man." He would have to give an account _of 
" every idle word." It was a horrifying thought to him 
that he might be caught by the Second Adveut at a moment 
when he was not actively and intensely engaged on th_c 
work which God had sent him into the world to do. This 
sense of the importance of the lightest act, of the value of 
every moment, has been a tragically intense factor m . my 
life. I have always grudged the time necessary for eaung, 
sleeping, and dressing. I have mvented costumes with ~c 
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sole object of minimising the waste of time• and the distraction 
of attention involved. I never wear underclothing. The 
"ma~netism ,, of men and women has for its physical 
basis ~weat : in health this is sparse and very fragrant. 
Any defect should be instantly remedied : there is no surer 
danger sign than foul or unduly profuse perspiration. 

This quality determined much of my life at school. I 
instinctively understood that I did not want academic 
knowledge as such ; but since I was under duress, the best 
plan for avoiding interruption was to acquit myself well 
in class and in examination. I had no ambitions ; but I 
invariably set myself to acquire the necessary knowledge 
with the minimum of exertion. My natural abilities, 
especially my memory, made this easy. I soon discovered 
that to distinguish myself in school was in the nature of a 
conjuror's trick. It is hard to analyse my method or to be 
sure of the analysis ; but I think the essence of the plan was 
to make certain of the minimum required, and to add a 
superstructure of one or two abstruse points which I would 
manage to bring to the notice of the master or the examiner 
so as to give him the id a that I had prepared myself with 
unusual thoroughness. 

It occurs to me that this confession sounds rather strange, 
after my previous remarks about integrity. My justification 
is that I considered schoolmasters as importunate and possibly 
dangerous beggars. I was not in a position to fight ; and 
I could not afford a good sixpence, so I put them off with 
a bad one. It was their own fault for plaguing me. 

• In Maico Ciry in 1900 Eckenstein counselled me co cum back che heels of my stockings 
lo f.aciliwc putting them on. I.objected co che waste of time involved. Tlus developed inco 
a long argumem on lhe point: he won, buc I couldn't believe H, and am yec unconverted. 



STANZA V 

I found nothing in the school curriculum which inter, 
ested me. I had no inkling of it at the time, but I was 
already in the thraU of the search for reality. Mathematics 
captured my 1mag1nat1on. I was brilliant at arithmetic 
until the subject degenerated into " Practice," which was 
a matter for grocers. I might have liked geometry ; but 
the arid method of presentation in Euclid put me off: I 
was asked to memorise what I did not understand ; and, 
my memory being so good, it refused to be insulted in that 
manner. Similatly, I could never memorise the ordinary 
" repetitions " of Greek and Latin poetry. I took to 
trigonometry with ardour ; but became disgusted as soon 
as I found that my calculations were to be applied to such 
vulgarities as architecture. The only pure science for me 
was algebra, and I progressed in that with amazing rapidity. 
On one occasion, at Malvern, the mathematical master 
wished to devote the whole hour to the three ddcr boys, 
who were going up for some scholarship, and set us juniors 
to work out quadratic equations. There_ were SlXty,three 
in the chapter set. At the end of forry nunutes I stood up 
and said : " Please, sir, what shall I do now ! " He 
would not bdieve that I had worked them corrccdy, but I 
had. I seem to have an 1nsanct for appreciating the 
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relations of pure numbers, and could find factors by 
1ncumon. 

My intellectual activity has always been intense. It was 
for this very reason that I could not bear to waste a moment 
on subjects which seemed to me alien to my interest, though 
I had no idea what that interest was. As soon as I heard 
of chemistry, I realised that it dealt with reality as I under,.. 
stood the word. So I soon had "Little Roscoe "practic,,. 
ally by heart, though it was not a school subject. I 
furnished a laboratory in the house at Streatham, and spent 
all my time and money in making experiments. It may 
be interesting to mention how my mind worked. I had 
heard of the petard as a military engine ; and I was hoist 
·with it. Roscoe told me that chloride of nitrogen was the 
most powerful and sensitive explosive known. My idea 
was to dissolve it in some volatile fluid ; one could then 
leave a bucket of it at the enemy's gate. The fluid would 
evaporate, and the chloride explode at the first vibration. 
Afier several minor misadventures, I collected it over 
benzine-about a quart-and the whole thing exploded 
and nearly burnt the house down. 

I had also a plan for manufacturing diamonds. By 
various analogies I came to the conclusion that a true 
solution of carbon might be made in iron, and I proposed 
to crystallise it out in the regular way. The apparatus 
required was, however, hardly within the compass of a boy 
of fourteen, and my diamonds are still theoretical. 

Talking of theory, I came to the conclusion, which at 
that time was a damnable heresy and a dangerous delusion, 
that all the elements were modifications of one substance. 
My main argument was that the atomic weights of cobalt 
and nickel were practically identical, and the characteristic 
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c~lou~s of thei_r salts suggested to me that they were gcomc,, 
tncal isomers like dextrose and l~vulose. This is all obvious 
enough to.,,day, but I still think that it was not bad for a 
boy in his 'teens in the early 'nineties, whose only source 
of information was '' Little Roscoe.'' 

An amusing situation arose out of this early devotion 
to _the art of Flamel. In my last term at Malvern a panic,, 
stricken board of governors determined to create a Science 
Side, and started a chemistry class. With laudable economy 
they put it in charge of one Mr. Faber, a broken,,down 
Classical Master, possibly in the belief that as he had a 
German name he knew as much as Ostwald. The result 
was that I had constantly to correct him in class ; and he 
could do nothing, because the authorities, when consulted, 
proved to be on my side. 

I had thus no difficulty at school as far as lessons were 
concerned, but in my three years at Champney's I had 
no lack of trouble ; the nature of this can only be under,, 
stood if I adduce a few facts to indicate the atmosphere. 
I used to tell people about my school.,,lif~, and met_ with 
such consistent incredulity that I made a little collecaon of 
incidents in the Preface to my "World's Tragedy." I 
9uote the passage as it stands. 

A Boyhood in Hell. 

The Revd. H. d' Arey Champney, M.A. of Corpus 
Christi College, Cambridge, had come out o~ sect. 

He had voted at the Parliamentary elections by 
crossing out the names of the candidates and writing : 
'' I vote for King Jesus.'' 

He had started a school for the Sons of Brethr~n 
at 5 r Bateman Street, Cambridge. May God bite 
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into the bones of men the pain of that hell on earth 
(I have prayed often) that by them it may be sowed 
with salt, accursed for ever ! May the maiden chat 
passes it be barren, and the pregnant woman chat 
beholdeth it abort ! May the birds of the air refuse to 
fly over it ! May it stand as a curse, as a fear, as an 
hate, among men ! May the wicked dwell therein ! 
May the light of the Sun be withheld therefrom, and 
the light of the Moon not lighten it! May it become 
the home of the shells of the dead, and may the demons 
of the pit inhabit it ! May it be accursed, accursed
accursed for ever and ever ! 

And scill, standing as I stand in the prime of early 
manhood, free from all the fetters of the body and the 
mind, do I curse the memory thereof unto the ages. 

It was a good enough school from the point of view of 
examiners, I dare say. Morally and physically, it was 
an engine of destruction and corruption. I am just 
going to put down a few facts haphazard as they 
come co my memory ; you may form your own 
judgment. 

r. We were allowed to play Cricket, but not to 
score runs, lest it should excite the vice of ''emulation.'' 

2. Champney cold me, a child of not yet twelve 
years old, chat he had never consummated his marriage. 
(Only the very acute verbal memory which I possess 
enabled me years after to recall and interpret his meaning. 
He used a coarser phrase.) 

3. We were told chat " the Lord had a special 
care of the school, and brought to light that which was 
done in darkness," etc., etc. ad nauseam. "The 
instrument was on this occasion so,and,so, who had 
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nobly _come forward," etc., etc. In other words, 
hypocnsy and sneaking were the only virrues . 
. Naturally, one of several boys who might be involved 
111. the same offence would take fright and save his 
skin _by sneaking. . The informer was always believed 
1mplic1tly, as agamst probability, or even possibility, 
with complete disregard of the testimony of other and 
independent witnesses. 

For instance, a boy named Glascott, with insane 
taint, told Mr. Champney that he had visited me 
(12_ years old) at my mother's house during the 
holidays-true so far, he had-and found me lying 
drunk at the bottom of the stairs. My mother was 
never asked about this ; nor was I told of it. I was 
put into " Coventty," i.e. no master nor boy might 
speak to me, or I to them. I was fed on bread and 
water ; during playhours l worked in the schoolroom ; 
during work,hours I walked solitary round and round 
the playground. I was expected to " confess " the 
crime of which I was not only innocent, but 
unaccused. 

This punishment, which I believe criminal authori, 
ties would consider severe on a poisoner, went on for 
a term and a ha!( I was, at last, threatened with 
expulsion for my refusal to " confess," and so dreadful 
a picture of the horrors of expulsion_ did they paint 
me-the guilty wretch, shunned by his fellows, slmks 
on through life to a dishonoured grave, etc.-rhat I 
actually chose to endure my tortures and to thank my 

oppressor. . 
Physically, I broke down. The strain and the 

misery affected my kidneys ; and I had to leave school 
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altogether for two years. I should add in fairness 
that there were other accusations against me, though, 
as you shall hear, almost equally silly. 

I learnt at last, through the intervention of my 
uncle, in a lucid interval, what I was supposed to have 
done. I was said to have tried " to corrupt Cham, 
berlain "-not our great patriotic statesman, shifiy 
Joe-but a boy. (I was r2 years old, and quite 
ignorant of all sexual matters till long afier.) -Also I 
had " held a mock prayer meeting." This I remem, 
bered. I had strolled up to a group of boys in the 
playground, who were indeed holding one. As they 
saw me one said : " Brother Crowley will now lead 
us in prayer." Brother Crowley was too wary, and 
walked away. But instead of doing what a wise boy 
would have done : gone straight to the head, and 
accused them of forry,six distinct unmentionable 
crimes, I let things slide. So, fearing that I might go, 
they hurried off themselves, and told him how that 
wicked Crowley had tried to lead them away from 
Jesus. 

Worse, I had called Page I a Pharisee. That was 
true ; I had said it. Dreadful of me ! And Page I, 
who " walked very close to Jesus," of course went 
and told. 

Yes, they all walked very close to Jesus-as close 
as Judas did. 

4. A boy named Barron was sentenced to 120 

strokes of the cane on his bare shoulders, for some 
petty thefi of which he was presumably innocent. 

Superb was the process of trial. It began by an 
extra long prayer,time, and Joshua's account of the 

I 
I 
I 
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sin of Achan, impressively read. Next, an hour or two 
about the Lord s care of the school, the way He 
brought sin to light. Next, when well worked up, 
and all our nerves on the jump, who stole what 1 

Silence: Next, the Lord's care in providing a wit, 
ness-like the wunesses against Naboth ! Then the 
witness and his story, as smooth as a policeman's. 
Next, sentence. Last, execution, with intervals of 
prayer ! 

Champney's physique being impaired, one may 
suppose by his excessive devotion to Jesus, he arranged 
to give 60 strokes one day, and 60 the next. 

My memory fails-perhaps Barton will one day 
oblige with his reminiscences-but I fancy the first 
day came so near killing him that he escaped the 
second. 

I remember one licking I got-on the legs, because 
flogging the buttocks excites the victim's sensuality !-
15 minutes prayer, 15 strokes of the cane, 15 minutes 
more prayer, 15 more strokes-and more prayer to top 
it! 

5. On Sunday the day was devoted to " religion." 
Morning prayers and sermon (about 45 Min). 
Morning " Meeting " ( 1½ to 2 hrs.). Open,arr 
preaching on Parker's Piece' (say 1_ hour). Bible 
reading and learning by heart. Reading of the few 
books "sanctioned for Sunday" (say 2 hours). 
Prayer,meeting ( called voluntary, but to stay away 
meant that some sneak in the school would accuse you 

• Evangcljz.ing was almost :ill pl;iin terrorism. .Bciid~ the to(mrnD. of~• then:. 'il>'ttt 
•• judgments." fO( instance, the Blasphemous Butcher who, begged to Sff ., washed ID the 
Blood of the Lamb," replied : " Right you ue, J\,e got a bmb of my own. A,,J tlMt Ptrf 
sarne night bfr Rta1or1 totturd on its throllt, ere. 
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of something next day), (say r bour). Evening 
prayer and Sermon (say 30 minutes). Preaching of 
tbe Gospel in tbe meeting,room ( r½ hours). Ditto on 
Parker's Piece (say I bour). Prayer before retiring 
(say ½ bour ). 

6. Tbe "Badgers' Meeting." Every Monday 
night tbe school was ranged round tbe back of tbe big 
schoolroom, and the sconrings of Barnswell ( Cam, 
bridge's slum) let in, fed, preached to, and dismissed. 

Result, epidemics of ringworm, measles, and 
mumps. 

Ob no! not a result; tbe Lord's hand was heavy 
upon us because of some undiscovered sin. 

I might go on for a long while, but I will not. I 
bope there are some people in tbe world happy enough 
to think that I am lying, or at least exaggerating. But 
I pledge my word to tbe literal truth of all I have said, 
and tbere are plenty of witnesses alive to confirm me, 
or to refute me. I have given tbrougbout the actual 
names, addresses and other details. 

It is impossible to suppose that the character of the school 
bad completely changed between my father's death and my 
return from tbe funeral. Yet before that I was completely 
happy and in sympathy with my surroundings. Not 
three weeks later, Ishmael was my middle name. I cannot 
account for it at all satisfactorily. I had been perfectly 
genuine in my ambition to lead a life of holiness ; tbe idea 
of intimate commnnion with " Jesus " was constantly 
present to my mind. I do not remember any steps in tbe 
volte,face. I asked ·one of the masters one day bow it was 
that Jesus was three days and three nights in the grave, 
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although crucified on Friday and risen again on Sunday 
morrnng. . He could not explain, and said that it had never 
been explamed. So I formulated the ambition to become 
a shining light in Christianity by doing this thing that had 
never yet been done. This idea, by the way, is very 
charactensuc. I am totally nnable to take any interest in 
doing anything which has been done before. But tell me 
of an alleged impossibility ; and health, wealth, life itself 
are nothing. I am out to do it. The apparent discrepancy 
1n the Gospel narrative aroused no doubt in my mind as 
to the literal truth of either of the texts. Indeed, my falling 
away from grace was not occasioned by any intellectual 
qualms ; I accepted the theology of the Plymouth Brethren. 
In fact, I could hardly conceive of the existence of people 
who might doubt it. I simply went over to Satan's side ; 
and to this hour I cannot tell why. 

But I found myself as passionately eager to serve my new 
master as I had been to serve the old. I was anxious to 
distinguish myself by committing sin. Here again my 
attitude was extraordinarily subtle. It never occurred to me 
to steal, or in any other way to infringe the decalogue. Such 
conduct would have been petty and contemptible. I 
wanted a supreme spiritual sin ; and I had not the smallest 
idea how to set about it. There was a good deal of morbid 
curiosity among the saints about " the sin against the Holy 
Ghost" which "could never be forgiven." Nobody 
knew what it was. It was even considered rather bias, 
phemous to offer any very positive _conjecture on_ the point. 
The idea seems to have been that It was something like an 
ill,natured practical joke on the part of_ Jesus •. This 
mysterious offence which could never be for~1ven _nught _be 
inadvertently committed by the greatest saint alive, with 



60 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

the result that he would be bowled out at the very gate of 
glory. Here was another impossibility to catch my 
youthful fancy ; I must find out what that sin was, and do 
it very thoroughly. 

For (evidently) my position was exceedingly precarious. 
I was opposed to an omnipotent God ; and for all I knew 
to the contrary, He might have predestined me to be saved. 
No matter how much I disbelieved in Jesus, no matter how 
many crimes I piled up, He might get me in spite of mysel£ 
The only possibility of outwitting Him was to bring Him 
up against His own pledge chat this particular sin should 
never be forg~ven, with a certificate from the recording 
angel that I had duly done it. 

It seems incredible that such insane conclusions should 
form the basis of practical action in any human being above 
the level of a Bushman. But they follow logically enough 
from the blasphemous and superstitious premisses of 
Christian theology. Besides this, I had never a moment's 
inclination to take the material world seriously. In 
the Apologia pro Vita Sua, Cardinal Newman tells us, I 
suspect truthfully, that as a child he wished that The 
Arabian Nights were true. As we all know, he gratified 
his ambitions by accepting for reality the Freudian Phantasm 
of hashed,u p Paganism with Semitic sauce which led him 
to the Hat. But I went further. My senses and my 
rational judgment created a sub,conscious feeling of uneasi, 
ness that supernaturalism might not be true. This insulted 
my inmost consciousness of mysel£ But the reply was 
not to accept the false for the true, but to determine to 
make it true. I _resolved Jassionately to reach the spiritual 
causes of phenomena, an to dominate the material world 
which I detested by their means. I was not content to 
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I must mention the intervention of my Uncle Jonathan 
in the matter of the Badgers' Meeting, and that of my 
Uncle Tom in the final eruption. 

Jonathan Crowley, my father's elder brother, was the 
beau ideal of the noble Patrician. He looked like a Roman 
emperor as we romantically imagine him to have been, not 
as we see him in most sculpture. The tremendous brow, 
the eagle eyes, the great hooked arrogant nose, the firm 
mouth and the indomitable jaw, combined to make him 
one of the most strikingly handsome men that I have ever 
seen. 

He lived in a stately splendour which had no hint of 
ostentation. I never knew his first wife, by whom he had 
two children, Claude and Agnes. Claude was strikingly 
ugly, so much so as to be attractive, and he had a touch of 
deformity without being actually a hunchback. The same 
traits appeared in his mental and moral character. I 
always thought of him admiringly as Richard III ; but he 
was merely weak and feeble,.minded. Agnes inherited her 
father's aristocratic haughtiness and a share of his good looks. 
She was too proud to marry, and the repression preyed on 
her mind until she developed an idee fixe. For the last 
thiny years of her life she was constantly announcing her 
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engagement and drawing up marriage contracts wbicb 
never came to _anything. She was also possessed by tbe 
Demon of Lmgauon, and imagined herself wronged by 
vanous members of the family. 

My uncle married the governess of the children. This 
was a lady of a distinguished Saxon family, who could 
trace her pedigree to the time of Edward the Confessor. 
Tall, thin, disti:1-guisbed, and highly educated, she made 
an adnurable chatelaine. Her personality appealed strongly 
to me, and she took that place in my affections which I 
could not give to my mother. She became a prominent 
member of The Primrose League, and it was through her 
influence with Lord Salisbury and Lord Ritchie that I 
obtained my nomination for the Diplomatic Service. 

My uncle and aunt visited me at Cambridge. I told 
them about the Badgers' Meeting, not in a spirit of corn, 
plaint, but rather as Sir Richard Burton might have 
described his adventures among savages. Uncle Jonathan 
did not see the matter in that light at all. He made 
inquiries which confirmed my story ; and told Champney 
point blank that this sort of thing had got to stop. 
Champney attempted to bluster, but on being threatened 
with the sanitary authorities, knuckled under. The matter, 
however, did not stop there. My uncle saw clearly_ th~t I 
was being brutally ill,treated ;_ and be _made an applicauon 
to the Courts which resulted m my be.mg called to see Mr. 
Justice Stirling in Chambers. I have always been 
intensely loyal even to my enenues, and (for all I knew) the 
Judge might send my mother and her brother to pnson. 
So I lied like a little man, and pretended that I was perfoctly 
happy at the school. I do not think that be was enmely 
fooled by my protestations ; and although I was not 
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made a \"\Tard in Chancery, a promise was exacted that I 
should Cl'O to a Public School and University as soon as I 
had pas~ed the " Cambridge Local." 

Meanwhile, Nature took my part. At the end of the 
first term of n1y punishment I was so obviously ill during 
the holidays chat questions were asked, and I complained 
to my mother of the ill..,creatment. Instead of investigating 
the circumstances, they sent for Champney without saying 
anything to me. I was taken over to my Uncle Tom's 
house one evening, and found myself penned in a corner 
of the room by the fulminating headmaster. The surprise 
terrified me, and I did not dare to deny anything. But 
there was still no accusation made against me. Champney 
did not even tell my mother and Uncle Tom what I was 
supposed co have done. I was sent back to the school to 
serve the remainder of my sentence. At the end of that 
cerm, however, for some reason whose nature I cannot guess, 
Uncle Tom decided to come up to Cambridge and make 
further inquiries. Warned of the visit, Champney put on 
extra pressure. I must confess or be expelled. I did my 
utmost to invent satisfactory abominations ; but as of course 
these were not connected in any way with the real accus..
ations, I merely made matters worse. On Uncle Tom's 
arrival I once more resorted to telling the simple truth, that 
I had no idea what I had done. This time my uncle 
lapsed from righteousness to the extent of insisting on 
knowing what the accusations were. Champney told him. 
My uncle had sense enough to see that they were all absurd, 
put down Champney for a lunatic, and took me away from 
the school. As a matter of fact, within a very short time 
the insanity of the headmaster became patent, and the school 
was broken up in consequence. 
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As regards myself, the mischief had been done. I, who 
had been a happy, healthy, good,natured, popular boy, 
had learned to endure complete solitude for months at a 
ume. I spoke to no boy, and the masters always addressed 
me, when necessity compelled tbem, with sanctimonious 
horror. The bread and water diet, and the punishment of 
perpetual walking round the playground during school 
hours, had broken down my constitution. I was taken to 
a doctor, who found that I was sulfeting severely fi:om 
albuminuria, and predicted that I should never live to 
come of age. I was put on special diet, and prescribed a 
course of country life with a tutor. During the next year 
or two I was constantly travelling round Wales and 
Scotland, climbing mountains and fishing for trout. I 
also had one delightful summer at St. Andrew's, where 
Andrew Kirkaldy taught me to play gal£ My health 
rapidly improved. I was allowed to work a very limited 
number of hours, but I progressed rapidly, having the 
undivided attention of my tutors. 

These persons, however; were not too satisfactory ; they 
were all my Uncle Tom s nonnnees ; that is, they were 
of the sawny, anaemic, priggish type, who at the best could 
boast of minor Cambridge• Colfeges. Of course_, I con, 
sidered it my duty to outwit them in every possible way 
and hunt up some kind of sin. . 

This uncle, by the way, som~ years_ later, con~ibute~ 
what he esteemed a brilliantly witty arucle to the Boys 
Magazine," the organ of an Evangelical attempt to ~~troy 
the manhood of our public schools. It was called The 
Two Wicked Kings." These were described as tyrants 

bl1 M • 11 Newman!!! * Oxford was ,matbtma r,iaranatba to my Uncle Tom. ~c ~ -~ i • and Tyn<Wl. 
procurcrs 10 the Lords of Hell far subtler and more feuful an a.rwm, w,: q', F 
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To return to my tmors. Relations were invariably 
srra1ned. On one occasion rhe Rev. Fothergill had taken 
me. for the summer to a fishing centre near Laii:g called 
Fors1nard. _We went fishing one day to a Loch over the 
moors, and 1n the course of some argument I threw his rod 
far into the water. He attacked. me with fury, but I got 
a good hold and threw him afier 1t. I then went off in rbe 
boat, but be caught me as I was pushing off, overturned the 
boat on top of me and rried to drown me. That night the 
gods sull further favoured me, for a village girl named Belle 
McKay found herself with nothing better to do than to 
roam with me amid the heather. We returned together 
quite openly, and Fothergill threw up the sponge. He took 
me back to London tbe next morning. Breaking the 
journey at Carlisle, I repeated my victory with a buxom 
chambermaid. 

But murder is not the only amusement open to pious 
tutors. The brother of tbe Dean of W estrninster (be 
subsequently became a missionary and died at Lokoja) 
bad been taught that if be couldn't be good he should be 
careful. While he was actually in charge of me his conduct 
was irreproachable, but afier giving me up he invited me 
over to his mother's house at Maze Hill ro spend the rught, 
and did bis best to live up to the reputation of his cloth. I 
did not allow him to succeed, not because I could see no 
sin in it, but because I thought it was a rrap to. bcrray me 
to my family. Just before he lefi for Africa he invited me 
again, prayed with me, confes_sed to his offence, excusmg 
himself on the ground that his elder brother Jack, also a 
missionary, had led him asrray, and asked my pardon. 
Once again I adopted the attitude ~f the man oft?; wodd, 
" Tut, tut, my dear fellow, don t mention it, which 
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annoyed him very much, because he wanted to be taken 
seriously as the chief of sinners. . . . . 

One of the principal pomts about the s1n,stup1d1ry 1s 
that It flatters the sinner. All insaniry depends upon the 
exacerbation of the Ego. The melancholic hugs the 
delusion that he has comnurred the unpardonable sin. 
Sins grow by repression and by brooding . upon their 
enormity. Few people would go to excess 1f they were 
not unwholesomely over,excited about their trivial apish, 
ness. 

Most people, especially Freud, misunderstand the 
Freudian position. " The libido of the Unconscious " is 
really " the True Will of the Inmost Self." The sexual 
characteristics of the individual are, it is true, symbolic 
indications of its nature, and, when those are " abnormal," 
we may suspect that the Self is divided against itself in 
some way. Experience teaches the Adepts who initiate 
mankind that when any complex ( dualiry) in the Self is 
resolved (uniry) the Initiate becomes whole. The morbid 
sexual symptoms (which are merely the complaints of the 
sick animal) disappear, while the moral and mental 
consciousness is relieved from its civil war of doubt and self, 
obsession. The complete man, harmonised, flows freely 
towards his natural goal. 

It will be seen that I had developed enormously in these 
years. Unfortunately, my misery was so great during this 
long battle with my ryrants that, while the incidents them, 
selves stand out luminously in focus, I find it very hard to 
remember the order in which they occurred. There are 
moreover, curious contradictions in myself against which I 
seem always to be stumbling. For example, as late as 
1894, I think it must be, I find myself writing hymns of 
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quite acceftable piety. One was published 
Christian ' ; it began : 
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in "The 

" I am a bli~d man on a helmless ship 
Without a compass on a stormy sea. 
I cannot sink, for God will hold me up," etc. 

Again, I wtote a poem on the death of my Aunt Ada, 
which I thought good enough to include in my " Songs 
of the Spirit," and-is entirely irreproachable on the score of 
piety. It seems as_ if I possessed a theology of my own 
which was,_ to all 1_ntents and_ purposes, Christianity. My 
Satarusm did not interfere with it at all ; I was trying to 
take the view that the Christianity of hypocrisy and cruelty 
was not true Christianity. I did not hate God or Christ, 
but merely the God and Christ of the people whom I 
hated. It was only when the development of my logical 
faculties supplied the demonstration that the Scriptures 
snpport the theology and practice of professing Christians 
that I was compelled to set myself in opposition to the Bible 
itsel£ It does not matter that the literature is sometimes 
magnificent, and that in isolated passages the philosophy 
and ethics are admirable. The sum of the matter 1s that 
Juda.ism is a savage, and Christianity a fiendish, super, 
suuon. 

It is very strange that I should have had no inkling of my 
tendency to Mysticism and Mag1ck by means of any 
definite experience. It is true that, from the begin.rung, I 
held the transcendental view of the Universe, but there was 
nothing to back it up in the way of experien_ce. Most 
children have a couch of poetry, and believe m what I 
hate to call psychic phenomena, at least to ~e extent of 
fancying they see fairies, or bemg scared of bugges by 
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rught." Bur I, although consciously engaged in the battle 
v.~th "pnncipalities and powers," never had rh_e slightest 
hallucination of sense or any tendency to 1mag1ne things 
ghostly. I might have had an ambition to see the devil 
and ralk things over w1th him, but I should have expected 
such communication to be either perfectly material or 
perfectly intellectual. I had no idea of nuances. When 
I eventually learnt how to use my astral eyes and ears, 
there was no confusion ; the other world had certain 
correspondences with our own, but it was perfectly distinct. 
I seem to have made a very determined effort to prevent the 
obliteration of my spiritual consciousness of the world 
beyond the veil by the ink of terrestrial experience. Then 
again, there are sudden outbreaks of a fully formed person, 
ality, in which I spoke with the assurance and authority of 
a man of fifty on subjects on which I had really no opinion 
at all in the ordinary sense of the word. 

There is one amazing incident ; at the age of fourteen 
as near as I can remember. I must premise that I have 
always been exceptionally tender,hearted, except to tyrants, 
for whom I think no tortures bad enough. In particular, I 
am uniformly kind to animals ; no question of cruelty or 
Sadism arises in the incident which I am about to narrate. 

I had been told : " A cat bas nine lives." I deduced 
that it must be practically impossible to kill a cat. As 
usual, I became full of ambition to perform the feat. 
(Observe that I took my information unquestioningly 
au pieJ Je la lettre.) Perhaps through some analogy with 
the story of Hercules and the Hydra, I got it into my head 
that the nine lives of the cat must be taken more or less 
simultaneously. I therefore caught a cat, and having 
adnurustered a large dose of arsenic I chloroformed it, 
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hanged it above the gas jet, stabbed it, cut its throat, smashed 
its skull, and, when it had been pretty thoroughly burm, 
drowned It and threw It out of the window that the fall 
might remove the ninth life. In fact, the operation was 
successful ; I had killed the cat. I remember that all the 
time I was genuinely sorry for_ the animal ; I simply forced 
myself to carry out the expenment in the interests of pure 
science. 
. The _ combination of innocence, ignorance, knowledge, 
1ngenu1ty, and high. moral erinciple seems extraordinary. 
It 1s evident that the insanely immoral superstition in which 
I had been brought up is responsible for so atrocious an 
absurdity. Again and again we shall see how the 
imposition of the anti,natural theory and principles of 
Christianity upon a peculiarly sane, matter,of,fact, reality, 
facing genius created a conflict whose solutiou was expressed 
on the material plane by some extravagant action. My 
mind is severely logical ; or, rather, it was so until mystic 
experience enabled it to shake off its fetters. Logic is 
responsible for most of the absurd and abominable deeds 
which have disgraced history. Given Christian premisses, 
the In9uisition was acting in accordance with the highest 
humanitarian principles in destroying a man\ body to save 
his soul. The followers of Descartes were nght to torture 
animals, believing them to be automata. Genuiue deter, . 
minists would be justified in committing _any cnme, since the 
fact of its occurrence would prove that 1t was unav01dable. 
Huxley, in Evol11tio11 and Ethics, makes out a very poor 
case against infanticide and race smc1de. _ We are constantly 
using our judgment to p~eserve one secaon of humaruty as 
against another ; we are 111 fact constantly compelled to do 
so. As for the future of humanity, the certamty of final 

• 
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" The best laid plans of mice and men gang afi agley." 
Even so cunrung a combination of rat and ape as my 
Uncle Tom made occasional mistakes, and one of these 
was very fortunate for me. He engaged a tutor named 
Archibald Dougbs, an Oxford man who had purged 
that offence by having travelled for the Bible Society across 
Persia. If my uncle had ever heard of George Borrow, he 
might have saved himself much trouble ; and I might have 
been driven insane. It was in the spring of '91. I had 
recovered from a bad attack of whooping,cough. The 
idea was that we should bicycle down to Torquay, but on 
reaching Guildford I was too ill to ride further, and we went 
down by train. Though Douglas called himself a 
Christian, he proved to be both a man and a gentleman. 
I presume that poverty had compelled the camouflage. 
From the moment that we were alone together he produced 
a complete revolution in my outlook upon life, by showing 
me for the first time a sane, clean, jolly world worth livmg m. 
Smoking and drinking were natural. He warned me of the 
dangers of excess from the athletic standpoint. He intro, 
duced me to racing, billiards, betting, cards,_ and women. 
He told me how these things might be enjoyed without 
damaging oneself or wronging others. He put me up to 
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all the cricks. He showed me che meaning of honour. I 
immediately accepted his standpoint, _and began co behave 
like a normal, healthy, human being. The rughcmare 
world of Christiaairy vanished ac the dawn. I fell in with 
a grrl of the cheacre in the fuse ten days at Torquay, and ac 
that couch of human love the detestable mysteries of sex 
were transformed into joy and beaury. The obsession of 
sin fell from my shoulders into the sea of oblivion. I had 
been almost overwhelmed by the appalling responsibiliry 
of ensuring my own damnation and helping others to 
escape from Jesus. I found that the world was, afier all, 
full of delightful damned souls ; of people who accepted 
Nature as She is, accepted their own place in Nature and 
enjoyed it, fought mean and despicable things fairly and 
fumly whenever they met them. It was a period of bound, 
less happiness for me. I had always yearned for the beaury 
of nature ; my only friends, except animals and occasional 
strangers, from whom I was carefully protected, had been 
the skies, the screams, the mountains and the seas. For the 
first time in my life I was brought into contact with my 
fellow men and women. For the first time honest friend, 
ship, wholesome love, frank, gay and courageous, became 
possible and actual. I had loved Nature as a refuge from 
mankind. I now perceived the beaury of the world in 
conjunction with the beaury of my species. For the first 
time the sea sparkled, the breezes whispered other songs than 
chose in. praise of solitude, the flowers lent their fragrance 
and therr folly to light, laughing girlhood ; the moon, 
instead of Artecrus, was Aphrodite. 

" I said, ' she is warmer than Dian 
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Come up through the lair of the Lion 
With love in her luminous eyes.' " 
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It is possible that my own indiscretion may have produced 
the catastrophe. I may have let my mother know that I 
was . h_appy by the tone of my letters. In any case, her 
susp1c1ons were aroused. Uncle Tom appeared upon the 
scene, got Douglas out of the way by some lie, rifled his 
belongings, stole his private letters, and dismissed him. 
But it was too late ; my eyes were opened, and I had become 
as a god, knowing good and evil. I was in a position to 
take the initiative. Till then, I could only aim at escaping 
from the hideous hell of home. Now I had an objective ; 
now I could attack. 

I must explain something of the horror of life in my 
mother's house. To begin with, I was entirely debarred 
from the society of boys and girls of my own age, unless 
they were the children of Brethren. The sect was already 
moribund, and in addition had split over the Raven 
heresy. The situation is illustrated by the story which I 
will quote from the preface to my " World's Tragedy." 

An irreligious man may have moral checks ; a 
Plymouth Brother h_as none. He_ is always ready_ to 
excuse rhe vilest cnmes by quoang the appropnate 
text, and invoking the name of Christ to cover. every 
meanness which may delight his vain and v1c1ous 

nature. 
For the Plymouth Brethren were in themselves an 

exceptionally detestable crew. The anscocrats who 
began the movement were, of course, JUSt anstocrats, 
and their curious system left them so. But they ran a 



-,6 HIE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY -
form of " Early Christian " Spiritual Socialism by 
having no appointed priest or minister, and they were 
foolish enough to favour their followers financially. 

Thus Mr. Giblets-let us call hirn-che chird,besc 
butcher in che village found ( on the one hand) chac 
while ac church he was nobody at all, and in chapel 
but an elder, in che liccle meeting in che Sguire's 
morning,room he was no less chan che minister of Cod 
and the mouthpiece of the Holy Ghost ; just as on the 
other hand it was only natural that the orders from the 
Hall should come his way, and leave the first,best 
butcher lamenting, and the second,best bewildered. 
So chat in my time the sect (though ic is only fair co 
point out thac they refused to be described as a sect, 
since what they had done was not to form a new sect, 
but to " come ouc of sect, "-chis they maintained in 
spue of the fact chat they were far more exclusive than 
any other religious body in Europe) was composed of 
a few of the old guard, my father che last of chem all, 
and che meanest crew of canaille chat ever wriggled. 

Wich my father's death the small schisms which 
had hicherco lopped off a few members every year or 
rwo were altogether surpassed by the great Raven 
heresy, which split the body inco cwo nearly egual 
halves, and extinguished the lase sparks of its 
importance. 

I am going beyond my subject, but I cannot refrain 
from celling che awful story of the Meeting at Oban. 

The Meeung at Oban consisted of a Mr. Cameron 
and his wife and the bedridden mother of one of the 
rwo, I forget which. Now as ic is written : " Where, 
soever rwo or three arc gathered together in my name, 
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there am I in the midst of them," it was all very well : 
but two forms a quorum. Jesus will not come for 
less. This has never be_en disputed by any doctor of 
the Brethren. W 1gram 1s clear on the point ; if Darby 
had ever been clear on any point, it would have been 
on that. Kelly never denied it ; even Stuart was 
sound in this matter, and Stoney himself ( though 
reluctantly) gave his adhesion. To hold a Meeting 
you must have two persons present .... 

Well, I need hardly say that Mr. and Mrs. Cameron 
took opposite sides of the controversy. When the 
glad wires flashed the message that Mr. Raven in the 
Meeting at Ealing had deliberately said with slow and 
weighty emphasis : " He that bath the Son bath eternal 
life," Mrs. Cameron almost wept for joy. When 
(the message continued) Major McArthy had risen 
to his feet and retorted : '' He that bath the Son of God 
bath everlasting life," Mr. Cameron executed a High, 
land though funereal fling.' 

When Mr. Raven, stung to the quick, had shaken 
his fist at the Major and yelled: "Brother, you're a 
sinful old man ! " Mrs. Cameron " had always known 
there was something," and invented a ruined governess. 
But-oh the laughter of her husband when the 
telegraph brought the Major_'s retort : " Brother! have 
you no sin i "-spoken with. an accent of mildness 
which belied the purple of his face. . 

In short the Meeting at Ohan bad split. Mr. 
' L d' 111 Cameron bad withdrawn from the or s supper • • • 

It was therefore absolutely necessary for both of them 
• • ) ally the b:Ws 

* The alleged ancithais becwecn these rwo texts (I cannot ~ve ,~t dtt ac:turcd the Lord's 
of the schism. My mocha thought that one of them (I forgtt which) 5 onou 

.. , person . . 
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to .mure themsdves that the bedridden mother was of 
their way of thinking, or neither could hold the 
"Monung Meeting " ; though I suppose either could 
preach the Gospel-morosa voluptas ! 

Unhappily, that excellent lady was a_ hard case. 
She was quite deaf and very nearly blind ; while 
mmully she had never been remarkable for anything 
beyond a not unamiable imbecility. However, there 
was but one thing to be done, to argue her into 
conv1cuon. 

They agreed to take eight,hour shifts ; and for all 
I know, they are arguing still, and neither of the 
Meerings at O ban can meet ! 

As it happened, my mother took the minority view . 
. This means that she cut herself off from every single intimate 
friend. On the strength of a text in one of the epistles, 
she refused to shake hands with anyone who was teaching 
false doctrine. The very few remaining were new friends. 
My associates could therefore be counted on the fingers of 
one hand, and our only bond of sympathy was a detestation 
of our tyrants. 

My intellectual avidity was enormous, yet I was abso, 
lutely cut off from literature. One or two books of Scott 
and Dickens were permitted. Ballantyne was approved, 
G. A. Henry winked at rather than openly tolerated. 
" David Copperfield " was barred because of " Little 
Em'ly," for she was a naughty girl ; besides, Emily was 
my mother's name, and to read the book might diminish 
my respect for her. One of my tutors brought down" The 
Bab Ballads," one of which begins : 

"Emily Jane was a nucsery maid!' 
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My mother threw the book out of the house, and very 
nearly threw b1m after it. Another tutor read " The 
Ancient Mariner " aloud after dinner one night, and my 
mother, after dehvenng a stormy tirade, snatched me from 
the contamination of his presence. The reason was that 
when the Ancient Mariner saw the water,snakes playing 
around the ship, he " blessed them unaware." An out, 
rageously blasphemous act, for snakes are cursed in 
Genesis! 

Here, by the way, is a curious point. These bigots are 
so inconsistent that I have never been able to follow the 
working of their minds. There is a great deal of doctrine 
in " The Ancient Mariner " which outrages every tenet 
of the Plymouth Brethren, but my mother does not appear 
to have taken offence at that. My only suggestion is that 
she detested snakes for Freudian reasons ; she had probably 
met them in dreams, and bad therefore good reasons (from 
her point of view) for identifying them with the devil in 
his most objectionable form. My mother was naturally a 
rather sensual type of woman, and there is no doubt that 
sexual repression had driven her as nearly as possible to the 
borders of insanity. 

My cousin Agnes had a house in Dorset Square. My 
mother took me to tea there one afternoon. A copy of 
" Dr. Pascal " was in the room. The word " Zola " 
caught my mother's eye, and she made a verbal assault of 
hysterical fury upon her hostess. Both women shouted and 
screamed at each other simultaneously, anud floods of tears. 
Needless to say, my mother had never read a line ofZola-
the name was simply a red rag to a cow. . 

This inconsistency, by the way, see~s uruversal. I 
have known a printer object to set up We gave them 
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bell aod Tommy," while passing unquestioned all sorts of 
things 10 which excep_cion could quite reasonably be. 1aken 
by nmow,mindcd 1mbec1les. The censor habitually 
pmes what I, who am no Puritan, consider nauseating 
!ilch, while refusing to hcense CEdif us Rex, which we 
arc compelled to assimilate at schoo . The prosecutions 
ag=t publishers are equally incomprehensible. The 
country is flooded with the nasty pornography of women 
v.Ttters, while there IS an outcry against epoch,mak.ing 
nuscerpicces of philosophy hke Jurgen. The salacious 
musical comedy goes frs hbidinous way rejoicing, while 
Ibsen and Bernard Shaw are on the black list. The fact is, 
of course, chat the Puritan has been turned by sexual 
repression into a sexual pervert and degenerate, so chat he 
is insane on the subject. 

Of course, I could not be prevented entirely from reading. 
I was kept very short of pocket money, so that I could not 
even buy books to any extent. But I used to get them now 
and again, smuggle chem into the house inside my cloches, 
and lock myself into the wacer,closet to read them. One 
such book, I remember, was " The Mystery of a Hansom 
Cab." My mother considered the hansom cab as an 
mgine specially devised by the devil, and any reference co 
one was considered obscene. 

Having given an idea of the atmosphere of home, it 
should be intelligible that I was prepared to go out of my 
way to perform any act which might serve as a magical 
allirmaaon of my revolt. I was, in fact, restrained from 
developing my mind in any wholesome manner. I had no 
opporcunity to think of anything but fighting fire with 
fire. 

A new parlour ,maid took it into her head to better 
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herself by getting a stranglehold on the young master. I 
arranged to meet her on her evening out at a safe distance 
from Streatham, and we drove in a cab over to Herne Hill 
indulging in a mild flirtation o·n the way. On Sunday 
morrung, however, I brought things to a point. I made an 
excuse for staying away from the "morning meeting," 
got the girl into my mother's bedroom, and made my 
magical allirmanon. I had no idea that there was any 
counterplot, but the girl proceeded to " blow the gaf[" 
She was, of course, instantly flung into the street, but she 
continued her operations for bettering hersel£ Uncle Tom 
intervened, for of course my mother could not discuss such 
a subject with me at all. I denied the whole affair point 
blank. My uncle tried to find the cabman, but failed. 
They scented trouble for somebody, and knew no more 
than so many Chinamen. He begged me, however, to 
try to furnish some positive proof of my innocence ; and 
this is where my subtlety came in. I pretended to be in 
great trepidation. Yes, I could prove it, and yet, how 
could_ I , . My uncle scented a mystery, and adjourned the 
exam1nat1on. 

I immediately went out and appealed to the tobacconist 
on the bridge above Streatham Station to say, if asked, that 
he remembered my having been in his shop on _the Thursday 
night previous, which was that of the cab dnve. He was 
a good sportsman and naturally anxious to oblige. I went 
back to my uncle and proposed a deal. I would tell him 
where I had been, but he must not punish me, for I had 
been led astray by bad companions. He was only too 
glad ; and I owned ul;', ,tremulous and tearful, that I had 
been in the tobaccomst s. He would have d_oubted a 
merely innocent alibi. The girl, was, of course, d1scred1t:d, 
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and nodung more was heard of the matter. And I had 
b2d her on my mother's very bed! . 

That ,~ the Jtate of affairs which is caused by Puntanism. 
f int we have a charming girl driven to attempt blackmail, 
oat a boy forced to the most unmanly duplicity in order 
to exerose his natural rights wuh 1mpuruty, and 1nc1dentally 
10 wrong a woman for whom he had nothing but the 
fnmcllicst feelings. As long as sexual relations are compli, 
cated by rclig1ous, social, and financial considerations, so 
long "~II they cause all kinds of cowardly, dishonourable 
aod d1sgusang behaviout. When war conditions imposed 
artificial rcsaaint on the sister appetite of hunger, decent 
citizens began to develop all kinds of loathcsomc aickery. 
l\ien and women will never behave worthily as long as 
current morality interferes with the legitimate satisfaction of 
physiological needs. Nature always avenges herself on 
those who insult her. The individual is not to blame for the 
crime and 1nsaruty which arc the explosions consequent 
on the clogging of the safety valve. The fault lies with 
the engineer. At the present moment, society is blowing 
up in larger or smaller spots all over the world, 
because it has failed to develop a system by which 
all its members can be adequately nourished without 
confi1cr, and the waste products eliminated without dis, 
comfort. 

On the whole, I was so well guarded that incidents like 
the above :were rare accidents. I had been taught by 
bitter experience that almost anybody might be a spy, so 
that the slightest indiscretion in talking to an apparently 
harmless saanger might result in some disaster. The 
foundations were laid of an exaggerated shyness which has 
never !di me. I was practically debarred from human 
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intercourse, even that of the great men of the past. My 
only cons_olauon was writing poetry. 

It is difficult to explain by what means I came to the 
conclusion that poetry was of . paramount importance. 
There was a sort of fanuly tradmon which honoured the 
poet ; but it was as irrational as the rest of their beliefs. I 
can only imagine it as derived from their having been told 
at school that_the English poets were the glory of humanity, 
for they certatnly knew no poetry beyond " Casabianca " 
and " We are Seven." I discovered Shakespeare for 
mysel£ It happened that in the farmhouse at Forsinard 
were three old folio volumes. My mother bad an edition 
of Shakespeare ; but I bad never read it, because it was 
permitted. At the farmhouse, however, there was nothing 
else to read. I became fascinated, and spent night after 
night poring over the pages. (I have always been singularly 
thorough in anything I take up. My father bad a favourite 
sermon on the word " but " ; and I went through the 
whole Bible, page by page, enclosing this word, wherever 
it occurred, with an oblong of ink.) 

A part from the few regular pieces for recitation, there was 
" Paradise Lost." This bored me for the most part as 
much as it does now, but allowed me to gloat over the 
figures of Satan and Sin. Afier all, Milton was a great 
poet ; and the subconscious artistic_ sdf of him was 
therefore bitterly antagorusuc to Chnsuaruty. Not only 1s 
Satan the hero, but the triumphant hero. God's threats have 
not " come of£" It is the forces of Evil, so called'. that 
manifest in strength and beauty_ of form. The glones _of 
the saints are tinsel. It is impossible to draw goodness with 
character. On the Christian theory, goodness is, m fact, 
nothing but absence of character, for it implies complete 
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So when it ~ame to my ~i~~g poetry myself, my work 
fell naturally into three div1s10ns. Firstly, short lyrics 
modelled on the hymns to which I was accustomed; 
secondly, parodies, principally of Scottish and English 
songs ; and thirdly, epics based on Sir Walter Scott.* I 
must have written over a hundred thousand lines. They 
have all been destroyed ; and I am rather sorry for it. 
While they possessed no merit, their contents would afford a 
valuable key to my thoughts at the time. The few fragments 
which escaped destruction were reprinted in my " Oracles." 
I remember something of their general moral tendency, 
which was to celebrate the triumph of the revolt of youth 
and passion against age and propriety. I tried to get effect 
by using extremes of expression. I remember two lines 
from an epic, '' Lady Ethelreda '' : 

'' Baron Ethelred waxed wroth, 
Frothed he with a frothy froth." 

---
- • One may also uace chc mRuence of R. Haggard. One epic brgw ; 

" In fair I-,.lilosis citv 
The king he gave· decree 
That every ma.id reputed _pretty . 
And even Citctmed or wise ,•r winy 
To his palace brought should be. 
And all obeyed save one proud ~~cikh 
Who hid his only gem Zulc1kh. . 

,., d f 1- I · If ·o some a,·:itac or otha, had 10 butt m 
This naturally started all iun s o a uss. m)SC ' 

1 I tha z tcikh 
and ~id the wo~ld of the tyrant and score off 1bt rroud Shcakh-.rod corra t gem Ju • 

8.5 
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But as ( grew a little. olde~ I became able to m_anage my 
nutcri;J with more discreuon. My mother designed me, 
of course, to follow in my father's footsteps as an Evangelist, 
but as I had co uke a profession she decided she would 
like me to be a doctor, on the ground that " doctors have so 
nuny opporturuaes." (Seil. for bringi~g souls to Jesus. 
She did not sec anything funny 1n this remark !) So I 
began to learn a little about Medicine, and produced the 
followms effusion : 

A PEEP BEHIND THE SCENES 

Jn the hospnal bed she lay 
Rotting away ! 

Cursing by night aod cursing by day, 
Rotting away ! 

The 1upus is over her face and head, 
Filthy and foul and horrid and dread, 
And her shrieks they would almost wake the dead 

Rotting away ! 

In her horrible grave she lay, 
Rotting away ! 

Rotciog by night, and rotcing by day, 
Rotting away ! 

In the place of her face is a gory hole, 
And chc worms are gnawing the tissues foul, 
And the devil is gloacing over her soul, 

Rotting away ! 

Note that the atle of this poem is ironical. It is taken 
from a goody,goody book, popular at that time, which 
describes the life of travelling barn-stormers, and how the 
only hope for them was to be converted. But the irony 
goes somewhat deeper. It was a genuine criticism of the 
shallow philosophy of optimism which went with the 
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polite Christianity of the time. I was analysing life in the 
sp1nt of Schopenhauer. I couldn't see any sense in 
pretending that life was not full of horrors. Death 
and trousers are facts_ in nature ; and merely to avoid 
reference_ to them or to invent euphemisms for them does not 
alter their character. I was reduced to gloating on murder 
and_putrefacuon, simply because these things gave the most 
forcible derual to the assumptions current at home. 
Pagarusm is wholesome because it faces the facts of life • 
but I was not allowed to· take a normal view of Nature'. 
In my situation, I could not dismiss the falsities of Christi, 
anity with a smile ; I was compelled to fight fire with fire, 
and to oppose their poisoned poultices with poisoned 
daggers. 

Such was the influence of home life. But it was partially 
interfered with by the more decent current of school life. I 
have mentioned my school in Streatham. It was there 
that occurred the last important incident of this period. 
Being the star chemist of the school, I determined to 
distinguish myself on the 5th of November, 1891. I 
procured a ten,pound jar from the grocer's, put two 
pounds of gunpowder at the bottom, and filled it up with 
various layers of different coloured " fires." _These w":e 
all-except for the small ingredients of vaned merallic 
salts-of the same composition : sugar and chlorate of 
potash. In order to make sure of success,_ I turned the 
whole household on to mixing these ingredients, with the 
result that they were mingled so intimately as to produce 
what was to all intents and purposes chlorate _po':"der ! 
I pressed this down very powerfully, buned the pr m_ the 
playground, stuck a rocket into the top, and lighted it at 
the critical moment. The rocket had been fixed too 
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firmly to nse, and che protecting wad of paper burnt through 
before I could step back. I neither saw nor heard any, 
chmg. I fdt as if a brush of some warm carry and gntty 
subsunce had been passed across my face ; and found 
myself sundmg on the brink of a hole in the ground of no 
mean size. I wondered how on earth 1c could have 
happened tlut my experiment had failed. I remember 
apolog1smg for the failure, and saying chat I muse go up 
co che house co wash my face. I discovered that I was being 
supported on the journey by my private tutor and my 
mother. Then I found myself in the headmaster's sanctum, 
recr1v1ng li~t a.id. I remember nothing more for some time 
accpc the annoyance of being awakened to have my 
dressings changed. I slept for ninety,six hours with these 
semi,conscious intervals. My tutor had the sense to wire 
10 Guy's Hospital for Dr. Golding Bird, whose inter, 
vention probably saved me fi:om erysipelas and the loss of 
my sight. In che course of convalescence, over four 
thousand pieces of gravel and the like were removed fi:om 
my face ; and ic was on Christmas Day chat I was first 
allowed to use my eyes for a few minutes. The explosion 
had been devastating. Tbe windows were smashed for a 
long way round ; and the bottles in the chemist's shop on 
the railway bridge-a quarter of a mile and more away
ranled, rhough the passage of trains had no such effect. 
Strangely enough, I was the only person injured. Through, 
out I enjoyed the episode ; I was the hero, I had made 
my mark! 

Tbe following year I was ready to go to a public school. 
My Uncle Jonathan wanted me to go to Winchester, as 
per tbe fa~ly tradmon, bur my health demanded a more 
braang climate, and it was decided that I should go to 
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Malvern. The school at that time was rising to the height 
of its glory In athlencs. We possessed a brilliant bat in 
Percy Latham; H. R. and W. L. Foster were sure to 
d1snngmsh themselves in one way or another, and the 
youngsters of that famous game,playing family were coming 
on, ready to take their places when the time came. There 
was also C. J. Burnup as a promising colt. 

In other _matters, however, the school had a long way to 
go. Bullying went on unchecked, the prefects being fore, 
most offenders. As a shy, solitary boy in ill,health, 
incapable of football, I naturally got more than my share, 
and this led ulnmately to one of the few actions in my 
life with which I have ever felt inclined to reproach mysel£ 
The tone of the school was brutal and imbecile. The 
authorities had done much to stamp out the practice of 
" greasing," which consists in spitting as smegmatically 
as possible either in people's faces or on their backs. Ir 
still flourished at our house, Huntingdon's, No. 4, and 
constituted our only claim to distinction. I do not think 
we had a single member in either of the Elevens. The 
prefects were hulking louts, shirking both work and play, 
and concentrating on obscenity and petty ryranny. It 
annoyed them particularly that my conduct was 1rreproach, 
able. They could not cane me without the housemaster's 
permission. I did not realise how closely I was be.mg 
watched, hut nltimately I comrrutted some tnflrng breach 
of discipline during " prep." After the hour was over 
the prefect in charge gleefully hastened m the housemaster. 
He found me there already. I got my li_cking ; but there 
was a fine series of expulsions to balance It. Of course my 
action was technically indefensible ; but after all, I had 
held my tongue uncomplainingly for months, and It was 
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thrrc days before the examination, got excused from games, 
.nd worked so hard that I came out sixth in the school. 
I was able ro quote several long passages_ accurately from 
memory. \Vith me, it was always a question of the interest 
which I took 111 things. I had the makings of a sound 
cwsical scholar, but I could not bring myself to memorise 
Guek and Latin poetry. Stranger sull, I could not master 
the rules of prosody. My most hostile critics admit that 
my techmquc and my sense of rhythm are unsurpassed ; but 
the rules of scansion meant nothing to me, because no one 
explained their connection with the way a poem should 
be read. 

[ should have liked school life well enough if it had not 
brcn for the bullymg and the complete lack of intellectual 
comparnonship. I had no interest in games ; my athletic 
ambmons were confined to climbing mountains. But at 
least there was no Christianity ! and what morality there was 
was rather manly than otherwise. However, I was now 
old enough to match myself against my private tutors, and 
found greater freedom with them than at school. I decided 
to leave, and drew such a picture of the abominations 
which went on, though I knew nothing about them or 
even what they were, that my mother refused to let me go 
back. I told her, she once reminded me, that " if Mr. 
Huntingdon (the House Master) knew what was going 
on in the house, it would break his heart." Pure bluff! 
but the (ollowing term I was entered at Tonbridge. 

By this time I had acquired a considerable facility in 
making the best of my advantages. I had in some ways 
much more experience of life than most boys of my age. 
My holidays, ~hat with fishing, mountain,climbing, and 
ruarung afier girls, were full of adventures of one kind and 
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another, in which I was always being thrown on my own 
resources. By the nme I reached Tonbridge I had developed 
a kind of n_atural anstocracy. People were already beginning 
to be afraid of me, and there was no question any longer 
of bullying.. My health must have been very much better. 
Alburrununa breeds melancholy and desttoys physical 
coura~e. I had also, no doubt, been subject to constant 
1tntat1on due to my phimosis, and the operation had 
relieved me. I was, therefore, more or less ready to fight 
anybody that annoyed me. And people took good care 
not to do so. 

The atmosphere at Tonbridge was, moreover, much 
more civilised than at Malvern. To,day it impresses me 
as having been on the namby,pamby side. There was at 
that time no trace of the marriage system since introduced, 
and now said to be flourishing. " Mrs. So,and,So " was 
almost a term of derision, while now it is exacted by its 
owner to show that he is not " one of those." My best 
friend was a brother of C. F. G. Masterman. He was 
neither a sneak nor a hypocrite ; but it gives an idea of the 
atmosphere. 

The glimpse of normal human life afforded by Archibald 
Douglas had rendered me completely sane as far. as my 
conscious life was concerned. The problem of life was 
not how to Satanise, as Huysmans would have called !t ; 
it was simply to escape from the oppress_ors and_ to elljoy 
the world without any interference of spiritual life of any 
sort. My happiest moments were_ when I was_ alone on 
the mountains ; but there 1s no evidence that this pleasure 
in any way derived from Mys_ticism. The bea_uty of form 
and colour, the physical exh1lar~non of exerase, and the 
mental stimulation of finding one s way 111 diflicult country, 
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formed the sole dements of my rapture. So far as I indulged 
m d.iy,dreams, they were exclusively of a normal sexual 
type, There was no need to create _phantasms of a perverse 
or uore.tlisable saosfacuon. It 1s important to emphasise 
this pcint, because I have always appeared to my contem, 
porancs as a "cry cxrraordinary individual obsessed by 
fmwuc passions. But such were not in any way natural 
10 me. The moment theJressure was relieved every touch 
of the abnormal was she off instantly. The impulse to 
wnre pocrry disappeared almost completely at such periods. 
I had not even any of che ordinary ambitions of young men. 
I was content to enjoy sport without wishing to attain 
eminence in it. It came natural co me to find ways up 
mountains which looked co me interesting and difficult. 
Bue JC never occurred to me to match myself against other 
pc_ople. It was from furely zsthetic considerations that I 
climbed the gullies o Tryfan and Twll,Du. This last 
climb landed me, as luck would have it, in a conrroversy 
which was dcsuned to determine my career in a very 
remarkable manner. 
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A ,L~ ..:.. c~ 4 
.re had never occurred to me that rock,climbing, as such, 

rrught be a recognised sporr. However, my mother and I 
were at the Sligachan Inn in Skye during the summer of 
I 8.92. I talked about my hill rambles with Sir Joseph 
Lister, who happened to be staying there, and asked him 
about the Coolins. He was ki?d enough to suggest to 
some real climbers who were staymg at the hotel to include 
me in their party the next day, and they were kind enough 
to take me up Sgurr,nan,Gillean by the Pinnacle Ridge. 
I found myself up against it ; and realised at once chat 
there was something more to be done than scrambling. 

I think it was the following summer that I was staying 
at a farm in Langdale, and heard from the natives of the 
celebrated twenty,four hours' walk The idea is to climb 
the four highest fells, Scafell Pikes, Helvellyn,. Skiddaw, 
and Saddleback, in a day. I conceived a ounor ndge, 
walk, and set out one morning at dawn from Langdale, 
climbed the Langdale Pikes, and followed the crest of the 
fells to Scafell Pikes. Then I crossed to Scafe!! by the 
Broad Stand ; and, seeing the Deep Ghyll pinnacle, 
climbed that on my way to the summit of Scafell. . It was 
a terrifically hot day over Lingmell and down mto the 
valley to climb the screes of Great Gable. My attenuon 
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the gullies which I had noticed in the Great Cliff: I had 
reached the Grass Traverse when I heard voices in the 
mist above me, and a few minutes later a powerful man with 
red whiskers and a rope about his shoulders came towards 
me from the cliff: It was J. W. Robinson, a local farmer, 
who had laid the foundation of Cumberland climbing. 
He offered to show me some of the easier climbs. He had 
started that morning with a man named Owen Glynne 
J on_es. . Jones had insisted on rrying to climb Steep Gill, 
which 1s for the most part a shallow gully of smooth slabs 
set at a dangerous angle. There is no reliable hold for hand 
or foot on the main pitch, which is some eighty feet high. 
As torrents of icy water were pouring over the crags, it was 
sheer foolhardiness to attempt it. Robinson had refused 
to do so, whereupon Jones had quarrelled with him and 
they had parted. 

I had every reason, later on, to agree with Robinson. I 
was only once on a rope with Jones. It was on Great 
Gable; the rocks were plastered with ice, and a hitter wind 
was blowing. In such conditions one cannot rely on one's 

. fingers. Our party proposed to desc_end the Oblique 
Chimney on the Ennerdale face. Robinson led the way 
down. The second man was a Pole named Lewkowitch, 
who was generally known as " Oils, fats and waxes," 
because of his expert knowledge of them and the personal 
illustration of their properties which he afforded. He had 
no experience of climbing, and werghed about stxteen stone. 
It was up to me, as third man on the rope, to let him slowly 
down I had of course, to descend little by little, the rope 
bein • too sho;t to allow me to lower him from t~e top. 
I sofn found myself in the most difficult !'art of the ch1mne~ 
very ill placed to manipulate a dangling ox. I look"e 
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up to j.:,oes, the last man, co hold my rope so that I could 
give full atunuon ~o-Lewkowit~h, and saw to my" horror 
dlat he was ma.intairung his equilibrium by a sort of savage 
wu d.tnce ! He was hampered by a photographic 
app.1utus which was strapped to his back. _ Robinson 
b,d urged him to lower it separately. As nor Einstein nor 
the Blessed \'irgin Mary was there to suspend the law of 
gravitation, I have no idea how we got to the bottom 
~ndamaged ; but when we did I promptly took off the rope 
and -.valked home, utterly disgusted with the vanity which 
had endangered the party. Of course, there could only be 
one end to chat sort of thing, and Jones ended by killing 
himself and three guides on the Zina! side of the Dent 
Blanche a few years later. 

The imbecility of the accident is shown by the fact that 
the fifih member of the party, who was quite a beginner, 
found himself-afier the smash-alone on the precipice. 
The guides bad begged Jones not to attempt the pitch 
from which be fell, but he had persisted. The fifih man 
bad hitched the rope over a rock, and it had broken between 
him and the third guide. But this man, instead of going 
down to the valley, acrually climbed the mountain, spent 
a rught on the ridge, and went down the next day to Zermatt. 

The dangers of mountaineering are ridiculously exagger, 
ated. I have never known of any accident which was not 
due to ignorance or folly. Eckenstein, the greatest climber 
of bis age, told me the same thing. . 

Jones obtained the reputation of being the most brilliant 
rock,climber of his time by persistent self,advertisement. 
He was never a first,rate climber, because he was never a 
safe climber. If a handhold was out of his reach he would 
Jump at it, and he bad met with several serious accidents 
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befor~ the final . smash. But his reputation is founded 
pnnc1pally on climbs which he did not make at all, in the 
proper sense of the word. He used to go out with a 
couple of photographers and_ have himself lowered up and 
down a climb repeatedly until he had learnt its peculiarities, 
and . then make the " first ascent " before a crowd of 
adnurers. Now the essential difficulty of negotiating a 
pitch of any length is that one has to waste any amount of 
ame and strength while one is finding out where the holds 
are. There is no credit at all in repeating a climb. 

Another trick of Jones's was to get his friends to make 
dates with other people to try various unclimbed places, 
and then to postpone the expedition on various pretexts 
until Jones had managed to negotiate it by the method 
above described. 

This conduct seemed to me absolutely unsportsmanlike. 
To prostitute the mountains to personal vanity is in fact 
something rather worse. And I had a taste of the malice 
of people's envy in my first week. A personal issue arose 
from the very start. rRobinson happened to ask me if I 
had climbed in Wales. I told him yes, and mentioned 
one particular place, the !Devil's Kitchen or Twll Du, 
which I had climbed by taking off my boots. I had no 
idea that the place was famous, but it was. It was _reputed 
unclimbable. Almighty Jones himself had failed. I 
found myself, to my astonishment, the storm centre. Jones, 
behind my back, accused me flatly of lymg. Quite 
unconsciously, however, I put myself 1n the nghc. I have 
always failed to see that it is necessary to make a fus_s about 
one's climbs. There is a good reason for desc;1bmg a 
first climb. To do so is to guide others to e~Joyme_nt. 
One may also for the same reason describe mteresung 
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anaaons of a climb, or 1rs accomplishment by a solitary 
:,,n. Now as it happened, Jones had been blowing his 
trumper about the first ascent of Kern Knotts Chimney ; 
the rap pitch, however, he had failed to do unaided. He 
had been hoisted on the shoulders of the second man. 
I went to have a look at it, and found that by wedging a 
11one into a convenient crack, and thus starting a foot 
higher up, I could get to the top, and did s_o. I recorded 
this 111 the climbers' book ; and the following day a man 
n.1JDed H. V. Reade, possibly in a sceptical mood, followed 
in mr footsteps. He found my wedged stone, contemp, 
mous y threw it away, climbed the pitch without it, and 
recorded the feat. That was a double blow to Mr. Jones. 
It was 110 longer a convincing argument that if he couldn't 
do a thing it couldn't be done. 

But this was not all. Scafell is separated from Scafell 
Pikes by a pass called Mickledoor ; and on the Scafell 
side It is precipitous. The ridge of the pass is well,marked ; 
by gomg down a little on one side one can climb the cliffs 
by the Broad Stand or Mickledoor Chimney, on the other 
sid, by the Nonh Climb ; and so on. But it had been 
th, ambition of every climber to start from the exact top· 
of the ridge. This was called the Direct Climb of Mickler 
door ; and nobody had done it. That seemed to me a 
shame, so I did it. This time the fat was in the fire. My 
good faith was openly challenged in the smoking,room. 
I shrugged my shoulders, but offered to repeat the climb 
rh_e following day before witnesses-which I accordingly 
did. I suppose I am a very innocent ass, but I could not 
understand why anyone calling himself human should 
Stan a series of malicious intrigues on such a cause of 
quarrel. I must admit that my methods were sometimes· 
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~a~c~lated . to annoy ; but I had no patience with the 
1d1ot1c va°1:ty of mediocrities. I took the Climbers' Record 
to be a serious compilation, and never wrote in it without 
the fullest sense of responsibiLty. So when I found a 
solemn Te Deum being chanted on account of the fifth 
ascent of the Pillar Rock by a "lady," I took my dog to 
t~e t~p and recorded : "First ascent by a St. Bernard 
bitch. When Jones, afier the usual practice, had climbed 
Kern Knotts Crack, and three public,.school,.masters, who 
ough~ to have known better, said they had seen him do it, 
and It was a marvellous exhibition of skill and so on, I 
completed their remarks by a colophon: [ Advt.] So much 
fuss was made about Kern Knotts Crack that Eckenstein 
took a young girl named Miss Nicholls and asked her to 
lead up it, which she did. 

W astdale at that time was a rendezvous for many amusing 
characters as well as for some of the most brilliant men in 
England. Professor Milnes Marshall spent most of his 
holidays there. His death is one of the most curious 
accidents in the history of climbing. He had gone up to 
Deep Ghyll with some friends one bright winter day w~en 
the mountains were covered with snow. But, not feeling 
particularly well, he rem~ined at t~e foot of Deep Ghyll 
while his friends climbed 1t, proposing to take photographs 
of them. He set up his earner~ o'n a snow.,slope no steeper 
than Ludgate Hill, a place entirely fi-ee from ~anger. But 
he fell and rolled gently down the slope, ma~mg no effort 
to save himself, finally pitching over a small cliff, at c_hc ~oot 
of which he was picked up dead. It was not a cl1mbmg 
accident at all, any more than the death of Nor man N er~da, 
who died of heart failure when he happened to be m a 
rock chimney in the Dolomites. 
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Airer a short time at Tonbridge my health again broke 
down. It was evident that boarding,school life was 
unswted co me. It was arranged for me to live at East, 
bourne w1th a tutor named Lambert, a Plymouth Brother. 
le 1s cunous (by the way) to reflect that Henri Bernstein, the 
celebrated French dramatist, being also a " hope " of the 
Brethren, was one of Lambert's pupils. I saw hardly any, 
thmg of him. All I remember is that one day, for no reason 
chlt I can remember, we set to in the street and fought it out. 
At that time I knew no boxing. My one idea was to get 
his head "1n Chancery " under my left arm and bash his 
fucc 1n wich my right, which I succeeded in doing, making 
no attempt to defend myself against his blows which he 
gave like a windmill on my skull. I remember acutely my 
surprise that they did not hurt me at all. During the day 
I worked at Eastbourne College in the chemical laboratory 
under Professor Hughes, and was privileged to assist that 
great man in several researches which go to prove that no 
two substances can combine in the absence of a third. It 
seems sttange chat I should have seen the bearings of this 
upon philosophy. 

One very significant incident is stamped upon my 
mcm?ry- I was spending an evening with the professor, 
and 1n the course of some discussion I said : " The Bible 
says s_o." These words dripped with the utmost irony from 
my lips. I meant to imply the bitterest contempt. I was 
not understood. He took me seriously, and broke out 
mto a passionate denunciation of the book. His manner 
~-as so ferocious that I was positively startled ; and the 
mteresang thing about the incident is this. I had been so 
long so alert lest I should be accused of disbelief, that it 
almost took my breath away to hear a man in authority 
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speak so openly.* I have explained how I had vainly 
sought supreme wickedness in the Church of England. 
I had ev~n gone to so,,called " high " churches, and on 
one occasion dared to enter the portals of the Papists. But 
I had found nothing wicked even there. They all seemed 
to me to be tarred with the same brush ; they were cold, 
heartless, dull, stupid, vapid and fatuous. The emotion,, 
alism of some and the sacramenralism of others seemed to 
me perfectly insincere. _ The fact is that (as my brother,, 
in ... law, Gerald Kelly, once told me, with astounding 
insight), I was the most religious man that he had ever met. 
It is the inmost truth. The instinct was masked for a long 
time, firstly by the abominations of the Plymouth Brethren 
and the Evangelicals ; secondly, by the normal world. 
It only broke out at a subsequent period in any recognisable 
form. But when it did so, it became the axis of my being. 
As a matter of fact, even in these early days, my real need 
was spiritual satisfaction_ ; and . I was _a. Satanist or _a 
W orldling ( as the case might be) 1n the sp1nt of St. Francis 
of Assisi. 

My poetry during this period was eith~r ~,morous ~~ 
satirical. A few of my efforts are preserved 1n Oracl~s. 
I quote the first and last verses from a lyric about a gtrl I 
met on the sea front. 

ELVIRA 

Was thy fault to be too tender ? 

was thine error to be weak ? 

Was my kiss the first offender 
Pressed upon thy blushing cheek ? 

. . . . . . . . . . 
" tT1' • "L" l Christopher Columbus. wacn r 

• I rcmem bcr my first stolen visit to the Theatre- m e 
all these people afoud of be.mg found out ? 
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Hea"·en at your accurst creaoon 
Shall become a hell of fire : 

Dach fur kisses, and damnation 
For your love, shall God require! 

~-h 31 " worthy of note is what I may call the " Laus 
\ • cncns '' poim of view; which symbolises my revolt, and 
rtquired many years to wear out. It seems as 1f I_ clung to 
the ,dca of the wickedness of love, and the belief that 11 

mtulcd d1,·ine retribution, partly perhaps because of my 
crodcncy to masochism, but consciously, at least, as adding 
acrual value co sm. Pleasure as such has never attracted 
me. I1 must be spiced by moral satisfaction. I was 
rductam to abandon my intellectual belief in Christianity ; 
1f the whole thmg was nonsense, where was the fun of 
fighting it , 

All this early poetry, moreover, tended to become worse 
mstead of better as my mind developed. I explain this by 
reference to the analogy of such games as billiards. As 
soon as one begins to 1ake lessons one spoils one's natural 
game, and one does no1 recover until the artificially acguired 
cecbnigue bas been driven down into the subconscious by 
conanual practice. 

A part fiom a very few very early poems like " The 
Balloon,'' all my writing is wooden, imitative and conscious, 
unal I reached Cambridge, with hardly an exception. 

At Eastbourne, I had still no interest in games. I was 
sail prevented fiom anything like intimate association with 
my fellow creatures. I was still ignorant of the existence 
of English literature, and I became a first,rate French 
schola_r without . reading any French literature. In my 
play,umc I was ~1ther hunting flappers on the front, playing 
ches,, or climbmg Beachy Head. My chess was almost 
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entirely book,learning, and I was very much surprised to 
find myself the best _player in the town. For although the 
local champ10n 1ns1sted on _giving me pawn and move, 
I beat him so easily every time I met him that the odds 
might have been reversed without making much difference 
to the resulc. I edited a Chess Column in the Eastbourne 
Gazette, and made myself a host of enemies by criticising 
the team .. I wanted to arouse enthusiasm, to insist on study 
and practice, and to make Eastbourne the strongest town in 
England. The result fell short of breaking up the club, 
but not very far. 

I used my position as editor to criticise the formation of 
the team and anything else that seemed to me wrong. I 
was absolutely unable to conceive that any one should be 
anything but grateful for constructive criticism. I had 
moreover in my mind a firm conception of an editor as 
Jupiter Tonans. I remember one occasion on which I 
made myself particularly nasty. In a club tournament I 
had won all my games except two against a man named 
Marcin, who had failed to play any of his games. At the 
same time he would not withdraw from the tournament. 
I tried to deal with the situation in my weekly articles. I 
requested Mr. Marcin to begin to play his . games ; I 
implored him to begin to play his games_; I pomted our to 
him the propriety of beginning to play his games, I showed 
him that the best traditions of England ( which had made 
her what she was) spoke with no uncertain voice to th_e 
effect that he should begin to play his games. All this 
settled down to a weekly chorus a la Caro " delenda est 
Carthage." Whatever the subject of my discourse, it 
invariably ended, " Mr. Martin has not yet begun to play 
his games." 





STANZA X 

My grand passion was Beachy Head. The fantastic 
beauty of the cliffs can never be understood by anyone 
who has not grappled them. Mountain scenery of any 
kind, but especially rock scenery, depends largely on fore, 
ground. This 1s especially the case when one has acquired 
an intimate knowledge of the meaning, from the climber's 
point of view, of what the eyes tell one. The ordinary man 
looking at a mountain is like an illiterate person confronted 
with a Greek manuscript. The only chalk in England 
which is worth reading, so to speak, is that on Beachy Head. 
This is due to the fact that it is relatively so much higher 
than other similar cliffs. Most chalk cliffs are either 
unbroken precipices, unclimbable in our present stage of 
the game, or broken,down rubble ; but Beachy Head 
offers rock problems as varied, interesting and picturesque 
as any cliffs in the world. I began . to explore the face. 
Popular ignorance had surrounded 1t with innumerable 
absurd rumours. The general opinion was that no on_e 
had ever climbed it. There was, however, a legend that It 
had once been done. I settled the/oint by walking up, 
smoking a pipe, with my dog (I ha no woman available) 
in nine and a half minutes from the beach to the coastguard 

station. 
107 
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t,1,· cousm, Gregor Grant, was with me on my earlier 
chmfu. These were the most obvious, but also the most 
,mport.int. Ethddreda's Pinnacle-which I named _after 
my dos or ~ schoolgirl with whom I had stolen 1nterv1ews, 
I forger' which-was the first great triumph. The second 
\\"4.I the Devil's Chimney, and the thrrd the Cu1ll1n Crack. 
I bave always refused till now to claim this climb, as I 
iirnshed lt with the moral support of a loose rope from above. 
Jr would be fonrudable enough were it of the best rock in 
the world : there is one section which actually overhangs. 
I believe that these latter climbs have never been repeated. 

Chalk 1s probably the most dangerous and difficult of 
aU kinds of rock. Its condition varies at every step. Often 
one has to clear away an immense amount of debris in order 
to ger any hold at aU. Yet indiscretion in this operation 
might pull down a few hundred tons on one's head. One 
can hardly ever be sure that any given hold is secure. It 
is, therefore, a matter of the most exquisite judgment to 
pnc on it no more weight than is necessary. A jerk or a 
sprmg would almost infallibly lead to disaster. One does 
not climb the cliff's. One hardly even crawls. Trickles 
or oozes would perhaps be the ideal verbs. 

The unique character of the climbing led to an amusing 
mc1dent. The greatest rock,climber in England, A. F. 
Mummery, published a short account of his work on the 
cliff's at Dover, where he lived. He st;ted that at more 
than_ tweory to thirty feet above sea,level no climbing was 
possible, and that pracucally all his climbs were traverses ; 
that is, horizontal and not vertical. I wrote to him saying 
that my experience was precisely the opposite. All my 
cl.1mbmg had been done at greater altitudes, and that ( with 
hardly an exception) my climbs were vertical. He wrote 
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back_ rather superciliously to the effect that there were 
certainlr grassy gullies which corres onded to m 
descnptton, but they_ were not what he cafted climbing. i 
replied, thanking him and begging him to accept a few 
photographs of the grassy gullies under discussion. These 
showed the most formidable,looking pinnacles in the 
Bnttsh . Islands, and vertical cracks as precipitous as any, 
thing 1n Cumberland. He wrote back immediately a 
warm letter of congratulation. It was evident that we had 
been using the word " chalk " to cover two widely different 
species of material. 

_I published som_e of my records in the local newspapers 
with the idea of 1nsp1nng the nat_ives with praiseworthy 
enthusiasm. Once aga.in I bad IlllSJudged humanity. All 
I got was a leading article beginning with the words : 
" Insensate folly takes various forms." Another shock was 
to come. Cousin Gregor suddenly declared that he was 
engaged to be married, and that be didn't think he had 
the right to climb any more on Beachy Head. My boy, 
hood's idol was shattered at a blow. I received my first 
lesson in what the religions of the world have discovered 
long since, that no man who allows a woman to take any 
place in his life is capable of doing good work (S1milarly, 
men may be as foolish over dogs as old ma.ids over cats.) 
A man who is strong enough to use women as slaves and 
playthings is all right. Even so, there 1s always ,a d~nger, 
though it is difficult to avoid 1t. In fact, I don_ t think II 

should be avoided. I think a man should train htmsclf 
to master what are commonly called vices, from maidens to 
morphia. It is undeniable chat there arc very _few such m~n. 
Again and again I have had the most pronusmg pupils ~vc 
up the great work of their lives for the sake of some wrctc cd 



,: TJH·. CONFESSIONS OF ALEJSTER CROWLEY 

wonun who could have been duplicated in a Ten Cent 
St(}((, It doesn't matter what :he work 1s ; 1f It 1s worth 
while dom~. 1t demands one s whole attention, and a 
woman is ocly tolerable in one's life _if she is trained to help 
the man in his wock without the slightest reference to any 
other interests soever. The necessary self,abne&ation and 
concenrr.1tion on his part must be matched by sinular 
quilicies on hers. I say marched-I might say better, 
surpassed-for such devotion m~sr be blind. A m~n can 
brcomt his work, so char he sausfies himself by saasfy1ng 
ic ; bur a woman is fundamentally incapable of under, 
standing the narure of work in itself. She must consent to 
co,operare with him in the dark. Her self,surrender is, 
therefore, really sdf,surrender, whereas with him it is rather 
sdf,rcalisation. It is true that if a woman persists long 
enough in the habit, she will ultimately find herself therein. 
For woman is a creature of habit, that is, of solidified 
impulses. She has no individuality. Attached tci a strong 
man who is no longer himself but his work, she may 
become a more or less reliable mood. Otherwise her 
moods change with her phantasms. But the most dominant 
mood of woman will always be motherhood. Nature 
icsel( therefore, insures rhar a man who relies ou a woman 
to help him is bucking the tiger. At any moment, without 
warrung, her interest in him may be swept off its feet and 
become secondary. _ Worse-she will expect her man to 
abandon the whole Interest of his life in order to look after 
her new toy. A bitch does not lose all her interest in her 
master just because she has puppies. 

I found a new climbing companion on Beachy Head in 
a _man named J. S. New. We worked out the possible 
climbs systematically, and made a large scale map of the 
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cliff. I ultima;~ly contributed an illustrated article on the 
subject to the Scotush Mountaineering Journal." But 
with the exception of Mc. H. S. Bullock, and one or two 
others who repeated a few of our climbs and made one or 
two new ones, little work has been done on the Head. 
Climbers generally seem to have come to the conclusion 
that it was altogether too dangerous. It must be admitted 
that, at any rate, it is very unpleasant. In wee weather the 
chalk forms a paste which clogs the boots and makes 
foothold impossible. In dry weather the dust takes 
possession of the eyes and throat. But for all that, many of 
my happiest days have been spent on the face. 

I must record a very strange phenomenon in connection 
with my adventures on Beachy Head. One summer day 
I went up with my mother and took her down to the grassy 
slopes (the Grass Traverse) which used to extend eastward 
from Etheldreda's Pinnacle. I say "used to extend," for 
since that time there has been an extensive landslide. It 
was rather a scramble for an old lady to reach them from 
the top of the cliff, but it could be done by descending a 
narrow gully called Etheldreda's Walk. I put her in a 
comfortable position where she could make a water,colour 
sketch and went off to do some climbing on the Devil's 
Chim~ey, which is some distance west of the pinnacle. The 
general contour of the cliff is here. convex, so that I w_as 
entirely out of her sight, besides bemg a quarter of a mile 
away. Such breeze as there was was blowing from the 
soutb,west, that is, fi:om me to her. I w;s trymg to makd 
a new climb on the West of the Devil_ s. Chimney, •:er 
had got some distance down, when I d1sunctly heard th 

• r h l At this time I bad no acquaintance WI 
crying ror e P· . all as of this 
psychic phenomena, yet I recogmsed the c 



,2 
1HE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

I) • that JS I had a direct intuition chat it was so. It 
,...~; ;,ot mereiy that it seemed improbable that it could be 
normal audmon. I did not know at the ume for certain 
dut this was 1mposs1ble, though it was afterwards proved 
ro te so by experiment. I had no reason for supposing the 
danger to be urgent ; but I rushed m,adly to the top of the 
cliff, along JC, and down to the Grass Traverse. I reached 
!:er m ume co save her life, though there were not many 
seconds to spare. She had shifted her position to get a 
bener view, and had wandered off the Traverse on to 
steep, dusty, crumbling slopes. She had begun to slip, 
got fogbccned, and done the worst thing possible ; that is, 
had sat down. She had been slipping by inches, and 
was on the brink of a cliff when I reached her. She had 
acrually cried for help at the time when I heard her, as 
nearly as I could judge ; but, as explained above, it was 
physically impossible for me to have done so. I regard 
this 1nc1dent as very extraordinary indeed. I have never 
raken much stock in rhe regular stories of people appearing 
at a distance at the moment of death and so on ; nor does 
rhe fact of something so similar having actually happened 
ro me make me inclined to believe such stories. I cannot 
offer any explanation, apart from the conventional magical 
theory that a supreme explosion of Will is sometimes able 
ro set forces in motion which cannot be invoked in ordinary 
circumstances. 

To return to my subject. Despite the regrettable incident 
of 1mpuls1ve humanitarianism above recorded, my associa, 
uons with Beachy Head possess a charm which I have 
never known in any o_ther district of England. My climbs 
there fulfilled all my ideals of romance, and in addition I 
had rbe pan1cularly delightful feeling of complete originality. 
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In other districts I could be no more than pri11111s inter pares. 
On Beachy Head I was the only one-I had invented an 
entirely new branch of the sport. 

For a number of weeks I slept in a Mummery Tent on 
one. oft.he traverses. It was my first experience of camp life, 
which 1s, one thing with another, the best life I know. The 
mere feeling of being in the fresh air under the stars when 
one goes to sleep, and of waking at dawn because it is 
dawn, raises one's animal life ipso facto to rhe level of 
poetry. 

There. have always been in me two quite incompatible 
personalities wttb regard to my judgment of men and in 
practical matters. One of them possesses great instinctive 
shrewdness partaking of cynicism ; the other an innocence 
amounting almost to imbecility. Der Reine Thor! In 
certain respects, this latter quality is calculated. Thus, I 
have always refused to believe that I am being cheated, even 
when I know the facts perfectly well. I have deliberately 
made up my mind that it is not worth while to allow my 
purity to be contaminated by descending to the level of the 
people who are swindling me. In some matters again, I 
am genuinely unable to criticise ; and so I take people at 
their face value, occas10nally With disastrous results. 

For instance, one of the most original characters that I 
have ever met was the Rev. T. C. V. Bastow, of Little 
Peatling Rectory, Lutterworth. It was the proud boast 
of this gentleman, who used to spend his vacaaons at 
W astdale Head, that be possessed a rudimentary rail ; and 
though I was never favoured personally_ With a view of this 
distinction, he was credited with readiness to demonstrate 
the Darwinian Theory to any earnest young anaronust who 
might be in the offing. He wandered about the crags w11h 



"• 
THE co:--FESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

a chrce,pronged claw attached _to twenty or thirty feet of 
rope his theory being to throw 1t up the rocks ull It caught 
som;whcre, and then swarm up the rope. He gave himself 
chc w of being a rock,climber of the first rank, and I never 
thought of doubting It. 

Now I had made the first solitary descent of the Enner, 
d.i.le face of the Pillar Rock, a feat at that time considered 
cheorrucally impossible. He asked me casually whether it 
w-.s the son of place chat he could take his daughter. I 
did a son of Rule of Three sum in my head. If poor little 
I, the beginner, could do it, a fortiori so could the great 
man, even with the handicap of the girl novice. As a 
matter of face, he could not climb at all, and the delightful 
pair found themselves crag,fast. 

Some years later I made a blunder of the same kind 
which resulted in a frightful tragedy. I was in Arolla in 
1897• wnh Morris Travers and his younger brother. In 
Coolidgc's Guide there is a record of the ascent of the 
Petite Dent de Veisivi by the gap facing Arolla. The 
local guides, however, unanimously denied that this route 
had ever been done. The rocks below the gap, they said, 
were overhanging and were impossible. We decided to 
test these sucements, ascended the mountain by the ordinary 
way, and came down by the route in question. The rocks 
do overhang, but the holds are so good that the climb is 
quite easy. We discussed the climb with a son of the 
ce\ebrated Dr. John Hopkinson, Edward, who was there 
w~ch a large family. We said, quite truthfully, that there was 
no difficulty or ~anger for a responsible patty ; but he and 
three of htS children attempted to repeat our climb, and 
all were killed. A peculiarly English incident adds a 

• Sec .,Colleard Works, Vol. I, p. 127. "Elegy," the date seems a misprint, 
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touch of grotesque grimness to the story. The widow 
begged Travers, who was a member of the rescue party 
(I had left the valley), to allow her to take a lasr look at her 
husband. She. had bee,~ brought up to fancy ictures 
of people ly1ns 10 State- calm and grand in DeatB," and 
that sort of thing. As a matter of fact, all the remains had 
been brought down in one sack ; no one could tell what 
was whose. 

This difficulty in understanding that professed climbers 
could be incurably 1nco:l'petent culminated in the one great 
nu_stake of my mountatneermg career. Despite the actual 
~v1dence of 1902 that Dr. Jacot,Guillarmod was utterly 
ignorant and untrustworthy, vain and obstinate, I con, 
sented to take him to Kang Chen J anga, with the disastrous 
result to be recorded later. 

There remains one remarkable incident of my climbing 
in Cumberland. I had been trying some new routes on 
the Pillar Rock one day, when I was caughr by a terrific 
thunderstorm. Luckily for me, as it turned out, I was 
soaked to the skin in ten minutes. Any further serious 
climbing being impossible, I started back to W astdale. In 
doing this one crosses the ridge of Pillar Mountain, along 
which runs a wire sheep fence. I crossed this ; and, the 
storm increasing in violence, my attention was attracted 
by the little flames of lightning that played upon the tron 
uprights. I forgot about my axe. The next thing I knew 
was chat I had been knocked down. I can hardly say that 
I felt any definitely electtical shock : but I knew what must 
have happened. I was seized by a cunous rruxture of 
exhilaration and terror ; and dashed down the face of the 
mountain at its steepest point, leaping fi:om rock ~o rock 
like a goat. I easily beat the record fi:om the sunurut to the 
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_In r894 I had my first serious taste of the Alps. I went 
with my_ tutor to the Suldenthal in the Austrian Tyrol. 
I had discovered the Badnunton Volume of Mountain, 
eering. I looked_ on it very much as I had been taught ro 
look_ on the Bible. It says much for my innocence 
prev10usly descnbed, that despite the data already in my 
possess10n, I failed enurely to realise that the one book was 
as full of grotesque blunders and inaccuracies as the other. 
I arrived in Sulden with a deep reverence for the Alpine 
guide, and hastened to engage Joseph Pingerra, who was 
supposed to be the best in the valley. I was very shocked 
to find that it was customary in the Tyrol to go two on a 
rope instead of three, though in point of fact this was the 
only thing they knew about climbing. Bue I was amazed 
beyond measure to find that I was a much better rock, 
climber than my guide. He did not know what rock 
climbing was, judged by Cumberland standards ! I had 
no experience of snow and ice ; so here, of course, I was 
the reverent disciple. Imagine my astomshment, then, 
when after two or three days Pingerra slipped and fell on a 
perfectly easy snow slope. He was entirely unable co do 
anything to save himself. _and. I had to _pull him up o: the 
rope. I retained my faith 1n Badnunton by saym,, to 

H7 
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rnysdf th,; the guides in the oudying groups muse be very 
examples. I engaged cwo other guides and started 

kthc Konigspicze, spending the rughc 1n a hut. In the 
morning the. guides were drunk and unwilling to stare, 
making absurd excuses about the weather_: . I had not 
sufficient self,confidence to cackle the Korugsp1tze by 
myself; buc I dismissed them, made a solitary ascent of 
the Eisseespicze, and tho_ughc the matter over. I was 
utterly disgusted, and decided co learn ice and snowcrafi: 
by myself, as I had with rocks. 

A few days later I went out alone and made the first 
ascent of the Order by the Hincere Grat. The mountain 
bad previously been climbed on this side ; but the ridge 
had noc been followed with the conscientiousness which 
was the rule in England. le took me six and a half hours 
co reach the summit. 

My arrival created a profound sensation. Sitting on the 
top were an American and a guide, who had come up by 
the easy way from the Payerhiitte. The guide regarded my 
appearance as stricdy supernatural ; but the American 
feared not God, neither regarded man. He had been trying 
to persuade the guide co go down co Sulden by the Hintere 
Grae. and the guide had cold feet. 

My arrival changed the sicuacion. Once assured that I 
was_ Resh and blood, che guide plucked up a little courage, 
which the American further stimulated l,y a promise of 
additional dollars. As I had come up alone, che three of 
us could evidently go down together. I agreed to accept 
the rcs_ponsible position of lase man, and we roped,up 
acc~rdmgly. . Bue we were no sooner started than the guide 
agam lost whatever nerve he ever possessed. His employer 
bad never been on a mountain before, but he had common 
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sense and pluck ; he behaved admirably in ev respect ; 
we half nursed and half ch1vv1ed that guide down that 
ndge. It was, of course, out of the question to follow the 
ndge, as I had just. done, so that two or three thousand 
feet of the descent were accomplished by glissading down 
snow slopes. If I had been alone I could have got down 
by that route 1n under three hours. As it was, we took 
rune and a ha!£ But the next day the guide had no lack 
of nerve ; he wanted me to pay him for his services ! 
Nothing doing. 

I made a number of other ascents in the district, for the 
most part alone, but once or twice with some chance,met 
English. My chief aim was to master the technique of 
snow and ice ; and by dint of using my senses and my 
sense I found out most of the tricks of the trade in the course 
of the season. I am particularly proud of having invented 
a pattern of Steigeisen, identical with that used by Oscar 
Eckenstein as far as the idea was concerned. The difference 
was that he, being an engineer, had had them forged in 
accordance with mechanical principles, whereas I had 
entrusted the execution of ntine to a rotten firm with a great 
reputation in Alpine Club circles, wl\ose ignorance of the 
elements of material and workmanship must have caused 
many " regrettable incidents." 

In r 89 5 I felt myself fit to tackle the higher peaks of the 
Alps, and went to the Little Scheideck. My first exploit 
was a solitary ascent of the E1g.~. I s~ed late, and on 
the final ridge caught ~p with a _ strong party of English 
with guides, the principal Herr being a charmmg clergyman 
from Japan, the Rev. Walter Weston. The guides_ were 
more or less drunk and frightened. They were :1)'mg to 
make some excuse for turning back ; bur shame sumulaced 
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thru cour1~e when I came up, and we proceeded to the 
$ummit \'/ c all went down together ; the guides professed 
themselves delighted with the su;~'fo_oted agility ?: my 
pnformance, and said that I was w1e em Fuhrer. A 
year before the compliment would have persuaded me that 
[ had died and gone to heaven, but ame had changed all 
that. I sull clung pathetically to Badminton ; I had 
merdy reached the stage of praying patheticaHy to meet the 
good guides described in the book. I was sull obsessed by 
the 1dea that it was suicidal to cross snow,covered glaciers 
without a rope. So I took a porter : he was quite willing 
to obey my orders implicitly, since I was regarded as a 
"Wunderkind." We went up the Jungfrau by the 
Schneehorn,Silberhorn route, I leading up and descending 
fast. But it was the same old story. The man couldn't 
stand on a snow,slope. I was constantly having to misuse 
valuable time in saving his worthless life. 

I began to reason the whole business out from the start. 
Mountaineering, I saw, was primarily a scientific problem. 
How, then, could the superstitious and ignorant peasants 
of the Alps master it or even attack it 1 There could be 
only one answer ; they made no attempt to do so. Their 
craft was traditional ; one man learnt from another by 
rule of thumb. Confront any guide with any mountain 
that he did not know by habit, and he was at sea. How 
was ic, then, that the mountains had ever been climbed at 
all , _ And the answer to that was that the general standard 
of climbing was, given good weather conditions, altogether 
beneath contempt from the stand point of the pioneers in 
Englan~ a_nd_ Wales. The ordinary way up any Swiss 
mountain 1s ltct!e more than a scramble. Eckenstein used 
to say chat he would take a cow up the Matterhorn provided 
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tbat be. were allowed to tie its legs. And once, wben an 
ex,pres1dem of tbe Alpine Club began his reply to this 
remark by mentioning that he bad been up tbe Matterhorn, 
some ,t,actless person 1nterru pted : " Did they tie your 
legs 1 

Mummery, Collie, and Hastings from England, with 
Eckenste1n and one or two minor lights on the one hand, 
and Purtscheller, Blodig and _others from Germany on the 
other, _were setung up .an enurely new standard of Alpine 
cl1mb1ng. They were men of education and intelligence ; 
they had studied the physical theory of mountain condi, 
tions_; they had practised the various types of technique 
requ1red to meet these conditions in detail. They were 
doing climbs which had never been dreamt of by any 
Alpine guide. The first,rate amateur was to the professional 
as a rifleman to a man with a flint axe. 

In '95 I was not yet aware of what was going on. I 
discovered independently the facts of the case. I found 
that I could_ go pretty well anywbere without tbe least 
danger or difficulty, wbereas all tbe people I met were 
constantly on the brink of disaster. I began to think rbat 
solitary climbing was the safest form of the game. Tbe 
one problem was the snow,covered glac_ier. I began to 
study chat question by itsel£ I soon noticed that when I 
looked down on such a glacier from a ndge, I could see tbe 
covered crevasses quite plainly .. They appeared as lines of 
shade. Descending co the glacier, I fou~d that I _was still 
able to detect che slight differences m illu'?mauon: So 
much for che theory. But che quesuon sull remame~ : 
" I see it, but can I cross ic safely 1 " My experience wtch 

chalk helped to give me confidence. I was accustomed to 
. b ki • f rotten matenal. Now, esumate che rea ng,stra.in o 
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grvm a rughc's hard frost, it stands to reason chat a _bridge 
which has not fallen through by lls own weight dunng the 
pm·roos day would support my extra weiP;ht in the early 
morning. I began to test my theory, being, of course, 
cnefol to arrange my routes so as to avoid having to cross 
snow,coveted glaciets afiet sunrise. I noticed, however, 
that • great deal of care was necessary to avoid accidents ; 
wd this made for slowness. There were also many other 
occasions on which a second man would be a safeguard, 
and some when he might be of active assistance. 

The question of a third man is quite different. He 
d.iminishes the mobility of the party ; the middle man is 
deprived almost completely of any freedom of action. 
Whenevet the ground is so difficult that only one man can 
move at a rime, a party of three rakes not half as long again 
but twice as long as a party of two, since the operation of 
pulling rn a section of rope is duplicated. The speed of a 
party means a great deal to its safety. As regards nightfall, 
weathet conditions, and avalanches or falling stones, two 
is evidently much safer than three. Another point is that 
11 is at least twice as hard to find two competent companions 
as it is to find one. 

Tbc combination of Mummery, Collie and Hastings 
could hardly happen again in a century. Mummery had 
a geruus for rock,climbing and an uncanny instinct for 
mountain problems in general. Collie was brilliant all 
round, and_ had an absolute scientific knowledge of materials 
and _a feeling for topography. Hastings was a tower of 
physical strength and endurance, an ideal second man 
c11her_as a hoist or an anchor. All three were accomplished 
tecbrucians'. and bad experience of every kind of ground 
and condmons. 
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In the absence of so miraculous a combination, the best 
thing to be hoped for was one other man who would 
possess all the qualities which one lacked oneself; and it 
was my supreme good fonune in 1898 to find what I 
sought in Oscar Eckenstein. 

In the meanwhile I went on climbing in the Bernese 
Oberland during the summer of 1895. Certainly the Lord 
must have been leading me, for I hardly ever went out on 
a mountain without striking some episode which directed 
my thoughts into the right channel. I recall one exception, 
ally comic incident. A boy about my own age, named 
Armstrong, wanted to cross the Pctersgrat with a guide, 
and his father asked me to join the party and see fair play. 

Here is an account 
small climbs : 

(written at the time) of one of our 
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" Ar 1wo,tl1irty we scarred, reached 1he glacier & roped 

21 +rs & ~an the ascent of the Wetterliicke (3,r69m.). 
Sdf first as usual, Armstrong 2nd & gmde 3 rd. New 
snow, one 10 three feel. Ar lasl we came to the badly 
crrnsscd poroon of the glacier. I append map on previous 
p:1£<. \Vhere the figure X is it is usual to go to the rocks 
of the L,.ucerbrunncn Wetterhorn on the right, as the 
glacier breaks off sharp with a 30,foot or_perhaps 50,foot 
ice,wall overhanging and absolutely unclimbable (Mum, 
mcry, Collie & Co. barred). To,day the rocks were 
s.imply 1c1cles all over & a blizzard was blowing over the 
new snow like nothing I have ever seen before. But when 
I brou5h1 up under the ice-wall Christian wanted to go 
back a 611 & over 1hese ice,plastered slabs-at an angle of 
6o anyhow. I refused & pointed out a possible way 
up 1be ice,wall. A steep narrow ridge of rotten neve led 
up to a plateau, whence a block of ice formed a bridge, thus : 

,•· A traverse under the overhanging 
;· ~( blocks on the other side took me into 
I ~ .--, I a bottomless crevasse, but here filled 
"'i \\. - • 

• t wuh new snow at an angle of 70°. 
I 

I 
This might be climbed & the top of the 

~ I overhanging blocks reached. Another 
t \ rotten narrow ridge traversed back 

. again to the right to another 70° new, 
~now slope & this led me to the final pinnacle 4,feet deep 
Jn new snow. 

" This appeared to join the top of wall, but afterwards 
proved only a ne~,snow cornice. I did not think it easy 
or safe or anything nice-it was simply the only way. 
! told Chnsaan so, & started up. Impassioned cries of 
Come back.' 'When you fall (not if) don't say I didn't 
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tell rou ! ' All in old Hi h c 
F. 1 'I h h . g erman. ,;: P 

ina Y c ge e mcht.' I told him to st ' 

Sttll the 1mpass1oned cries But I \" H k • went on. 1 ~ 
e too the rope of£ I got Armstrong to •' Y ; 

the platea_u & x.ut him on the end. Freezing ( , '\ \ 
1n the blizzar . Bndge_very good, Traverse \ i\ 

1 
very bad. New,snow cliff atrocious. Rotten 
little ndge ghastly. Next slope wusser & 1 

wusser. Fixed myself on flat place. Freezing in ~:' ';;::.";;;~ -· 
~ blizzard. Inches thick in solid '· ",:' ,'"';: ~"%. • 

- ~ ice. Pulled A_rmstrong up to where I was. 
~ -,. i'~r\' Went on to pmnacle. Discovered 4,foot 
~ ,., cornice. Broke it away. Result, I cut a 
::----_ step in the undercut wall & a handhold 
' above. But it was not to be crossed thus 
" '=~ with safety, especially as here I was out of 

all shelter from the blizzard. So Armsttong 
had to come up to me. Collaring my leg, 
he raised it to about the level of his shoulder 

with a most almighty everlasting boost & got me on to 
the top of the cliff at last. He was soon hauled up : the 
pass was practically won. The guide however had still 
to come. With the rash confidence of youth, we thought 
to bring him up straight. But once he was a foot off the 
ground the rope was two feet into the edge. _Nary an 
inch further. I went down on the rope to the pinnacle to 
put an axe as a roller. I looked over. The most glonous 
sight met my gaze. The guide-6 in. thick m ice, his 
face blue with cold, hanging from the rope expecnng to 
be /ulled up. I shouted that he must help h1mself.-he 
sai he couldn't. I might have known It! I s;i1d he 
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must come up out way, & he, swallowing _in one great 
gulp his previous principles, agreed. And. this he actually 
managed to do. Meanwhile Armstrong, sitting on the ice 
above in full blizzard, froze unto It, & he was released wuh 
difficulty." . 

This climb developed as follows. The Petersgrat 1s a 
broad pass of almost flat glacier. Near the top the weather 
turned extremely bad ; it got very dark, and the snow fell 
so heavily that I at one end of the rope could hardly see the 
guide at the other. Needless to say, he was hoJJelessly 
lost without further ado ; and repeated 1nvocauoos of 
various Powers incomprehensibly failed either to clear up 
the weather or to compensate for the lack of a compass or 
a sense of direction. Faith may be able to move moun, 
rains ; but that is, so far as I know, its only use in moun, 
taineering. At last his piety was rewarded. I heard his 
joyful exclamation as he discovered footprints. As he 
followed them they increased in number. As he explained, 
this proved that we were getting to more and more frequented 
districts. During this time, with my customary lassitude, 
I had been sitting down. But presently I called Arm, 
strong' s attention to the fact that the guide had been walking 
in a circle. I asked him if he was tired of this foolishness ; 
he said he was ; I told the guide he was a Dummer Esel, 
assumed th_e lead and walked in a straight line to the edge 
of the_ glacier, which was not ten minutes away. 

_This was not a question of using a compass. I was born 
wnh_ a sense of direction which, though it does not tell 
me 1n so many words where the North is, tells me when 
I am facing in the same direction as the door of the house, 
hut or tent from which_ I have started· in the morning. I 
can therefore keep straight in any conditions of light or 
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weather. I have also what I may call a subliminal, self, 
reg1stenng, tngonometncal pedometer, which enables me to 
make the correct compensation whenever I am forced out 
of my way. It also enables me _to find a place, provided 
that I know its distance. and d1rect1on from my starting 
point. This peculiar faculty has constant! y been of the 
utmost use to me 1n the course of my explorations. It 
works not only 11; open country but in cities, provided that 
they are unfanuliar. In London or Paris, for example, 
my rational mind is liable to interfere with the process, 
with the result that I can lose my way in the most ridiculous 
manner in the course of a quarter of a mile of quite familiar 
streets. 

To return to psychology. It is hard to summarise the 
general effects of my queer education. But it was terribly 
uneven. In some respects I was a long way ahead of most 
boys of my age ; in others I was little better than an imbe, 
cile. I was practically prevented from acquiring the habit 
of normal relations with other people. My associates 
were, for the most part, much older than mysel£ 

But the one really disastrous feature was the attitude 
which I was compelled to assume about money. I was 
taught to expect every possible luxury. Nothing was too 
good for me ; and I had no idea of what anything cost. It 
was all paid for behind my back. . I was never_ taught that 
effort on my part might be requited to obtain anything 
that I wanted ; but on the other hand I was kept criminally 
short of pocket,money lest I should spend it in some dis, 
graceful way, such as buying books or tobacco, or spending 
it on even worse abominations such as theatres and women. 
(I was encouraged to keep a dog!) I had therefore no 
sense of responsibility in the matter of money. It never 
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occurred co me that it was possible to make it, and I was 
chus trained to be dependent to the point of mendicancy. 
The effect was, of course, disastrous. When I got to 
Cambridge I still had everything _paid for me, and in 
addiaon I found myself wuh unlinuted cred11 which I 
could keep secret. When I came into my fortune a year 
later, I was utterly unprepared to use it with the rnost 
ordinary prudence, and all the inherent vices of my training 
had a perfectly free field for their development. Before, 
,f I wanted to give a dinner party every day of the week, 
I could do it, but if I wanted a little cash my only alternative 
10 the card table was the pawnshop, till I came of age. 
After chat, it was simply a question of writing a cheque, 
which gave me no idea of the nature of the transaction 
involved. I dou be whether any one in history was ever 
furnished with such a completely rotten preparation for the 
management of practical affairs. 

My residence at Eastbourne broke up very suddenly. 
During the whole of my adolescence I had taken the 
romantic point of view of love ; and I found that the 
universal practice was for elder people to interfere in the 
affairs of their juniors. Two people could not decide to 
marry without rousing a hurricane. There was never any 
exception. Engagements were always being made and 
broken on unintelligible religious grounds. The family of 
che Lamberts was no exception to this. The eldest 
daughter was an acid old maid in the late twenties ; the 
youngest _was a hysterical monster of suppression. The 
rruddle girl was beautiful, voluptuous, and normal. She 
was_ not sufficiently intelligent to revolt openly against her 
farruly ; but her human instincts told her that something 
was wrong, and that she had better get out of it. She was 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY I29 

in love with a _quite suitable young man, and engaged to 
him on probation. The question was whether he would 
or wouldn't join the Plymouth Brethren. Naturally, the 
more he saw of them the less be liked them, and be ulti, 
mately made up his mind to stand by the church of bis 
fathers. On announcing this desolating decision be was 
overwhelmed with abuse and thrown out of the house. 
His fiancee was forbidden to communicate with him in 
any way, and to all intents and purposes imprisoned. I 
offered to arrange for correspondence with a view to an 
early elopement. But I couldn't stand the continuous 
abuse and i!l,treatment which was the portion of the 
unfortunate girl. The family literally foamed at che mouth 
on every opportunity. Meals were a poisoned whirlwind. 
She was constantly reduced to tears, and perhaps the 
happiest time she had was when she was actually being 
beaten. I ought to have conducted my intrigues with 
greater patience, no doubt, but it got on my nerves too much. 
One morning at breakfast I said about a millionth part of 
what I thought, and the family started screaming. It was 
as if they had been attacked by collective mania. Every, 
thing was thrown at me ; they went for me with claws and 
fists. They were too blind with rage to know what they 
were doing. I simply knocked their heads together and 
walked out of the house. When I thought the atmosphere 
had had time to dissipate I returned wich the intention of 
carrying out a rescue for the distressed damsel. They were 
too much scared to oppose me, and I begged her to come 
away at once and go to her ex,fiance's family. But she could 
not summon up courage co do it. The opporturucy went 
by ; and later in the afiernoon my Uncle Tom, summoned 
by telegram, came to fetch me away from the accursed spot • 

• 
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When I went np to Cambridge in the October term of 

1895, I had the sensation of drawing a long deep breath 
as one does afier swimming nnder water or ( an even better 
analogy) as one does. afier bracing oneself against the pain 
1nlhcte_d by a denust. I could not imagine anything 
better 1n life. I found myself suddenly in an entirely new 
world. I was part of the glories of the past ; and I made 
a firm resolntion to be one of the glories of the future. I 
should like the haunted room over the Great Gate of Trinity 
to be turned into a vault like that of Christian Rosencreutz 
to receive my sarcophagus. I must admit that I don't 
know of much else in England of the works of man which 
I would not make haste to destroy if the opportunity 
occurred. But Trinity, except New Court and Whewell 's 
Court, is enough for any poet to live and die for. 

I remember being amazed i,n later years ":'?en ~y 
patriotism was doubted. I wasn t gomg to have Em~m 
Verboten" put up over the Great Gate with a_ PrusSJan 
sentry to enforce it. I amJerfe~tly aw':"e that I a~ mauonal. 
The traditions of Englan are 1ntettw1ned mextr1cably with 
a million abuses and deformities which I am only too eager 
to destroy. But all Englishmen keep thefr brains in ~ater, 
tight compartments. It would be a coilllc degradaoon to 

IJ I 
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was a sound churc_hman ; but he kept his religion to 
himself and went his own triumphant way in the world, 
keeping ecclesiastical discipline at arm's lengrh as far as he 
himself was concerned. He was prima facie one of the 
saved, whenever he troubled to think about it no doubt · 

• • • 
but 111 practice the Church of England was simply a machine 
for_ keeping the lower classes in their proper place. At 
Tnruty It was the same thing. Christianity was the 
official_ religion with which it was convenient to comply, 
JUSt as It IS converuent to go to a good tailor. It was, in shon, 
a political paganism. 

I don't suppose that I appreciated this fact at the time, 
in that way. My attitude was determined by the unques, 
tionable beauty of ecclesiastical architecture and tbe corn, 
parative dignity of the Ritual. But when I discovered that 
Chapel was compulsory I immediately struck back. The 
Junior Dean halled me for not attending Chapel, which I 
was cenainly not going to do, because it involved early 
rising. I excused myself on the ground that I had been 
brought up among the Plymouth Brethren. The Dean 
asked me to come and see him occasionally and discuss the 
matter, and I had the astonishing impudence to write to 
him that " the seed planted by my father, watered by my 
mother's tears, would prove too hardy a growth to be 
uprooted even by his eloquence _and learning." It sounds 
like the most despicable hypocrisy, but It was pretty good 
cheek, and I had made up my mind that I would not be 
interfered with. I regarded any attempt to control my 
actions as an 1mperanent 111ttus1011, and I was not gomg 
to waste time in taking any but the easiest ~ay ou_t. 

I entered for the Moral Science Tripos with the idea that 
it would help me to learn something about the nature of 
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things. I don't know why it should have interested me. 
It must have been my subconscious will speaking. In any 
case, I was profoundly disgusted to find that Political 
Economy was one of the subjects. I attended the first 
lecture ; the professor told us that th_e subject was a very 
difficult one because there were no reliable data. It 1s easy 
to imagine the effect of such a statement on a boy who had 
been trained in the exactitude of mathematics and chemistry. 
I closed my note,book, and never attended another lecture. 
My tutor naturally called me to account, but by great good 
fortune he was a man of extraordinary ability-Dr. A. W. 
V errall. He accepted my plea that my business in life was 
to study English Literature. He was, indeed, most 
sympathetic. He knew only too well that the University 
curriculum afforded no opportunities. He knew, too, 
that my school knowledge was amply sufficient to take me 
through the University examinations without my doing 
any work for them. In fact, during my three years I only 
did one day's work for the University, and that consisted 
in employing a boy to read through a translation of a Greek 
play while I followed it in the text. I got either a first or 
second class in every subject. 

One of the dons at Pembroke, a clergyman named Heriz 
Smith, ran a sort of secret cult which was disrespectfully 
called by outsiders the Belly,banders. There were said to 
be 7 degrees of initiation, in the highest of which the 
candidate was flagellated. I took the first degree out of 
cunos1ty. It made so little impression on me that I have 
altogether forgotten what took place. I remember that I 
was alone in the man's room with him. He blindfolded 
me. I waited for something to happen ; it did not. I 
was, of course, utterly unable to divine what purpose 
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might lie behind the scheme. It was, of course, looked 
upon as cant by the man's own colleagues, who probably 
presumed certain undesirable features. 

I am rather sony now that I did not continue. There 
may have been. nothing in it beyond sensuous mysticism, 
but for all I know Heriz Smith may have developed a 
method _of psycho,_analysis of quite possibly great value. I 
am inclined to think that the most scientific and reliable 
way of exploring people's unconscious minds would be to 
watch their reaction to a well,thought,out series of un, 
familiar circumstances. One could compare their respective 
qualiues, such as will,power, patience, dignity, courage, 
imperturbability, and so on. Such data should be of great 
use in answering the question, "Wherewithal shall a young 
man mend his ways 1 " 

I was very put out by finding, as a first year man, that 
Hall was at half,past eight. I objected to my evenings 
being cut into by dining so late, and soon acquired the 
habit of having all meals sent in from the kitchen. I was 
thus almost totally dissociated from the corporate life of the 
College. The only institution which interested me was 
the Debating Society, The Magpie and Stump. But I 
could not take even this seriously. It seemed to me absurd 
for these young asses to emit their_ callow opini~ns o~ 
important subjects. I was only interested m ra~ 
debates. I remember on one occasion that the suggesuon 
had been made by a committee inspired by one of the tutors, 
the eminent Mathematician, W. W. Rouse Ball, to estab, 
lish a junior common,room. My contribution to the 
discussion was to say that " this proposal seems to me to be 
all Ball's." (An even happier moment _was lll a debate on 
a proposal to institute a Passion Play 1n England, when 
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Lord Kilnurnock said that it would certainly be a popular 
arrraction to hear Arthur Roberts say " I thirst.") 

My three years were determined by the influence of a 
fourth year man named Adamson, whom I think I met 
at the Chess Club. He started to talk to me about EngLsh 
Jnerature. For the first time I heard the name of Shelley. 
" Wie gesagt, so gethan." Nothing else seemed to me 
worth while but a thorough reading of the great minds of 
the past. I bought all the classical authors. Whenever I 
found a reference of one to another I hastened to order his 
works. I spent the whole of my time in reading. It was 
very rare that I got to bed before dayLght. But I had a 
horror of being thought a " smug " ; and what I was 
doing was a secret from my nearest friends. Whenever 
they were about I was playing chess and cards. In the 
daytime I went canoeing or cycling. I had no occupations 
which brought me into close touch with any great body 
of undergraduates. I even gave up the habit of going round 
to see people, though I was always at home to any one who 
chose to call. I was not interested in the average man ; 
I cultivated the freak. It was not that I liked abnormal 
people, it was simply the scientific attitnde that it is from the 
abnormal chat we learn. 

Most people of this disposition are readily carried away 
into anti,social channels. But with me this was not the 
case. I dropped my subscription to the Boat Club because 
I was getting nothing out of it ; but I was always wildly 
enthusiastic about the success of the boat. I have always 
had a passionate yearning for mankind, wholesale and 
ret~il, but I cannot endure to have them anywhere around. 
It IS a very peculiar psychology ; yet it is frequently found 
among poers. We are lonely, and suffer intensely on that 
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account. _We are_ prepared to love any and every specimen 
of humamty 1n himself, for himself, and by himself; but 
even a dinner party gets on .our nerves. 

It is perhaps part of the psychology of sensitiveness. We 
cannot bear having our corners knocked off, and at the same 
time we are so well aware of the intense suffering of isolation 
that we long to lose ourselves in a crowd at a football match. 
I can be perfectly happy as an unknown individual in a revel, 
from a political meeting to a masked ball ; but inevitably 
one's unique qualities draw attention to one; the cruel 
consciousness of self is reawakened, one becomes utterly 
miserable, and flees to the ends of the earth to be rid of one's 
admirers. A certain coarseness is inseparable from popu, 
larity, and one is therefore constantly driven away from the 
very thing one needs most. It is a quasi,electrical pheno, 
menon. One can only find satisfaction in intimate union 
with one's opposite. 

This fact explains very largely the peculiar nature of the 
love affairs of great men. They cannot tolerate their like. 
Their superiority is recognised as the cause of therr pa.m, 
and they assuage their pain by cultivating people to whom 
that superiority means nothing. They deliberately seek the 
most degraded and disgusting_ specimens of women that 
exist. Otherwise, they brutalise themselves by add1caon 
to drink or drugs. The motive is always the same ; to lose 
consciousness of their Promethean pangs. 

I must here point out that the social system of England 
makes it impossible for a young man of sp1nt and mtelli, 
gence to satisfy his nature with regar? to sex_ m any reason, 
able way. The young girl of posmon similar to his own 
is being fattened for the market. Even _when his own 
situation makes it possible for him to obta.1n her he has to 
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pay an appalling price ; and it becom~ mo_re difficult than 
ever for him to enjoy female comparuonsh1p. Monogyny 
is nonsense for any one with a grain of imagination. The 
more sides he has to his nature, the more women he needs 
co satisfy it. The same is, of course, true, m11tatis m11tandis, 
of women. A woman risks her social existence by a single 
experiment. A young man is compelled by the mono, 
gamic system to develop his character by means of corrupt 
society vampires or women of the lower classes, and though 
he may learn a great deal from these sources, it cannot but 
be unfortunate chat he has no opportunity to learn from 
women of his own birth, breeding, education, and rank in 
society. 

Now, monogamy has very little to do with monogyny; 
and should have less. Monogamy is only a mistake 
because it leaves the excess women unsatisfied and unpro, 
vided for. But apart from this, it provides for posterity, 
and it is generally recognised that this is the crux of all 
practical arguments on the subject. But the defect of 
monogamy, as generally understood, is that it is connected 
with the sexual appetite. The Practical Wisdom of the 
Astrologers has made this clear. The Fifth House ~ove, 
children) has nothing to do with the Seventh (marriage, 
lawsuits, public enemies). Marriage would lead to very 
little trouble if men would get rid of the idea chat it is 
anything more than a financial and social partnership. 
People should marry for convenience, and agree to go their 
separate ways without jealousy. It should be a point of 
honour _for the woman to avoid complicating the situation 
with children by other men, unless her husband be willing, 
which he would be 1f he really loved her. It is monstrous 
for a man to pretend to be devoted to securing his wife's 
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happiness_ and yet to wish. to deprive het of a woman's 
supreme Joy : that of bearing a child to the man whom 
she desires sexually, and is therefore indicated by nature 
as the proper father, though he may be utterly unsuitable as a 
husband. In most cases this would be so, for it must 1 

obviously be rare that a man with a genius for paternity 
should also possess a talent for domesticity. We have 
heard a great deal in recent years of the freedom of women. 
They have gained what they thought they wanted, and it 
has availed them nothing. They must ado?,t the slogan, 
" There shall be no propetty in human· flesh. ' They must 
train men to mastet their sexual selfishness, while of course 
allowing them the same freedom as they themselves will 
enjoy. The true offences against marriage arise when sexual 
freedom results in causing injury to the health or estate of 
the partner. But the sentimental wrong of so,called 
infidelity is a symptom of the childishness of the race. 

Among artists, the system here advocated has always 
been more or less in full swing. Such societies exist. in 
circumstances highly inimical to a satisfactory life. 
Financial considerations alone make this obvious ; yet 1t 1s 
notorious that such people are almost uniformly happy. 
There is no revolt against the facts of life, because there IS n~ 
constraint. The individual is respected as such, and 1s 
allowed to act as he or she likes without penalty or even 
reproach. Only when selfish or commercial considerations • 
arise do we find catasrrophe. 

It is commonly supposed that women themselv_es _are rhe 
chief obstacle to such an arrangement. ~ut. this IS only 
because they have b~en drilled _into rhmking rhat the 
happiness and we~,_bemg of rhe children depend upon their 
supporting the eXJsttng system. When you tackle a woman 
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on the subject she pretends to_ be very shocked ; and 
hysterically denies the most obvious facts. But she wilts 
under cross,examination, and agrees with the above con, 
clusions m a very short time. For women have no morality 
m the sense of the word which is ordinarily understood in 
J\nglo,Saxondom. Women never let ideals _interfere with 
their practical good sense. They are also urunfluenced by 
selfishness ; it is natural to them to put the interests of their 
children before their own. Men, on the other hand, are 
hard to convince. When forced to analyse the situation, 
they arrive not at a reason but at a prejudice, and this is 
purdy the brainless bestial lust for exclusive possession. 

Anthropology proves these theorems thoroughly. The 
first step in civilisation is to restrain women from infidelity. 
The institutions of the Pardah, Sati, and the marriage laws 
all show that men think that women must be kept under 
lock and key, whereas women have always realised that it 
is impossible and undesirable to prevent men from taking 
thcrr happiness where they find it. The emancipation of 
women, therefore, depends entirely upon leaving them free 
to act as men do. Their good sense will prevent them from 
inflicting the real wrongs ; and besides, their complete 
independence and happiness will encourage them in 
nobility and generosity. 

We already see, in America, the results of the Emanci, 
pation of Women from the economic fetter. There is an 
immense class of bachelor girls (and of married women 
whose hus_bands are strictly business machines) who pick 
up men wnh the same nonchalance as the young " blood " 
picked up women in my time at Cambridge. 

I found myself, from the very beginning of my University 
career, urged by circumstances of every sort to indulge my 
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passion in every way but the right one. My ill,healrh had 
prevented me from t_aking any part in the ordinary amuse, 
ments of the. pubhc,school boy. My skill in avoiding 
corporal purushment and my lack of opportunity for 
1nfhc'.1ng It, had saved me from developing the Sadistic or 
Masoch1snc sides to my character. But at Cambridge I 
discovered that I was of an intensely passionate nature, 
physiologically speaking. My poetic instincts, further, 
transformed the most sordid liaisons into romance, so that the 
impossibility of contracting a suitable and serious relation 
did not worry me. I found, moreover, that any sort of 
satisfaction acted as a powerful spiritual stimulus. Every 
adventure was the direct cause of my writing poetry. In 
the periods of suppression my brain had been completely 
clogged ; I was as incapable of thought of any kind as if 
I had had the toothache. 

I have a genuine grudge against the system on this account. 
Whole months of my life, which might have been profit, 
ably spent in all sorts of work, were taken up by the morbid 
broodings of the unsatisfied appetite. Repression is as 
mentally unwholesome as constipation, and I ar_n fur10_us, 
to this hour, that some of the best years of my life, which 
should have been spent in acquiring knowledge, were 
sterilised by the suffocating stupor of preoccupanon _with 
sex. It was not that my mind was working on_ the subJe_cr.; 
it was simply unable to work. It was a bhnd, hornble 
ache for relie£ The necessities of men 1n this respect vary 
enormously. I was, no doubt, _as exceptional case.. But 
I certainly found even forty,e1ght hours of absnnence 
sufficient to dull the fine edge of my mmd. Woe unto 
them by whom offences come ! The stupidity of havmg had 
to waste uncounted priceless hours 111 chasmg what ought 
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co hive been brought co che back door every evening wich 
the milk! 

Cambridge is, of coarse, an ideal place for a boy in my 
s1tuaaon. Prosticution is to all intents and purposes non, 
existent, but nearly all the younger women of the district 
arc cager co co,operate in the proper spirit-that of romance 
and passion. 

There is chus little trace of Public School "faute de 
mieux " r,zderasty : it survives only in very small 
" zsthetic ' coteries, composed mostly of congenital per, 
verts, and in theological circles, where fear of scandal and 
of disease inhibit natural gratification. Oxford, of course, 
is different, chiefly, I believe, owing to the great Balliol 
tradition of statesmanship. The idea seems to be chat 
intrigues wich women are more dangerous than useful to a 
rising politician : while on che other side of the fence the 
state of the Law supplies one with a pull on one's intimates 
on the Bench or in the Privy Council which is only the 
stronger because it is not, and never can be, used. 
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Till the Great· Gate of Trinity opened me the way to 
freedom I had always been obsessed more or less either by 
physical weakness or the incubus of adolescence. I had 
never known what it was to be able to work freely and 
gla_dly. Now, however, I was able to give myself with 
absdlute concentration to literature, and I read everything 
important in the language with the utmost thoroughness. 
For example, I read the whole of the writings of people like 
Carlyle, Swift, Coleridge, Fielding, Gibbon, and so on. 
In this way I obtained a much more comprehensive idea of 
these men than if I had, as people usually do, picked 
out the masterpieces. 

I was very anxious that my style should not be influenced 
by my contemporaries, and also not to waste myself on 
anybody who had not stood the test of time. I made it a 
rule to read no one who had not been dead for fifty years, 
unless brought under my notice in some special way. 
For example, I could not avoid Swinburne, as one of my 
friends was crazy about him, and I coul_d not_ d_oubt, 
after the first acquaintance, that he was a classic. Snnilarly, 
I allowed myself to read Sir Richard Burton, because the 
" Arabian Nights " was an established masterpiece, and 
his was the best translation. I also read a good deal of 
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French literature and all the best Greek and Latin authors. 
But my peculiar cempe~ament _made me bal_k at one or two 
fences. I had certain innate ideas about literature ; I say 
innate because I cannot imagine on what grounds I formed 
them. Thus I could not tolerate the idea of a novel ex,, 
cecding a certain length, with the result that I have never 
read a page of Samuel Richardson. It is easier to under,, 
stand the objection which I had to what I thought gossip. 
I have never read Boswell, and have never been able to 
bring n1ysdf to face the average memoir. With regard to 
history• again, I demanded that the subject should be 
important. I did not see why I should bother my head 
about the Crimean War. I studied philosophy and kindred 
subjects with the greatest enthusiasm ; but resented the 
form in v.rhich it was set forth by such people as Plato. 
It seemed to me that the argument of any of Plato's dialogues 
might have been presented much more clearly and cogently 
in about a tenth of the space. I made a very thorough 
study of logic as being my critical apparatus. 

le is hard to say what motive impelled me to work so 
desperately hard as I did. Much of the work was any,, 
thing but pleasant ; and at the time, no less than now, it 
appeared quite useless. But I had a strong sense of duty 
about it. I chink the idea was mostly to make sure that I 
knew everything that there was to be known, and incident,, 
ally to avoid the possibility of plagiarism. There was a 
certain tinge of vanity in the matter as well. I thought it 
sham~f~l ~o lea~e anything unread. I was inRue~ced by 
Ruskin s 1mbec1le remark that any book worth reading was 

* There lS no such thing as History. The facts, even were they available, arc too numerous 
to gmp. ~ sckcuon must be nude ; and this can only be one;sidcd, because the selector 
1s enclosed m the same nciwork of T1~e and Space as his subject. 
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worth buying, and in consequence acquired books literally 
by the ton. 

My plan of going from each author to those whom he 
quoted had a great advantage. It established a rational 
consecution in my research ; and as soon as I reached a 
certain point the_ curves became re,entrant, so that my 
knowledge acquired a comprehensiveness which could 
never have been so satisfactorily attained by any arbitrary 
curriculum. I began to understand the real relation of one 
subject to another. I think I must have unconsciously 
asked myself which subject treated of reality in the most 
intimate and ultimate sense. I was, of course, far from the 
conception that all truth is equally important, or that no 
truth can by itself cover the whole ground of existence. My 
tendency was to discard 'certain types of research as im, 
material. I gradually got the idea that the thing I was 
looking for was abstruse ; and one of the results of this was 
to induce me to read the literature of alchemy. It is 
perhaps natural for a young man to confuse :obscurity 'with 
profundity. . . _ 

With regard to the choice of a profession, I decided on 
the Diplomatic Service. It seemed to me to afford the 
greatest opportunities for worldly enjorment, while at the 
same time demanding the highest qualiues of rrund. The 
subtlety of intrigue has always fascinated me. _It is very. 
curious that this should have been the case, 111 view of my 
master passion for truth and my relentless determination to 
tell it without regard for consequences. The obstacle to my 
success in the preliminary canter was that I bad no aputude 
whatever for learning languages. I could master the gr":lll, 
mar of a language in a few hours ; but I was _1mpauent 
of acquiring the vocabulary. Genders and 1nAecuons 

L 
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" I bring ye wine from above 
From the vats of the storied sun. 

For every one of ye love, 
And life for every one." 

The air of London _is damp and depressing. It suggests the 
consciousness of sin. Whether one has a suite in the 
Savoy or an attic in Boxton, the same spiritual atmosphere 
weighs upon the soul. 

To a poet, moreover, the artistic side of London is tbe 
abomination of desolation. The plays are commercialised 
either for sentimentality or pornography. There is some, 
thing uncomfortable in going to see a play by Shakespeare 
or Ibsen. Actors and spectators alike seem to be engaged in 
a dreary ritual. Grand Opera is even worse. Covent 
Garden patronises Wagner ; he is an excuse for tbe display 
of diamonds. I shall never forget my first experience of 
Continental opera : " Lohengrin " at Stockholm. The 
atmosphere was absolutely natural ; people bad gone there 
because they really liked the music. I was transported into 
my own ideal world of love and melody. The caresses of 
my companion were the overflowing of ecstatic passion. 
Sin bad been abolished, I was back in Eden. 

In London one cannot even go to the National Gallery 
or tbe British Museum with a pure heart as one goes to the 
Louvre or tbe Prado. One cannot get away from the sense 
that one is performing an act of piety. 

Concerts are even more dreadful than the Opera. The 
surroundings are invariably b_leak ; one feels that tbe 
artist is doing it on purpose. Smgmg and playmg demand 
background. Singing is the natural expression of human 
emotion, the joy of youth and life as connected with the 
landscapes of Corot and Gauguin, or with the mtenors of 
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T cruas. Elaborate instrumental music asks for af propriate 
architecture, not necessarily that of the cathedra • Music 
should have its own temples. London concert halls are 
blasphemous and obscene. 

Before the cinema-the panorama. The camera obscura 
and the magic lantern were the popular scientific wonders of 
the period. Some nameless pompier had sluiced I do not 
know how many acres of canvas with a representation of 
Niagara. They built a pavilion to house it. One was 
supposed to be standing on Goat Island-in fact, one was 
rather the goat-and one walked round a vast gallery and 
inspected each segment of the waterfall in turn. In due 
course everyone had seen it, and the question was what to do 
with the building. They turned it into a palais de glace 
with real ice. I, always keen on skating, bought a ticket 
for the season. The convention was for the ordinary 
skater to swing round and round the outside, while the 
experts performed their evolutions in the centre. At that 
time I was bent on learning the outside forward loop, 
which involves raising the unemployed leg very high until 
you discover the knack. Absorbed in this labour I failed 
to observe the Duke of Orleans, a glaring girl on either 
arm. He swerved, swanking, out of the ruck, and collided 
wnb me. We both sat down very hard, but I on the 
point of his skate to tbe detriment of my much prized 
permeum. Being then a perfect young fool, as I am now 
a perfect old one, I supposed it incumbent on my race 
and caste to pretend not to be hurt, so I forced myself to 
go on skating despite agony so great that I could hardly 
bite back the tears, until I thought I had done enough for 
honour and felt free to slip away. I was engaged that night 
to a committee meeting of the Climbing Club at the rooms 
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of H. V. Reade in Jermyn Street. I managed somehow 
to sit through the meeung,_ the matter being made worse by 
my insane bashfulness which prevented me asking my host 
to let me use his bedroom. We proceeded to a restaurant 
to dinner, but there I broke down and excused mysel£ 

The rest of the evening's entertainment remains a mystery. 
I have a vague memory of being stretched on the seat of a 
railway carriage, and I learned later that I had reached 
home, some six miles from London, soaked to the skin. 
I suppose I must have wandered about in the rain for an 
indefinite period, in pain too great to know what I was 
doing except to try to be brave. The blow had set up 
cystitis which kept me in bed for the next three weeks. The 
inflammation gradually disappeared after spreading to the 
prostate gland and the urethra. Nor was that the end of 
the trouble. The urethritis caused a discharge which 
proved very refractory to treatment, and ultimately determined 
a triple stricture for which I am being treated at the moment 
of dictating this paragraph more than a quarter of a century 
after the accident. The moral is, of course, to avoid the 
Bourbons, though, as the Duke is reported to be dying at 
the present moment, it is quite possible that his phys1c1an IS 

shaking his head wisely and saying : " Ah, Your Highness, 
this is what comes from getung nuxed up with people like 
Aleister Crowley ! ... " . . 

The very streets testify against the city'. On _the one 
hand we have pale stunted hurrying pygnues JO_stling. each 
other in the bitter search for bread ; an ant heap 1s a nuracle 
of beauty and dignity in comparison. On the other, when 
it comes to excitement or amusement, we see persru1ng 
brutes belching the fumes of beer ; coarse, ~gly paro ~ of 
apes. Nature affords no parallel to theu degradauon. 
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There IS no open air life, physical or mental, and there is 
the ever,abiding sense of sin and shame to obsess these 
slaves. Nowhere, except in English cities, do these con, 
ditions exist. Slum life there is elsewhere, and misery 
enough ; pitiful stru~le, monstrous greed and triumphant 
brutality. But only 111 England are the people pmsoned 
through and through ; elsewhere there is a_sense of_inde~end, 
ence even in the most servile. The Russian mujlk 1s 111 his 
way an artStocrat. 

And the cause of all these phenomena is one and the 
same. It is the Anglo,Saxon conception of Christianity 
which pollutes the race. Only the well,fed Pagan, whether 
he be a bishop or a bookmaker, is exempt, because he either 
does not take religion seriously, or takes it individually 
without reference to his neighbour. The most bigoted 
members of the Greek and Roman communions on the 
Continent, though they may feel their religion passionately 
and make it the mainspring of their lives, are not bound 
together by that insect,like collective consciousness which 
stamps the Anglo,Saxon. The English Pagan is in nine 
cases out of ten a Norman or a Celt. He has the aristo, 
cratic consciousness, whatever he may tell you about his 
religious opinions. Now it is all very well to be one of the 
master class and smile contemptuously while bowing the 
knee in the temple of Rimmon, but a poet cannot be 
content with the situation. Hence the most intensely 
aristocratic types, like Shelley and Byron, instead of acquiesc, 
Ill~ Ill the social system which made them superiors, felt 
with acute agony the degradation of the slaves among 
whom they moved, and became revolutionaries and exiles 
because they could not endure to live in such a degraded 
communuy. 
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Certain classes in England possess manliness and self, 
resl'ect. As a rule. they are connected with sport and 
agriculture, or are skilled workmen. The essence of arisco, 
cracy is to take a }'tide in being what you are, whatever that 
may be. There 1s no room for this in industrialism, and 
the result is that one can watch a London thoroughfare for 
hours together without even seeing an individual whose 
nonentity is not repulsive. Every one who possesses natural 
advantages has got out of the ruck, and takes very good 
care to avoid. further ~ontamination. Such people lead 
hves of artificial seclusion. It is part of their Freudian 
protection to become unconscious of the mob. But it is 
the business of the poet to see, hear, and know everything. 
He dare not let himself forget. England is the most fertile 
mother of poets, but she kills the weak and drives the strong 
to happier lands. James Thomson, John Davidson, 
Richard Middleton, Ernest Dowson, and I don't know 
how many more even in our own generation found England 
unendurable for this one reason. The English poet must 
either make a successful exile or die of a broken heart. 

At Cambridge I was surrounded by a more or less happy, 
healthy, prosperous set of parasites. The Paganism of the 
University had to a gr_eat extent redeemed them from the 
sense of sin. But during vacauon I either hid myself 111 

the mountains among the sturdy/easancs or went abroad. 
North, Western Europe appeale to me. . There was a 
certain element of romance in the long rughts, the cold 
clear air, the ice. I loved to wander solitary in Holland, 
Denmark, Norway, and Sweden. There was a m'/stery in 
the streets, and a spontaneous gaiety 111 the places o amuse, 
ment, which satisfied my soul. Life seemed both more 
remote and more intense. As a stranger, I never came 



15-:_' __ ~Tl:_::lE::_:C:::O:_:NF:..:E::S:::SJ:..:O:::N.:.S__cO:..:F_:_A_LE_I_ST_E_R_CR_O_W_L_E_Y ___ _ 

into contact with the malaise, the soul,searching, the 
psychological dissatisfaction which Ibsen and_ Strindberg 
describe. But though my view was thus enurely super, 
ficial, n was none the less in a certain sense profound and 
accurate. One can get a very good idea of a country by 
travelling through it in the train. The outward and visible 
signs do, afier all, reveal, especially to the poet, its inward 
and spiritual graces. The people who lead one astray are 
the analysts who fail to come out the other side. Mr. 
J orrocks and Mr. Pickwick give a better idea of England 
than Charles Reade or Sir Walter Besant. Dumas pere 
tells us more about France than Zola. A great deal of the 
imerior workings of a national mind ought to be taken for 
granted. One can distinguish profitably between two 
pretty girls at the end of an opera glass. It is absolutely 
misleading to disembowel them, as the average so,called 
psychological writer tries to do. There are all sorts of 
obscure processes always at work in Nature, and they are 
more or less the same for all of us. To insist upon them is 
one of the worst kinds of false thinking. Zola' s peasants 
in La Terre are untrue, except as among themselves. The 
ultimate issue is that these pe9ple breed cattle, grow corn 
and wine, and fight like demons for their country. Henri 
Barbusse's Le Feu was a disgrace to literature. Mass psych, 
ology is the only important thing about the masses. The 
greatest artists, such as Emily Bronte-or was it her brother 1 

-make no such blunder. They deal with individuals ; 
but they never lose sight of the fact that the individual is 
only such to a limited extent. He is only one figure in a 
picture_; and when _he stands out unnecessarily, there (s 
somerhmg wrong with the picture. Captain Marryat s 
stones contain masterpieces of individual portraiture, but he 

I 
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never loses sight of the background. I am convinced that 
the English people were very much happier under the old 
serru,feudal system. " Hard cases make bad law." We 
have abolished all kinds of injustice on our attention being 
called to them ; but the result has been that we have created 
an artificial docrrinaire society in which nobody is really 
happy or prosperous. All classes are complaining. We 
are in the condition of a man whose nerves all talk at once 
instead of doing their work quietly. The most appalling of 
political· mistakes is to develop consciousness in sections of 
the social organism which are not its brains. The crash 
has come in Russia ; and we shall not have long to wait. 

But in those days of adolescence I had no inducement to 
do any political thinking. The atmosphere was one of 
prosperity and stability. It was taken for granted that 
England was the greatest country in the world, and that 
nothing could go wrong. One heard about Ireland as a 
perennial nuisance ; and Mr. Gladstone was regarded as a 
traitor, neither more nor less. One of my tutors had been a 
Caius Don named d'Arcy, whose father was the Rector of 
Nymphsfield in Gloucestershire. I had spent some ume 
there-to make my first appearance in the hunting field. 
" Chapel,folk " were looked upon as criminals of no class. 
I remember the old rector chuckling over a riddle. " Why 
is Gladstone's hair like a tuft of grass 1 " " Because it 
grows on the top of an old sod." . That was the quality of 
political thought which was considered on the sam~ level 
of certainty as two and two make four. I recall two lines of 
a poem that I wrote to Lord Rosebery : 

" And now my Jord, in mtJias rts, 
• •• Get rid of all your red Rad Reas. 



I f,f- --~TI.::I:::£:..._:C_:O:.cNc:._F.::ES;_S_IDc:._N_S_O_F_AL_E_IS_T_E_R_C_R_O_W_L_E_Y ___ _ 

I had been invited to meet Gladstone in North Wales, 
refused to go, and wrote him a poem. 

LINES ON BEING INVlTED TO MEET THE PREMIER IN 

WALES, SEPTEMBER, I 892. 

I will not shake thy hand, old man, 
I will not shake thy hand ; 

You bear a traitor's brand, old man, 
You bear a liar's brand. 

Thy talents are profound and wide, 
Apparent power to win ; 

It is not everyone has lied 
A nation into sin. 

And look not thou so black, my friend, 
Nor seam that hoary brow ; 

Thy deeds are seamier, my friend, 
Thy record blacker now. 

Your age and sex forbid, old man, 
I need not tell you how, 

Or else I'd knock you down: old man, 
Like that extremist cow. 

You've gained your every seat, my friend, 
By perjuring your soul ; 

You've climbed to Downing Street, my friend, 
A very greasy poll. 

You bear a traitor's brand, old man, 
You bear a liar's brand ; 

I will not shake thy hand, old man, 
I will not shake thy hand. 

And I didn't. 

My life at Cambridge did nothin" to make me think 
more deeply. With regard to foreign° politics, the position 

Mr. Gb.dstone w~ atuckcd by a cow in Hawarden Park in r89r. 
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was parallel. It was pure Kipling ; but (in another 
water:ught compartment) I was passionately enamoured of 
the views of Shelley, though I did not correlate them with 
any practical programme. 

There _was yet another compartment. Scott, Burns and 
my cousin Gregor bad made me a romantic Jacobite. I 
regarded the Houses of Hanover and Coburg as German 
usurpers ; and I wished to[lace " Mary III and IV " on 
the throne. I was a bigote legitimist. I actually joined a 
conspiracy on behalf of Don Carlos, obtained a commission 
to work a machine gun, took pains to make myself a first, 
class rifle shot and studied drill, tactics, and strategy. 
However, when the time came for the invasion of Spain, 
Don Carlos got cold feet. The conspiracy was disclosed ; 
and Lord Asbburnbam's yacht, which was running the 
arms, fell into the bands of the Sparusb Navy. 

This part of my mind did succeed in getting disturbed 
by the other parts. My reactionary conservatism _ca_me into 
conflict with my anti,Catbolicism. A reconciliauon was 
effected by means of what they called the Celtic church. 
Here was a romantic and mystical idea wbicb suited my 
poetical and religious notions down to_ the ground. It 
lived and moved in an atmosphere of fa.1nes, seal,women, 
and magical operations. Sacramentalism was kepr in the 
foreground, and sin was re_garded without abhorrence. 
Chivalry and mystery were us_ pillars. It was free_ from 
priestcrafi and ryranny, for the simple reason that 11 did not 

really exist ! . . 
My innate transcendentalism leapt out towards It. The 

"Marte d'Arthur," "Lohengrin" and" Parsifal" were 
my world. I not only wanted to go out on the q_uest of 
the Holy Crail, I intended to do 1t. I got the idea of 





I obtained the honour of Knighthood' from one of Don 
Carlos's lieutenants. It is part of the legitimise theory that 
the sovereign had abrogated to himself the monopoly of 
conferring spurs, while on the other hand a woman could 
not confer knighthood. All Victorian creations are 
invalid. 
. The effect of adopting the official Anglo,German theory 
1s even more patent to,day than in the nineties. Then it 
was City Knights ; the next step was the matinee idol ; 
now the pawnbroker, the movie star, and the low comedian 
have made the title a badge of nastiness. There is only one 
honour connected with true knighthood, that of being a 
man of honour, of having taken the vows-to uphold the 
right, to serve mankind, to protect the distressed, and 
generally to exercise the manly virtues. When renegade 
Jews and clowns walk in to dinner before gentlemen, the 
latter may prefer to go without. . . 

I took my admission to the Order with absolute ser10us, 
ness, keeping vigil over my arms in _a wood. The theory of 
the Celtic church was that Romarusm was a late heresy, or 
at least schism. The finest cathedral in the world was too 
small for the church, as Brand found. The mountains and 

• There is a grcal deal more to this story ; but I m:iy aO< ttll 1r-)'tt. 
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forests were consecrated spots. The nearest thing to a 
nutertal house would be a hermitage such as one was 
hkdy to encounter while travelling on the Quest. 

But all these ideas, seriously as I entertained them, were 
m the nature of reverie. In practical life I was still passion, 
atdy engaged in cleansing myself from the mire of 
Chrisaaniry by deliberate acts of sin and worldliness. I 
was so happy to be free from the past tyranny that I found 
continual joy in aflirrning my emancipation. 

There were thus several divers strands in the loom of my 
soul which had not yet been woven into a harmonious 
pattern. I dealt with life empirically, taking things as they 
came, without basing them on any fundamental principle. 

Two main events were destined to put me on the road 
towards mysel£ The first took place in Stockholm about 
midnight of December 3 rst, r 896. I was awakened to the 
knowledge that I possessed a magical means of becoming 
conscious of and satisfying a part of my nature which had 
up to that moment concealed itself from me. It was an 
experience of horror and pain, combined with a certain 
ghostly terror, yet at the same time it was the key to the purest 
and holiest spiritual ecstasy that exists. At the time, I was 
not aware of the supreme importance of the matter. It 
seemed to me little more than a development of certain 
magical processes with which I was already familiar. It 
was an isolated experience, not repeated until exactly 
twelve mouths later, to the minute. But this second 
occasion quickened my spirit, always with the result of 
" loosening the girders of the soul," so that my animal 
natu:e stood rebuked and kept silence in the presence of 
the immanent d1v1rury of the Holy Ghost ; omnipotent, 
omrusc1ent, and omnipresent, yet blossoming in my soul as 
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if the entire forces of the Universe from all eternity were 
concentrated and made manifest in a single rose. 

Th_e second event took place in October, 1897. Tne 
occasion was an attack of illness. It was nothing very 
senous, and I had long been accustomed to expect to die 
before I came of age. But for some reason or other I found 
myself forced to meditate upon the fact of mortality. It 
was impressed upon me that I hadn't a moment to lose. 
There was no fear of death or of a possible " hereafter " ; 
but I was appalled by the idea of the futility of all human 
endeavour. Suppose, I said to myself, that I make a great 
success in diplomacy and become Ambassador to Paris. 
There was no good in that-I could not so much as 
remember the name of the Ambassador a hundred years 
ago. Again, I wanted to be a great poet. Well, here I 
was in one of the two places in England that made a 
speciality of poets, yet only an insignificant fraction of the 
three thousand m:n in Residence knew anything about so 
great a man as &schylus. I was not sufficiently enlightened 
to understand that the fame of the man had little or nothing 
to do with his real success, that the proof of his prowess lay 
in the invisible influence which he had had upon gener, 
ations of men. My imagination went a st_ep further. 
Suppose I did more than Ca:sar or Napoleon 1n one line, 
or than Homer and Shakespeare in the other-my work 
would be automatically cancelled when the globe became 
uninhabitable for man. 

I did not go into a definite trance in_ this meditation ; but 
a spiritual consciousness_ was born !n me correspo~ding 
to that which charactenses the V1s1on of the Uruvers_al 
Sorrow, as I learnt to call it later on. In Budd,h1st 
phraseology, I perceived the First Noble Truth-Sabbe P1 
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---
Dukkham-everything is sorr~~- But this perception was 
confined to the planes farruhar to the normal human 
consciousness. The fatuity of any work based upon 
physical continuity was evident. But I had at this time no 
reason for supposing that the same criticism applied to any 
transcendental universe. I formulated my will somewhat 
as follows : " I must find a material in which to work 
which is immune from the forces of change." I suppose 
that I still accepted Christian metaphysics in some sense or 
another. I had been satisfied to escape from religion to the 
world. I now found that there was no satisfaction here. 
I was not content to be annihilated. Spiritual facts were 
the only things worth while. Brain and body were value, 
less except as the instruments of the soul. 

The ordinary materialist usually fails to recognise that 
only spiritual affairs count for anything, even in the grossest 
concerns of life. The facts of a murder are nothing in 
themselves ; they are only adduced in order to prove 
felonious intent. Material welfare is only important as 
assisting men towards a consciousness of satisfaction. 

From the nature of things, therefore, life is a sacrament ; 
in other words, all our acts are Magical Acts. Our 
spiritual consciousness acts through the will, and its instru, 
ments upon material objects, in order to produce changes 
which will result in the establishment of the new conditions 
of consciousness which we wish. That is the definition of 
Magick. The obvious example of such an operation in its 
most symbolic and ceremonial form is the Mass. The 
Will of the priest transmutes a wafer in such wise that it 
becomes charged with the divine substance in so active a 
form that its p~ysical injection gives spiritual nourishment 
to the commurucant. But all our actions fit this equation. 
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A tailor with the toothache takes a portion of the wealth 
denved from the business to which he has consecrated 
himself, a symbol of his accumulated and stored energy 
in order to have the tooth removed and so to recover th; 
conscio_usness of physical well,being. 

Put 1n this way, the Magical Theory of existence is self, 
evident. I did not apprehend it clearly at this time ; but 
I unconsciously acted upon it as soon as I had discovered 
the worthlessness of the world. But I was so fu from 
perceiving that -every act is magical, whether one likes it 
or not, that I supposed the escape from matter to involve a 
definite invasion of the spiritual world. Indeed, I was so 
far from understanding that matter was in its nature 
secondary and symbolic, that my principal preoccupation 
was to obtain first,hand sensory evidence of spiritual beings. 
In other words, I wanted to evoke the denizens of other 
planes to visible and audible appearance. 

This resolution was the first manifestation of my true will . 
.I had thrown myself with the utmost enthusiasm into various 
occupations from time to time, but they had never occupied 
my entire attention. I had never given myself wholly to 
chess, mountaineering, or even to poetty. Now, for the 
first time, I felt myself prepared to expend my resources of 
every kind to attain my purpose. . 

To me the spiritual world consisted roughl_y of th_e 
Trinity and their angels on the one side_; the Devil and his 
on the other. It is absolutely soph1sncal to pretend that 
Christianity is not Manicha,an in _essence. The Vedanta 
theory of Advaitism in the U panJshads makes evil-and 
indeed all manifested existence-Maya, pure illusion. But 
even at this there is no satisfactory explanation of the appear, 
ance of th; illusion. In Christianity evil is just as real as 

• 
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good ; and so long as two opposites exist they must either 
be equal, or there. m_ust. be a third. component to_ balance 
them. Now this 1s 111 itself soph1sucal, for the thrrd corn, 
ponent only exists as a make,weight ; and it is pure fiction 
to discriminate between two things whose only funcuon 1s 
to counterbalance a third thing. In respect of the Universe 
of Discourse involved, a proposition cannot have two 
conrradictories. If the opposite of good exists at all, as it 
must, if" good "is to have any meaning, it must be exactly 
equal in quantity and quality to that good. On the 
Christian hypothesis, the reality of evil makes the Devil 
equal to God. This is the heresy of Manes, no doubt. 
But those who condemn Manes must, despite themselves, 
implicitly affirm his theorem. 

I seem to have understood this instinctively ; and since 
I must take sides with one party or the other it was not 
difficult to make up my mind. The forces of good were 
those which had constantly oppressed me. I saw them 
daily destroying the happiness of my fellow,men. Since, 
therefore, it was my business to explore the spiritual world, 
my first step must be to get into personal communication 
with the Devil. I had heard a good deal about this oper, 
ation in a vague way ; but what I wanted was a Manual of 
technical instruction. I devoted myself to Black Magic ; 
and the bookseller-Deighton Bell, God bless 'em !
immediately obliged with " The Book of Black Magic 
and of Pacts," which, judging by the title, was exactly what 
I needed. 

It was with intense disappointment and disgust that I 
read this compilation. The author was a pompous, 
ignorant and affected dipsomaniac from America, and he 
created his subject with the vulgarity of Jerome K. Jerome, 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 163 

and the beery, leerfr1g frivolity of a red,nosed Music 
Hall Comedian making Jokes about mothers,in,law and 
lodgers. 

It was, however, clear, even from the garbled texts of the 
Gnm01res which be quoted, that the diabo!ists had no 
concepuon of the Satan hymned by Milton and Huysmans. 
They were not protagonists in the spiritual warfare against 
Restriction, against the_ oppressors of the human soul, the 
blasphemers who derued the supremacy of the Will of 
Man.. They merely aimed at achieving contemptible or 
malic10us results, such as preventing .a huntsman from 
killing game, finding buried treasures, bewitching the 
neighbours' cows, or" acquiring the affection of a judge." 
For all their pretended devotion to Lucifer or Belia!, they 
were sincere Christians in spirit, and inferior Christians at 
that, for their methods were puerile. The Prayer,book, 
with its petitions for rain and success in battle, was almost 
preferable. The one point of superiority was nevertheless 
cardinal ; their method was in intention scientific. That 
is, they proposed a definite technic by which a man could 
compel the powers of Nature to do his bidding, no less than 
the engineer, the chemist, and the electrician. . Th_ere was 
none of the wheedling, bribery and servility which 1s of the 
essence of that kind of prayer which seeks material ~atifi, 
cations. Sir J. G. Frazer has pointed out this disancu_on 
in The Golden Bough. Magic he defines as Science wh!ch 
does not work. It would be fairer to state this proposltlon 
in slightly different terms : magic is science i11 posse. 

The compiler of the " Book of Black Mag1_c and of 
Pacts " is not only the most ponderously plaatudmous and 
priggishly prosaic of pretentiously pompous pork,butchers 
of the language, but the most voluminously voluble. I 
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cannot dig over the dreary deserts of his drivel in search of 
che passage which made me write lo him. But it was an 
oracular obscurity which hinted that he knew of a Hidden 
Church withdrawn from the world in whose sanctuaries 
were preserved the true M ysceries of Initiation. This was 
one berier than the Celtic Church ; I immediately asked 
him for an introduction. He replied kindly and intelligibly, 
suggesting that I should read " The Cloud on the 
S;inctuary " by Councillo1 von Eckhartshausen. With 
chis book I retired to W astdale Head for the Easter Vacation 
of 1898. This period proved to be the critical moment of 
my early life : in rwo most important respects it determined 
the direcuon of my efforts. The two were intimately 
linked in certain ways, and in order to make clear my 
position I must retrace my seeps for a little and bring myself 
up to dace in the matter of climbing, as also of liter, 
ature. 

The summers of 1896 and 1897 were spent in the Alps. 
They were the logical development of my previous 
experience. I bad made up my mind to look for a climbing 
companion of a permanent character. I had met Professor 
Norman Collie in Westmoreland. His teaching and 
advice were invaluable. I arranged to spend pan of the 
summer with Morris Travers, Collie's demonstrator at 
U mversity College, London, and a very admirable 
" second man " he was. A man who writes treatises on 
" Gas Manipulation," and knows how to rebuff the 
advances of his girl students, is an ideal companion on a 
mountain. Unfortunately, he obtained an appointment in 
a far country, and had to give up climbing in consequence. 
Bue we made our mark in the Alps, beginning with the 
first guidcless traverse of the Monch, the Vuibez Seracs, and 
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the first traverse of the Aiguilles Rouges, climbing all the 
pinnacles. 

Trave.rs joined me for_ a short time in August. We began 
by making the first gmdeless traverse of the Monch. We 
started for the Guggi hut within two or three hours of his 
arrival, he having come straight through from London 
without breaking the JOUrney. We started the next morning 
very early, and made great speed up the lower slopes in our 
enthusiasm. Travers became extremely mountain sick. It 
was obvious that the barometric pressure had nothing to do 
w1th It ; he was simply upset from the fatigue of the journey, 
the chan$e to coarse food, and the sudden call upon his 
full physical strength when out of training. Numerous 
other similar observations prevented me from ever being so 
foolish as to attribute this sickness to the altitude. I have 
produced all the symptoms on Beachy Head in men who 
had been perfectly comfortable on the high Alps ; and I 
experienced no discomfort whatever above 2 J ,ooo feet. 

Travers and I wandered about the Oberland for a week 
without going below the snow,line. His mountain sick, 
ness soon disappeared, but he became badly sunburnt. In 
these days we cherished the superstmon that lanolin was a 
preventitive ; but the application seemed to feed the sores 
instead of healing them. A few days after leaving me h.e 
arrived at the Gornergrat, whither he had despatched his 
baggage, in fluttering rags and wuh _a face which was 
little better than one smgle suppuraang sore. A lady 
sitting outside the hotel exclaimed indignantly that suc.h 
disgusting objects should not be allowed to frequent public 
places. It was his mother ! . . 

Talking of sunburn, there was once-improbable as n 
may appear-a Doctor Bowles, of Folkesrone. mterested m 
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the subject. He arranged with Morris Travers to carry out 
a research on the actinic value of the solar rays on glaciers. 
Travers and I and his brother went to live in a hut on a 
glacier somewhere above Bel Alp, where Travers was to 
carry out some experiments. One day there arrived Bowles 
and a number of voluntary victims, each member of the 
parry having his face painted with grease paint of divers 
colours, the right half vermilion and the left sky,blue, or 
the lefi bright green and the right orange, and so on. I 
record, with regret, chat I, who had refused to abdicate the 
dtgnicy of humanity to this extent, was the only person in 
the parry who was not badly burnt. The sun showed no 
respect of persons in the matter of their camouflage. My 
freedom was due to the fact chat I had spent most of my life 
in the open air and gradually ac9uired immunity. It 
sometimes strikes me chat the whole of science is a piece of 
impudence : that Nature can afford to ignore our impert, 
1nent interference. If our monkey mischief should ever 
reach theJoint of blowing up the earth by decomposing an 
atom, an even annihilate the sun himself, I cannot really 
suppose that the Universe would turn a hair. If we are 
ever to do anything, it can only be by the manipulation of 
those spiritual forces which lie behind the consciousness of 
which the Universe of matter is but a symbolic phantasm. 

The second of these exploits-the Vuibez Seracs
constituted one of the most interesting ice climbs that 
I had ever done. They had not been climbed for a 
gc~eration, when the glacier was in a very different con, 
diuon, and were reputed impossible. Jean Maitre, who 
was supposed to be the best guide in the valley, 
with other _strong guides. and some distinguished members 
of the Alpine Club, decided to attempt it. They returned 
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with a wonderful story of desperate adventure. They had 
been . stopj:>ed, they said, by the final obstacle, an over, 
?ang1ng ice wall guarded by a wide crevasse. This 
interested us. We set out the following morning, reaching 
the obstacle wtthout any difficulty, which gave us a poor 
idea of the capacity of the mighty men of valour. But we 
could not be surprised at their failure to negotiate the 
obstacle. We found ourselves standing on a knife,edge, 
separated from the overhanging wall by a crevasse so broad 
that we could only just reach it with our axes. Travers 
held me on the rope while I leant across and cut a ledge in 
the wall which could be used for his hands. Having 
anchored him to his brother lower down, I lowered him 
cautiously so that he was able to lean across with his hands 
on the ledge, thus forming a bridge. I then climbed, in 
my crampons, on to his shoulders and stood there for forty 
minutes while I cur hand and foot holds in the over, 
hanging ice. Trusting myself to these, Travers was hastily 
pulled back to the vertical by his brother. In thrs posmon 
he was able to support my weight on his uplified axe,head 
sufficiently to allow me to use one hand. In this way I cut 
fresh hand holds in the overhanging wall and ulumately 
pulled myself over the edge. There was. still some step, 
cutting to be done before I got to a sufficiently good place 
to pull up the others. I have never seen the performance 
of Travers equalled on any occasion. Hasungs himself 
could hardly have been m?re strong, steady and endurmg, 
to say nothing of the qualiues reqmred to allo:w ', man to 
stand on his head and shoulders with ~harp spikes • . 

We now found that so far from this obstacle bemg the 
last it was the first ! I take a good deal of credit W myself 
for 'finding the way to the top through the tangled pmnacles 
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of ,ce. I began to be not a little alarmed ; the seracs 
stretched line after line above us. There was no way of 
gerung out of them, and at any moment the sun might 
strike the glacier and overthrow their pride and our temerity • 
\\' e climbed with desperate haste, and managed to reach 
the snow,covered glacier above them just in time. As it 
happened, a party had gone out from the hotel after break, 
fast with the idea of watching us from the opposite slopes, 
and they told us next evening that our tracks had been 
obliterated 10 a dozen places by falling ice. 



STANZA XV 

?;t_;,~ ,t;_ ½--< '1/"j / Jo/""-',,.,.._.( e o/.e-t., 

-t;;,:r~~I J;~~ 
J~ . ;; .. -~,,, ~CtJ-1',f~ I 

"'v1{ ~ ~ ti.t: ~ !/dLf7S-dly-- ' 

I must not omit to mention tbe first descent of tbe west 
face_ of tbe Trifi:born. It was early in tbe season of '96. 
Going up to Zermatt in tbe train I met an English climber 
wbom I will call Artbur Ellis. He was anxious to do 
guideless work, and we agreed to try a few mountains 
together. _We made some minor expeditions, and be 
proved b1gbly competent. One day we climbed the 
Tnfi:born by tbe ordinary route, witb the idea of attempting 
the traverse. As I was to go down last, he was carrying the 
rucksack with our provisions. We made several attempts 
to find a way down the Zina! face ; but always the slopes 
steepened until it became evident cbac they pitched over, 
and we had to retrace our steps. Ellis, however, was very 
annoyed at my caution and wanted to glissade, which was 
a proposal about as reasonable as jumping off the Eiffel 
Tower. Presently he made an excuse for caking off the 
rope and retired behind a rock wbile I sat down and lit my 
pipe. I was aroused by a hail. Ellis was three or four 
hundred feet down tbe slope ! He urged me once more to 
glissade. He said he bad invented a new method of exer, 
cising this art, which was to hold tbe axe by_ the ~hafi: and 
use the pick as a brake. It was downnght 1nsaruty ; and 
took me absolutely by surprise, as previously be had been a 
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our way in and break into tbe provision room in ordei to 
get fuel and tbe like. 

Our adventures weie not yet ovei. My clotbes weie 
(naturally) dripping. I tbrew my coat on tbe table, above 
wb1cb bung my Alpine lamp. Tbis type of lamp bas a 
hole 1n. the bottom through which a candle is thrust. It 
IS held 111 place by a spring. I threw myself on the straw, 
being too ured to com~lete the opeiation of going to bed 
without a few moments rest. I felt sleep oveicoming me, 
knew it was my duty to put out the candle, but began to 
argue that even if it did drop out the fall would extinguisb 
it, or if not, the wet coat would do so. It was a perfectly 
good argument ; but the one chance in a million came of!'.
it didn't go out till my coat was burnt to cindeis. 

Luckily, the next morning the guardian of the but came 
up. I borrowed his coat and went down to Evolena, wbeie 
my baggage bad been sent. Ellis was not fit to be moved, 
and I arranged to come up two days later and fetch bim. At 
Evolena I got a change of clothes, and sent up tbe guide's 
coat by a porter. . , . 

Now, in the hotel was a Girls School, being conducted 
to admire the wonders and beauties of nature. Tbe 
following day they came down in the afternoon from th_e 
glacier very excited at having found the tracks of a cbamo1s 
on the' mule patb. I knew, of cour~e, that tbis was b_allu, 
cination, and thought no more of 1t. Just before d1nnei 
I was outside the hotel taking tbe air, wben I saw m tbe 
distance a solitary figure slowly approacbmg. Its acnon 
was very peculiar, I thougbt. 

" The wild man wends bis weary way 
To a strange and lonely pump." 
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y er 1r seemed somehow familiar. le drew nigh ; yes, it 
was Arthur Ellis. I expressed surprise ; but he said chat 
he had felt so much better he thought he might as well 
come down, but it had been a long and terrible day. He 
had starred at dawn. This was absurd, as it was only a 
couple of hours easy walking from the hut. Ah yes,_ he 
said, but he had come down over the snout of the glacier, 
and he had had co cue steps all the way-no more glissading 
for him ! This story was again rather incredible. But his 
axe had been tremendously knocked about. The truth 
slowly dawned on my benighted brain : he had solemnly 
cue his way down the mule path-he was the chamois 
whose tracks the girls had seen ! 

Well, it was not time for me to join my friends at Arolla ; 
but I wasn't going to climb any more with Ellis, so I made 
my excuses and departed. 

The fag,end of the story is as peculiar as the rest. We 
arranged co dine together in London, and when I got back 
I wrote to him. He replied at once, asking me to dine with 
him at his club. I duly turned up ; but he was not there, 
and I have never heard a word of him since ! 

Another very amusing incident occurred at Arolla. A 
little way above the old hotel is a large boulder, which had 
never been climbed from the hotel side. I spent some time 
before I found out how to do it. One had to traverse the 
face to the right, with a minimum of hand,hold and foot, 
hold, until one came co a place where the slope eased off. 
Bue this point was defended by a bulge in the rock which 
threw one out. Ir was just possible for a very slim man 
wtth a prehensile abdomen. Bue it was a matter of a 
quarter of an ounce one way or the other whether the 
friction grips were suflicienc or not. le was one of 
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the most difficult pieces of rock climbing I had ever 
tackled. 

I decided to have some fun with it, and taught a girl how 
to do 1t. I then offered a hundred francs to any guide who 
could get up. We got together a little patty one afternoon, 
and I proceeded to show of£ Several other people tried, hut 
without success. I began to mock them and said " But 
this is absurd-you fellows can't climb at all-it;s quite 
easy-why, I'd ba~k a girl to do it-won't you have a try, 
Miss So,and,so i • My pupil played up beauufully, and 
pretended to. need a lot of persuasion. Ultimately, she 
offered to try 1f she wcre held on a rope from above. I said, 
" Nonsense, you can do it pcrfectly well by yourself! " 
The company protested that she would kill herself; and she 
pretended to be put on her mettle, refused all help and 
swarmed up in great style. 

This made everybody very much ashamed. Even the 
guides were stung into trying it. But nobody else got up. 
So I started to coach them on the rope. Several succeeded 
with the moral support, and without being hauled. A 
fair number, however, came off, and looked rathcr ridicu, 
lous, dangling. People began to urge the chaplain to try 
his hand. He didn't like it at all ; but he came to me and 
said he would go if I would be very careful to manage the 
rope so that he did not look ridiculous, because of the 
respect due to his cloth. I promised him th_at I would 
attend to the matter with the utmost consc1enoousness. 
I admitted that I had purposely made fun of some of the 
others but that in his case I would tie the rope properly ; 
not u:1der his arms but just above the hips. . 

Having thus arranged for the respect due to his cloth, 
I went to the top of the rock and sat sufficiently far back to 
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be unable co see what was happening on the face. When 
he came off, as the rope was fastened so low, he turned 
upside down. I pretended to misunderstand, and jerked 
him up and down for several minutes before finally hauling 
him up, purpl~ 111 the face and covered with scratches: I 
had not failed 111 the respect due to his cloth. But 9u1te a 
number of people were sufliciently lacking in taste to laugh 
at him. 

One day I took my Cousin Gregor, who by this time 
was married and had discovered that his life was not worth 
keeping. We made the second ascent of the N,N.E. 
ridge of Mont Collon. It is a long and severe climb. The 
conditions were very bad, and Gregor was 9uite une9ual 
co this class of climbing, so that I had to pull him up most 
of the way. We were very late on the mountain in conse, 
quence. I had no idea of the best way down, but decided 
to try the short and precipitous route which leads to the 
lcvd glacier above the Vuibez Seracs. The descent of a 
diflicult mountain is always awkward when the second 
man is not up to the mark. He cannot go down last 
because of the danger ; and in going down first he is pretty 
sure to take the wrong road, wherever he cannot be guided 
by voice. However, we got down the steep part, safely 
enough, just before dark. 

We took off the rope to descend some slopes covered 
with loose rock. As I sat down to coil the rope I realised 
that I was completely exhausted, though mentally rather 
than physically. My brain played me a curious trick. 
Gregor had reached a patch of broken rocks at the bottom 
of the slope, and I followed him slowly. Suddenly I saw 
a troll, one of those funny little dwarfs with pointed caps 
and forcrudable beards that one sees pictured in German 
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fairy stories and on beer mugs (Heinzelmannchen ap ears 
to be the official na':'e): This creature was hopping atout 
the rocks 10 a very J_ov1al way. He appeared quite real in 
every respect. For Instance, he was not transparent. But 
It never occurred to me to believe in him. I put him down 
to. cerebral faugue. The apparition only lasted for a few 
rrunutes. He was gone before I rejoined my cousin. 

It would, of course,_ have been madness to attempt to 
cross the glacier that rught, the snow being very deep and 
soft, so we managed as best we could to keep warm. I 
did not sleep very much-it was my first night out. In the 
morrung we ran across the frozen snow to the little pass 
which leads down to the valley. We had hardly crossed it 
when we met a rescue party sent up by the dear old hotel 
keeper, Anzevui, who had a curious personal affection for 
me as the bad boy of the valley who was always making 
things interesting. Our descent had been watched through 
glasses ; and they had come to the conclusion that we must 
have met with an accident, because our route down the 
mountain was an original variation on the regular way and 
supposed to be impossible. We had, in fact, met with one 
exceedingly bad pitch where I was glad of the hitched rope. 

On another occasion I was berughted ; 1t was with 
Morris Travers and his younger brother on the Aiguilles 
Rouges, owing to our extreme conscientiousness in climbing 
every pinnacle accurately and the breakdown of the younger 
Travers from fatigue. It was one more example of the 
disadvantage of a third man. A party of rwo would. have 
finished the climb at least three hours earlier. A bmerly 
cold wind was blowing from the north,west, so. that we 
could not pass the night on the ridge or on that side of It. 
We had to find shelter on the eastern face. It was too 
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dark co get down the cliffs, even if young Travers had been 
equal co the effort, and they were very steep. There was 
not even a reasonable ledge. 

However, we found a chimney where the boy could 
rest m moderate comfort, and there was a sort of shelf which 
accommodated his brother. As for me, the best repose I 
could find was to wedge myself across the chimney with 
one foot, my back against a steep patch of snow ; the 
warmth of my body melted this, and the water trickled 
down. As my knickerbockers had been torn to pieces 011 

the rock, there was a certain degree of discomfort connected 
wnh my night's rest, and the strain 011 my leg somehow 
damaged the knee joint, which used continually to give 
trouble for years afierwards. But I was so tired that I went 
to sleep with my pipe in my mouth. It is extraordinary 
that I did not fall-the pipe did. 



STANZA XVI 

Such were some of the adventures of 1896 and 1897. 
My experiences all contributed to build up an original 
theory of mountaineenng. It was not till 1898 that I 
discovered the identity of my own ideas with those of the 
great climbers. But I dis.covered the extremely unpleasant 
fact that the English Alpine Club was bitterly opposed to 
mountaineering-its members were incompetent, insanely 
jealous of their vested interests, and unthinkably unspons, 
manlike. Professor Norman Collie had proposed me for 
the Club, and Sir Martin Conway had been kind enough 
to second me ; but the record of climbs which I put in to 
qualify for admission was much too good. It was sub, 
versive of all authority. The average Alpine Clubman 
qualifies by paying guides to haul them up a few hackneyed 
peaks. They are . not expected to do .any new climbs 
whatever ; and it 1s an outrage to the sp1nt of the club to 
do anything original. Mummery. had been black,balled 
because he was the most famous climber in England; and, 
though occasionally climbing with guides before he found 
Collie and Hastings, had been in fact the leader of the party. 
The Club was, of course, afraid to give its real reasons for 
objecting to him. It circulated the lie that he was a boot, 
maker ! Later on, it became a public scandal that he was not 
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a member of the Club, and he was weak enough to allow 
himself to be elected. In my case, Collie and Conway 
warned me that my election would be opposed, and I 
withdrew my name. On this, the son of a church furnisher 
named Tattersall, who had insinuated himself into Triniry, 
circulated the rumour that I had been expelled fi:om a 
London Club. He hated me because I, as President of the 
Cambridge Universiry Chess Club, did not see my way to 
allow him to become secretary. He was an excellent 
player, but unsuitable for conducting o!licial correspondence 
with other clubs. I went to his rooms with a heavy 
Malacca, demanded that he should rerract his falsehood or 
fight. [ He refused to do either, so I thrashed him soundly 
then and there. He complained to my tutor, who balled 
me, made a few remarks on the desuetude of the duel, 
changed the conversation to Ibsen, and asked me to dinner. 

Mountaineering differs from other sports in one important 
respect. A man cannot obtain a reputation at cricket or 
football by hiring professionals to play for him. His 
achievements are checked by his averages. But hardly any 
one in England at that time knew anything about moun, 
taineering. Various old fogies, who could not have 
climbed the simplest rocks in Cumberland, or led across an 
easy Alpine pass, had been personally conducted by 
peasants up a few mountains and written themselves up 
into fame. The appearance of the guideless climber was 
therefore a direct challenge. They tried every dirty trick 
to prevent the facts fi:om leaking out. They refused to 
record the exploits of guideless men in the Alpine Journal. 
They discountenanced even their own members, they tried 
to ignore English rock,climbing altogether, and would have 
nothing to do with the Continental Alpine Clubs. 
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The result of this policy was to hinder tbe development 
of the sport in England. The younger men were ostracised. 
It was parallel to the attempts of tbe Church co pretend 
that there was no such thing as Science. The result was 
not dissimilar. In 1901 all tbe world's records, except one, 
were held by myself and Eckenstein. The exception was 
chat of the greatest height attained by man. This was 
claimed by Matthias Zurbriggen, who was not a guide in 
the ordinary sense of tbe word, but a convict who had learnt 
all his climbing fi:om Eckenstein at tbe request of cbe ne' er,do, 
weel's family, who didn't know what to do with bim and 
probably hoped chat he would kill himself on the mountains. 

The Al pine Club even tried to fake records. One party 
made a great fuss over an ascent of the Dent Blanche. It 
was [roved later chat they had not been on the mountain 
at al , and that one at least of the party-Smith quiJam
knew it. Again, when I arrived at the head of the Balcom 
Glacier, I questioned some of my coolies who bad been 
with cbe Conway Expedition of 1892 about the alleged 
ascent of " Pioneer Peak." The men unanimously de, 
dared that the party had only gone to tbe foot of tbe ice, 
fall and had turned back fi:om that point. Far be it fi:om 
me' to place any reliance on tbe statements of ignorant 
Baltis, though I never found them at fault on any other 
point ! But it is certainly singular that th_ey should have 
agreed to give an account of the expedmon so different 
fi:om chat recorded by the party themselves. Zurbnggen, 
who was the guide in the case, was_ cross,exanuned_ ~y 
Legros, the son of the painter, and a 6:iend of Eckenstem s. 
He cold a very singular story about P10neer Peak,. but as 
he was under the influence of alcohol I suppose his state, 
ments are as unreliable as chose of my coolies. 
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The coincidence of evidence from two doubtful sources 
does not necessarily strengthen either, does it 1 

So bitter has been the hatred of the Alpine Club for the 
people who have exposed its principal members as im, 
postors, tbat it has actually induced the bulk of the Press 
co ignore expedinons of such first,rate importance as chose 
of 1902 and 1905 to tbe Himalayas. Subsequent explor, 
ation has been hampered in consequence ; and the man, 
slaughter of seven porters on Everest in 1922 was direccly 
due to ignorance of the lesson taught by the Kang Chen 
J anga disaster, as will be made clear in the proper 
place. 

However, my principles have triumphed all along the 
line. There were no Swiss guides on Everest in 1922, and 
the record for altitude is held by amateurs travelling two 
on a rope. 

Ler me emphasise the fact chat I am absolutely satisfied 
with this result. I am congenitally incapable of personal 
ambition and envy. My interest is in the sport icsel£ I 
care notbing for glory. In 1899, for example, I worked out 
a route up the Aiguille du Geant from the Montanvers. 
This mountain had never been climbed fairly. The 
ordinary way up is a matter of engineering by means of 
pitons and wire ropes. I did not keep my knowledge to 
myself in order to have the glory of making the First Ascent. 
I indicated the way up to other climbers, and was absolutely 
overjoyed when two Austrian amateurs made the climb. 
In the same way, I am perfectly satisfied at having broken 
down the dishonest and imbecile traditions of Badminton, 
and only regret that I was not in command of the 1922 

Everest Expedition, because chat expedition failed and cost 
heavily in human life. I am convinced chat if I had been 
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there the summit would have been reached and chat no one 
would have been killed: In the expedition co K 2, neither 
man nor beast was Injured, and in that to Kang Chen 
J anga, the catastrophe was the direct result of mutinous 
disobedienc~ to my orders. I do not lay claim to personal 
credit for this_ record, save in so far as I was on the way co 
an apprehens10n of the proper principles of mountain crafi 
when I met Eckenstein, to whose instructions I am pro, 
foundly indebted. 

I have never been in danger on a mountain, except 
through the rashness of others. Here is a typical case. I 
was crossing the Breche de la Meije with a porter. About 
halfway down the rocky slopes (we had taken off the rope) 
I stopped for a few minutes for personal reasons, never 
imagining that the boy would gee himself into trouble. 
When I got up he had disappeared. I shouted, and he 
replied. I then saw that he had done an incredibly rash 
action. By going on, entirely out of the way, he bad 
crossed a narrow gully which was being constantly swept 
by ice from a hanging glacier. I could not leave him 
alone on the mountain, and I could not ask him to risk his 
life by returning. There was nothing for it but to repeat 
his indiscretion. The only way across the gully was a 
steep slab, polished by ice, and constantly bombarded. 
I had to rush it, at the gravest nsk of slippmg on the one 
hand and being smashed on the other. _ 

It is a remarkable fact that only very excepuonal men 
retain their normal reasoning powers in presence of moun, 
cains. Both Eckenstein and I have had constant evidence 
of this. It is not merely the panic of the peasant, who 
loses his head and calls on the saints whenever he finds 
himself a few yards off the beaten track or is overtaken by 

-----, 
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bad weather. Scientifically trained minds frequently lose 
all sense of judgment and logic. 

There is an account, hatdly a century old, of a party of 
quire distinguished men who ascended Saddleback. They 
speak of precipitous cliffs and yawrung gulfs, though as a 
matter of fact there is not a rock on the mountain which a 
child of three years old could call scrambling. They were, 
1n fact, on ponies! Shelley's descriptions of Mont Blanc 
ate comically exaggerated ; his powers of observation must 
have been completely in abeyance. 

The expression " absolutely perpendicular " ultimately 
bccatne a by,word. It was used so frequently by ostensibly 
reliable men to describe quite gentle slopes. We used to 
ask engineers and other people accustomed to practical 
trigonometry to estimate the angle of the Matterhorn 6:om 
Zermatt and 6:om the Schwanzsee. They would give us 
anything 6:om 30 degrees to 50 degrees in the first case, and 
6:om 4 5 degrees to 80 degrees in rhe second. The actual 
figures ate ro degrees and r 5 degrees. 

In 1902 Pfanll proposed to rush Chogo Ri from Askole. 
He thought he could get there and back in three days ! 
In reality, it is fourteen days to the foot of the mountain, 
though unladen men might possibly do it in five. Moun, 
tain panic was without doubt pattly accountable for the 
mental and moral breakdown in Guillarmod and Righi, 
which led them to mutiny on Kang Chen Janga. A 
high degree of spiritual development, a romantic tempera, 
ment, and a profound knowledge based on experience of 
moun~n conditions, are the best safeguards against the 
insane 1mpulses and hysterical errors which overwhelm the 
average man. 

During my three years at Cambridge my literary faculties 
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made sudden strides. The transition was brie( It is 
marked by my " Tale of Archais." But in "Aceldama " 
my first pubLshed poem of any importance, I attained, 'at 
a bound, the summit of my Parnassus. In a sense, I have 
never written anything better. It is absolutely characteristic. 
Its techrucal excellence 1s remarkable, and it is the pure 
expression of my Unconscious Se!£ I had no corre, 
spending mental concepts at the time. It enounces a 
ph1los~phy which subsequent developments have not 
appreciably modified. I remember my own attitude to 
11. It se~med to m_e a wilfully extravagant eccentricity. I 
had no idea that It was the pure water of the Dircean 
spnng. 

A certain amount of conscious aspiration is, however, 
evident in " Songs of the Spirit." This book is a collection 
of lyrics which reveal an i!l,defined longing for spiritual 
attainment. The background is vividly coloured by obser, 
vation and experience. The atmosphere of the old streets 
of Amsterdam, of the Colleges of Cambridge, and of the 
mountains, lakes, forests, and rivers, among which I 
wandered soLtary, is evident in every stanza. The influence 
of my reading is almost negLgible. The " wish,phantasm" 
of the book is principally that of a wise and holy man 
Lving in a lonelr tower,. master of the. secrets of Nature. 
I had Lttle consc1ous asprrauon to that ideal. In pracuce, 
I was living for pleasure. 

Another book of the Transition Period was " Green 
Alps." This was never pubLshed. I had paid Leonar~ 
Smithers to have 11 prmted, and he told me that the prmters 
works had been destroyed by fire, :"'hich may or may not 
have been the case. It is charactensnc that I accepted the 
situation with a shrug of the shoulders. I had a complete 
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set ;f proofs, but I had become r~ther ashamed of the book. 
I merely selected th_e poems which I thought really wo_tth 
while for inclusion 111 subsequent volumes. The collecuon 
was marked by a tendency to earthly passion ; and_ its 
mle shov,s that I already regarded human love as an idea 
to be crariscended. " Green Alps " are pleasant pastures, 
but I was bound for the peaks. 

My essential spirituality is made manifest by yec another 
publication, which stands as a cesumony of my pra:cer, 
human mnocence. The book is called " White Stains," 
and 1s commonly quoted by my admirers as evidence of my 
addicoon to every kind of unmentionable vice. Asses ! 
Jc is, indeed, technically, an obscene hook, and yet the fact 
that I wrote it proves the purity of my heart and mind in 
the most exrcaordinary fashion. 

The faces are as follows : In che course of my reading 
I had come across Von Kraffi,Ebbing's "Psychopachia 
Sexualis." The professor tries co prove that sexual aber, 
rations are che result of disease. I did not agree. I thought 
that I was able co understand the psychology involved ; 
I thought chat che aces were merely magical affirmations of 
perfectly intelligible points of view. I said to myself that 
I must confute the professor. I could only do this by em, 
playing che one form at my disposal : the artistic form. 
I ~herefore invented a poet who went wrong, who began 
wuh normal and innocent enthusiasms, and gradually 
developed various vices. He ends by being stricken with 
disease and madness, culminating in murder. In his 
poems he describes his downfall, always explaining the 
psychology of each act. 
. The conclusions of che book might therefore be approved 
10 any Sunday School, and its metaphysics is orthodox from 
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the point of view of the Theologian. I wrote the book in 
absolute seriousness and in all innocence. It never occurred 
to m_e that _a demonstration of the terrible results of misguided 
pass10n nught be mistaken for pornography. Indeed, now 
that I do understand that vile minds think it a vile book, 
I reco$~~e with grim satisfaction chat " Psychopachia 
Sexualis itself has attained its enormous popularity because 
people love to gloat over such things. Its scientific form 
has not protected it from abuse, any more than the artistic 
form of my own reply to it. But Von Kraffc,Ebbing has 
not been blackguarded as I have. The average man cannot 
believe that an artist may be as serious and high,minded an 
observer of life as the professed man of Science. 

I was to find very shortly that the most innocent personal 
relations could be taken by filthy minds as the basis for their 
malicious imagination. The story of how this came about 
dominates my third year at the University, as will appear. 
It seems as if my destiny were preparing me for my appointed 
work by clearing inessential factors out of my way. My 
one serious worldly ambition had been to become the 
champion of the world at Chess. I had snatched a game 
fi:om Blackburne in simultaneous play some years before. 
I was being beaten in the Sicilian defence. The only chance 
was the sacrifice of a rook. I remember the grand old master 
coming round to my board and cocking his alcoholised eye 
cunningly at me. " Hullo," said he, " Morphy come to 
town again ! " I am not coxcomb enough to think chat 
he could not have won the game, even afier my brilliancy. 
I believe that his colossal generosity let me win to encourage 
a promising youngster. 

I had frequently beaten Bird at Si~pson's, and when 
I got co Cambridge I made a savagely mtense study of the 
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gl.ffic. Jn my second year I was President of the Univer, 
siry, and had beaten such first,rate amateurs as Gunston 
and Cole. Outside the Master Class, Atkins was my only 
acknowledged superior. I made mincemeat of the man who 
1".S champion of Scotland a few years later, even after I had 
given up the game. I spent over two hours a day in study, 
and more than chat in practice. I was assured on all hands 
that another year woula see me a master myself. 

I had been to St. Petersburg to learn Russian for the 
Diplomatic Service in the long vacation of 1897, and on 
my way back broke the journey in Berlin to attend the 
Chess Congiess. But I had hardly entered the room where 
the Masters were playing when I was seized with what may 
justly be described as a Mystical Experience. I seemed to 
be looking 011 at the Tournament from outside myself. I 
saw the Mastcrs-011e, shabby, snuffy and blear,eyed ; 
another, 1n badly fining would,be respectable shoddy ; a 
thud, a mere parody of humanity, and so on for the rest. 
These were the people to whose ranks I was seeking 
admission. " There, but for the giace of God, goes 
Aleister Crowley," I exclaimed to myself with disgust, 
an~ there and then I registered a vow never to play another 
serious game of chess. I perceived with pra:ternatural 
lucidity that I had not alighted on this planet with the 
object of playing chess. 

Aleister Crowley, by the way ! I have not yet explained 
how I came to have changed my name. For many years 
I had loathed being called Alick, partly because of the 
unpleasant sound and sight of the word, partly because it = the name by which my mother called me. Edward 
d,d not seem to suit me, and the diminutives Ted or Ned 
were even less appropriate. Alexander was too long, and 
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Sandy suggested tow hair and freckles. I had read in some 
book or other that the most favourable name for becoming 
famous was one consisting of a dactyl followed by a 
spondee, as at the end of a hexameter : like " Jeremy 
Taylor." Aleister Crowley fulfilled these conditions, and 
Aleister is the Gaelic form of Alexander. To adopt 
it would satisfy my romantic ideals. The atrocious spelling 
A, L, E, I,S, T, E, R was suggested as the correct form by 
Cousin Gregor, who ought to have known better. In any 
case, A,L,A,I,S,D,A,I,R makes a very bad dactyl. For 
these reasons I saddled myself with my present nom,de, 
guerre-I can't say that I feel sure that I facilitated the 
process of becoming famous. I should doubtless have 
done so, whatever name I had chosen. 
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I began my last year at_ C~mbridge with my moral decks 
cleared for action. I d1dn t know where I was going, 
but I was on the way. I was thus quite ready for the 
perception of the First Noble Truth, but also for an 
entirely new current to influence my life. Towards the 
end of the October term I met a man named Herbert 
Charles Jerome Pollitt. He was an M.A., ten years older 
than myself, and had merely come up to Cambridge to 
dance for the F.D.C. (Footlights Dramatic Club). I saw 
him only once or twice that term, but corresponded with 
him from abroad during the Christmas vacation. The 
result was the establishment of the first intimate friendship 
of my life. 

Pollitt was rather plain than otherwise. His face was 
made tragic by the terrible hunger of the eyes and the bitter 
sadness of the ~ouch. He possessed one physical beauty
his ha.1r. This was very plentiful, and he wore it rather 
long. It was what is called a shock. But its colour was 
pale gold, like spring sunshine, and its texture of the finest 
gossamer. The relation between us was that ideal intimacy 
which the Greeks considered the greatest glory of manhood 
and the most precious prize of life. It says much for the 
moral state of England that such ideas are connected 
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in t_he minds of practically every one with physical 
pass10n. 

My sexual life was very intense. My relations with 
women were entirely s~tisfactory. They gave me the 
maXImum of bodily enjoyment, and at the same time 
symbolized my theological notions of sin. Love was a 
challenge to Christianity. It was a degradation and a 
damnation. Swinburne had taught me the doctrine of 
justification by sin. Every woman that I met enabled me to 
affirm magically that I had defied the tyranny of the Plymouth 
Brethren and the Evangelicals. Ac the same time women 
were the source of romantic inspiration ; and their caresses 
emancipated me from the thraldom of the body. When 
I lefi chem I found myself walking upon air, with my soul 
free to wing its way through endless empyreans, and to 
express its godhead in uncramelled thought of transcendent 
sublimity, expressed in language which combined the 
purest aspirations with the most majestic melodies. Poems 
like "The Philosopher's Progress," illustrate my uncon, 
scious, and poems like " De Profundis," my conscious, 
reaction. Bue, morally and mentally, women were for me 
beneath contempt. They had no true moral ideals. They 
were bound up with their necessary preoccupation, with the 
function of reproduction. Their apparent aspirations were 
camouflage. Intellectually, of course, they did not exist. 
Even the few whose minds were not completely blank had 
them furnished with W ardour Street Chippendale. Their 
attainments were those of the ape and the p_arrot. These 
facts did not deter me. On the contrary, It was highly 
convenient chat one• s sexual relations should be with an 
animal with no consciousness beyond sex. 

As co my men friends, I had never met any one of 
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sufficiently exalted ideals and refinement to awa.ken serious 
sympathy. Pollitt was a new species.. My feeling for him 
was an intensdy pure flame of admrrauon nungled w11h 
infinite pity for his spiritual disenchantment. It was 
infinite because it could not even 1mag1ne a goal, and dwelt 
wholly amid eternal things. . 

To him I was a mind-no more. He never manifested 
the slightest interest in any of mr .occupations. He had no 
sympathy with any of my ambiuons, not even my poetry, 
except in a very peculiar way, which I have never 
thoroughly understood. He showed an instinctive distrust 
of my religious aspirations, because he realised that sooner 
or later they would take me out of his reach. He had 
himself no hope or fear of anything beyond the material 
world. But he never tired of the originality of my point 
of view ; of watching the way in which my brain dealt 
with every subject that came under discussion. 

It was the purest and noblest relation which I had ever 
had with anybody. I had not imagined the possibility of 
so divine a development. It was, in a sense, passionate, 
because it partook of the white heat of creative energy, and 
because its intensity absorbed all other emotions. But for 
this very reason it was impossible to conceive of it as liable 
to 7ontamination by any grosser qualities. Indeed, the 
Umverse of Sense was entirely subordinated to its sanctity. 
It was_ based upon impressions as an incandescent light 
upon Its filament. But the world was transfigured and 
consumed by the ineffable intensity of the spiritual conscious, 
n':5s. It w~ so free from any impure ingredient that my 
friendsh.ip with Pollitt 1n no way interfered with the current 
of my life. I_ went _on reading, writing, climbing, skating, 
cyclmg, and 111tr1gumg, as 1f I had never met him. 
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Yet his influence initiated me in certain important 
respects. He was a close friend of Beardsley's, and intro, 
duced me to the French and English Renaissance. In his 
heart was a hunger for beauty-which I can only call hideous 
and cruel, be_cause it was so hopeless. He totally lacked 
1llum1nat1on 10 the mysucal sense of the word. His out, 
look on life was desperate, very much like that of Des 
Esseintes. He suffered like Tintagiles. He could not 
accept any of the usual palliatives and narcotics ; he had 
no creative genius, no ideals ; he could not deceive himself 
about love, art, or religion. He merely yearned and 
moaned. In certain respects he annoyed me, because I was 
determined to make my dreams come true; and he repre, 
sented eternal dissatisfaction. In his heart was " the worm 
that dierb not and the fire that is not quenched." 

The school of Art and Literature to which be introduced 
me was thus one which I instinctively despised, even while 
I adored it. The intense refinement of its thought and the 
blazing brilliance of its technique helped me to key myself 
up to a pitch of artistry entirely beyond my original scope ; 
but I never allowed myself to fall under its dominion. I 
was determined to triumph, to find my way out on the 
other side. Baudelaire and Swinburne, at their best, 
succeed in celebrating the victory of the human soul over its 
adversaries, just as truly as Milton and Shelley. I never had 
a moment's doubt that I belonged to this school. To me 
it is a question of virility. Even James Thomson, ending 
with " confirmation of the old despair," somehow defeats 
that despair by the essential force of his genius. Keats, on 
rbe contrary, no matter bow hard he_ endeavours to _end on 
a note of optimism, always leaves an 1mpress1on of failure. 

I well know bow strangely perverse this criticism must 
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sound, but I feel its truth in the marrow of my bones. In 
my own writings the tempestuous energy of my soul invari, 
ably sweeps away the wreckage of my mind. No matter 
to what depth I plunge, I always end with my wings 
beating steaaily upwards towards the_ sun. The actual 
writing which releases my U nconsc10us, produces the 
effect. I inevitably end by transcending the problem of 
the poem, either lyrically or satirically. Turn to any page 
at random, and the truth of this will become apparent. 

In his time at Cambridge Pollitt had been very prominent 
as a female impersonator and dancer. He called himself 
Diane de Rougy-apres Liane de Pougy. The grossness of 
people who do not understand art naturally misinterpreted 
this :esthetic gesture and connected it with a tendency to 
Androgynicy. I never saw the slightest symptoms of any, 
thing of the kind in him ; though the subject sometimes 
came under discussion. But at that time it was considered 
criminal to admire "Lady Windermere's Fan." I have 
always taken the attitude of Bishop Blougram, and pay no 
attentlon to 

" the infamy scrawled broad 
About me on the church wall opposite . ., 

I h~ve ma~e a l'oint of understanding the psych?}ogy of the 
subject : Nih1l humaru a me alienum puto. 

But the conscience of the world is so guilty that it always 
assumes that people who investigate heresies must be 
heretics ; JUSt as 1f a doctor who studies leprosy must be a 
leper. Indeed, it is only recently that science has been 
allowed to study anyrhing without reproach. Matter being 
evil, the less that we know about it the better-such was the 
Christian philosophy in the ages which it darkened. 
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Morris Travers told me that his father, an eminent physician, 
had. been ostracised, and. had lost much of his practice, for 
JO!rung the Anthropological Society. Later still, Havelock 
Ellis and Edward Carpenter have been treated with the 
foulest injustice by ignorant and prejudiced people. My 
mother always believed that the " Great Eastern," the first 
steamship of any size to speak of, met with repeated disasters 
because Cod was iealous, as He had been of the Tower of 
Babel. In 1917 ~y • cousin, Lawrence Bishop, told me 
that he thought that " the Lord prepared a great iceberg " 
for the " Titanic " in annoyance at the claim of the ship, 
builders that she was unsinkable. William Whiteley had 
several fires, which my mother took as the repartee of the 
Almighty to the merchant's assumption of the title 
" Universal Provider," which could be properly amibuted 
only to Cod. 

It is the modern fashion to try to dismiss these barbarous 
absurdities as excrescences on Christianity, but they are of 
the essence of the religion. The whole theory of the 
Atonement implies that man can set up his own will in 
opposition to Cod's, and thereby excites Him to anger 
which can only be pacified by the sacrifice of His Son. 
It is, afier all, 9uite as reasonable to think of Cod as being 
irritated by a shipbuilding programme as by idolatry. The 
tendency has, in fact, been to forget about the Atonement 
altogether, and to represent Jesus as a "Master" whose 
teachings are humanitarian and enlightened. Yet the only 
evidence of what he actually said is that of the_ Gospels, and 
these not only insist upon the incredible and 1m~oral sides 
of Christianity, but contain actu_al Logia which exh1b1t 
Jesus in the character of a su persuuous fanauc who taught 
the doctrine of eternal purushment and many others 

0 
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unacceptable to modern enlightenment. General Booth 
and Billy Sunday preach l'erfectly scnptural abonunauons. 
Again, much of the teachmg of Jesus which_ 1s not savage 
supersution 1s d1ametncally. opposed to the 1deas. of those 
modein moralists who reJeCt his supernaturalism and 
salvationism. The injunction " Take no thought for the 
morrow " is incompatible with "Preparedness," insurance, 
and any other practice involving foresight. The command 
to break off all family and social relationships is similarly 
unethical. The truth, of course, is that these instructions 
weie given to a select body of men, not to the world at large. 
Renunciation of the world is the first step toward spiritual 
illumination, and in the East, fi:om the beginning of 
recorded time to the present day, the Yogi, the Fakir, the 
Bhikkhu, and the Monk take this course, expecting that 
rhe piety of their neighbours will supply them with a means 
of livelihood. 

It is not only illogical to pick out of the gospels the texts 
which happen to suit one's own prejudices and then 
claim Christ as the supreme teacher, bnt his claims to pre, 
eminence are barred by the fact that all the passages which 
are not fiendish superstition find parallels in the writings of 
earliei Masters. The works of Lao, Tze, the Buddhist 
Canon, the Upanishads, the Bhagavad,Gita, the Talmud, 
and _the philosophy of many of the early Greeks, to say 
nothing of the Sacred Books of Egypt, contain the whole 
of the metaphysics, theology, and ethics to which modern 
enlightenment can ·assent. It is monstrous and mischievous 
for liberal thinkers to call themselves Christians • their 

. ' 
nonunal adhesion delays the disruption of the infamous 
system which they condone. To declare oneself a follower 
of Jesus is not only to insult history and reason, but to 
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apologise for the murderers of Arius, Molinos and Cranmer 
the persecutors of science, the upholders of slavery and th; 
suppressors of all free thought and speech. 

At this time .r had .. not carried these arguments to their 
logical conclus10n. The Cloud on the Sanctuary " 
told me of a secret commuruty of saints in possession of 
every spiritual grace, of the keys to the treasures of nature, 
and of moral emancipation such that there was no intoler, 
ance or unkindness. The members of this church lived 
their secret life of sanctity in the world, radiating light and 
love upon all that came within their scope, yet they were 
free from spiritual pride. They enjoyed intimate corn, 
muruon with the immanent divine soul of Nature. In, 
heritors of innocence and illnrrunation, they were not self, 
seekers ; and their one passion was to bring mankind into 
the sphere of their own sublirruty, dealing with each 
individual as his circumstances required. To them the 
members of the Triruty were nearer and more real than 
anything else in the Uruverse. But they were pure ideas 
of incorruptible integrity. The incarnation was a Mystical 
or Magical Operation which took place in every man. 
Each was himself the Son of God who had assumed a body 
of flesh and blood in order to perform the work of 
redemption. The in,dwelling of the H?ly Ghost was a 
sanctification resulting from the compleuon of the Great 
Work when the Self had been crucified to itself and raised 
again in i1;corruptible im~ortality. . 

I did not yet see that this concepuon reposed on meta, 
physical bases as untenable as thos.e .of orthodoxy. Th_ere 
was no attempt to explain the ong111 of. evil and similar 
difficulties. But these things were mystenes which would 
be revealed to the saint as he advanced lll the way of grace. 
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Anyhow, I was certainly not the person to cavil. The 
sublimity of the idea enthralled me ; 1t sausfied my craving 
for romance and poetry. I determined with my whole 
heart to make myself worthy to attract the notice of this 
mysterious Brotherhood'. I year:ied passionately _for ilium, 
ination. I could 1magme nothing more exqms1te than to 
enter into communion with these Holy Men, and to acquire 
the power of communicating with the angelic and divine 
intelligence of the Universe. I longed for perfect purity 
of life, for mastery of the secret forces of Nature, and for a 
career of devoted labour on behalf of " the Creation 
which groaneth and travaileth." 

My poetry at this time is charged to the highest point 
with these aspirations. I may mention the Dedication to 
"Songs of the Spirit,"" The Quest,"" The Alchemist," 
"The Philosopher's Progress," "A Spring Snow Storm 
in Wastdale," " Succubus," " Night,fall," " The 
S " "Wh d w· '' '' V '' '' A 1 " torm, eat an 1ne, espers, stro ogy, 
and " Da:dalus." In the " Farewell of Paracelsus to 
Aprile/' " The Initiation," " Isaiah," and " Power," I 
have expressed my ideas about the ordeals which might be 
expected on the Path. All these poems were published 
in r898. In later volumes, " Mysteries Lyrical and 
Dramatic," "The Facal Force," "The Temple of the 
Holy Ghost " and " Taruihauser," these ideas are carried 
further in the light of my practical experience of the Path. 

It may seem strange chat, despite the yearning afier 
sancti~cation, which is the key,note of these works, I never 
(ost sight of what seems on the surface the incompatible 
idea of_justification by sin. "Jezebel" and the other 
P?"ms 1~ that volume prove this point. It is as if my 
U nconsc1ous were aware that every act is a sacrament, and 
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that the most. repulsive rituals might be in some ways 
the most effective._ The only adequate way of overcoming 
evil was to utilise It fully as a means of grace. Religion was 
for me a passionate reality of the most positive kind. Virtue 
is etymologically manhood. Virility, creative conception 
and enthusiastic execution, were the means of attainment. 
There could be no merit in abstention from vice. Vice 
indeed is vitium, a flaw or defect. 

This attitude is not antinomianism, as the word is usually 
understood. When St. Paul said " All things are lawful 
for me, but all things are not expedient," he only went half 
way. One ought to leave no form of energy to rust. Every 
particle of one's personality is a necessary factor in the 
equation, and every impulse must be turned to account in 
the Great Work. I perceived, moreover, that all conven, 
tional rules of conduct were valid only in relation to environ, 
ment. To take a fundamental issue : self,preservation. 
On the theory of reincarnation or that of immortality, there 
should be no more objection to dying than there is to going 
to sleep. In any case, I realised that my physical life was 
utterly valueless ; and I did not set it at a pin's fee. 

I have never been afraid of carrying into effect my con, 
clusions ; and I knew, what is more, that to fail to do so 
would be merely to create a conflict in mysel£ I had a 
thorough instinctive understa_nding of the theory of psycho, 
analysis. To_ this fact I attribute my extraordmary rnccess 
in all my sp1ntual undertakings. From the very begmn1ng 
I made a point ?f carrying out the 1nstrucuons of one o~ the 
old Grimoires ' to buy a black egg without haggling. I 
always understood that spiritual and material wealth wer_e 
incommensurable. If I wanted a book on Magic, and It 

was offered me for ten times the proper price, I would buy 
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it on the spot, even though I knew that I had only to go 
round the corner to find an honest tradesman. 

I did this sort of thing on purpose to affirm magically that 
nothing mattered except the work of the moment. It was 
" Take no thought for the morrow " carried out in its 
most literal sense. I made a point of putting God on His 
honour, so to speak, to supply anything I might need by 
demonstrating to him that I would not keep back the least 
imaginable fraction of my resources. I acquired this custom 
lacer on, when I had definitely discovered the direction of 
my destiny ; buc the moral basis of my attitude was already 
present. The fitst important indication of its incidence is 
given by the outcome of my friendship with Pollitt. 

He was in residence during the Easter Term of r898, and 
we saw each other almost every day. In the vacation he 

• accompanied me to W astdale Head, and used to walk 
with me over the fells, though I could never persuade him 
co do any rock climbing. 

I was absorbed in " The Cloud on the Sanctuary," 
reading it again and again without being put off by the 
Pharisaical, priggish, and pithecanthropoid notes of its trans, 
lacer, Madame de Steiger. I appealed with the whole force 
of my will to che Adepts of the Hidden Church to prepare 
me as a posculant for their august company. As will be 
seen lacer, Acts of Will, performed by the proper person, 
never full to the ground, impossible as it is (at present) to 
understand by what means the energy is transmitted. 
. Although Pollitt had done so much for my education by 
~troduc1ng me to the actual atmosphere of current aesthetic 
ideas, to the work of Whistler, Reps, and Beardsley, in art, 
and chat of the so,called decadents in literature as well as 

' to many remote and exquisite masters of the past whom I 
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had ignored or misunderstood, my admiration and gratitude 
did not prevent me from becoming conscious of the deep, 
seated aversion of our souls. He had made no mistake in 
divining that my spiritual aspirations were hostile to his 
acquiescence in despair of the Universe. So I felt in my 
subconscious self that I must choose berween my devotion 
to him and to the Secret Assembly of the Saints. Though 
he was actual and adequate, I preferred to risk all on the 
hazard. Human Friendship, ideal as it was in this case, 
was under the curse of the Universal Sorrow. I deter, 
mined deliberately to give it up, norwichstanding chat it was 
unique and adorable in its way ; that there was no reason, 
able hope of replacing it. This was my Act of Faith, 
unalloyed with the dross of Hope, and stamped with the 
imperial countenance of Love, to determine that I would 
not continue our relations. 

The poignancy of this resolution was jagged and en, 
venomed ; for he was the only person with whom I had ever 
enjoyed truly spiritual intercourse, and my heart was lonely, 
hungry, and embittered as only a poet's heart can und_er, 
stand. This determination developed gradually dunng 
that last May Term. He fought most d<:5perately against 
my increasing preoccup~tion with the_ asprrauon m which 
he recognised the execuuoner of our fi:1endsh1p. 

Shortly afier I went down, we had a last interview. I 
had gone down to The Bear at Maidenhead, on the quiet, 
to write " Jezebel." I only told one person-in stnct 
confidence-where I was going ; but Pollitt found out that 
person, and forced him to tell my secret. . He walked Into 
the room shortly afier dinner, to my surpnse and rage-for 
when I am writing a poem I would show Azrael himself 
the door! 
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I told him frankly and firmly that I had given my life to 
rdigion, and that he did not fit into the scheme. I see now 
how imbecile I was, how hideously wrong and weak it 1s 
to reject any part of one's personality. Yet these mistakes 
are not mistakes at the time : one has to pass through such 
penods ; one must be ruthless in analysis, and complete it, 
before one can proceed to synthesis. He understood that I 
was not to be turned from my purpose, and we parted, never 
to meet again. I repented of my decision, my eyes having 
been enlightened, only a little later, but the reconciliation was 
not written! My letter miscarried ; and in the autumn, 
when he passed me in Bond Street, I happened not to see 
him ; he thought I meant to cut him, and our destinies 
drew apart. 

It has been my lifeAong regret, for a nobler and purer 
comradeship never existed on this earth, and his influence 
"might have done much to temper my subsequent trials. 
N everrheless, the fragrance of that friendship still lingers in 
the _sanctuary of my soul. That Eucharist of the Spirit 
rcounds me constantly that the one ingredient necessary to 
my zsthetic development was supplied by the Gods at the 
?nc period in my life when it could profitably be introduced 
into my cqmpment. 
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During the May Term of 1898 I met another man who 
in his own way, was interested in many of the same thing; 
as I was mysel( His name was Gerald Festus Kelly. He 
IS descnbed 1n the telephone book as an artist ; and the 
statement might have passed unchallenged indefin.itely had 
not t_he Royal Academy recently elected him as an Associate. 
He 1s hardly to be blamed for this disgrace. He struggled 
manfully. Even at the last moment, when he felt the 
thunderclouds about to break over his head, he made a last 
desperate coup to persuade the world rbat he was an artist 
by marrying a model. But the device deceived nobody. 
The evidence of his pictures was too glaring. The effort, 
moreover, completely exhausted his power of resistance ; 
and he received the blow with Christian resignation. It 
saddens me more than I can say to think of that young life 
which opened with such brilliant promise, gradually 
sinking into the slough of respectability. Of course it is 
not as if he had been able to paint ; but to me rbe calamity 
is almost as distressing as if that possibility bad ever existed. 
For he completely hypnotised me into thinking that be had 
something in him. I took his determination to become an 
artist as evidence of some trace of capacity, and I still hope 
that his years of unremitting devotion to a hopeless ambition 

201 
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will earn him the right to reincarnate with some sort of 
soul. 

We met in a somewhat romantic way. My 
"Acddarna " had just been issued, and was being sold 
privately m the University _at ha!f,a,crown. (There were 
orily eighty,crght copies, w11h ten on large paper and two 
on vellum.) One of the monoes in "Aceldama " is 
a quotation from Swinburne's " The Leper." I had not 
acknowledged the authorship of "Aceldama " ; it was 
by "A Gentleman of the University of Cambridge " in 
imitation of one of Shelley's earlier books. 

Now, there was a bookseller in the town with whom I had 
few dealings, for he was the most nauseatingly hypocritical 
specimen of the pushing tradesman that I ever set eyes on. 
He was entirely irreligious, and did a considerable business 
in the kind of book which is loathsomely described as 
" curious." But he was out to get the clerical and academic 
custom, and to this end adopted a dress and manner which 
would have been affected in the sweetest of young curates. 
Somehow or other, a copy of "Aceldama ' got into his 
hands ; he showed it to Kelly, who was so excited by the 
quotation from Swinburne that he found out who I was, 
and a meeting was arranged. His knowledge of both Art 
and Literature was encyclopa:dic, and we became very 
intimate, projecting collaboration in an Arthurian play, 
and a new magazine to take the place of " The Yellow 
Book_" and " The Savoy," which had died with Beardsley. 
Nothing. much came of this at the time, but the meeting 
h~d 111 11 the germs of important developments. The 
crmcal event of the year was my meeting with Oscar 
Eckenstein at W astdale Head. 

Eckenstein was a man twenty years older than mysel£ 
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His business in life was mathematics and science, and his 
one pleasure mountaineering. He was probably the best 
all,round man 1n England, but his achievements were little 
known because ofhi_s _almost fanatical objection to publicity. 
He hated sdf,adverus1ng _quacks _like the principal members 
of the Alpine Club wuh an intensity which, legitimate 
as_ It was, was almost overdone. His detestation of every 
kind of humbug and false pretence was an overmastering 
passion. I have never met . any man who upheld 
the highest moral ideals with such unflinching can, 
dour. 

We did a few climbs together that Easter, and made a 
sort of provisional agreement to undertake an expedition 
to the Himalayas when occasion offered. He had been a 
member of the Conway expedition of 1892, but had quitted 
the party at Askole, principally on account of his disgust 
with its mismanagement. The separation was engineered, 
moreover, fi:om the other side. For what reason has never 
been clearly explained. It would evidently be improper 
to suggest that they had made up their minds to record at 
least a partial success, and did not want an independent 
witness to their proceedings on the glacier. . . 

One incident of that expedition is well worth menuorung. 
A survey was being made with instruments which lacked 
various essential parts, and on Eckenste1n pomung out the 
uselessness of making observations of this kind, the reply 
was : "Yes, I know, but it's good enough for the Royal 
Geographical Society." Anytbin~ of this sort roused 
Eckenstein to a pitch of indescribably v10lent ra$e. I 
could not have had a better teacher in matters of conscience. 
He taught me thoroughness and accuracy in every depart, 
ment of the game. 
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To illustrate one/oint. I had considered myself a very 
good glissader, an as compared wnh the other people 
whom I met on the mountain side, even such experts as 
Norman Collie, r had little to learn. But Eckenstein 
showed me chat I was not even a beginner. He made me 
stlrt down assorted slopes from all sorts of positions, and to 
pick myself up into any other desired position ; to stop, to 
increase my pace, or to jump, at the word of command. 
Why " starting from all sorts of positions 1 " The idea 
was that one might conceivably fall on to a snow slope 
or have to jump to it from a great height, and it was 
therefore necessary to know how to deal with such . . . 
s1ruauons. 

The combination was ideal. Eckenstein had all the 
civilised qualities, and I all the savage ones. He was a 
finished athlete ; his right arm, in particular, was so strong 
that he had only to get a cou pie of fingers on to a sloping 
ledge of an overhanging rock above his head, and he could 
draw himself slowly up by that alone until his right shoulder 
was well above those fingers. There is a climb on the 
cast face of the Y,shaped boulder (so called because of a 
forked crack on the west face) near W astdale Head Hotel 
which he was the only man to do, though many quite fuse, 
rate . climber_s tried JC. Great as bis strength was, he 
considered It as nothing, quoting a Bavarian school, 
master of bis acquaintance, who could tear a silver florin 
in half wicb his fingers. 

He was rather short and sturdily built. He did not 
know the mearung of the word " fatigue." He could 
endure the utmos_c hardship without turning a hair. He 
was absolutely reliable, either as leader or second man, and 

• Set "~ Diary of a Drug Fiend," pp. IjSt--160. 
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this quality was based upon profound and accurate calcula, 
uons. He knew his limitations to a hair's breadth. I 
never saw him attempt anything beyond his powers ; and 
I never knew him in want· of anything fi:om lack of 
foresight. 

He had a remarka_ble sense of direction, though inferior 
to my own. But his was based upon rational consider, 
ations, that is to say, he could deduce where north was 
from calculations connected with geology, wind, and the 
law of probabilities ; whereas my own finer sense was purely 
psychical, and depended upon the subconscious regis, 
tration in my brain as to the angles through which my 
body had turned during the day. 

One point, however, is not covered by this explanation, 
nor can I find anything satisfactory or even plausible. For 
instance, one day (not having seen moonrise that month 
or in the district) we attempted to climb the Volcan di 
Colima ; we had sent back our mozos with the camp to 
Zapotlan, intending to cross the mountain to the ranch of 
a gentleman to whom we had introductions. We had 
watched the volcano for a week and more, in the hope of 
discovering some periodicity in its eruptions, which we 
failed to do. We accordingly took our chance and went 
across the slopes until the rocks began to burn our feet 
through our boots. We recognised that it was hopeless 
to proceed. 

We decided to make for the farm, and soon reached a 
belt of virgin jungle where the chapparal and fallen timber 
made it almost impenetrable. The trees were so thick that 
we could rarely see the sky. The only indication for 
progress was to keep on down hill. The slopes were 
amazingly complicated, so that at any moment we might 
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have been facing east, south, or west. The dust of the 
roaen timber almost choked and blinded us. We suffered 
conures from thirst, o_ur wat_er sup_ply being extremely 
limited. N1ght fell ; 11 was 1mposs1ble to see our hands 
1n front of us. We accordingly lit a fire to keep off the 
jackals, and other possibilities, which we heard howling 
round us. We naturally began to discuss the question of 
direction ; and I said : " The moon will rise over there," 
and laid down my axe as a pointer. Eckenstein indepen, 
dently laid down his, afrer a rather prolonged mental 
calculation. When the moon rose we found chat my 
axe was within 5 degrees and his within ro degrees of the 
correct direction. This was only one of many such tests ; 
and I do not see in the least how I knew, especially as 

·astronomy is one of the many subjects of which my know, 
ledge is practically nil. In spite of innumerable nights 
spent under the scars, I can recognise few constellations 
except the Great Bear and Orion. 

Besides my sense of direction on the large scale, I have a 
quite uncanny faculty for picking out a complicated route 
through rocks and ice falls. This is not simply a question 
of good judgment ; for in any given route, seen from a 
distance, there may always be a passage, perhaps not twenty 
feer 1n height, wh1ch would render the whole plan abortive. 
This is especially the case with ice falls, where much of 
the route is necessarily hidden from view. Obviously, one 
cannot see what is on the other side of a strac whose top 
one has theoretically reached. Yet I have never been 
wrong ; I have never been forced to turn back from a 
climb once begun. 

I . have also an astonishing memory for the minutest 
detJ.Ils of any ground over which I have passed. Professor 
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Norman _Collie had this_ qnality very highly developed, 
but he pa.td me the compliment of saying that I was much 
better than he was himsel£ This, too, was in my very 
early days when he was teaching me-many quite rudimentary 
points in the technique of rock,climbing. Again, we have 
a question of subconscious physical memory. I am often 
quite unable to describe even the major landmarks of a 
climb which I have just done, but I recognise every pebble 
as I come to it if asked to rettace-my steps. Efforts on my 
part to bring up a mountain into clear consciousness fre, 
quently create such a muddle in my mind that I almost 
wonder at mysel£ I make such grotesque mistakes that 
I am not far from doubting whether I have been on the 
mountain at all : yet my limbs possess a consciousness of 
their own which is infallible. I am reminded of the Shet, 
land ponies (see Wilkie Collins' "Two Destinies") 
which can find their way through the most bewildering bogs 
and mist. This faculty is not only retrospective-I can 
find my way infallibly over unknown country in any 
weather. The only thing that stops me is the interference 
of my conscious mind. 

I have several other savage faculties ; in particular, I can 
smell snow and water, though for ordinary things my 
olfactory sense is far below the average. I cannot dis, 
tinguish perfectly familiar perfumes in many cases ; that 1s, 
I cannot connect them with their names. 

Eckenstein and I were both exceedingly expert at 
describing what lay behind any mountain at which we 
might be looking. In his case, the knowledge was deduced 
scientifically ; in mine, it was what one must call sh_eer 
clairvoyance. The nearest I could get to underst~ndrng 
his methods was judging by the glow above the ndge of 
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a mountain whether the other side was snow,covered, and 
estimating its steepness and the angle of its rocks by analogy 
with the corresponding faces of the mountains behind us, 
or similar formations elsewhere. It should hardly be 
necessary to point out the extraordinary practical value of 
these qualities in deciding one's route in unknown country. 

In the actual technique of climbing, Eckenstein and I 
were still more complementary. It is impossible to imagine 
rwo methods more opposed. His climbing was invariably 
clean, orderly and intelligible ; mine can hardly be described 
as human. I think my early untutored efforts, emphasised 
by my experience on chalk, did. much to form my sryle. 
His movements were a series, rmne were conunuous ; he 
used definite muscles, I used my whole body. Owing 
doubtless to my early ill,health, I never developed physical 
strength ; but I was very light, and possessed elasticity and 
balance to an extraordinary degree. 

I remember going out on Scafell with a man named 
Corry. He was the ideal athlete, and had gone through a 
course of Sandow ; but had little experience of climbing at 
that time. I took him up the North Climb ofMickledoor. 
There is one place where, while hunting for holds, one 
supports oneself by an arm stretched at full length into a 
crack. The arm is supported by the rock, and the hand 
grasps a hold as satisfactory as a sword hilt. The incon, 
ceivablc happened ; Corry fell off and had to be replevined 
by :he rope. I_ was amazed, but said nothing. We 
cononued the climb, and, reaching the top of the Broad 
Stand, took off the ro~e.. By w_ay of exercise, I suggested 
climbmg a short, p_rec1p1tous p1tch above a sloping slab. 
There was no p_oss1ble danger, it was within the powers 
of a child of six ; but Corry came off again. I was 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 209 

standing on_ the slab, and caught him by the collar as he 
passed on his way to destruction. 

After. that, we put on the rope again and returned by 
descending, I think, Mickledoor Chimney. On the way 
down to Wastdale, he was strangely silent and embarrassed, 
but finally he made up his rrund to ask me about it. 

" Do you mind if I feel your arm i " he said. " It 
must be a marvel." · 

I complied'. and he nearly fainted with surprise. My 
muscles were 1n quantity and quality like those of an Early 
V1ctonan young lady. He showed me his own arm. 
There could not have been a finer piece of anatomy for 
manly strength. He could not understand how, with 
everything in his favour, he had been unable to maintain 
his grip on the best holds in Westmoreland. 

A curious parallel to this incident happened in 1902 

on the expedition to Chogo Ri. We had an arrangement 
by which a pair of ski could be converted into a sledge for 
convenience in hauling baggage over snow,covered glaciers. 
When the doctor and I proposed to move from Camp ro 
to Camp I r we set up this sledge and packed seven loads 
on it. We found it quite easy to pull. This was clearly 
an economy of five porters, and we started two men up the 
slope. To our astonishment they were unable to budge 
it. They called for assistance ; until the whole seven were 
on the ropes. Even so, they had great difficulty inJulling 
the sledge, and before they had gone a hundre Jards 
managed to upset it into a crevasse. They sectle the 
matter by taking two loads (between 100 and 120 pounds) 
each, and went off quite merrily. It is useless to have 
strength unless you know how to apply it. 

Eckenstein recognised fi:om the first the value of my 
p 
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natural instincts for mountaineering, and also that I was 
one of the silliest young asses alive. Apart from the few 
pricdess lessons that I had had from Norman Collie, I 
was still an amateur of the most callow type. I had no 
idea of system. I had achieved a good deal, it is true, by a 
mixture of genius and common sense ; but I had. no 
regular training, and was totally ignorant of the senous 
business of camp life and other branches of exploratlon. 

We arranged to spend the summer in a tent on the 
Schonbiihl Glacier under the Dent Blanche, primarily 
with the idea of fitting me for the Himalayan Expedition, 
and secondarily with that of climbing the east face of the 
Dent Blanche by a new route which he had previously 
attempted with Zurbriggen. They had been stopped by a 
formation which is exceedingly curious and rare in the 
Alps-slopes of very sofi: snow set at an unclimbable 
angle. He thought that my capacity for swimming np 
places of this son might enable us to bag the mountain. 

I hope that Eckenstein has lefi: adequate material for 
a biography and made arrangements for its publication. 
I had always meant to handle the matter mysel£ But the 
unhappy termination of his life in phthisis and marriage, 
when he had hoped to spend its autumn and winter in 
Kashmir meditating upon the mysteries which appealed 
to his sublime spirit, made all such plans nugatory. 

I feel it one of my highest duties to record in these memoirs 
as much as possible relative to this man, who, with Allan 
Bennett, stands apart from and above all others with whom 
I have b~en really intimate. The greatness of his spirit was 
not infmor to that of such giants as Rodin • he was an 
artist no less than ifhe had actually produced a~y monument 
to bis rrund. Only his constant man,handling by 
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spasmodic asthma prevented him from matching his genius 
by masterpieces. As It IS, there 1s an immense amount in 
his life mysterious and extraordinary beyond anything I 
have ever kno".'n. For instance, during a number of years 
he was the obiect of repeated murderous attacks which he 
could only explain on the hypothesis that he was being 
mistaken for somebody else. 

I must record one adventure, striking not only in itself, 
but because it is of a type which seems almost as universal 
as the " flying dream." It possesses the quality of the 
phantasmal. It strikes me as an adventure which in 
some form or other happens to a very large number of 
men ; which occurs constantly in dreams and romances of 
the Stevensonian order. For instance, I cannot help 
believing that something of the kind has happened to me, 
though I can not say when, or remember the incidents. 
I have written the essence of it in " The Dream Circean " ; 
and some phantasm of similar texture appears to me in 
sleep so frequently that I wonder whether its number is 
less than one weekly, on the average. Sometimes it per, 
petuates itself night afier night, recognisable as itself despite 
immense variety of setting, and haunting my waking hours 
with something approaching conviction that it represents 
some actuality. . . 

This story is briefly as follows. One mght afier bemg 
attacked in the streets of Soho, or the distnct between that 
section of Oxford Street and the Euston Road, he deter, 
mined in case of a renewed assault, to walk home by a 
round~bout and unfamiliar route. Somewhere in the 
neighbourhood of the Caledonian Road he thought that 
he was being followed-it was now late at mght, and 
somewhat foggy. To make sure, he turned into a narrow 



.2 Il: THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

passage on to which opened the gardens of a row_ of houses, 
in one, and only one, of which lights were v1s1ble. _The 
o-arden door of this house was open, and he dodged 1n to 
~ee whether the men be suspected were following. Two 
figures appearing at tbe en_d of the _passa$e, he quietly closed 
the door behind him Wlth the intention of entenng tbe 
house, explaining his position, and asking to be allowed 
to leave by the front door. The house was opened by a 
young and beautiful woman in fashionable evening dress. 
Sbe appeared of good social position, and on his explaining 
himself; asked bim to stay to supper. He accepted. No 
servants appeared, but on reaching the dining,room-which 
was charmingly furnished and decorated with extremely 
good pictures, mostly Post,Impressionist I think, Monet, 
Sisley and the like, with sketches or etchings by Whistler, 
all small but admirable examples of those masters-he found 
a cold supper for two people was laid out. Eckenstein 
remained for several hours, in fact until daylight, when he 
lefi with the understanding that he would return that 
evening. He made no note of the address, the street being 
familiar to him, and his memory for numbers entirely 
reliable. I think that he was somehow prevented from 
returning the same evening ; I am not quite sure on this 
point. But if so, he was there twenty,four hours later. He 
was surprised to find the house in darkness, and astounded 
whm on further inspection he saw a notice "To Let." 
He knocked and rang in vain. Assuming that he must 
have nustaken the number, unthinkable as the supposition 
was, he explored the adjacent houses, but found nothing. 
Annoyed and i_ntrigued, he called on the agent the next 
morrung and VIS1ted tbe house. He recognised it as that 
of his hostess. Even the lesser discolorations of tbe wall 
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paper where the book,case and pictures had been testified 
to the 1denuty of the room. The agent assured him that the 
house had not been occupied for three months. Eckenstein 
pointed to various tokens of recent occupancy. The agent 
refused to admit the conclusion.· They explored the back 
part of the premises and found the French windows through 
which Eckenstein had entered, and the garden gate, pre, 
c1sely as he had lefi them. On inquiry it apl;'eared that 
the house was vacant owing to the proprietor (a bachelor 
of some sixty years old, who had lived there a long while 
with a man and wife to keep house for him) having been 
ordered to the South of France for the winter. He had 
led a very retired life, seeing no company ; the house had 
been furnished in early Victorian style. Only the one 
room where Eckenstein had had supper was unfurnished. 
The agent explained this by saying that the old man had 
taken the effects of his study with him to France, for the 
sake of their familiarity. 

The mystery intrigued Eckenstein immensely, and he 
returned several times to the house. A month or so later 
he found the two servants had returned. The master was 
expected back in the spring. They denied all knowledge 
of any such lady as described_; and there the mystery rests, 
save chat some considerable ume later Eckenstein received 
a letter, unsigned, in evidently disguised handwriting. 
It contained a few brief phrases to the effect that the writer 
was sorry, but it could not be helped ; that there was no 
hope for the future, but chat memory w_ould never fade. 
He connected this mysterious commu_rucauon with his 
hostess, simply because he could not 1magme any other 
possibility. . 

I can offer no explanation whatever, but I believe every 
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word of the story ; and what is most strange is that I 
possess an impenetrable conviction that something almost 
exactly the same must .have hapl;'ened to .me. I am re, 
minded of the one fasc1naung episode which redeems the 
once,famous but excessively stupid and sentimental novel 
" Called Back " from utterly abject dullness. There is 
also an admirable scene in one of Stevenson's best stories, 
"John Nicholson." A similar theme occurs in "Dr. 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,"" The Sieur de Maletroit's Door," 
and " A Lodging for the Night." There are similar 
ideas in Oriental and Classical literature. The fascination 
of the central idea thus seems a positive obsession to certain 
minds. 

Is it somehow symbolic of a widespread wish or fear 1 

Is it, as in the case of the CEdipus,complex, the vestige 
of a racial memory-" In the beginning was the deed " 1 

(This phrase magnificent concludes Frend' s " Totem and 
Taboo.") Or can it be the actual memory of an event 
in some previous incarnation, or in some other illusion 
than what we call real life 1 

In the course of writing this story down, the impression 
of personal reminiscence has become steadily stronger. 
I now recall clearly enough that I have actually experi, 
rnced not one but many such adventures, that is, as far as 
the spiritual essence is concerned. I have repeatedly, some 
nmes by accident, but more ofien on purpose, gone into 
the wrong room or the wrong house, with the deliberate 
mtention of finding romance. More ofien than not, I 
have succeeded. As to the sequel, I have ofien enough 
f~1led to return ; and here again sometimes the force of 
crrcumstances has been responsible, sometimes disinclin, 
anon ; but, most frequently of all, through the operation 
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of that imp of the perverse whom I blame elsewhere in this 
book for occasional defeats at chess. I have wished to go, 
I have made every preparation for going, I have perhaps 
reached the_ door, and then fourid myself powerless to enter. 
Stranger still, I have actually returned ; and then, despite 
the strongest conscious efforts to " recapture the first fine 
careless rapture " of the previous visit, behaved in such a 
way as to make it impossible. 

I have never been baffled by any such inexplicable 
incide_nt as the abandonment of the room, though I have 
someumes failed to find the expected girl. 

Talking the whole matter over with my guide, philo, 
sopher, and friend, Frater O.P.V., he finds the whole story 
extraordinarily gripping. He finds the situation nodal 
for the spirit of romance. An extraordinary number of 
vital threads on " nerves " of romance. 

He attaches great significance to the failure of Ecken, 
stein to keep the appointment. It seems to him as if the 
whole business were a sort of magical ordeal, that Ecken, 
stein should have been awake to the mitaculous character 
of the adventure, and kept his appointment though Hell 
itself yawned between him and the house. The main test 
is his realisation that the incident is high Magick, that if 
he fail to grasp its importance, to understand that unless 
he return that night the way will shut for ever. He suggests 
that by failing to appreciate the opportunity at its full_ value 
he had somehow missed the supreme chance of his life, 
as if the " wrong house " were the gateway to another 
world, an inn, so to speak, on the outskirts of the City of 
God. In recent years I have been constantly alert and on 
the look,out for something of the kind. Whenever my 
plans are disarranged by a number of apparently tr1v1al and 
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accidental circumstances, I look eagerly for the possibility 
chat the situation co which they lead may prove the opening 
scene in some gigantic drama. Numerous episodes in 
these Memoirs illustrate this thesis. One might even say 
chat the whole book is a demonstration of how the accumu, 
lauon and consequence of large numbers of apparently 
disconnected faces have culminated in bringing " the time 
and the place, and the loved one all together." 

Eckenscein's parents had escaped from Germany in 
'48, or thereabouts, as political exiles, or so I imagine ; I 
do not remember any details. But he was educated at 
Bonn, and knew Bloody Bill intimately. This luckless 
despot was ac chat time a young man of extraordinary 
promise, caking himself with the utmost seriousness as 
realising the gigantic responsibilities of his inheritance. 
l'Ie was intensely eager to fit himself to do his best for 
Germany. He was openminded and encouraged Ecken, 
stein's endeavours to introduce eight,oared rowing into the 
University, and used his influence to obtain permission 
for officers to lay by their swords when playing tennis. 

One incident amuses me greatly. Students were exempt 
from the general law, and could not be punished for any 
act which was not mentioned by name in the statutes. The 
brighter spirits would then accordingly search the statutes 
for gaps. It was, for instance, "strengstens verboten" to tie 
rngbc,wacchmen to lightning conductors during thunder, 
storms. Eckenscem and his friends waited accordingly for 
the absence of thunderstorms, and then proceeded to tie up 
cbe watchmen. 

He was as thoroughly anglicised as possible. The chief 
mark of the old Adam was a tendeney to professional 
dogmatism. When he felt he was right, be was almost 
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offensively right ; and on any point which seemed to him 
settled, the _coefficient of his mental elasticity was zero. He 
could not 1mag1ne the interference of broad principles with 
the detailed results of research. · The phrase " general 
principles " enraged him. He insisted on each case being 
analysed by Itself as It arose. This is all right, but it is 
possible to overdo it. There are many circumstances which 
elude analysis, yet are perfectly clear if examined in the 
light of the fundamental structure. of the human organism. 
For all that, he was exactly the man that I needed to correct 
my tendency to cake things for granted, to be content with 
approximations, to jump at conclusions, and generally to 
think casually and loosely. Besides this, my experience 
of his moral and intellectual habits was of the greatest 
service to me, or rather to England, when it was up to me 
to outwit Hugo Miinsterberg. 

Eckenstein's moral code was higher and nobler than 
that of any other man I have met. On numerous points 
I cannot agree ; for some of his ideas are based on the 
sin complex. I cannot imagine where he got it from, he 
with his rationalistic mind from which he excluded all the 
assumptions of established religion. . But he certainly had 
the idea that virtue was incompauble with enjoyment. 
He refused to admit that writing poetry was work, though 
he admired and loved it intensely. I think his argument 
must have been chat if a man enJoys what he is doing, he 
should not expect extra remuneration. . 

Eckenstein shared the idiosyncracies of certa.1n very great 
men in history. He could not endure kittens •. He did 
not mind growivup cats. The feelmg was quite rrrauonal, 
and conferred mysterious powers ! for he could detect the 
presence of a kitten by means of some sense peculiar to 
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hin15df. \Ve used to cease him about it in the manner of 
the young, who never understand that anything may be 
serious 10 another person which is not so to them. One 
Easter the hotel was overcrowded ; and five of us, including 
Eckenstein and myself, were sleeping in the barn. One of 
Eckenstein's greatest friends was Mrs. Bryant, whose 
beautiful death between Chamonix and the Montanvers 
in 1922 was the crown of a noble life. She had brought 
her niece, Miss Nichols, who to intrepidity on rocks added 
playfulness in less austere surroundings. . I, formally accuse 
her of putting a kitten under Eckenste111 s p1llo_w 111 the 
barn while we were 111 the smoking,room afier dinner. If 
it had been a cobra Eckenstein could not have been more 
upset ! 

. He had also an idiosyncracy about artificial scent. One 
day my wife and a friend came home from shopping. They 
had called at the chemist's who had sprayed them with 
" Shem,el,nessim." We saw them corning, and went to 
the door to receive chem. Eckenstein made one rush
like a bull-for the window of the sitting,room, flung it 
open, and spent the next quarter of an hour leaning out 
.and gasping for breath. 

Eckenstein was a great connoisseur of puzzles. It is 
a-crcmely useful, by the way, to be able to occupy the mind 
m such ways when one has not the conveniences or inclin, 
~tion for one's regular work, and there is much time to 
kill 111 a hotel or_ a _cent in bad weather. Personally, I have 
found chess, soht:ure, and triple,dummy bridge or skat as 
good as anything. 

Eckenstein was a recognised authority on what is known 
as Kirkwood's schoolgirl problem, but we used to work at 
all sons of things, from problems connected with Mersenne • s 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 219 

n~mbers and Fermat's Binary Theorem to the purely 
frivolous attempt to represent any given number by the use 
of the number four, four times-neither more nor less 
relating them by any of the accepted symbols of mathe: 
matical operations. Thus : 

18 = 4 (4.4) + ·4 
38 = Li+-{ +4 

106 =4 u+-! 
u 3 =4'-:- 4 -"'4 

This has been done up to about 170, with the exception of 
the number I r 3, and thence to 3 oo or thereabouts with only 
a few gaps. I solved r I 3 with the assistance of Frater 'I' 

and the use of a subfactorial, but Eckenstein would not 
admit the use of this symbol as fair. 

He was also interested in puzzles involving material 
apparatus, one of which seems worth mention. ·He was in 
Mysore, and a travelling conjurer sold him a whole bundle 
of more or less ingenious tricks. One of these consisted 
simply of two pieces of wood ; one a board with a hole 
in it, the other shaped somewhat like a dumb bell, the ends 
being much too big to go through the hole. Eckenstein 
said that he was almost ready to swear that he saw the man 
take them up separately, and rapidly put them together, in 
which condition he had them, and was never able to take 
them apart. He explored the surface minutely for signs of 
complexity of structure, but without success. I never saw 
the toy, he having sent it to Mr. W. W. R~use ~all, a great 
authority on such matters, but also baffled 1n this case. 

We were naturally always interested in any problems 
concerned with the working out of a difficult route, and 
here his probity on one occasion made hi~ t~e victim of 
an unscrupulous child of Shaitan. !he vill~n app,eare~ 
in the guise of an old and valued friend, saying : Is it 
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possible co reach Q from P (mentioning ~o places 1n 
London) without passmg a public house 1 Eckenste1n 
accordingly took his walks 1n that d1recuon, and after end, 
less trouble discovered a roundabout way which fulfilled 
the condition. Communicating the joyful news, his friend 
replied : " Good for you ! Here's something else. Can 
you get to the Horseshoe, Tottenham Court Road, from 
here without passing a public house 1 " I do not know 
how many pairs of Alpine boots Eckenstein wore out on 
tbe problem, before asking his friend, " Can it be done 1 " 

A telegram assured him that it could. More boots went 
the way of all leather, and then he gave it up. "It's 
perfectly easy," said the false friend, "don't pass them
go in ! '' 

(The psychologist will observe that this atrocious piece 
of misplaced humour was made possible by the earlier 
problem having been genuine, difficult and interesting, thus 
guaranteeing the spoo£) 

One of his favourite amusements was to calculate the 
possibility of some published description of a phenomenon. 
For instance, in the novel " She " there is a " rocking 
stone " about which there are sufficient data in the book to 
enable ~n expert to say whether it was possible in nature. 
He decided that It was, but only on the assumption that 
11 was a cone balanced on its apex. 

I mppose that every form of navigation possesses its 
peculiar dangers. I remember Eckenstein celling me of 
an adventure he once had with Legros. One might be 
tempted to think that very litrle harm could come to a 
buge 111 a dock on the Thames, bar being cut down by a 
torpedo ram. Bur the facts are otherwise. It was the first 
time that either of them had been in charge of this species 
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of crafi, which they_ had to manaeuvre in order to inspect a 
wharf which reqmred some slight repair. The gallant 
little wave,waltzer displaced 120 tons and was called the 
" Betsy Anne." 

They boarded the barge without difficulty, but to get 
her going was another matter. The fellow,counttymen 
of Cook, Drake and Nelson were not behindhand with 
wise advice couched in language of frankness and fancy. 
They learned that the way to make a barge go was to walk 
up and down the broad flat gunwale with a pole. She was 
certainly very hard to start ; but it got easier as she gathered 
way. They entered into the spirit of the sport, and began 
to run up and down with their poles, exciting each other 
to emulation with cheerful laughter. Pride filled their 
souls as they observed that their rapid mastery of the awkward 
crafi was appreciated on shore, as the lusty cheering testified. 
It encouraged them to mightier efforts, and before long they 
must have been making well over two miles an hour. 
Then Eckenstein's quick ear asked him whether the 
shouting on shore was so wholly the expression of unstinted 
admiration as he had supposed. He paid greater attention, 
and thought he detected yells of coarse ridicule mingled with 
violent objurgation. He thought he heard a word at the 
conclusion of a string of extremely emphauc epithets which 
might easily have been _mistaken for " Fool ! " . At this 
point Legros stopped poling, sard shotdy and unnustakeably 
" Hell ! " and pointed to the wharf, which, as prev10usly 
stated, stood in need of some trifling reparrs. It was now 
not more than fifiy yards away, and seemed to them to be 
charging them with the determination of an angry_ elephant. 
They realised the danger, and shouted for advice. The 
answer was, in essence, " Dive ! " It was, of course, 
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hopdess to attempt to check or even to deflect the Betsy 
Anne. They dived, and a moment later heard the rending 
crash of the collision, and were nearly bra.111ed by baulks of 
fallmg timber. " Well," said Eckenstein, as they drove 
borne to change their muddy garments, " we've done a 
good morning's work, anr?ow. T_hat wharf IS 110 longer 
in need of trifling repa.1rs. Both 1t and the Betsy Anne 
kept the neighbourhood in matchwood for the next two 
years. Oh ! for a modern Cowper to immortalise the 
maritime John Gilpin ! 

When Eckenstein first called on Harriman he found him 
m a private office with drawing instruments, studying a 
map. Presently Harriman explained that he was planning 
a new railroad, his method being to find some spot as far as 
possible from human habitation. He would mark this as 
the rerminal and connect it with the nearest big centre, so 
as to take in a few small isolated settlements. The idea was 
to buy a belt of land through which the road might run. 
He would then induce people to go out to the end of the 
line and start something. In course of time intermediate 
settlements would follow, and the road would make its bit 
by selling its land for building and cultivation. He 
explained that this was, in essence, the method by which 
the country had been developed. I have always taken this 
mto account in connection with the accusations against the 
railroad magnates. It seems to me that their imagination, 
mtdligence, and Jluck deserved ample reward. 

Eckenstem ha a number of stories about the railways 
whose calculations he made, some of which seem to me 
worthy of permanent record. The first may be called " The 
story of the Lost Truck." This was an element of an 
ordinary freight train. For over six months it was sought 
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for _all over tbe United States, and was ultimately found on 
a s1d1ng thousands of miles away from its destination. I 
do not remember bow tbe original mistake arose, but I 
bave a vague idea tbere was some. confusion between 
Washington, D.C. and Washington on tbe Pacific Coast. 
Tbe consignment was important and valuable, and no 
effort was spared to find it. Eckenstein, knowing tbe 
details_ of the management of railways, found it almost 
1ncred1ble tbat It should bave eludeg search for six wbole 
months. 

Another very surprising incident is tbat of the famous 
accident at Grantham. It was the duty of no less than five 
people to stop the train, yet not one of them did so. Tbe 
circumstances precluded any possibility of mistake. The 
signal for shutting off steam could not possibly be missed, but 
the train ran on full speed through a station where it was 
scheduled to stop, and met with disaster shortly afterwards. 
In my novel, '' Moon Child,'' I have used this incident with 
a slight adaptation. Eckenstein used to use this story as 
an argument against automatic coupling, and other purely 
mechanical devices for securing safety which are so angrily 
demanded by ignorant asses like Bernard Shaw (as he 
would say, with no lack of emphasis-but another noun). 
The decision of the railways has nothing to do witb tbe 
inhuman greed and callousness of railway sbarebolders and 
directors. Eckenstein's attitude was tbat any conceivable 
automatism may go wrong, and therefore its existence ma_y 
be actually mischievous as diminishing_ the sense_ of respons1, 
bility of the men in charge of _the train. A similar argu, 
ment applies to the Court of Criminal Appeal. Junes have 
been mucb more ready to hang men since tbey bave _bad 
tbat phantom to relieve them of tbeir sense of responsibility. 
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I cannot help chinking, on the whole, with Eckenstein. 
The general tendency to rely on mechanism to abolish the 
necessiry for rhe use of the higher faculaes 111 man 1s tending 
co brutalise him. 

Eckensrein's favourite story is that of the most compli, 
cated collisio11 that ever occurred in the history of railways. 
It was, I think, in Germany. It took place in an important 
junction at some distance from any station. A train ran 
from the branch on to the main line into the middle of 
another rrain which should not have been there. Two 
other trains then piled themselves up on the debris. The 
reason for the failure of the Block System is rather curious 
and elaborate. I distrust my memory too deeply to attempt 
to explain it, but tbe original cause of tbe accident sticks 
in my mind as illustrating how an event, trivial to the point 
of insignificance, may, by a concatenation of highly 
improbable incidents, culminate into the most .colossal 
catastrophe. 

The driver of the first train had failed to replace a worn 
washer in one of his gauges. The matter was not urgent, 
and involved no danger of any sort. He was replaced .by 
another man at a station shortly before the accident, and the 
nev, driver had no reason to suspect any irregularity; because, 
by a chance that would not happen once in a hundred 
yem, the washer stuck instead of moving. This rendered 
possible, though to the last degree unlikely, the misreading 
of his steam pressure. But the result was that be found 
himself at a standstill when he thought he had full power. 
H~e again Ll;C accident was quite trifling in itself, but, as 
thmgs were, It chanced that he found himself stuck at the 
oo.ct pomt where the branch line cut in. Moreover, he 
had just passed the signal, so that the train behind him 
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supposed the line to be clear. The times were such that 
the pr~ximity of the trains took place within a period of 
two rrunutes. 

The point of the whole story is that half a dozen or more 
~xtremely unlikely accidents, none of them dangerous in 
itself, or even taken all together, found a combination of 
places and times such that the totality of the circumstances 
resulted in the disaster. If the first train had stopped fifty 
yards before or after where it did, nothing would have gone 
wrong. If one of the trains had been half a minute earlier 
or later, nothing would have gone wrong. Everything 
occurs as if the most ingenious constructor of chess problems 
that ever lived, had been given absolute power over an 
immensely varied and complex set of energies, and been 
requested to produce the most improbable checkmate 
imaginable. 

This story is of peculiar interest to me as furnishing a 
comparison of the events of my own life in relation to the 
Book of the Law. It supports my scepticism as no other 
facts within my knowledge ever begin to do. I as~ myself 
whether, after all, it is not conceivable that the immense 
number of facts which point to intelligent control of very 
various energies, which claim to be so, could no~ be i~ 
reality an accident in the ~ue sense. ~f t~e word like this 
collision. The degree of rmprobability 1s, at least, of the 
same order. 

One last story. This, by the way, _has be_en used by 
Conan Doyle as the basis of one of his stupid an? dull 
yarns, " The Lost Special." It was somewhere 1n the 
West of America. A train started from A to go to B, a 
distance of some fifty miles. There were no juncti~ns on the 
line and few stations. The line was a comparauvely new 

Q 
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one, but it had been shortened considerably a few months 
before the incident by the building of an important bridge 
which enabled them to cut off a long detour. The train 
started in threatening weather, which became a terrific 
bliz:wd. Tdegraphic communication was temporarily 
interrupted. It was, therefore, some_ time before the alarm 
was given that the train had not arnved at B. There was 
nothing surprising in this. It had evidently been held up 
by the snow. But with the lapse of time the situation began 
to appear alarming, as the line traversed _wild country and 
the train was not supplied with provis10ns. A snow, 
plough was sent out from B, but the drifis were so heavy 
that the line was not clear until the fourth day. When the 
rescue party arrived at A the rescuers supposed that the 
original animal had simply made its way back there. 
The authorities at A, however, denied all knowledge of 
the train. But, said the rescuers, we have come through 
from B and seen no signs of it. The situation was absurd. 
The only theory tenable was that the train had run off the 
line, and got hidden behind a bank of snow. There was, 
however, no place on the line where anything of the sort 
could have happened. When the train was ultimately 
found, the officials and the passengers had no suspicion 
of what was wrong. They supposed merely that the line 
m front of them and behind was blocked with snow drifis. 
T~e solution is almost inconceivably improbable. The 
train bad run off the line, and by one chance in countless 
billions had found itself on the abandoned permanent way, 
and travelled a considerable distance along it before being 
brought up by the snow drifis. 
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We had one or two other people with us, in particular 
a man named Paley Gardner, who had been with Ecken, 
stein at W astdale in Easter. He was a man of giant 
strength, but could not be taught to climb the simplest 
rocks. He always tried to pull the mountain down to him 
instead of pulling himself up to it! He was one of the 
best fellows that ever walked, and had led an extraordinary 
life of which he was too silent and too shy to speak. But 
he loosened up to some extent in camp ; and two of his 
adventures are so remarkable that I feel they ought to be 
rescued from oblivion. 

He was a rich man, but on one occasion found himself 
stranded in Sydney, and too lazy to wire for money. At 
this juncture he met a man who offered to take him trading 
in the Islands. They got a schooner, a crew, and some 
stores ; set off; sold their stuff; and started home. Then 
small,pox broke out on board, and every man died but 
Paley, who sailed the schooner, single,handed, seven days 
back to Sydney. . . 

On another occasion he found himself at Lima durmg 
the battle ; if you can call it a battle when every one thought 
it the best bet to shoot any one he saw as a matter of general 
principle. Paley, being a man of peace, took up a pos!Uon 

2.27 



J..28 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 
• -

on a remote wall with the idea of shooting anyone that 
approached m case of his proving unfriendly. However, 
the tirst person that arrived was obviously an Englishman. 
They recognised each other, and proceeded to concert 
measures for escape. 

The newcomer, a doctor with long experience of South 
America, suggested that if they could only cross a broad 
belt of country inhabited by particularly malignant Indian 
mbes, and the Andes, they could reach the head waters 
of the Amazon and canoe down to Iquitos, where they 
would be in clover, as the Doctor was a close friend of 
Dom Somebody, a powerful Minister or other high o!Iicial. 
They starred off on tlus insane programme, and carried it 
out ( afier innumerable adventures) with success. Arriving 
at lquitos, ragged and penniless, but confident that the 
Minister's friendship would put them on a good wicket at 
once, they sought the local authorities-and learnt that their 
friend bad been hanged a few days before, and that any one 
who knew him might expect a similar solution to his 
troubles! 

The two Englishmen were thrown into prison, but broke 
one and bolted down river. The hue and cry was raised ; 
but, JUst as their pursuers were closing in on them, they 
IIWlaged to steal a fishing smack, with which they put out 
into the open Atlantic. Luckily, a few days later, when 
they were on the brink of starvation, they fell in with an 
English steamer hound for Liverpool. The Captain picked 
them up and took them home in triumph. 

Th~ weather made it impossible to do any serious 
clunbmg ; but I learnt a great deal about the work of a 
amp at !ugh_ altitudes, fro~ the management of transport 
to cookmg ; m fact, my chief claim to fame is, perhaps, my 
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"glac_ier curry." It was very amusing to see these strong 
men, inured to every danger and hardship, dash out of the 
ten~ a~er one mouthful and wallow in the snow, snapping 
at 1t like mad dogs. They admitted, however, that it was 
very good as curry, and I should endeavour to introduce it 
into London restaurants if there were only a glacier. Perhaps, 
some day, afier a heavy snowfall--

I had been led, in the course of my reading, to '' The 
Kabbalah Unveiled," by S. ·L. Mathers. I didn't under,, 
stand a word of it, but it fascinated me all the more for that 
reason, and it was my constant study on the glacier. My 
health was not good during this summer, and I had gone 
down to Zermatt for a rest. One night in the Beer,-hall I 
started to lay down the law on alchemy, which I nowise 
understood. But it was a pretty safe subject on which to 
spread myself, and I trust that I impressed the group of men 
with my vast learning. However, my destiny was in 
ambush. One of the party, named Julian L. Baker, was an 
analytical chemist. He took me aside when the group 
broke up and walked back to the hotel with me. He was 
himself a real practical alchemist-I don't know whether he 
had been fooled by my magpie display of eruditio~. He 
may simply have deduced that a boy,_ however vam and 
foolish, who had taken so much pains to read up the 
subject, might have a really honest in~erest after all ; and he 
took me seriously. He had accomplished some remarkable 
work in alchemy. For one thing, he had pr~pared " fixed 
mercury " ; that is to say, the pure metal 1n some form 
that was solid at ordinary temperatures. 

As for me, I made no mistake. I felt that the moment 
of opportunity was come. I had sent out the S.O.S. call 
for a Master during that Easter at Wastdale Head; and 
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here was a man who was either one himself or could put 
me in touch wich one. It struck me as more than a coinci, 
dence chat I should have been led to meet him partly through 
my ill,he.tlth and partly chrough my fatuous vanity. That 
rught I resolved to renew my ac9uaintance with Baker in 
che morning, and tackle him seriously about the 1ntncate 
question which lay close about my heart. 

The morrow dawned. At breakfast I inquired for Baker. 
He had lefi che hotel ; no one knew where he had gone. 
J telegraphed all over the valley. He was located at the 
Comer Grat. I sped up the mountain to find him. Again 
he had gone. I rushed back. In vain I hunted him 
through the hotels and at the railway station. At last I got 
a report that an Enghsbman corresponding to his description 
had started to walk down the valley to Brigue. I hurled 
myself headlong in pursuit. This time I was rewarded. I 
caught up with him some ten miles below Zermatt. I told 
him of my search for the Secret Sanctuary of the Saints, and 
convinced him of my desperate earnestness. He hinted 
that be knew of an Assembly which might be that for 
which I was looking. He spoke of a Sacrament where 
the Elements were four instead of two. This meant nothing 
to me ; but I felt that I was on the right track. I got him to 
pronuse to meet me in London. He added : " I will 
introduce you to a man who is much more of a Magician 
than I am." 

To sum the mattec in brief, he kept his word. The 
Secret Assembly materialised as the " Hermetic Order of 
the G:. D:.," and the Magician as one George Cecil 
Jones. 

Dunng the whole summer, the weather got steadily worse, 
and my health took the same course. I found myself 
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obliged to leave the camp and go to London to see doctors. 
I too~ rooms in a hotel in London, attended to the necessary 
medical tr~~tment, an~ spent my ~im~ writing poetry. 
Th~ play Jephthah was my principal work at this 
pen~d. It shows a. certain advance in bigness of con.., 
cepuon ~ ~1:d has t~1s 1?-otable merit, that I began to realise 
the poss1b1lity of obJeCUve treatment of a theme. Previous 
to this, my lyrics had been more or less successful expressions 
of the Ego; and I had made few attempts to draw char.., 
acters who ~ere not more than Freudian wish ... phantasms-I 
mean by this that they were either projections of myself as I 
fancied myself or aspired to be ; otherwise, images of 
women that I desired to love. When I say '' to love,'' I 
doubt whether the verb meant anything more than " to 
find myself through." But in " J ephthah," weak as the 
play is, I was really taking an interest in other people. 
The characters are not wholly corrupted by self..,portraiture, 
I stuck to the Hebrew legend accurately enough, merely 
introducing a certain amount of Qabalistic knowledge. 

The passionate dedication to Swinburne is significant 
of my literary hero..,worship .. Wit~ thiscflay wer~ publis~ed 
(in I 899) a number of lyrics enutled Mysteries, Lyncal 
and Dramatic.'' The shallow critic hastily assumed that 
the influence of Swinburne was paramount in my style, but 
on re ... reading the volume I do not think that the accusation 
is particularly justifiable. There are plenty_ of other a~th_ors 
who might more reasonably be served with an affiliau~n 
summons. Indeed, criticism in England amounts to this.: 
that if a new writer manifests any sense of rhythm,. he 1s 
classed as an imitator of Swinburne; if any capacity for 

thought, of Browning. . . . 
I remember one curious incident in connecuon with 
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this volume. I had a set of paged,proofs in my pocket one 
C\·erung. when I went to call ?n W. B. Yeats. I had_never 
thought much of his work;_ It _seemed to ~e to lack v1nliq.;., 
I have given an extended cnuc1sm of Jt 111 The E9mnox 
(Vol. I, No. II, Page 307.) However, at that time I 
should have been glad to have a kindly word from an elder 
man. I showed him the proofs accordingly, and he 
glanced through them. He forced himself to utter a few 
polite conventionalities, but I could see what the truth of 
the matter was. 

I had by this time become fairly expert in clairvoyance, 
clairaudience and clairsentience. But it would have been 
a very dull person indeed who failed to recognise the black, 
bilious rage that shook him to the soul. I instance this as a 
proof thar Y cats was a genuine poet at heart, for a mere 
charlatan would have known 'rhat he had no cause to fear 
an authentic poet. What hutt him was the knowledge of 
his own incomparable inferiority. 

I saw lii:tle of him and George _Moore. I have always 
been nauseated by pretentiousness ; and the Celtic revival, 
so,callcd, had all the mincing, posturing 9ualities of the 
literary Plymouth Brother. They pretended to think it 
an unpardonable crime not to speak Irish, though they could 
not speak it themselves ; and they worked in their mealy, 
mouthed_ way towards the galvanisation of the political, 
ethnological and literary corpse of the Irish nation. Ireland 
has been badl_y treated, we all know ; but her only salvation 
lay m forgetang her_ nons_ense.. What is the use of setting 
up a scarecr_ow prov1nc1alism, 1n re,establishing a barbarous 
aod fantasuc language which is as dead as Gothic, and 
cannot boast ~ufficient literature to hold the attention of any 
but a few clo1Stered scholars-at the price of cutting Ireland 
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off from the main stream of civilisation ~ We see already 
that the cou~try has slunk into the slough of anarchy. 
When th~ Kilkenny cats have finished shooting each other 
fro~ behind hedges, the depopulated island will necessarily 
fall into the hands of practical colonists, who will be content 
to dwell peaceably together and communicate with the 
world in a living language. 

Like Byron, Shelley, Swinburne, and Tennyson, I 
left the University without taking a degree. It has been 
better so ; I have_ accepted no honour from her ; she has 
had much from me. 

I wanted the spirit of the University, and I passed my 
examinations in order to be able to imbibe it without inter., 
ference from the authorities, but I saw no sense in paying 
fifteen guineas for the privilege of wearing a long black 
gown more cumbersome than the short blue one, and paying 
thirteen and fourpence instead of six and eightpence if I 
were caught smoking in it. I had no intention of becoming 
a parson or a schoolmaster ; to write " B.A." after my name 
would have been a decided waste of ink. 

I felt that my career was already marked out for me. Sir 
Richard Burton was my hero and Eckenstein his modern 
representative, as far as my external life was concerned. A 
Baccalaureate would not assist me noticeably in the Hima., 
layas or the Sahara. As for my literary career, ~cademic 
distinction would be a positive disgrace. And with reg~d . 
to my spiritual life, which I already felt to be the deepest th~ng 
in me, the approbation of the F~culty was _benea~h troub~_ng 
to despise. I have always o~Jec~ed to 1ncu~nng P?s1uve 
disgrace. I see no sense 111 v10laung ~onvenuons, sull less 
in breaking laws. To do so only gives one unnecessary 

trouble. 
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On the other hand, it is impossible to make positive 
rogrcss by means of institutions which lead to _one 

koming a Lord Chancellor, an Archbishop, an Adm~ral, 
or some other flower offuciliry. I had got from Cambndge 
what I wanted : the intellectual and moral freedom, the 
spirir of initiative and self,reliance ; but perhaps, above all, 
the mdefinable tone of the U niversiry. The difference 
~ccn Cambridge and Oxford is that the former makes 
you the equal of anybody alive ; the latter leaves you in the 
mndious position of being his superior. 

NOTE ON THE DIFFERENCES BETWEEN 
OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE 

One of the most significant points in the English 
character is thrown into relief by the contemplation of 
Oxford and Cambridge. I should be very puzzled to have 
to say what that point is, but the data are unmistakeable. 
The superficial likeness between the Universities is very 
clear, yer. their fundamental spiritual difference can only 
be described as " a great gulf fixed." Contrast this with 
Amcnca, where even long experience does not enable one 
m distinguish at a glance between men from the four 
principal universities, or even to detect, in most cases, the 
influence of any universiry training soever, as we under, 
Stand the idea. . But to mistake an Oxford for a Cambridge 
man lS 1m_poss1ble, and the converse exceedingly rare. 

I hope 1t 1s not altogether the blindness of filial affection 
that mclines me to suggest chat the essential difference 
depend, upon the greater freedom of the more famous 
umvers1ry. . Oxford makes a very definite effort to turn 
out a defirute rypc of man, and even his ingrained sense 
that he ls not as other men operates finally as a limitation. 
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At Cambridge the ambitions and aspirations of any given 
undergraduate are much less clearly cut, and are of wider 
scope than those of his equivalent on the Isis. It seems 
to ~e no mere accident that Cambridge was able to tolerate 
~lton, ~yron, T e1:nyson, and myself without turning a 
ha1r, wh1le Oxford Inevitably excreted Shelley and Swin..
burne. Per contra, she suited Walter Pacer and Oscar 
Wilde perfectly. Had they been at Cambridge, the nonsense 
would have been knocked out of them. They would have 
had to succeed or fail entirely on their own virtues ; whereas, as 
things were, the Oxford atmosphere and the Oxford manner 
shielded them from the rude blasts of all,,round criticism. 

These ideas receive some support from a consideration 
of the relations normally obtaining between undergraduates 
and dons. On the Granta we are no doubt in statu 
pupillari ). the Oxonian is in statu quo pupillari. He is 
taught, trained, and, if necessary, trounced, to respect the 
principle of authority. It is really fair to _say that 1_10 
Cambridge man would ever dream of a~duc~ng autho~1cy 
in the course of an argument. He nught 1ndeed br~ng 
forward a great name on his side, but never without bemg 
ready to support it ~ith the ?e~vy ~llery of patent ~r~o£ 
No fame is fixed w1th us as 1t 1s w1th them. The sp1r1t of 
criticism never sleeps. . . . . . 

We see accordingly much stricter disc1pline w1th them 
than with us. We tend to trust the good-sense and good • 
will of the fluffiest fresher. Our dons never get nervous 
lest a rag should go too far, and we nC:'er betray~d their 
trust, at least not till quite recently. S1nce my ume the 
tone of both universities has been lowered. Before I 900 

a rag capable of scaring the women students would have 
been unthinkable. 
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Tyranny always trembles, and I remember only too well 
the wave of sympathy which swept through Cambridge at 
the news that the Oxford authorities, panic,stricken at some 
proJected demonstration, had actually imported mounted 
police from London. Our own dons would have cut their 
throats rather than do anything so disgraceful ; but if they 
had, we should have pounded those police into pulp. 

This particular contrast is manifest to both universities. 
\Vhenever the subject comes up, anecdote answers anecdote 
co the point. The psychology extends to the individual. 
Our conception of the ideal proctor is very different to 
chars. In my second year one proctor effected some 
capture by watching bis victim from the darkness of a 
doorway. The story went round, and within a week dis, 
honour met its due. Tbe dirty dog was ducked in the 
Cam. Nor were the avengers sent down. On the con, 
trary, the proctor was obliged to burn his bands. Such 
conduct wasJractically unprecedented. 

The rypic tale is this. The grounds of Downing 
College are surrounded by a long low wall. One dark 
windy night a passing proctor saw his cap, caught by a 
gust, soar gracefully over the rampart. His bulldogs 
chn1bed the wall and retrieved it. But the cap was not 
the1r only pnze. They dragged with them a most discern, 
!iced undergraduate, and a companion who was open to 
crmasm from the p~int of view of the University regulations. 
But the proctor simply thanked the man for bringing 
back bis cap, and apologised for disturbing him. He 
refus,d to. take advantage of an accident. 

One very instructive incident concerns that brilliant 
Shakespeare scholar and lecturer Louis Umfraville 
~•ukmson. One summer night he came into college at 

1 
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Oxford a little lively with liquor. His wit had made the 
everung memorable, and he went on to his rooms without 
curbing his conversation, which happened to deal with the 
defects of the Dean in various directions. Fortune favoured 
him-I balance the books in perspective !-the Dean's 
window was open, and the reprobate heard to his horror 
that one at least of his flock failed to estimate his eminence 
at the same exalted rate as he did himsel£ He actually 
brought a formal charge of blasphemy against Wilkinson, 
pressed it to the utmost, and succeeded in getting him sent 
down. 

Wilkinson shrugged his shoulders, came over to us, and 
entered his name at John's. Now comes an infamy 
almost incredible. The Dean pursued his revenge. He 
wrote a long, bitter, violent letter to Wilkinson's tutor, 
giving an account of the affair at Oxford, and urging-in 
such language that it was more like a command than a 
threat-that Wilkinson be forthwith kicked out of Cam, 
bridge. The tutor sent for the offender, and the following 
dialogue ensued : . . ,, 

" I believe you know Mr. So,and,So, Mr. Wilkinson. 
" I have that honour, sir." 
" Dean of Blank, Oxford, I understand." 
" That is so, sir." 
" I have a letter from him, which I propose to read 

" to you. 
" Thank you, sir." 
The tutor read through the letter, made no comment, 

asked no questions. He tore it slowly In pieces and threw 
them into the fire. 

" May I hope that you will be with us at breakfast 
" to..-morrow ? 
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•· Thank you, sir." . . ,, 
"Good morning, Mr. Wilkinson. 
'' Good morning, sir." 
l confess that it seems to me that the method of Oxford 

in such macrers errs in two different directions. On the 
one hand, the undergraduate is treated as an irresponsible 
infant, to be dragooned into decency ; and, on the other, 
punished with a sternness which postulates that he is as 
accountable for his actions as a fully adult man, with compre, 
hensive knowledge of the ways of the world. The result 
1s co hinder his development, by withholding experience 
from him, and at the same time to punish his inexperience 
by making a mere mistake ruinous. The system tends to 
atrophy his ethical development by insisting on a narrow 
and mdastic code, while encouraging moral cowardice and 
unfirung him to face the facts which so presumptuously 
force themselves into notice as soon as the College conven, 
tions are done with. 

Cambridge realises chat (within very wide limits) the 
more experience a man has, the better is he equipped to 
nuke his way in the world. We chink it wiser to let men 
find out for themselves what dangers lie ahead, and pay the 
penalty of imprudence while recovery is comparatively 
easy. Better learn how to fall before the bones become 
brittle. 

Another advantage of our idea of the relationship between 
long gowns and short is that, even if at the cost of some 
superficial respect, it is possible to establish more intimate 
communion in a spirit of comradeship between the old and 
the young. The intellectual gain is obvious ; but perhaps 
even more valuable is the moral profit. To draw a hard 
and fast line between pupil and teacher limits both. Mis, 
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understanding_ leads _to mistrust, mistrust to enmity. It 
1s better to realise tbe identity of interests. 

I became aware of my feeling on tbis point quite suddenly. 
Tbe 1mpress10n 1s tbe more intense. One night there bad 
been a regular rag. I forget wbat about, but we built a 
big bonfire in tbe middle of tbe market,place, and otherwise 
spread ou_rselves. Things began witb no definite pulse of 
pass10n d1scerruble, but as tbe evening advanced, we found 
ourselves somehow or other at odds with the townees. I 
think we must have resented their attempt to participate in 
the general gaiety. Sporadic free fights sprang up here and 
there, but nothing really serious. On the whole we gave 
and took in good temper. Just before twelve o'clock I 
turned to go home. Just beyond the tobacconist's-Bacon, 
celebrated by Calverley in his overrated ode-swirled a 
swarm of townees shouting and swearing in a way that 
struck me as ugly. It was no affair of mine, and I did not 
want to be late. But even as I changed my course to avoid 
the mob I saw tbat their game was to reinforce balf a dozen 
roughs wbo were surrounding a doorway, and bustling one 
of the proctors. My immediate impulse was to gloat_ upon 
the evil tbat had befallen my natural enemy, for until tbat 
moment my absurd shyness bad prevented me from realising 
my relations witb tbe authorities. I had timidly accepted 
tbe conventional chaff, but now almost before tbat first 
thought was formulated my inmost instincts sprang into 
consciousness. I shouted to the few scattered gownsmen 
tbat were still in the square, and hurled myself headlong 
to the rescue of my detested tyrant. He was pretty well 
under the weather, warding off feebly the brutal blows tbat 
the cowardly cads rained on his face: His cap was gone, 
and bis gown was in shreds. His bulldogs had been 
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In lei .0 .- mughly. I _su_fposc the townces saw 
.._ • truean to the cause, hirelings of the aristocracy. 
:n-, W been bocked dean down, and were being 
I •■ml by chc bools of the mob. W c must have been 
al•• 1 cli.m. not mott, and we hadd tofafight oft" fo~ 1 It._. die h rime chat I had ever ha to cc the ani111a1 
..-, ■ aacmed and uncontrolled, of a mass of men 
wlille iadiYidual ~ces, such as they were, bad been 
lir lhc ...,.. -compJdcly swamped by the savage instinct 
• --,:-1:~ that seemed to them sensitive. 

Fair~ me with this psycbologf in another 
..._ II t.ab out ~ time any man speaks or acts so 
• te ...._ rhe fiantic fear which is inherent in all but the 
-- individuals, that anJdi!ng new is a monstrous menace. 
far die fill time I observed the extraordinary fact that in 
am lilulDOIJI oac's ~c runs at two v~ different 
llleL Tbc part of one's mind that is concerned with one's 
ICboal am ~ with their rhythm. Another patt 
no+ alaa( eanalysing, imperturbable; a train 
• .... which • in normal circumstances, occupy 
• hoar -.lucecl 10 a minutes. and seeming slow at that. 

The _,.bs were. to all intcms and purposes, insane. 
TI-, u•lw WW nor cared whether they ended by ..a.. And yet I have no idea why we mastered them 
..a, mnrgh We bad neither arms nor discipline. We 
-J-' p. C'fflainJy weaker, man for man. and we 
1...t the &a. which finv lends to ils victims. I found 
..... p-e Mg it oar. and the only conclusion was that. 
~ :i2 "If, dm_ is sudi a thing as moral :C 1111--w:•• a . .. lllmgdi indcpcndmt of material or 

The fgill 1'1111 • • "'Cll&J minuta or-. and ended 
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queerly enough. The mob thinned out, melted away at 
its outskirts, and the front rank men became aware of the 
fact simultaneously without any more reason than had 
marked their entire p~oceedings. They took to their heels 
and ran like rabbits. 

It was half...·past twelve before I got home. I took a 
tub, and found I was black and blue. Of course my 
breach of the rule about midnight was duly reported. I 
was balled, and explained why I had been late. The 
proctor whom we had convoyed to Christ's had not taken 
our names, and I have no reason to think that he knew me. 
But my tutor asked no questions. He took my story for 
true ; in fact, he treated me simply as another gentleman. 
That could not have happened at Oxford. 

R 
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N oching gives such a mean idea of the intelligence of 
mankind than that it should ever have accepted for a 
moment the imbecile illusion of " free will " ; for there 
can be very few men indeed, in any generation, who have 
at any time in their lives sufficient apparent liberty of action 
to induce chem to dally with it. Of these few, I was one. 
When I left Cambridge, I bad acquired no particular ties. 
I was already The Spirit of Solitude in embryo. Practic, 
ally, too, my father having been the younger son of a younger 
son, I bad not even a territorial bond. On the other band, 
I bad a large fortune entirely at my own disposal ; there was 
no external constraint upon me to do one thing rather than 
another. And yet, of course, my career was absolutely 
determined. The events of my life up to that point, if they 
bad been intelligently interpreted, would have afforded 
ample indications of the future. I was wbite,bot on three 
points ; climbing, poetry and Magick. 

On my return from Switzerland in I 898, I bad nowhere 
in particular to go. There was no reason why I should 
settle down in any special place. I simply took a room in 
the Cecil, at chat remote period a first,class hostelry, and 
busied myself with writing on the one band, and following 
up the Magical clues on the other. Jepbtbab, and most of 
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the other _poems which appear in that volume, were written 
about this penod. It is a kind_ of backwater in my life. 
I seem to have been marking ume. For this reason, no 
doubt, I was the more ready to be swept away by the first 
defirute current. It was not long before it caught me. 

I had a number of conversations with Julian Baker, who 
kept his promise to introduce me to " a man who was a 
much greater Magician than he was himsel(" This was 
a Weshman, named George Cecil Jones. He possessed a 
fiery but unstable temper, was the son of a suicide, and 
bore a striking resemblance to many conventional repre, 
sentations of Jesus Christ. His spirit was both ardent 
and subtle. He was very widely read in Magick ; and, 
being by profession an analytical chemist, was able to 
investigate the subject in a scientific spirit. ,As soon as I 
found that he really. understood the matter I went down to 
Basingstoke, where he lived, and more or less sat in his 
pocket. It was not long before I found out exactly where 
my destiny lay. The majority of old Magical Rituals are 
either purposely unintelligible or actually puerile nonsense.' 
Those which are straightforward and workable are, as a rule, 
better adapted to the ambitions of love,sick agricultural 
labourers than to those of educated people with a serious 
purpose. But there is one startling exception _to this rule. 
It is the Book of the Sacred Mag1ck of Abramelin the Mage. 

This book is written in an exalted style. It is perfectly 
coherent · it does not demand fantastic minutia, of ritual 
or even ;he calculations customary. There is nothing_ to 
insult the intelligence. On the contrary, the. operauon 
proposed is of sublime simplicity. The method 1s 1n _enure 

• Some are doubtless survivals of various forms of Na~Relig10~ .: . but th~ ~~my~ 
adaptations of Catholic or Jewish traditions to .th~ .amb.iuons, cup1dit1cs. envies, J oum:s., 
and animal instincts of the most ignorant and pr1mmve type of peasant. 
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accordance with this. There are, it is true, certain pre, 
scriptions to be observed, but these really amount to little 
more than injunctions to observe decency in the performance 
of so august an operation. One must have a house where 
proper precautions against disturbance can be taken ; this 
being arranged, there 1s really nothing to do but to aspire 
with increasing fervour and concentration, for six montbs, 
towards the obtaining of the Knowledge and Conversation 
of the Holy Guardian Angel. Once He has appeared, it 
is then necessary, first, to call forth the Four Great Princes 
of the Evil of the World ; next, their eight sub,princes ; and, 
lastly, the three hundred and sixteen servitors of these. 
A number of talismans, previously prepared, are thus 
charged with the power of these spirits. By applying the 
proper talismans, you can get practically anything you 
want. 

It cannot be denied that the majesty and philosophical 
irteproachability of the book are sensibly diminished by the 
addition of these things to the invocation of the Holy 
Guardian Angel. I should have preferred it without 
them. There is, however, a reason. Anyone who reaches 
a new world must conform with all the conditions of it. 
It is true, of course, that the hierarchy of evil appears some, 
what repugnant to science. It is in fact very hard to 
explain what we mean by saying that we invoke Paimon ; 
but, to go a little deeper, the same remark applies to Mr. 
Smith next door. We do not know who Mr. Smith is, 
or what is his place in nature, or how to account for him. 
We cannot even be sure that he exists. Yet, in practice, we 
call Smith by that name, and he comes. By the proper 
means, we can induce him to do for us those things which 
arc consonant with his nature and powers. The whole 
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any literary apparatus could write poetry, and Tennyson, 
with any amount, could not. 

My success itself helped to blind me to the nature of the 
conditions of achievement. It never occurred to me that 
the problem of Magick contained metaphysical elements. 

Consider my performance one evening at Eastbourne. 
Having waited for the lowest possible tide so as to be as 
remote as might be from the bandstand, I made a circle 
and built an altar of stones by the edge of the sea. I burned 
my incense, performed my evolutions, and made heaven 
hideous with my enchantments. All this in order to 
invoke the U ndines. I hoped, and more or less expected, 
to have one come out of the foam, and attach herself to my 
person. I had as yet no notion that this programme might 
be accomplished far more easily. 

There are thus two main types of mistake ; one in 
spirit, and one in technique. Most aspirants to Magick 
commit both. I soon learned that the physical conditions 
of a Magical phenomenon were like chose of any other ; but 
even when this misunderstanding is removed, success 
depends upon one's ability to awaken the creative genius 
which is the inalienable heirloom of every son of man, but 
which few indeed are able to assimilate to their conscious 
existence, or even, in 99 cases out of roo, to detect. 

The only Undine that appeared was a policeman, who 
approached near enough to observe a fantastically,garbed 
figure, dancing and howling in the moonlight " on the 
silvery, silvery, silvery sands " ; howling, whistling, be!, 
lowing, and braying forth the barbarous names of evocation 
which have in the sacred rites a power ineffable, around a 
furiously flaming bonfire whose sparks were whirled by the 
wind all over the beach. 
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eminence. The manuscript yielded to his scrutiny. It 
contained, among minor matters, the rubric of certain 
rituals of initiation, and the true attribution of the Tarot 
Trumps. This attribution had been sought vainly for 
centuries. It cleared up a host of Qabalistic difficulties, in 
the same way as Einstein's admirers claim that his equations 
have done in mathematics and physics. The manuscript 
gave the name and address of an adept Sapiens Dominabitur 
Astris, a Fraiilein Sprengel, living in Germany, with an 
invitation to write to her if further knowledge was required. 
Dr. Westcott wrote; and S.D.A. gave him and his two 
colleagues a charter authorising them to establish an Order 
in England. This was done. Soon after, S.D.A. died. 
In reply to a letter addressed to her, came an intimation from 
one of her colleagues that they had never approved her 
policy in permitting open,temple work in England, but 
had refrained from active opposition from personal respect 
for her. The writer ended by saying that England must 
expect no more assistance from Germany ; enough know, 
ledge had been granted to enable any English adept to form 
a Magical Link with the Secret Chiefs. Such competence 
would evidently establish a right to renewed relations. 

Dr. Woodman had died, and Mathers forced Dr. West, 
cort to retire from active leadership of the Order. Mathers, 
however, was not trusted. He, therefore, announced to 
the most advanced adepts that he had himself made the 
Magical Link with the Secret Chiefs ; and, at an interview 
with three of them in the Bois de Boulogne, had been 
confirmed in th~ supreme and sole authority as the Visible 
Head of the Order. The Adepts entrusted with this 
information were required to sign a pledge of personal 
obedience to Mathers as a condition of advancement in 

I 
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the Order. Nevertheless, dissatisfaction continued. The 
advancement did not arrive. They suspected that Mathecs 
had no more knowledge to give ; and he retorted that, 
however that might be, he wasn't going to waste it on 
such hopeless duffers. Both positions have much to re, 
commend them to discriminating sympathy. 

These petty squabbles apart, a big thing had happened. 
Mathers had discovered the manuscnpt of Abramelin in the 
Library of the Arsenal 111 Pans, and begun to translate it. 
He found himself harassed and opposed on all sides. In 
those days there was practically no public way of getting 
about Paris at all. Mathers lived at Auteuil, a long way 
from the Arsenal, and met with so many bicycle accidents 
that he was driven to go on foot. (There is always occult 
opposition to the publication of any important documents. 
It took me over three years to get my " Goetia " through the 
press, and over two years in the case of 777. This is one of 
the facts whose cumulative effect makes it impossible to 
doubt the existence of spiritual forces). Other misfortunes 
of every kind overwhelmed Mathets. He was an expert 
Magician, and had become accustomed to use " The 
Greater Key of Solomon " with excellent effect. He_ did 
not realise that " Abramelin " was an altogether bigger 
proposition. It was like a man, accustomed_ to h_andle 
gunpowder, suddenly supplied with dynalillte without 
being aware of the difference. He worried_ through, and 
got Abramelin published ; but he penshed 1n the process. 
He became the prey of the malignant forces of the book, 
lost bis integrity, and was cast out of the Order of which he 
had been the visible head. 

This debacle had not yet taken place at the time of my 
first initiation, November I 8th, r 898. 
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I took the Order with absolute seriousness. I was not 
even put off by tbe fact of its ceremonies taking place at 
Mark Mason's Hall. I remember asking Baker whether 
people ofien died during the ceremony. I had no idea 
that it was a Bat formality, and that the members were for 
the most part muddled rniddle,class mediocrities. I saw 
myself entering the Hidden Church of the Holy Grail. 
This state of my soul served me well. My initiation was 
in fact a sacrament. 

The rituals have been printed in the Equinox, Vol. I, 
Nos. 2 and 3. There is no question that those of Neophyte 

I and Adept are the genuine rituals of initiation, for they 
l contain the true formula:. The proof is that they can be 

made to work by those who understand and know how to 
apply them. Shallow critics argue that because the average 
untrained man cannot evoke a spirit, the ritual which 
purports to enable him to do so must be at fault. He does 
not reflect that an electroscope would be useless in the 
hands of a savage. Indubitably, Magick is one of the 
subtlest and most difficult of the sciences and arts. There is 
more opportunity for errors of comprehension, judgment 
and practice, than in any other branch of physics. It is 
above all needful for the student to be armed with scientific 
knowledge, sympathetic apprehension, and common sense. 
My training in mathematics and chemistry supplied me 
with the first of these qualities ; my poetic affinities and 
wide reading with the second ; while, for the third, I 
suppose I have to thank my practical ancestors. 

Being thus able to appreciate the inmost intention of my 
initiation, I was able to stand the shock of the events 
immediately subsequent. I was introduced to an abject 
assemblage of nonentities ; the members of the Order were 
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as vulgar and commonplace as any other set of average 
pe_ople. Jones and Baker themselves were the only members 
with any semblance of sc1ennfic education, until, a few 
months later, I met Allan Bennett, a mind pure, piercing, 
and profound beyond any other in my experience. There 
was one literary light, W. B. Yeats, a lank dishevelled 
Demonologist who might have taken more pains with his 
personal appearance with_out incurring the reproach of 
dandy1sm ; and one charming and intelligent woman, 
Mrs. Emery, for whom I always felt an affectionate respect 
tempered by a feeling of compassion that her abilities were 
so inferior to her aspirations. The rest of the Order 
possessed no individuality ; they were utterly undistinguished 
either for energy or capacity. There is not one of them 
to,day who has made any mark in the world. 

At my initiation, I could have believed that these adepts 
deliberately masked their majesty ; but there was no 
mistaking the character of the " Knowledge,lecture " in 
which I had to be examined to entitle me to pass to the 
next grade. I had been most solemnly sworn to inviolable 
secrecy. The slightest breach of my oath meant that. I 
should incur " a deadly and hostile current of will, set in 
motion by the Greatly Honoured Chiefs of the Second 
Order, by the which I should fall slain or paralysed, as if 
blasted by the lightning flash." And now I _was entrusted 
with some of these devastating though priceless secrets. 
They consisted of the Hebrew Alphabet, the names of the 
planets with their attribution to the days of the week, and 
the ten Sephiroth of the Qabalah. I had known lt all for 
months ; and, obviously, any school,boy. in the lower 
Fourth could memorise the whole lecture Jn twenty,four 

hours. 
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I see to,day that my intellectual snobbery was shallow 
and stupid. It is vitally necessary co drill the aspirant in 
che ground,work. He must be absolutely familiar with the 
terminology and rheory of Magi ck from a strictly intellectual 
standpoint. I still chink, however, chat this course of 
study should precede initiation, and chat it should not be 
mixed up with ic. Consider the analogy of poetry. One 
could, to a certain extent, teach a man co write poetry, by 
offering co his soul a set of spiritual and emotional experi, 
ences, but his technique must be based on the study of 
grammar and so on, which have no essential relation with 
arc. 

Talking over these matters with Jones and Baker, I found 
rhem quite in sympathy with my point of view ; but they 
insisted, rightly enough, that I was not in a position co 
judge che circumstances. I muse first reach che Second 
Order. 

Accordingly, I cook che grade of Zelacor in December, 
ofTheoricus in January, and ofPracticus in February. One 
could not proceed to Philosophus for three months, so I 
did not cake chat grade till May. The Philosophus cannot 
proceed co the Second Order in less than seven months ; 
also, he muse be specially invited. 

In che spring of 1899, ac some ceremony or other, I was 
aware of the presence of a tremendous spiritual and Magical 
force. le seemed co me to proceed from a man sitting in rhe 
East, a man I had not seen before, buc whom I knew muse 
be Very Honoured Frater Iehi Aour, called among men 
Allan Bennett. The fame of chis man as a Magician was 
already immense. He was esteemed second only to Mathers 
himself; and was, perhaps, even more feared. 

Afrer the ceremony we wenc inco che outer room co 
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unrobc. I was secretly anxious to be introduced ro this 
formidable C~icf. To my amazanmt be came -.C 
~o me, looked into my cy~, and said in ~ ~ as 
1t seemed, almost mcnac,og tones : '' Little Brother, you 
have been meddling with the Goctia ! " (Coccia means 
'' howling '' ; but is the tcch~cal w°!d cmp~ed to COYer 

all t_he operations of ~hat Magick which dals with ~ 
malignant, or unenlightened forces). I told him. rather 
timidly, that I had not been doing ~ of the sott. 
'' In that case,'' he returned, '' the Coccia has licm meddling 
with you.'' The conversation went no further. I rctumal 
home in a somewhat chastened spirit ; and. having found 
out where !chi Aour lived, I determined to call on him cbc 
following day. 

I should have explained that, on deciding to join chc 
Order, I bad taken a flat at 67 and 69 ChaocaJ I ,.. • 
I had already determined to pcr!orm the 0~ J 
Abramclin, but Jones had advised me top~-. 
initiation first. However, I began tC> bUSJ ~ wl"1 • 
preparations. Abramclin warns us_ that our'"'"'!' .. 
object strenuously to our undcttaking cbc 9tc'eFRf& I 
resolved, therefore, to cut myself of£ abl01-1y irm •in , 
So, as I had to live in London, I took the flat onchr cbe mzr 
of Count Vladimir Svare&: M Jona remarked - • 
wiser man would have called hirnvlf Smilb. BIii-i ~ 
still obsessed with romanticism. while my 11,..,.. • 

St. Petcrsburg had made me in love with .~uaia. 1-
was another motive behind this-a leg,umetc OIIL I 

• My umormcc aftcr thnc ycan acC~snb,iclp maJ_bc_pDl!li bJ ar~-=--=•. 

of eh=,: raidb~ ?. wt::·~ ..::.•.::::--¥11 .... , .... 
~lty. I :Jore ~ced my ~wycr. ~~ •~:;.:C, ,.C::':2 
acver gave a rbou&bt co my coovaumce ar u.-5 appopm 
cook the chance J obliging a busiaal acqne!DSIDCCe 
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wanted co increase my knowledge of mankind. I knew 
how people created a young man from Cambridge. I had 
thoroughly appreciated the servility of tradesmen, though 
I was coo generous and coo ignorant co realise the extent of 
their dishonesty and rapacity. Now I wanted to see how 
people would behave co a Russian nobleman. I may say 
here chat I have repeatedly used this method of disguise-it 
has been amazingly useful in multiplying my points of 
view about humanity. Even the most broad,minded 
people are necessarily narrow in this one respect. They 
may know how all sorts of people treat chem, but they 
cannot know, except at second hand, how chose same 
people treat others. 

To return to Allan Bennett. I found him staying with 
V. H. Frater Aequo Animo • in a tiny tenement in South, 
wark or Lambeth-I forget which. It was a mean, grim, 
horror. JE.A., whose name was Charles Rosher, was a 
widely era veiled J ack,of,all,trades. He had invented a 
patent water,closet, and been court painter to the Sultan of 
Morocco. He wrote some of the worst poetry I have ever 
read. He was a jolly,all,round sportsman with an excellent 
heart, and the cheery courage which comes from knocking 
about in the world, and being knocked about by ic. If his 
talents had been less varied, he might have made a success 
of almost anything. 

• J tiltinurdy coojecrured: Equi Animo: " \\'ich the soul of a horse." 
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furiously angry, and said that children were brought to 
earth by angels. The other students laughed at him, and 
tried in vain to convince him. He maintained their theory 
to be a bestial blasphemy. The next day one of the boys 
turned up with an illustrated manual of obstetrics. He 
could no longer doubt the facts. But his reaction was 
chis : " Did the Omnipotent God whom he had been 
taught to worship devise so revolting and degrading a 
method of perpetuating the species ? Then this God must 
be a Devil, delighting in loathesomeness. '' To him the 
existence of God was disproved from that moment. 

He had, ho,vever, already some experience of an unseen 
world. As a little boy, having overheard some gossip 
among superstitious servants, he had gone into the back 
garden, and invoked the Devil by reciting the Lord's 
Prayer backwards. Something happened which frightened 
him. 

Having no,v rejected Catholicism, he took up Magick, 
and at once attained extraordinary success. He used to 
carry a " lustre "-a long glass prism with a neck and a 
pointed knob such as adorned old.,fashioned chandeliers. 
He used this as a wand. One day, a party of Theosophists 
were chatting sceptically about the power of the '' blasting 
rod.'' Allan promptly produced his, and blasted one of 
them. It took fourteen hours to restore the incredulous 
individual to the use of his mind and his muscles. 

Allan Bennett was tall, but his sickness had already 
produced a stoop. His head, crowned with a shock of 
wild black hair, was intensely noble ; the brows, both wide 
and lofiy, overhung indomitable piercing eyes. The face 
·would have been handsome had it not been for the haggard..
ncss and pallor due to his almost continuous suffering. 
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Despite his ill,health, he was a tremendous worker. His 
knowledge of science, especially electricity, was vast, 
accurate, and profound. In addition. he had studied the 
Hindoo and Buddhist .scriptures, not only as a scholar, but 
with the 1ns1ght that comes from inborn sympathetic 
understanding. 

I did not fully realise the colossal stature of that sacred 
spirit ; but I was instantly aware that this man could 
teach m_e more in a m9nth than anyone else in five years. He 
was living 1_n great discomfort and penury. I offered him 
the hospitality of my flat. I have always felt that since the 
Occult sCiences nourish so many charlatans, it should be 
one's prime point of honour not to make money in any 
way connected with them. The amateur status above all ! 
Hospitality is, however, always allowable. But I was 
careful never to go beyond the strict letter of the word. 

Iehi Aour came to stay with me, and under his tuition I 
made rapid progress. He showed me where to get know, 
ledge, how to criticise it, and how to apply it. We also 
worked together at ceremonial Magick ; evoking spirits, 
consecrating talismans, and so on. 

I must relate one episode, as throwing light upon my 
Magical accomplishments and my ethical standards. Jones 
and I had come to the conclusiou that Allan would die 
unless he went to live in a warmer climate. However, he 
was penniless, and we would not finance him for the reas?ns 
given apove. Instead, Jones and I. evoked to v1s1ble 
appearance the Spirit Buer, of the Goeua, whose funcuou 1s 
to heal the sick. We were partially successful ; a helmeted 
head and the lefi leg being distinctly solid, though _the rest 
of the figure was cloudy and vague. But the operauon "':as 
in fact a success in the following manner. It 1s 111struc11ve 

s 
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to narrate this as showing the indirect and natural means by 
which the Will attains its object. 

I am constrained to a seeming digression. Many authors 
insist on the importance of absolute chastity in the aspirant. 
For some months I had been disregarding this injunction 
with a seductive siren whose husband was a Colonel in 
India. Little by little I overcame my passion for her, and 
we parted. She wrote to me frequently and cried to shake 
my resolution, but I stood firm. Shortly afier the evocation 
of Buer, she wrote, begging me to call at her hotel. I 
cannot remember how it came into my mind to do what I 
did, but I went to see her. She begged me to come back 
to her, and offered to do anything I wanted. I said to her : 
" You 're making a mess of your life by your selfishness. I 
will give you a chance to do an absolutely unfettered act. 
Give me a hundred pounds, I won't tell you whom it's for, 
except that it's not for mysel£ I have private reasons for 
not using my own money in this matter. If you give me 
this, it muse be without hoping or expecting anything in 
return." She gave me the money-it paid Allan's passage 
co Ceylon, and saved to humanity one of the most valuable 
lives of our generation. 

So much for Buer. As for the lady, she came to see 
me some time later, and I saw chat I was myself acting 
selfishly in setting my spiritual welfare above her happiness. 
She bad made a generous gesture ; I could do no less. She 
agreed not to stand in the way of my performing the 
Operation of Abramelin, but begged me to give her a 
living memory of our love. I agreed, and the sequel will 
be cold in its place. 

During all this time, magical phenomena were of constant 
occurrence. I bad two temples in my flat ; one white, the 



TH.E CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 259 

walls _being lined with .six huge mirrors, "'.'eh six feet by 
eight , the other black, a mere cupboard, 1n which stood 
an altar supported_ by the figure of a negto standing on his 
hands. The_ pres1dmg genius of this place was a human 
skeleton, which I fed fi:om time to time with blood, small 
brrds, and the like. The idea was to give it life but I 
never got further than causing the bones to become ~overed 
with a viscous slime. In the Equinox, Vol. I, No. r. 
is a story, "At the Fork of the Roads," which is in every 
detail. a true account of one episode of this period. Will 
Bute 1s W. B. Y eats,l Hypatia Gay is Althoca Gyles, the 
publisher is Leonard Smithers. 

The Demons connected with Abramelin do not wait to 
be evoked ; they come unsought. One night Jones and 
I went out to dinner. I noticed on leaving the white 
Temple that the latch of its Yale lock had not caught. 
Accordingly, I pulled the door to, and tested it. As we 
went out, we noticed semi,solid shadows on the stairs ; 
the whole atmosphere was vibrating with the forces which 
we had been using. (:vl e were trying to condense them 
into sensible images.) When we came back, nothing had 
been disturbed in the flat ; but the temple door was wide 
open, the furniture disarranged, and some of the symbols 
flung about in the room. We restored order,_ and then 
observed that semi,materialised beings were marching around 
the main room in almost unending procession. 

When I finally left the flat for Scotland, it was found 
that the mirrors were too big to take out except by way of 
the black Temple. This had, of course, been completely 

• Jehl Aour never had anything to do with this.; and I but little : the object of esubluhing ic 
was probably 10 satisfy my instinct about cquilibnum. 

t The identification is conjtctural, depending solely on 1he adminioru of M.W Gyles. 
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terrace and lodge. Inside the room I set up my Oratory 
proper. This was a wooden structure, lined in part with 
the big mirrors which I brought from London. 

On first arriving at Boleskine, I innocently frightened 
some excellent people by my habit of taking long walks 
over the moors. One morning I found a large stone jar 
at my front door. It was not an infernal machine; it was 
illicit whisky-a mute, yet eloquent appeal, not to give 
away illicit stills that I might happen to stumble across in 
my rambles. I needed no bribe. I am a free trader in 
every sense of the word. I have no sympathy with any 
regulations which interfere with the natural activities of 
human beings. I believe that they aggravate whatever 
trouble they are intended to prevent ; and they create the 
greatest plague of humanity, officialdom, and encourage 
underhand conduct on both sides, furtiveness and espionage. 
Any law which tends to destroy manly qualities is a bad 
law, however necessary it may seem on the surface. The 
tendency of most modern legislation is to bind Gulliver 
with packthread. I have never broken the law myself, 
because the things I happen to want are so utterly different 
from those desired by men in general, that no occasion has 
ever risen. 

But I observe with regret that humanity is being corn.,. 
pelled to turn its attention from its proper business by 
having to comply with innumerable petty formalities. 

Salmon fishing on Loch Ness should be remembered by 
people who ar~ praying for " those in peril on the deep." 
It is a dull year when nobody is drowned. The loch is 
large enough to get up a regular sea ; and the hills are so 
arranged that the wind can come down in all sorts of 
unsuspected ways. The most violent storms ofien arise 

• 
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had many dogs in my time; but she was sui generis. I 
had rrain,d her to follow me on the mountains, and she was 
not only an admirable rock climber but an uncannily 
prophetic tracker. For instance, I would leave her at the 
foot of a precipice beyond her powers and, after a climb, 
descend another precipice to another valley, often in mists 
so thick that I could not see ten yards in any direction. But 
I would invariably find her at the foot of the rocks after 
making a detour of perhaps ten miles across unknown 
country. 

These qualities had their defects. She became an amateur 
of sheep. It was straightforward spon. She never mangled 
a sheep, she killed it neatly with a single bite, and went off 
ro the next. She had no illusions about the ethics of her 

• proceedings, and she brought superlative cunning into 
service. She never touched a sheep within ten miles of 
Boleslune ; she never visited the same district twice running ; 
she was even at pains to prepare an alibi. Of course, she 
was always careful to remove every trace of blood. That 
was elementary. But she would sham sickness the morning 
after the lull, and she would bring various objects into her 
kennel, as if to say, " Well, if you want to know how I 
have been passing the time, there you are ! " She also 
realised that her extraordinary speed and endurance would 
help her to clear herself. On one occasion she lulled not 
less than fony miles there and back fiom Boleslune. No 
one except her master, whom she trusted not to give her 
away, could suspect that she had covered so much ground-
10 say no1hing of the shikar itself-in the course of the night. 
She was unsuspected for months-even weeks of watching 
fulcd to identity her, and if she had not been such a magni, 
ficcnt animal she might have escaped altogether. But her 
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size and beauty were unmistakeable. The evidence began 
to be too strong to pooh,pooh, and I had to send her back 
to London. 

__ Boleskine is in the winter an excellent centre of ski, 
la,ijing. There is little snow in the valley itsel£ but on the 
moors _behind Strath Errick are tracts of eleva;ed country, 
extendmg for many miles. The slopes are for the most parr 
gentle, and I have found the snow 1n first,rate condition as 
late as the end of March. 

On off days at Wastdale Head, it was one of our amuse, 
ments to throw the boomerang. Eckenstein had long been 
interested in it, and constructed numerous new patterns, 
each with its own peculiar flight. As luck would have it, 
Walker of Trinity came to the Dale. He had earned a 
fellowship by an essay 011 the Mathematics of the Boomerang. 
The theoretical man and the practical put their heads 
together ; and we constructed some extraordinary weapons. 
One of them could be thrown half a mile, even by me, 
who cannot throw a cricket ball fifiy yards. Another, 
instead of returning to the thrower, went straight fiom the 
hand and undulated up and down like a switchback, 
seven or eight times, before coming to the ground. A thrrd 
shot out straight, skimming the ground for a hundred yards 
or so, stopped as suddenly as if it had hit a wall, rose, 
spinning in the air to the height o~ some fifiy feet, whence 
it settled down in a slowly w1derung spiral. Obviously, 
these researches bore on the problem of llyi'_lg· Eckenstein 
and I, in fact, proposed to work at It. The idea was that we 
should cut an alley through the woods on that pan of my 
property which bordered Loch Ness. We were to co_n, 
struct a chute, and statt down it on a bicycle fitted wnh 
movable wings. There was to be a steam launch on the 
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Such \Vickedness was inconceivable! But besides that, it 
was sheer madness. Did not those people in Glasgow 
understand that God did not permit such things to happen 
\\rith impunity ? So on the first Saturday night the people 
betook themselves to points of vantage on the surrounding 
hills in order to see the W odes destroyed by the Divine 
\,Trath. No explanation has ever been offered why it did 
not come off! 

The lady previously mentioned was now made happy 
as a result of the fortnight we had spent together in Paris. 
I therefore thought it my duty to take care of her until the 
following spring. The fulfilment of her hopes would end 
my responsibility before the beginning of my Operation. 

I had asked Jones to come and stay with me during the 
six months, in view of the dangers and interference already 
experienced at the mere threat to perform it. It was 
obviously the part of prudence to have, if possible, an 
initiate on the spot. It is also very awkward for a man 
absorbed in intense magical effort to have to communicate 
with the external world about the business of every.,.day 
life. Jones did not see his way to come, so I asked Rosher, 
who consented. But before he had been there a month he 
found the strain intolerable. I came down to breakfast one 
morning ; no Rosher. I asked the butler why he was 
absent. The man replied, in surprise at my ignorance, 
that Mr. Rosher had taken the early morning boat to 
Inverness. There was no word of explanation ; I never 
saw him or heard of him for many years ; and, when we 
met, though absolutely friendly and even intimate, we never 
referred to the matter. 

One day I came back from shooting rabbits on the hill 
and found a Catholic priest in my study. He had come 
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" The Mother's Tragedy " seems to have been influenced 
by Ibsen, with a touch of Bulwer Lytton. 

In "The Temple of the Holy Ghost," however, the 
reader may trace the pro_gress of my soul's development. 
A few of the poems 1n this book are comparatively normal. 
One can see the extent of my debt to various predecessors, 
especially Baudelaire. But while there is a certain delight 
in dalliance with demoniac Delilahs, there is a steady advance 
towards the utmost spiritual purity. In "The Athanor," 
the invocation of the Holy Guardian Angel reveals my 
true aspirations ; while in " The Mountain Christ," 
" The Rosicrucian," and others, it is evident that my 
ambition was not to become superior to the rest of mankind, 
except in order that I might redeem them. 

I quote : 

" The Oath of the Beginning. 
" I Perdurabo, Frater Ordinis Rosa, Rubez et 

A;rez Crucis, a Lord of the Paths in the Portal of 
the Vault of the Adepts, a 5° =6Q of the Order of the 
Golden Dawn ; and an humble servant of the Christ 
of God ; do this day spiritually bind myself anew : 

" By the Sword of Vengeance : 
" By the Powers of the Elements : 
" By the Cross of Suffering : 

" That I will devote myself to the Great Wor_k : 
the obtaining of Communion with my own Higher 
and Divine Genius (called the Guardian Angel) by 
means of the prescribed course ; and that I will u_se my 
Power so obtained unto the Redemption_ of the U ruverse. 

" So help me the Lord of the Uruverse and mme 

"h s 11" own Hig er ou • 
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of God, and of Him to whose Knowledge and 
Conversation I do most ardencly aspire. 
" So help me the Lord of the Universe, and my own 
Hi.h s 11"' g er OU • 

During this period I continued the practice of visions of 
and voyages upon divers Spiritual planes. It seems worth 
while to record a few of these. They afford a clear indica, 
non of my progress at this time. 

In bed, I invoked the Fire angels and spirits on 
the tablet, with names, etc., and the 6th Key. I then 
( as Harpocrates) entered my crystal. An angel, 
meeting me, told me, among other things, that they 
( of the tablets) were at war with the angels ef the 
30 Aetbyrs, to prevent the squaring of the circle. 
I went with him unto tbe abodes of Fire, but must 
have fallen asleep, or nearly so. Anyhow, I regained 
consciousness in a very singular state, half consciousness 
being there, and half here. I recovered and banished 
the Spirits, but was burning all over, and tossed rest, 
lcssly about-very sleepy, but consumed of Fire ! 
Only repeated careful assumption of Harpocrates • god, 
form enabled me to regain my normal state. I had a 
long dream of a woman eloping, whom I helf ed, and 
after, of a man stealing my Rose Cross jewe from a 
drcssing,table in an hotel. I caught him and found 
him a man weak beyond the natural (I could bend or 
flatten him at wil!),t and then the dream seemed to lose 
coherence. . . . I carried him about and found a hair, 

• Some of lm above phrun arc prescribed by Abram din itstlf; others ~e adapted from my 
su-=6v documam. 

t Thii mcidcru. wu onct quoted by one of my critics as illustrative of the absurdity ofMagick 
- u 'If M2pck war IClponublc for the untionalicy of drcamJ ! 
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brush to beat him, etc. etc. Query: Was I totally 
obsessed 1 

Invoking the angels of Eanh, I obtained wonderful 
effect. The angel, my guide, treated me with great 
contempt, and was very rude and truthful. He showed 
me divers things. In the centre of the eatth is formu, 
lated the Rose and Cross. Now the Rose is the 
Absolute Self,Sacrifice, the merging of all in the O 
(Negative), the Universal Principle of generation 
through change (not merely the feminine), and the 
Universal Light " Khabs." The Cross is the 
Extension or Pekht principle. Now I should have 
learned more ; but my attention wandered. This closes 
the four elemental visions : prosecuted, alas ! with 
what weakness, fatuity, and folly ! 

I ... in the afternoon shut myself up, and went 
on a Journey .... 

I went with a very personal guide :' and beheld 
(after some lesser things) our Master as he sat by 
the Well with the Woman of Samana. Now the 
five husbands were five great religions which had 
defiled the purity of the Virgin of the World : and 
" he whom thou now hast " was materialism ( or 
modern thought). . . 

Other scenes also I saw in His Life : and behold 
I also was crucified ! Now did I go backwards m 
time even unto Berashith, the Beginning, and was 
permitted to see marvellous things. 

First the Abyss of the Water: on which I, even I, 
brooded amid other dusky flames as Shin upon Maim, 
held by my Genius. And I beheld the victory of 

• This horrible phrase was nor my own : I mun not be judged by ii. 
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R.i upon Apophis and the First of the Golden Dawns ! 
Yea : and monsters, faces half,formed, arose : but 
they subsisted not. 

And the firmament was. 
Again the Chaos and the Death ! 
Then Atb Hashamaim ve ath h,aretz. There is 

a whirling, intertwining infinitude of nebulae, many 
concenrric systems, each system nmvconcenrric to any 
other, yer all concenrric to the whole. As I went 
backwards in time they grew faster and faster, and less 
and less material. (P.S.-This is a scientific hypo, 
thesIS, directly conrrary to that of Anna Kingsford.) 
And at last are whirling wheels of light ; yet through 
them waved a thrill of an intenser invisible light in a 
direction perpendicular to the tangents. I asked to go 
yet farther back ; and behold ! I am floating on my 
back--<ast down : in a wind of Light flashing down 
upon me from the immeasurable Above. (This Light 
is of a bluish silver tinge.) And I saw that Face, 
lost above me in the height inscrutable ; a face of 
absolute beauty. And I saw as it were as a Lamb 
slain in the Glamour of Those Eyes. Thus was I 
made pure ; for there, what impurity could live 1 

I was told that not many had been so far back : none 
farther : those who cordJ go farther would not, since 
that would have reabsorbed them into the Beginning, 
and that must not be to him who bath sworn to uplift 
the Standard of Sacrifice and Sorrow, which is 
srrength. (I forgot the Angels in the Planetary Whirl. 
They regarded me with curiosity : and were totally un, 
able to comprehend my explanation that I was a Man, 
returning in time to behold the Beginning of Things.) 
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the London body was in open revolc against the Chief, 
though afraid to declare its intentions. I went to London 
.ind discussed the matter with Jones, Baker and Mrs. 
Emery. Jones saw cle.irly enough that if Mathers were not 
the head of the Order and the trusted representative of the 
Secret Chiefs, there was no Order at all. Baker's position 
was that Mathers was behaving badly ; he was sick of the 
whole business. Mrs. Emery, the nominal representative 
of the Chief, was trying to find a diplomatic solution. Her 
attitude was most serious and earnest, and she was greatly 
distressed by her dilemma. She had thought it best to 
resign quietly, but received a reply of the most staggering 
ch.iracter. The letter is dated February 16th, 1900, and I 
quote the last two paragraphs in full. 

"Now, with reg.ird to the Second Order, it would 
be with the very greatest r,;gret both from my personal 
regard for you, as well as from the Occult standpoint, 
that I should receive your Resignation as my Repre, 
sentative in the Second Order in London ; but I 
cannot let you form a combination to make a schism 
therein with the idea of working secretly or avowedly 
under" Sapere Aude "under the mistaken impression 
that he received an Epitome of the School of the 
Second Order work from G. H. Soror, " Sapiens 
Dominabitur Astris." For this forces me to tell you 
pla1nly (and, understand me well, I can prove to the 
hilt every word which I here say and more, and were 
I confronted with S.A., I should say the same) though 
for the sake of the Order, and for the circumstance 
that it would mean so deadly a blow to S.A.'s 
reputation, I entreat you to keep this secret from the 
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nation. To pass a " Short Act " would be to give the 
alarm, and precipitate the disaster. It would be his duty to 
over,nde the law and put his foot upon the mischie[ Then 
again, the whole of Mathers' conduct might have been in 
the nature of a test. It might have been his way of asking 
the Adepts whether they had the power of concentrating on 
the. spiritual situation, of giving up for ever all their 
pre3ud1ces. 

Anyhow, as far as I was concerned, Mathers was my 
only link with the Secret Chiefs to whom I was pledged. 
I \\Tote to him offering to place myself and my fortune 
unreservedly at his disposal ; if chat meant giving up the 
Abramelin Operation for the present, all right. 

The result of this offer was recorded as follows : 

D.D.C.F. accepts my services, therefore do I rejoice 
chat my sacrifice is accepted. Therefore do I again 
postpone the Operation of Abramelin the lvlage, 
having by God's Grace formulated even in this a 
new link with the Higher, and gained a new weapon 
against the Great Princes of the Evil of the World. 
Amen. 

I went to Paris, discussed the situation with Mathers, and 
formulated the following proposal for dealing with the 
refractory " temple." 

I. The Second Order to be summoned at various 
times during two or three days. They to find, on 
being admitted one by one, a masked man in authority 
and a scribe. These questions, etc. pass, after pledge 
of secrecy concerning interview. 

I 
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My arriv_al in London as the envoy extraordinary and 
plernpotenuary of Mathers, put the cat among the chickens. 
My 1denuty was very soon discovered, and a typhoon began 
to rage m the teacup. The rebels resorted to all sons of 
lawless and violent acts, and spread the most stupidly 
scandalous stories, not only about me, but about the few 
others who remained loyal to Mathers. They did not 
even scruple to slander a young girl of perfect purity, by 
1mpuung to her an improper intimacy with me. It was 
especially dastardly, as she was engaged to be married. To 
this day I cannot understand how people like W. B. Yeats 
should not have repressed such methods in the sternest way, 
and insisted that the fight be fought with fair weapons. They 
had seized the furniture of the temple and the vault. I applied 
to a police magistrate for it to be handed over. On the 
hearing of the summons we were amazed to find Mr. Gill, 
K. C., one of the most famous men at the bar, briefed to 
appear in a police court to squabble over a few pounds 
worth of paraphernalia ! The money was furnished by 
Miss Horniman, daughter of the Mazawattee tea man, and 
later of Manchester Theatre fame. She had been expelled 
by Mathers some time previously. . ... 

I knew enough of campaigning to decline Jolnln~ battle 
against such heavy artillery as Mr. Gill. Luckily, the 
value of the property had been sworn at a sum beyond _the 
limit with which a police magistrate can deal. Th_e 
summons was therefore withdrawn, and Mt. Gill_ kept his 
eloquence and his fee to himsel( There was 1n reality 
nothing worth fighting for._ The rebel camp broke up _1~ 

anarchy. They issued var10us hystencal marnfestos, dis 
tinguished by confusion of thought, inaccuracy of statef 
ment, personal malice, empty bombast, and ignorance o 
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English. One error is worth rescuing from oblivion. 
" Nothing in the above resolutions shall ejfecc our connec, 
oon with the Rosicrucian Order." The poor darlings 
meant a/feet. 

They went on squabbling amongst themselves for a few 
months, and chen had the sense to give up playing at 
Magick. Their only survivor is Arthur Edward Waite, 
who soil Jrecends co carry on the business, though he has 
substitute a pompous, turgid rigmarole of bombastic 
platitudes for the Neophyte ritual, so chat the last spark of 
interest is extinct for ever. Mathers, of course, carried on ; 
bur he had fallen. The Secret Chiefs case him off; he fell 
into deplorable abjection ; even his scholarship deserted 
him. He published nothing new, and lived in sodden 
intoxication oil death put an end to his long misery. He 
was a great man in his way. May he have expiated his 
errors and resumed his labours, with the advantage of 
experience ! 

Summer was now at hand, and the Wanderlust reasserted 
itself in me. There was no point in my going back to 
Boleskine oil the following Easter. As ic happened, 
Mathers-co whom I returned to report progress-had two 
guests, members of the Order. They had just come back 
from Mexico. The fancy took me to go there. I wanted 
m particular to climb che great volcanoes. So, late in 
June, 1900, I sailed for New York. 

ENO OF VOLUME I 
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MARSYAS: Not from the Valley shalt thou test 

The eggs that line the eagle's nest! 
Climb, with thy life at stake, the ice, 
The sheer wall of the precipice ! 
Master the cornice, gain the breach, 
And learn what next the ridge can teach ! 
Yet-not the ridge itself may speak 
The secret of the final peak. 

0LYMPAS : All ridges join at last. 

MARSYAS : Admitted, 

MARSYAS: 

0 thou astute and subtle-witted ! 
Yet one-loose, jagged, clad in mist ! 
Another-firm, smooth, loved and kissed 
By the soft sun ! 

* * * * * 

.. Seek the sacramental snow, 
Where like an high priest I may stand 
With acolytes on every hand, 
The lesser peaks-my will withdrawn 
To invoke the dayspring from the dawn, 
Changing that rosy smoke of light 
To a pure crystalline white ; 
Through the mist of mind, as draws 
A dancer round her limbs the gauze, 
Clothe light, and show the virgin Sun 
A lemon,.pale medallion ! 
Thence leap we leashless to the goal, 
Stainless star,.rapture of the soul. 

(from AHA.) 



DEDTCATION OF VOLUME TWO 

To Three Immortal Memories 
RICHARD FRANCIS BURTON 

che perfect pioneer of spiritual and physical adventure 
OSCAR ECKENSTEIN 

who trained me to follow the trail 
ALLAN BENNETT 
who did what he could 
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I think it was on the 6th ofJ uly that I reached New Yark. 

In those days one was not bored by people who had never 
seen a real skyline boasting of the outrage since perpetrated 
by the insects. A mountain sky,line is nearly always noble 
and beautiful, being the result of natural forces acting 
uniformly and in conformity with law. Thus, though it 
is not designed, it is the embodiment of the principles 
which are inherent in Design. New Yark, on the other 
hand, has been thrown up by a series of disconnected 
accidents. 

The vanity of the natives led them therefore to concen, 
trate their enthusiasm on a rejected statue of Commerce 
intended for the Suez Canal. This they had purchased 
at secondhand and grandiloquently labelled " Liberty 
enlightening the W arid." They had been prophetic 
enough to put it on an island with its back to the 
mainland. 

But, in those days, the spirit of Liberty was still intensely 
alive in the United States. The least sensitive visitor was 
bound to become aware of it in a few hours. There was 
no genteel servility. Nobody interfered with anyone else's 
business, or permitted busybodies to meddle with his. The 
people seemed prosperous and contented ; they had not yet 

I B 
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b 
c b.dd to amuse themselves when the day's work een ror 1 en 

was over. b • di h Till h • time I had never een 1n any repute y ot 
t ,sI was appalled to find New York intolerable. I 

counrry. f • • I ·11 
filled a cold bath, and got in and out o _It at 111terva s t1 
eleven at night, when I crawled, panung, through the 

asu.ng streets and consumed 1ce,water, iced watermelon, 
ro • "dGd"I .d ice,cream, and iced coffee. Goo o , sa.t to 
myself, '' and this is merely New York ! What m_ust 
Mexico be like! " I supposed that I was expenenc1ng 
normal conditions, whereas in point of fact I had landed at 
the climax of a heat wave which killed about a hundred 
people a day while it lasted. I should have discovered the 
truth if I had looked at a newspaper ; but I did not read 
them. I had already learnt that even the finest mind is 
bound to perish if it suffers the infection of journalism. 
It is not merely chat one defiles the mind by inflicting upon 
it slipshod and inaccurate English, shallow, common, 
place, vulgar, hasty and prejudiced thought, and deliberate 
dissipation. Apart .from these positive pollutions, there is 
the negauve effect. To read a newspaper is to refrain from 
reading somethmg worth while. The natural laziness 
of the mind te'mpts one to eschew authors who demand 
a continuous effort of intelligence. The first discipline of 
education must therefore be to refuse resolutely to feed the 
nund wnh canned chatter. 

People tdl me that they must read the papers so as to know 
what 15 gomg on. In the first place, they could hardly find 
fa! worse guide. Most of what is printed turns out to he 
d se, sooner

6 
or later. Even when there is no deliberate 

b ecepnon, ~ e _achcount must, from the n;ture of the case 
e presence Wit out adequate reflection, and must seem t~ 
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possess an importance which time shows to be absurdly 
exaggerated; or vice versa. No event can be fairly judged 
without background and perspective. 

I only stayed in New York rwo or three days, and then 
travelled direct to Mexico City. It was my first experience 
of a really long journey by train. The psychology is very 
curious. Journeys of more than half an hour begin to be 
tedious. Edinburgh to Inverness : I used to feel on the 
verge of insanity before I had got half way. But after rwo 
or three days in the train one becomes acclimatised. 

The city of Mexico began by irritating me intensely. 
The hotel had no organised service ; they didn't seem to 
care whether one got anything to eat or not. In fact, in 
the whole city, there was only one restaurant where one 
could get anything outside the regular local dishes. Nobody 
bothers about eating. The same applies to drinking, as far 
as the palate is concerned. People ate to satisfy hunger, and 
drank to get drunk. There were no fine vintages ; the 
principal drinks were pulque, which is the fermented sap of 
the aloe ; mescal, tequila, and aguardiente ; the last being 
a general term applicable to any discilled spirit. In those 
days I was practically an abstainer, and as I had a fastidious 
daintiness which made me dislike trying experiments, I 
never even sampled any of these drinks. 

It is a very curious trait. I used to refuse, sometimes 
under embarrassing pressure, to taste things whose appear, 
ance or whose name displeased me. I would not eat jam, 
even as a child, because it looked messy. I must have been 
nearly forty before I would touch salad. It seems absurd. 
I was very fond of lobster mayonnaise ; but lobster salad, 
never ! I diilike the combination of consonants. The 
word suggests something indefinite. It gives the effect of 
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4 f • here the absence o accentuatlon emascu ... 
French poetry, w 
lates the rhythm. • h M • h 

c. d If spiritually at home w1t exicans. T ey 
I ioun myse h h d D. d • · d try and commerce. T ey a taz to o their 

despise m us d d d 11 h d .d • Ii . al thinking for them, an amne we e 1 tt. 
;he~c hearts are set on b_ull _fi_g~ting, cock fighting, 
gambling, and lechery. Theu spu1~ 1s brave and buoyant ; 
it has not been poisoned by hypocrisy and the struggle for 

Iifi hired part of a house overlooking the Alameda, a 
magnificent park intended for ple~ure ~nd protected from 
the police. I engaged a young Indian gul to look afier me, 
and settled down to steady work at Magick. I had an 
introduction to an old man named Don Jesus Medina, a 
descendant of the great duke of Armada fame, and one of 
the highest chiefs of Scottish Rite Free,,Masonry. My 
Qabalistic knowledge being already profound by current 
standards, he thought me worthy of the highest initiation in 
his power to confer ; special powers were obtained in view 
of my limited sojourn, and I was pushed rapidly through 
and admitted to the thirty,.third and last degree before I 
left the country. 

~ ~a_d also _a certainamount oflatitude granted by Mathers 
to mm~te suitable people in partibus. I, therefore, established 
;~ enurely new Order of my own, called L.I.L. : the 

Lamp of the Invisible Light." Don Jesus became its 
: st High Priest. In the Order L.I.L., the letters L.P.D. are 
l e m~no~ams of the mysteries. An explanation of these 
etters 15 g~v~n by Dumas in the prologue of his '' Memoirs 
to a Phys1c1 '' d Eli h I h an, an p as Levi discusses them at some 
_engt • . I, however, remembered them directly from my 
mcarnatton as c li ag ostro. It would be improper to 
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communicate their significance to the profane, but I may 
say that the political interpretation given by Dumas is 
superficial, and the ethical suggestions of Levi puerile and 
perverse ; or, more correctly, intentionally misleading. 
They conceal a number of magical formula: of minor 
importance but major practical value, and the curious 
should conduct such research as they feel impelled to make 
in the light of the Qabalah. Their numerical values, 
Yetziratic attributions, and the arcana of the Atus of 
Tahuti, supply an adequate clue to such intelligences as 
are enlightened by sympathy and sincerity. 

The general idea was to have an ever,burning lamp in a 
temple furnished with talismans appropriate to the elemental, 
planetary, and zodiacal forces of nature. Daily invocations 
were to be performed with the object of making the light 
itself a consecrated centre or focus of spiritual energy. This 
light would then radiate and automatically enlighten such 
minds as were ready to receive it. 

Even to,day, the experiment seems to me interesting, and 
the conception sublime. I am rather sorry that I lost touch 
with Don Jesus ; I should like very much to know how it 
turned out. 

I devoted practically my whole time to this and other 
Magical Work. I devised a Ritual of Self,Initiation (See 
Eqx. I, 3, p. 269 ), the essential feature of which is the working 
up of spiritual enthusiasm by means of a Magical Dance. 
This dance contained the secret gestures of my grade, 
combined with the corresponding words. I used to set my 
Will against the tendency to giddiness, and thus postpone 
as long as possible the final physical intoxication. In this 
way I lost consciousness at a moment when I was wholly 
absorbed in aspiration. Thus, instead of falling into dull 
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d kn I erged into a lucid state, in which I was purged ar ess, em . II 1 . . 
f 

ality and all sensory or 1nte ectua 1mpress1ons. I 
operson .. F • kd d 
became the vehicle of the D1v1ne orces 1nvo e , an so 

· d Godhead My results were sausfactory so far experience • 
th went • but they did not aid my personal progress 

as :uch si~ce I had not formulated an intellectual link very • . 
between the divine and human consc10usness. 

I worked also at acquiring the r.ower of invisibility. 
(See Eqx. I, 3, p. 272 for the Ritua .) I reached a point 
when my physical. reflecuon 111 a mirror became faint and 
flickering. It gave very much the effect of the 1nterrnpted 
images of the cinematograph in its early days. But the real 
secret of invisibility is not concerned with the laws of 
optics at all ; the crick is to prevent people noticing you 
when they would normally do so. In this I was quite 
successful. For example, I was able to take a walk in the 
street in a golden crown and a scarlet robe without attracting 
attenuon. 

Most interesting of all'. perhaps, is a Magical practice 
which I devISed, ostensibly to deal with the dilemma 
propounded by the Sphinx : " The postulant to Magick 
must be morally perfect." It may be that I felt instinctively 
that my _pious predecessors were wro_ng in demanding the 
suppresSion of manhood and 1mpos1ng arbitrary codes of h0nd6cc, (I_ know now, of course, that their instructions 

ave 
6
eed nusunderstood ; every element in one's molecule 

mfust ; eveloped to the utmost and applied to the service 
o one s True Will ) I I h 
fc eh .d hi • suppose ave to thank Stevenson 
or c i ea w eh w h' A 
0 d I 

• as t IS. s a member of the Second 
r a, wore a certai • II d 

m h I 11 Jewe e ornament of gold upon 
Y ean. arranged that h I h d • . 

no thought, d . w en a It on, I was to perm1t 
war ' or acuon, save such as pertained directly 
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to my Magical Aspirations. When I took it off I was, on 
the_ c?~trary, to permit no such things ; I was to be utterly 
ururutlate. It was Jekyll and Hyde, but with the two 
personalities balanced and complete in themselves. I found 
this practice of very great service. It was in fact essentially 
a beginning of systematic control of thought. The method 
is now incorporated in the instructions of the A. • . A. • . 
( See Liber J ugorum.) 

Mexico proved a glorious galloping..-ground for my 
Pegasus. The magnificent mountain air, the splendour of 
the sun, the flamboyant beauty of the flowers, the intoxi..
cating intimacy of leaping, fearless love which flamed in 
every face, made my mind a racing rhythm of rapture. 

Yet my principal achievement had its roots in Europe. At 
one of Mathers' semi..-public ceremonies, I had met a member 
of the Order, an American prima donna. She took me by 
storm, and we became engaged. The marriage could not 
take place immediately, as she had to get rid of some husband 
that she had left lying about in Texas. But I heard her sing 
Venus in "Tannhauser " at Covent Garden; and she 
courteously insisted on my sampling the goods with which 
she proposed to endow me. The romance of an intrigue 
with so famous an artist excited my imagination. One 
afternoon, in Mexico, I picked up a woman who attracted 
me by the insatiable intensity of passion that blazed from 
her evil inscrutable eyes, and tortured her worn face into a 
whirlpool of seductive sin. I passed some hours with her 
in her slum ; and, walking home, found myself still 
so unappeased-lassatus, sed non satiatus-that my fever 
developed a delirium whose images assumed the form of 
Wagner's opera. I went home, and sat down at once to 
write my own poetical and Magical version of the story. I 





THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 9 -------
the world. In this way one gets the thrill which those 
who have sold their souls to Baedeker miss. Imagine the 
delight of discovering the Coliseum or the Taj Mahal for 
oneself, at a moment, perhaps, when one's mind was 
preoccupied with commonplace ideas! I may have missed 
a few masterpieces, but not many ; and people who go to 
see them on purpose miss them all altogether. 

The maximum of romance and pleasure is to be found in 
Mexico, even in the quite small provincial towns. There 
is alv.1ays some sort of Alameda, a well--wooded square 
more or less in the middle of the town with seats in any 
number, and a bandsca.nd where a band plays every night 
without any swank, because people like music. It is never 
too hot ; there is usually a pleasant breeze, enough to stir 
the leaves and not enough to disturb and annoy. It is full 
of men and women ; all seem young and all are charming, 
spontaneous, and ready to make any desired kind of love. 

In fact, they are making it continually in their hearts, 
and only wait opportunity co suit the word and action to 
the thought. Nor does opportunity lag. There are no 
practical difficulties. Indoors and out Nature and Art 
combine to invite Cupid to pay every kind of visit, 
passionate, permanent, transitory, trivial. The caprice of 
the moment is the sole arbiter of the event. The idea of 
worry is unknown. "Take no thought for the morrow" 
is the first principle of human relations, especially in regard 
to all such matters. Love is the business of life, but it is all 
profit and no loss. There is no false shame, no contamin-
ation by ideas of commerce, and material matters in general. 
There is no humbug about purity, uplift, idealism, or any 
such nonsense. I cannot hope to express the exquisite 
pleasure of freedom. One's spontaneity was not destroyed 
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by anticipations of all sorts ?f difficulty in finding a fr~end of 
any desired cype, obstacles 1n ~he way of consummaung the 
impulse, and unpleasantness 111 the aftermath. Th~ prob,, 
lem of sex, which has reduced Anglo--Saxon nauons to 
hysteria and insat:ity, has been s_ol:'ed in Mexico br _the 
co--operation of climate and cordiality. Even Catholicism 
has lost most of its malignancy in Mexico. Clergy and 
laity unite, spiritually and somatically, with gay ardour. 
The Virgin is here actually the fille,-m'ere which the gospels 
really represent, for all our blustering denial of the obvious 
facts. Of course, the priest likes a little gratification for his 
complaisance, but that is a very human trait, and as he is 
neither greedy, malicious, nor hypocritical, the charity 
which he enjoys is given freely in the friendliest spirit. 

This was because he had Diaz 3 3 ° to keep him in order. 
Afier Diaz' death, the priests got gay on a bellyful of-
the Host (?) like the world famous Sparrow, and had to be 
curbed seriously, as history relates. 

My first night out of Iguala was a mysterious delight. 
I had lost my way in a sugar plantation, and it was getting 
dark when I came to a railway in course of construction. I 
followed this, hoping to find a town, but night fell, sudden 
~nd black ; so I tethere~ my horse and lay down to sleep 
m my poncho by the light of a fire, to make which I 
borrowed some loose material lefi by the engineers. Dawn 
was just breaking when I was awakened from sleep by 
that subtle sense. of ?anger which protects sleeping way-
fuers. In the dim light I saw three heads peering at me 
over the_ embankment. I fired my revolver in the air ; the 
heads disappeared ; I turned over and went to sleep again 
instantly for several hours. 

My second night was otherwise amusing. I struck a 
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lacer, I found the bones of the mule picked clean and 

dryOne can always rdl a Mexican by his peculiar habit of 
blowing through his cigarette before _lighting it. The 
reason for this is that the government cigarettes are rolled 
by convicts, who are allowed what they consider an inade, 
quate amount of tobacco daily for their own use. _ They 
therefore increase therr supply by =ng dust wnh the 
tobacco handed out to them every morning for their work, 
and one therefore has to blow it out. 

It is said, I know not how truly, that a Mexican town, 
in a corner near the Rio Grande, was, in the course of the 
revolution and counter,revolution of the contending vu!, 
tures in 1917, cut off for a time from all communication with 
the rest of the country. Presumably everyone buried what, 
ever cash he happened to have. At least it vanished 
rapidly and strangely. The city gasped. What the devil 
was to be done 1 Being folk of sense, they soon collected 
their wits and said : " All right. It's no good crying for 
the moon. We've got to go on exchanging wealth. 
We'll simply barter on credit and strike a weekly balance. 

If anyone fancies he"s got a soft thing-
If we haven't got pesos we've plenty of string." 

Tb_e result was surprising. Business went on pretty well 
as m the past, with this remarkable difference : the motive 
for cheating and boarding and gambling was gone. One 
could, of course, amass a fortune on the balance sheet of 
the town council ; but it would be bard to cash in. So 
nobody troubled to ourwit his neighbour or plot his ruin. 
They contented themselves with aiming at comfort and ease. 
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possesse_d an unique cunosicy : s;me eccentric rrulli~naire 
had bu1lc a the~tre, sparing no expense to make it the most 
gorgeous building oflts kind in the world. The stalls, for 
instance, were upholstered in real velvet, embroidered with 
real _gold thread. For some reason, I think because the 
President had declined to open it, the owner felt himself 
insulted and kept it shut up. It was never opened at all 
except as a show place for visitors like myself, and finally 
was somehow burnt to the ground. 

Mexico City was full of American professional gamblers 
and confidence men. I saw a good deal of two of these ; 
a lank grey Yankee named McKee and his genial jackal 
Wilson, or some such name. Alier a few days' acquainc, 
ance Wilson approached me with the following proposal. 
It appeared that the manager of a mine near St. Luis Potosi 
had stolen a quantity of gold dust. He had got scared, 
and dared not bolt. Wilson thought that if we offered 
him a thousand dollars, each putting up half, he would be 
willing to hand over the compromising sacks, value five 
thousand or so. Not for nothing had I read the works 
of " Pitcher of The Pink 'Un," and other authorities on 
the gentle art of farting a fool and his money. I joyfully 
accepted Wilson s proposal. " Bring your five hundred 
right along," I said, " and I'll go and put the job through. 
I know you' re too busy to leave the city." He agreed, 
and returned an hour later, not with the cash, but with his 
partner. They apolo?iscd profusely for mistaking me for a 
mug. " Look here,' said M~Kee, " the innocence of your 
face is a fortune. I know a nch man here who IS crazy on 
gambling. You shall r~ok him at _Brazilian Poker. (In 
this game one backs one s hand as 111 or,hnary poker, but 
the hands arc of two cards with the opaon of taking a 
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third, as in Baccarat). We '11 signal you what he holds. 
With your face, he '11 never get wise to the stunt." 

The psychology of these people really interested me. 
They had no experience of the kind of ma~ who knows 
all the tricks but refuses to cheat. Their world was 
composed entirely _of sharps and flats. It is th~ typical 
American conception ; the use of knowledge 1s to get 
ahead of the other fellow, and the question of fairness 
depends on the chance of detection. We see this even in 
amateur sport. The one idea is to win. Knowledge for 
its own sake, pleasure for its own sake, seem to the American 
mere frivolity. " Life is real, life is earnest." One of 
themselves told me recently that the American ideal is 
attainment, while that of Europe is enjoyment. There is 
much truth in this, and the reason is that in Europe we have 
aheady attained everything, and discovered that nothing is 
worth while. Unless we live in the present, we do not 
live at all. 

Mexico was full of gambling houses, and I used to play 
a great deal. The chief game was Monte, in which the 
dealer exposes two cards ; the punter can back which he 
pleases ; bets being placed, the dealer skins the pack, and 
the first card which duplicates one of the two exposed 
cards wins for it. The bank's percentage is that if the 
~t card skinned decides ( is " in the door," as they say), 
It only pays three,.,quarters of the stake. 

The son of one of the prominent members of the old G.D. 
went to the bad and became a professional crook. Him I once 
freq~ented to s~d_y the psychology of hawk and pigeon. 

~use_ let me 1n~1St that ~he k_nave is always a fool. Pros,., 
per1ty is a fu1:ct1on ?f b1olog1cal success, and (facts being 
facts) the habit of lying begets credulity. My friend never 
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profited except now and then for a few lucky weeks, though 
he scooped in that nme enough to keep a man with a 
grain of good sense for the rest of his Lfe. 

The confidence trick is protean, but in all its forms the 
essence is to get the vicnm off his guard. Observe how 
this fact confirms my general theory that surrender of the 
will to the guidance of the emonons 1s destrucnve of judg, 
ment. The first act m every trick is what is called the 
" come on " or the " build up." Its crudest form is 
proving to a stranger that you trust him by asking him to 
go away for five minutes with your watch and money. 
From this has been developed an amazing structure of 
su bcle strategy. The shrewdest bankers have been looted 
for tens of thousands. The general plan is to bring about, 
in an apparently natural way, a series of incidents in which 
the chief of the confederates shows to advantage. His 
victim is induced to admire his keen sense of honour, his 
generosity, fairness, integrity, and so on in various emer, 
gencies. When the swindler feels sure that his victim 
trusts him implicitly, he proceeds to the next act. A scheme 
is suggested by which they shall both make a fortune, and 
in one of a million ways a situation is brought about in 
which it is hard for the vicnm to avoid putting up his cash. 
He could hardly show suspicion, even if he felt it, without 
giving outrageous offence for which he could produce no 
excuse. His common decency is concerned, and at the 
same time a strong appeal made to his interests. He pro, 
duces the goods-and bears no more of the matter. 

I could give the details of half a hundred schemes of this 
sort. Their ingenuity extorts my intellectual admiration, 
and yet there is always a fundamental flaw that, in the 
hands of such men, a million melts more quickly than a 

C 
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of the thing, some years later. I made it a rule to take £5 
to the Casino and quit, when it was gone, for the day. 
As luck would have it, on the fourth day I kept on 
winning. I had an appointment for lunch. Remembering 
this, I suddenly awoke to the fact that I had won over £ 3 50. 
That was good enough for me. After lunch I packed 
up and escaped to Nice, with a vow never again to set foot 
in the Principality. 

All this time I had not forgotten my project of climbing 
the mountains of Mexico. Somehow, my Indian girl knew 
that I was keen on them ; and one day she called me up 
to the roof of the house and pointed out two snow..,capped 
peaks. As I have already said, my judgment of heights and 
distances was surprisingly accurate. Mexico being about 
seven thousand feet above the sea, I judged these peaks to 
be from eleven to twelve thousand, and their distance from 
the city some eight to ten miles. I proposed co myself to 
stroll out and climb them one day. " From their summits," 
I said to myself, "I may be able to see the big mountains 
eighty miles away." The scheme miscarried. I was 
looking at the big mountains themselves ! I had made no 
allowance for the clearness of the air. People whose 
experience is confined to Europe have no means of judging 
correctly. As I found later, the Himalayas are co Mexican 
peaks as these are to the Alps. In North India one sees a 
mountain apparently within a day's march, yet four days 
later that mountain will hardly have changed its apparent 
size and distance. 

I do not know why I made no attempts on the peaks. 
Perhaps it was from an obscure feeling of comradeship. I 
preferred to wait till Eckenstein joined me, which he was to 
d.o towards the end of the year. 
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Meanwhile my Magical condition was making me 

curiously uncomfortable. I was succeeding beyond all my 
expectations. In the dry pure air of Mexico, with_ its 
spiritual energy unexhausted and uncontarrunated as 1t 1s 
in cities, it was astonishingly easy to produce satisfactory 
results. But my very success somehow disheartened me. 
I was getting what I thought I wanted, and the Attainment 
itself taught me that I wanted something entirely different. 
What that might be it did not say. My distress became 
acute ; and, as I had done at the beginning, I sent out an 
urgent call for help from the Masters. It must have been 
heard at once, for little over a fortnight later I got a long 
letter from Fra. V.N. The ugh I had not written to him, he 
gave me the very word that I needed. It restored my courage 
and my confidence. I continued my work with deeper and 
truer understanding. I began to perceive the real impli, 
cations of what I was doing. In particular, I gained an 
entirely new grip of the Qabalah. 

One of my results demands detailed record, because it 
proved later to be one of the foundations of the Great Work 
of my life. The word Abracadabra is familiar to everyone. 
Why should it possess such a reputation 1 Eliphas Levi's 
explanations lefi me cold. I began to suspect that it must 

20 



THE CONFE.SSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 21 

be a corruption of some true "word of power." I investi., 
gated it by means of the Qabalah. I restored its true 
spelling. Analysis showed it to be indeed the essential 
formula of the Great Work. It showed how to unite the 
Macrocosm with the Microcosm. I, therefore, adopted 
this word and its numerical value, 418, as the quintes., 
sentialised expression of the proper way to conduct all 
major Magical Operations. 

This discovery was only one of many. Before Allan 
Bennen left for Ceylon, he gave me most of his Magical 
note books. One of these contained the beginnings of a 
Qabalistic dictionary in which various sacred words were 
entered, not alphabetically, but according to their numerical 
value. I must explain that the fundamental idea of the 
Qabalah is that the Universe may be regarded as an elabor., 
ation of the numbers from o to 10, arranged in a certain 
geometrical design, and connected by twenty.,two " paths." 
The problem is to acquire perfect comprehension of the 
essential nature of these numbers. Every phenomenon, 
every idea, may be r_eferred to one or more numbers. Each 
is thus, so to say, a particular modification of the pure idea. 
Sacred words which add up to any number should be 
eloquent commentaries on one of its aspects. Thus the 
number I 3 proves to be, as it were, an essay on the number I. 

The words "Unity" and "Love,, both add up to 13. 
These ideas are therefore qualities of I. Now, 26 combines 
the idea of duality, which is the condition of manifestation 
or consciousness, with this 13 ; and we find, accordingly, 
that 26 is the value of the name Jehovah. From this we 1 

see Him as the Demiourgos, the manifestation in form of 
the primordial One. 

For many years I worked on these lines continually, 
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adding 10 Allan's nucleus, and_ ultimately making a 
systematic compilation. The resulang book was published 
in the Equinox, Volume I, N_umber 8. It 1s the only 
dictionary of the Qabalah 1n eX1stence that can claim any 
degree of completeness. Since its publication, of course, 
new knowledge has come to light, and I hope to issue a 
revised edition in course of time. As it stands, however, 
it is the essential book of reference for the student. It can 
never be complete ; for one thing, every student must create 
his own Qabalah. My conception, for instance, of the 
number 6 will not be identical with yours. The difference 
between you and me is, in fact, just this ; you are capable 
of perceiving one set of aspects of absolute reality, I another. 
The higher our attainment, the more closely will our 
points of view coalesce, just as a great English and a great 
French historian will have more ideas in common about 
Napoleon Bonapane than a Devonshire and a Proven1:al 
peasanL But there will always be more in any being than 
any man can know. 

My Magical work was pushed into the background by 
the arrival of Eckenstein. He openly jeered at me for 
wasting my time on such rubbish. He being brutally out, 
spoken, and I shy and sensitive, I naturally avoided creating 
opporrunities for him to indulge his coarse ribaldry on a 
subject which to me was supremely sacred. Occasionally, 
however, I would take advantage of his unintelligence by 
talking to him in terms which I knew he would not under, 
stand. I find that it relieves my mind and helps me to 
clanfy my thoughts if I inflict my jargon on some harmless 
stranger haphazard. As will be told in due course, 
Eckenstein and I made a very thorough exploration of the 
moumams of Mexico. During this time, my Magical 
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With moving objects, the trouble is that they try to behave 
in an erratic mannet. The pendulum wants to change Its 
rate, the extent of its swing, or the plane in which it travels. 

Thete wete also practices in which I had to imagine 
certain sounds, scents, tastes, and tactile sensations. Having 
covered this ground,work to his satisfaction, he allowed 
me to begin to visualise human figures. He told me that 
the human figure acts differently from any other object. 
" No one has evet managed to keep absolutely still." 
Thete is also a definite test of success in this practice. The 
image should resolve itself into two ; a smaller and a 
larget supetimposed. It is said that by this means one can 
investigate the charactet of the person of whom one is 
thinking. The image assumes a symbolic form, significant 
of its ownet's moral and intellectual qualities. 

I practised these things with great assiduity ; in fact, 
Eckenstein put the brake on. One must not overstrain the 
mind. Under his careful tuition, I obtained great success. 
Thete is no doubt that these months of steady scientific 
work, unspoiled by my romantic fancies, laid the basis of a 
sound Magical and Mystic technique. Eckenstein evidently 
undetstood what I was latet to learn from the Book of the 
Law : " For pure will, unassuaged of purpose, delivered 
from the lust of result, is eveiy way perfect.'' 

During this time we wete busy with expeditions. Ecken, 
stein had already been to the Himalayas (in r892) ; he 
wanted_ to complete my education by experience of moun, 
rams higher than the Alps, and travel in rough country 
among prmunve people. We began by establishing a 
camp on Iztacc1huatl, at about r4,ooo feet. We remained 
thete for a matter of three weeks, and climbed this, the 
most beautiful mountain in Mexico, from eveiy possible 
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side. In so doing, we incidentally broke several world's 
records. 

Our difficulties were in some ways severe. The canned 
food procurable in Mexico City was of inferior quality, and 
many years old at that. Eckenstein was constantly ill with 
d1arrhcra, and I was not much bercer. Finally food gave 
out altogether, and our last three days we had literally 
nothing but champagne and Danish butter. We didn't 
care much ; we had done what we had set out to do. 
Besides, I had learnt a great deal about camp life, the fine 
points of glissading, and the use of Steigeisen. In I 899, 
at the Montanvers, I had already found chat his mechanically 
perfect " claws " worked miracles. We had shown a 
young man from Oxford, Dr. T. G. Longstaff, of what 
they were capable. Eckenstein would walk on a measured 
slope of over 70° of hard black ice without cutting a step. 
On slopes up to 50° he could simply stroll about. Nor 
could Longstaff pull him off by the rope. 

On the grand scale, too, I had proved their possibilities. 
One day, Eckenstein being ill, I had arranged to go with 
Longstaff and his rwo guides over the Col du Geant. Not 
feeling very fit myself. I thought I would start an hour ahead 
of the others. Having inspected the ice,fall, I found a way 
straight up. When I was about half way through the 
seracs, I heard Longstaff's guides yelling blue murder. 
I had taken the " wrong " way. Their route involved a 
d~our of a mile or more. I took no notice of their friendly 
anxiety, and reached the top a long way in advance. 
When they arrived, they explained that what I had done 
was impossible. To carry on the joke, when we got back 
I offered r 50 francs to any parry that would repeat the 
climb by my route. Nobody did so. 
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It is really astonishing and distressing that ( afier all these 
years of proof that. men with proper claws are to men 
without them as a nfleman to an archer) English climbers 
are still quite ignorant of what claws can do, or how to use 
them. In Mr. Harold Raeburn's book he argues amiably 
against them. He admits that one can walk up hard snow 
at easy angles without steps, but fears to do so lest, recurrung 
later in the day, he should find the snow sofi, and then 
where would he be without a staircase 1 He seems to have 
no idea that the supreme use of claws is on ice, and that the 
harder the ice the surer the hold. Yet Mr. Raeburn pits 
himself against Everest, where claws would convert the 
most perilous passages into promenades, and ice slopes 
whose length and steepness make step,cutting impracticable 
into serenely simple staircases. The policy of boycotting 
Eckenstein and his school, of deliberately ignoring the 
achievements of Continental climbers, to say nothing of 
my own expeditions, has preserved the privilege and 
prestige of the English Alpine Club. Ignorance and 
incompetence are unassailable. Ridicule does not reach 
the realms of secure snobbery. The mountains themselves 
vainly maim and murder the meddlers ; they merely 
clamour all the more conceitedly to be considered heroes. 
It is one of the most curious characteristics of the English 
that they set such store by courage as to esteem a man the 
more highly the more blindly he blunders into disaster. 
We thought_ it rather unfair to take cover against Boer 
marksmanship ; we are still proud of being unprepared in 
the Great Wa_r .. We doubt whether Science is sportsman, 
like ; and so 1t 1s thought rotten bad form to point out how 
nusmanag~ment smashed Scott's expedition. No gentle, 
man cnuc1ses the conduct of the campaign of Gallipoli. 
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In March, 1922, I heard of the composition and projectS 
of the Everest Expediuon. I wrote an article predicting 
failure and disaster, giving my reasons, and showing how to 
avoid the smash. No one would print it. I was told it 
was not the thing to " crab " these gallant gentlemen. 
No. But should my prophecies come true, then was the 
time_ to explain why. What I had foretold came to pass 
precisely as I had predicted it. But I was still unable to 
get a hearing. Why add to the tribulations of these heroes 
by showing up their stupidity ! Besides, England had 
failed-bener not talk about it at all. 

On lztaccihuatl, on off days, we had a lot of practice with 
rifles and revolvers. At that altitude and in that clear air 
one's shooting becomes superb. We found we could do 
at a hundred yards bener than we had ever done before at 
twenty,five. We used to knock the bonoms out of bonles, 
end,on, without breaking the necks. In Mexico we used 
to make rather a point of practising with firearms whenever 
we struck a new district. A reputation for expertness is 
the best protection against local marauders. 

For instance. We once fell in with a party of railway 
engineers, one short. The absentee had strolled out afier 
dinner to enjoy the cool of the air. He was found in the 
morning naked, with a machete wound in the back. He 
had been treacherously murdered for the value of a suit 
worth, at the outside, five shillings. 

When we returned to Amecameca, we went at once to 
pay our respects to the J efe Politico, to ask him to dinner to 
celebrate our triumph. He had been very kind and useful 
in helping us to make various arrangements. When he 
saw us he assumed an air of sympathetic melancholy. We 
wondered what it could mean. By degrees he brought 
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himsdf 10 break 10 us gently the terrible news. Queen 
Victoria was dead ! To the amazement of the worthy 
mayor, we broke into shouts of joy and an impromptu war 
dance. 

I think this incident rathet important. In reading Mr. 
Lytton Strachey's "Eminent,,Victoria_ns.''. and_ still more 
his " Life of Queen V1ctona, as also m d1scusS1ng penods 
with the younger generation, I find total failure to appreciate 
the attitude of artists and advanced thinkers who remember 
her Jubilee. They cannot realise that to us Victoria was 
sheer suffocation. While she lived it would be impossible 
to take a single step in any direction. She was a huge and 
heavy fog ; we could not see, we could not breathe. 
Under her, England had advanced automatically to pros, 
perity. Science too had surged up from sporadic spurts 
into a system. And yet, somehow or other, the spirit of her 
age had killed everything we cared for. Smug, sleek, super, 
ficial, servile, snobbish, sentimental shopkeeping had spread 
everywhere. Even Darwinism had become respectable. 
Even Bradlaugh had been accepted. James Thomson 
had been starved and classed with the classics. Swinburne 
had been whacked and washed and brushed and turned into 
a model boy. The Church of England had collapsed 
under the combined assault of Rationalism and Rome ; 
yet, deprived of its religious element, and torn from its 
historical justification, it persisted placidly. The Soul of 
England was stagnant, stupified ! Nothing remained for 
which a man might be willing either to live or to die. 
Huxley, Manning, Booth, Blavatsky, Ray Lankester-it 
mattered nothmg what they said and did, all were equally 
still_ed 111 sha~eless sacks, stowed away indistinguishably, 
theu voices nungled 111 the murmur of polite society. 
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It is hard to say why Queen Victoria should have seemed 
the symbol of this extraordinary state of suspended anima,, 
tion. Yet there was something in her physical appearance 
~nd her mo:al_ ch~r~~ter :Vhich pointed to her as the perfect 
tm~ge of this 1nlub~ung idea. The new generation, seeing 
their predecessors tn perspective, perceive the individual 
qualities of each. There is nothing to tell them that in those 
days each one of us seethed with impotent rage at our 
doom. We were all damned with faint praise. Sir 
Richard Burton was toned down into a famous traveller 
and translator ; Cordon sentimentalised into a warrior 
saint ; Hardy was accepted as the Homer of Wessex ; 
Meredith patted on the back as the Modern Ovid. It was 
impossible to dynamite the morass of mediocrity. Progress 
was impossible. The most revolutionary proposals, the 
most blasphemous theories, lost their sting. A Sovereign 
of Suet, a Parliament of Putty, an Aristocracy of Alabaster, 
an Intelligentzia of India.,rubber, a Proletariat of Pulp ; it 
was impossible to shape such material. The strongest 
impression was blunted by the inertia of the viscous glue 
which resisted nothing, but resumed its formlessness as soon 
as the immediate impulse of the impact was spent. 

England had become a, Hausfrau 's i~e~ _of heave~ and 
the emrire an eternal Earl s Court Exh1b1t1on. This was 
the rea reason why people who loved England, ~e Tom 
Broadbent in "John Bull's Other Island," used to mdul&e 
in spasms of glee whenever we happened to have a corporal s 
file ambushed by some horde of savages.•. . . 

Our next expedition was to the Coltm~ ?tstnct .. The 
mountain is here divided into two very d1st1nct sections ; 
one is snow.,clad, the other one of the most frequently 

* P.S.-And in 1929 I find mysdf r.ulm regretting chose •• spacious days"! 
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with his own eyes the famous Phantom City. This yarn 
has for me a pecu}iar fascination. I am not sure that I do 
not believe that in some sense it is true, though it would be 
hard to say in exactly_ what sense. I heard the story at 
least a dozen ttmes ; twice first,hand from serious informants. 
The_ story varies but slightly, and only in unimportant 
details. 

Its general tenor is this : A man on horseback, some, 
times a solitary prospector, sometimes a member of a party 
temporarily separated from the rest, but always alone, loses 
his way in hilly wooded country. (The district varies 
considerably with the narrator, but as a rule is somewhere 
within a couple of hundred miles of Mexico City, the 
direction being between north,west and south,west.) The 
horseman is eager to find a way out of the forest, so that he 
may take his bearings. It is gerting late ; he does not want 
to camp out if he can help it. At last he sees the trees 
thinning out ; he hurries forward and finds himself on 
the brink of the hillside. At this moment darkness falls 
suddenly. It is impossible to proceed. Then he sees on 
the hillside opposite, possibly two or three miles distant, a 
city gleaming white. It is not a large city by modern 
standards, but it is an imporrant city. For its size, it is 
very bravely built. The architecture does not suggest a 
modern city ; I have heard it described as " like an Arabian 
Nights city," " like an old Greek city," " like an Aztec 
city." The traveller proposes to himself to visir it in the 
morning. But when he wakes there is no trace of it. 
There is not even any distinguishing character about the 
hillside where he saw it which might have suggested the 
idea of a city to a tired man. In some cases lights are seen 
in the city ; occasionally there is even the sound of revelry. 
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Talking of liars! We suddenly discovere~ t~at we ~ere 
regarded in that light ourselves. I supp?se It IS the abject 
io-norance and narrow outlook of ordinary people that 
~akes them sceptical about anything out of the common. 
However, that ~ay_be, a paragraph appeared in the M~~ican 
Herald which 1ndrrectly threw doubt on our exped1t1ons. 
Jc was particularly pointless ; we had published nothing, 
made no claims, behaved in fact exactly as we should have 
done in the Alps. But Eckenstein was annoyed at the 
impertinence, and proposed to take summary vengeance. 
He accordingly went down to the low bar frequented by 
the peccant reporter, bought him a few drinks, congratu..
lated him on his literary style, and politely regretted that he 
should have been led into error by ignorance of his subject. 

The reporter was far from sure that the conversation 
would not suddenly end by a bullet being put through him, 
for Eckenstein always looked a very formidable customer ; 
but he found himself charmingly invited to come with us 
and climb Popocatapetl, so as to acquire first,,hand know,, 
ledge of mountains and the men who climb them. He 
gaily and gratefully accepted this insidious proposition. 
We rode merrily up to the sulphur ranch, where intending 
climbers stay the night. The next morning the fun began. 
One of the world's records which we had left in tatters was 
that for pace uphill at great heights. Long before we got 
to the lowest point of the rim of the crater our sceptical 
friend found that he couldn't go another yard-he had to 
turn back. We assured him that the case was common, 
b?t could easily be met by the use of the rope. So we tied 
him securely to the middle ; Eckenstein set a fierce pace 
up hill, while I ~sisted his tugging by prodding the recalci,
trant reporter with my axe. He exhausted the gamut of 
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glasses, confirming my accuracy. No one ever suspected 
that this stunt had been prepared by my usmg the field 
glasses, and learning the scenery by hean ! 

I should have mentioned a shon excursion which I took 
to Vera Cruz. My ostensible object was to see some cases 
of yellow fever. As a_ matter of fact'. I was horribly afraid 
of the disease. So I picked an occasion when the pon had 
shown a clean bill of health for the previous three weeks. 
I had an introduction to a local doctor, and told him how 
sorry I was not to be able to see any cases. " Well, well," 
said he, " come round to the hospital to,morrow morning 
anyhow-some points may be of interest." And then I 
found any amount ofY ellow Jack, mendaciously diagnosed 
as malaria, typhoid, etc., in the hope of throwing dust in 
the eyes of the United States inspectors, and getting them 
to remove the Quarantine. 

The journey from Vera Cruz back to the city is to my 
mind the finest in the world from the point of view of 
spectacular effect ; the second best is from the Ganges up 
to Darjiling. For the first fony miles one runs through 
tropical jungle, then the track suddenly begins to mount and 
wind its way among the sub,alpine gorges, with the whole 
eighteen thousand feet of Citlaltepet! towering above. The 
scenery continually changes in character as one ascends, 
and then quite suddenly one comes out on the plateau, a 
level vastness almost desert save from cactus and aloe, with 
the two cones of Iztaccihuatl and Popocatapetl sticking 
out of It. 

We had intended to finish our programme by climbing 
Citlaltepet! ; but there were difficulties about mules, and 
none about the mountain. We were too bored to trouble 
to climb it. Somehow or other, the current of our enthu, 
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Other practices were_ the_ " assumption of God,forms ". ; 
by concentrated imagmaaon of oneself 1n the symbolic 
shape of any God, one should be able to identify oneself 
with the idea which He represents. Then there was 
meditation on simple symbols with the idea of penetrating 
to their secret meaninq; _ I_ was also to keep ~f my pra_ctices 
of astral visions and ns1ng on the planes, 1n parucular 
the special official method of invoking Adonai,ha,Aretz. 
I was also to continue the work Eckenstein had taught me, 
on his lines. As to more Magical matters, I proposed to 
continue the evocation of elemental forces to visible appear, 
ance, to make various talismans and charge them with 
spiritual energy by means of meditation, and to continue 
the building up of my (so,called) astral body until it was 
sufficiently material to be perceptible to the ordinary physical 
senses of people whom I should visit in this shape. There 
will be found in my Magical Record numerous accounts 
of this last experiment. 

In the autumn of '98 my friend, J. L. Baker, whom I 
hastened to see in London on my return from the Alps, 
took me on my fuse astral journey. The details of the 
method are given in full in Equinox I, 2 (Liber O ). I 
may here outline them thus : 

Imagine an image of yourself, standing in front of you. 
Transfer your consciousness to it. Rise upward. Invoke 
the_ forces desired by the prescribed methods. Observe 
their appearance. Test their authenticity. Enter into 
conversation with them. Travel under their guidance to 
the parucular part of the Universe which you desire to 
explo~e. Return to earth. Cause the Body of Light to 
co111c1de spanally wuh the physical. Reconnect them, 
using the sign of Harpocrates. Resume normal conscious, 
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till the following day. To my surprise, my host and 
hostess did not greet me quite as I expected. In the course 
of our talk they made allusions which were quite unintelli, 
gible. At last we became aware that we were talking at 
cross,purposes. The crash came when Soror Vestigia 
insisted, " But you said so yourself at tea ! " I couldn't 
remember that I had ever been there to tea. On my one 
previous visit I had lunched one day, and dined the next, 
but no more. " At tea ! " I echoed, bewildered. " Yes, 
at tea! " she repeated. " Surely you remember. It was 
only yesterday." We compared times. I was then dozing 
in the train from Calais. It then came out that I had called 
quite normally, though I seemed tired and dazed. I had 
stayed about an hour. Nothing had led them to suspect 
that I was not physically present. 

Of the third class, I remember chiefly that my sister 
Fidelis was cursed with a horrible mother, a sixth,rate 
singer, a first,rate snob, with dewlaps and a paunch ; a 
match,maker, mischief,maker, maudlin and muddle, 
headed. The ghastly hag put it all round London and 
New York that I had entered her daughter's room at night 
in my Body of Light. I don't know whether she went 
beyond the vile suggestion. Even had the tale been true, 
which Fidelis disdainfully denied, the woman must have 
been as witless as she was worrhless to splash her own 
daughter with such ditch,water. 

All the same, I feel gtateful. Her stupid lie put it into 
my head_ to make the experiment in question, though of 
course_w11h the knowledge and approval of the git!. The 
result JS recorded 1n a subsequent chapter. 

"':hen I began to develop this power consciously, I 
ohtamed considerable success. At the time of this journey 
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in the States, and had come to Hawaii to escape hay 
fever. 

I went on with my magical and other work ; in particular, 
I invented a practice which has proved very useful. Its 
object is to prevent mosquitoes fron:i biting one. The 
method is : to love them. One rermnds oneself that the 
mosquito has as much right to his dinn:r as a man has. 
It is difficult to get the exact shade of feeling, and more so 
co feel it. One begins by lying defenceless against the 
enemy and sternly repressing the impulse to wave, to slap, 
and co scratch. After a little perseverance, one finds that 
the bites no longer become inflamed ; and this preliminary 
success is soon followed by complete protection. They will 
nor bite one at all. 

But my horizon gradually filled with romantic love, and 
other occupations faded little by little. The woman was 
herself entirely worthless from the point of view of the poet. 
Only very exceptional characters are capable of producing 
the positive effect ; but it is just such women as Alice who 
inspire masterpieces, for they do not interfere with one's 
v.rork. Passionately as I was in love, and crazily as I was 
behaving in consequence, I was still able to make daily 
notes of the progress of the affair with the detached cynicism 
of a third party. I took her with me to Ja pan,* but there 
was not enough in her character to count '' the world well 
lost ~or love.,, Exactly fifty days after I had met her she 
beat it back to her" provider"; and I understood imme,, 
dia~ely. why my subconsciousness had insisted on my 
scribbling the details of our liaison in my diary. 

The departure of Alice inspired me to write the story of 
* On the "Amai~ Manu." There wtre many l~dics on board : the wife of a railway 

aur,rutc, the C~nsul s d;mghttt, and so on. In rcalny, they were all whores destined for 
vancus brothels m Japan or Shznghai, where American ladies fetch absurd prices. 
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but the sky, does really produce a sense of his ~~versality_; 
it does remind one of the grandeur and solidity of his 
teaching ; of che reasonableness . of ~is m~thods of attain,, 
ment, the impersonal peace which 1s their reward ; and 
of the boundless scope of his philosophy, independent 
as it is of all arbitrary assumptions, parochial points of view, 
sordid appeals, and soul,,stupefying superstitions. 

Already there had arisen in me the aspiration to attain 
to states whose very possibility I did not suspect ; already 
I was aware, in the abyss of my heart, secret and silent, that 
I was Alastor, the wanderer in the wilderness, the Spirit of 
Solitude. For Kamakura, calmly certain of its soul,, 
searching accents, called to me to abide in the security of its 
shadow, there to toil even as the Buddha had done, that I 
might come to the perfect illumination, and thereby being 
made free from all the fetters of Falsehood, bring to Mankind 
the Word of Wisdom and Magic that bath might to 
enlighten their eyes, to heal their hearts, and to bring them 
to a stage of spiritual evolution such that their poets could 
no longer lament, as I : 

" Nothing is stranger to men 
Than silence, and wisdom, and kindness." 

I inquired as to the possibility of settling down in one 
of the neighbouring monasteries ; but somehow my instinct 
opposed my intention. The Inmost knew that my destiny 
lay elsewhere. The Lords of Initiation cared nothing for 
my poetic fancies and my ro~antic ideals. They had 
ordained that I should pass through every kind of hardship 
at the hands of Nature, suffer all sorrow and shame that 
life can inflict. Their messenger must be tested by every 
ordeal-not by those that he himself might choose. The 
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boy who, asked to discuss some point of doctrine in the 
Epistles, ceplied : " Far be it from me to presume co parley 
with Sc. Paul : lee me rather give a list of the Kings of 
Israel and Judah! " (the only thing he knew), probably 
became a Cabinet minister ; but similar adroitness does 
not avail the aspirant co adeptship. The Masters test every 
link in turn, infallibly and inexorably ; it is up co you co 
temper your steel to stand the strain ; for one flaw means 
failure, and you have to forge it all afresh in the fires of Fate, 
retrieve in a new incarnation the lost opponunity of the old. 

I turned then sadly from Daibutsu, as I had turned from 
love, ambition, and ease, my spirit silently acquiescing in 
the arcane arbitrament of the mysterious Daimon who drove 
me darkly onward ; how I knew not, whither I knew not, 
but only this, that he was irresistible as inscrutable, yet no 
less trustworrhy than titanic. 

Alas ! The fulure of Alice to reach the summit of 
Love ! Thence are the valleys of virtue, the rivers of 
respectability, and the sheepfolds of society seen dim and 
dull in the distance, bestially beneath our sparkling snows, 
our shoreless sky, our sacred sun and sentinel stars. 

Alice had broken my boy's bean ; she had caught me 
what women were worth. For her I had surrendered my 
single,minded devotion to my spiritual Quest ; I had sold 
my soul co tl1e Devil for sixpence, and the coin was counter, 
feit. 

True, One of me knew all along the augury of the 
adventure ; but then, all the worse ! For if Alice had been 
a real danger, might not I have damned myself for her, as 
many a knight for Venus of the Hollow Hill, as many a 
saint for Lilith, Lady of the Lake of Fire 1 Yet no : the 
answer came, august and austere, from mine Angel, that 

• 
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I had passed the Ordeal. I had proved rhat no passion, 
however pure and powerful, could enslave me. The 
caresses of no Calypso could chain me in her courts, the cup 
of no Circe corrupt my chastiry, the song of no Siren seduce 
me to suicide, rhe wiles of no Vivien ensnare my simpliciry, 
and bind me in rhe hollow oak of Broceliande. 

I had intoxicated myself utterly wirh Alice ; I had 
invested her wirh all the insignia that my imagination could 
invent. Yet, loving her with all my heart and soul, she 
had not seduced me from my service. I knew-and They 
who put her on _my Path knew also--that _I was immune. 
I might dally with Delilah as much as I liked, and never 
risk the scissors. Love, who binds other Samsons, blinds 
them, and sets them to serve the Philistines, to be their scorn 
and sport, would be to me my Light, and lead me in the 
way of Liberry. The secret of my Strength was this, that 
Love would always stand a shining symbol of my Truth, 
that I loved spiritually the Soul of Mankind. Therefore 
each woman, be she chaste or wanton, faithful or false, 
inspiring me to scale the summits of Song or whispering 
me to wallow in the swamps of Sin, would be to me 
no more rhan a symbol in whose particular virtue 
my Love could find the Bread and Wine of its universal 
Eucharist. 

Time has confirmed this claim : I have loved many 
women, and been loved. But I have never wavered from 
my Work; and always a moment has come when the 
woman had to choose between comradeship and catastrophe. 
For 1n truth, rhere was no Aleister Crowley to love ; there 
was only a Word for the utterance of which a human form 
had been fashioned. So rhe Foolish Virgins, finding that 
Love and Vaniry could not live together, gave up a Man 
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for a Mirror ; but the Wise, knowing chat man is mortal, 
gave up the \Vorld for the Work, and thereby cheated 
satiety, disillusionment and Death. 

Yet, so fearful was I at this time that I had failed, and 
shown myself unfit to accomplish the terrific Tasks, to 
undertake which must be, as I was warned by some secret 
sense, the only honour I could accept from the High Gods, 
that I continued my journey to Ceylon in a mood not only 
contrite but confused. The calm soft loveliness of the 
Inland Sea brought no peace to my spirit ; indeed, it made 
scarcely any impression upon my zsthecic sense. The 
sordid scramble of the Foreign Settlement of Shanghai 
stirred my scorn without rousing me from my stupefaction. 
In spite of the subtle passion to assimilate China which had 
taken possession of me in San Francisco, I could not so 
much as indulge in a sauncer through the Native City. I 
wanted to reach Hong Kong, and tell my rroubles to my 
Sister Fidelis. She would understand, judge, encourage, 
and advise, none better. In the days of the G . • . D . • . 
debacle, her purity, her fearlessness, her loyalty, her scorn 
of all dishonourable device and deed, her single,,.heartedness~ 
her eager and ecsc.atic aspiration : these had made sweet those 
struggles against the stupid, sdfish sectaries with their petty 
pique, their treacherous rrickeries, their slanders and squab.
bles. 

Ah me ! the Gods were at their grim game ; they had 
another dagger ready to slip bctv.1een my ribs. Fidelis 
was now a married woman. She was still playing at 
Magick. as another might play at Bridge. But her true 
life was dresses, dinners and dances ; and her thoughts were 
taken up by her husband and her lover. (In hot countries, 
white men being relaxed by the climate> European women, 

E 
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over-stimulated for the same reason, almost inevitably 
practise polyandry.) 

And she had won the first prize at a fancy dress Ball 
by appearing in her Adept's robes and regalia ! 

No hope here, then! Nay, nor elsewhere! I saw 
clearly enough that the Gods meant me to work out my own 
puzzles without human help. I must stand alone. Well 
and good, so be it ! I had the sense to accept the Ordeal as 
a compliment. The umbilical cord was cut : I was an 
independent Being, with his own way to make in the 
World. 

On the boat fi:om Yokohama to Shanghai were two 
American spinsters of the faded variety, with parchment 
skin due to dryness of climate and devotion to virtue and 
cocktails. Hearing that I was interested in literature, hope 
revived. They told me their favourite poet was Rossetti. 
I was tactless enough to ask which of his poems they had 
read and preferred, but it did not run to that. It was 
sufficiently daring to have heard of Rossetti. Only absolute 
shamelessness would read him. Somewhat abashed, they 
informed me that a colleague was travelling on this boat, 
no less than Thomas Hardy. Naturally I jumped and 
begged an introduction. 

Thomas Hardy was a tall, dignified, venerable figure, 
with a patriarchal beard and manner equally courteous and 
authoritative. I had not known he was a clergyman-as 
his costume assured me. After a little conversation, I 
began to surmise dimly that there was something wrong, 
and might have said something tactless if be had not 
volunteered an account of his literary career, and been quite 
unaware of the existence of the Mayor of Casterbridge. He 
was the great Thomas Hardy, the only and original bird, 
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the chaplain to the Forces at Hong Kong, and author of 
'' How to be happy though married.'' I don't know how 
I kept my face straight. 

As a matter of fact, he was perfectly human, and even 
contributed a quite valuable item of information as to the 
psychology of publishers. He had approached one of 
these ineffable: imbeciles• with his book, and been told that 
while the text was all that could be desired, it was quite 
impossible to publish a book with that title. The reverend 
gentleman had the good sense to reply, " You blasted 
jackass-Cod damn your soul to Hell :! ( or words to that 
effect). Do anything you like with the book, but leave the 
citle alone ! '' He cowed them, and they complied, with 
the result that the book sold by hundreds of thousands. 

• " Pracnr. Compmy Al~•ays Exo:ptcd." 
• • [WE. All NOT SO SC.P..C. 
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I sailed for Ceylon, chiefly because I had said I would 
go, certainly not in the hope of assistance from Allan. 
Perhaps because I had found my feet, he was, as will appear, 
allowed co guide them in what seemed at first sight a new 
Pach. I had got co learn chat all roads lead to Rome. It 
is proper, more, it is prudent, more yet, it is educative, for 
the aspirant co pursue ill possible Ways to Wisdom. Thus 
he broadens the base of his Pyramid, thus he diminishes 
the probability of missing the method which happens to 
suit him best, thus he insures against the obsession that the 
goat.-track of his own success is the One Highway for all 
men, and thus he discounts the disappointment of dis.
covering that he is not the Utter, the Unique, when it 
becomes plain that Magick, Mysticism, and Mathematics 
are triplets, and that the Himalayan Brotherhood is to be 
found in Brixton. 

I say little of Singapore; I say enough when I say that 
its curries, with their vast partitioned platter of curious 
condiments to lackey them, speak for themselves. They 
sting like serpents, stimulate like strychnine ; they are 
subtle and sensual like Chinese courtesans, sublime and 
s~cred, inscru~bly inspiring and unintelligibly illuminating, 
like Cambodian carvings. 
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forgotten ; the d~bauchery of devil,dances, the pointless 
profession of Pansil (the Five Precepts of the Buddha), the 
ceremonial coddling of shnnes as old maids coddle cats, 
voluble veneration and rigmarole religion : such is the 
threadbare tinsel which they throw over the nakedness of 
their idleness, immorality, and imbecility. 

Indians plausibly maintain that some God got all the 
worst devils into Ceylon, and then cut it off from the 
continent by the Straits. 

But then, how rich, how soft, how peaceful is Colombo ! 
One feels that one need never do anything any more. It 
invites one to dream deliciously of deciduous joys-and 
insists, with velvet hand, light and bright as a butterfly's 
wing, on the eyelids. The palms, the flowers, the swooning 
song of the surf, the dim and delicate atmosphere heavy 
with sensuous scents, the idle irresponsible people, purring 
with placid pleasure ; they seem musicians in an orchestra, 
playing a Nocrurne by some oriental Chopin unconscious 
of disquieting realities. 

But more, Colombo is the " place where four winds 
meet," the cross,roads of the civilised world. Westward 
lies Europe, the energetic stripling, who thought to bear the 
world on his shoulders, but could not co,ordinate his own 
muscles. Nonhward lies India, like a woman weary of 
bearing, a widow holding to her ancient habits without 
hope. Southward, Australia, topsy,turvy as our child, 
hood's wisdom warned us,sprawls its awkward adolescence, 
and embarrasses its elders by its unconscious absurdity. 
Lastly, look Eastward ! There lies China ; there is the 
ooly civilisation that bas looked Time in the face without a 
blush _; an atheism with good manners. There broods the 
old wise man, he who has conquered life without the aid of 
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forP-otten ; the debauchery of devil,,dances, the pointless 
prifession of Pan~il (the Fi~e Precepts of t~e Buddha), the 
ceremonial coddling of shrines as old maids coddle cats, 
voluble veneration and rigmarole religion : such is the 
threadbare tinsel which they throw over the nakedness of 
their idleness, immorality, and imbecility. 

Indians plausibly maintain that some God got all the 
worst devils into Ceylon, and then cut it off from the 
continent by the Straits. 

But then, how rich, how soft, how peaceful is Colombo! 
One feels that one need never do anything any more. It 
invites one to dream deliciously of deciduous joys-and 
insists, with velvet hand, light and bright as a butterfly's 
wing, on the eyelids. The palms, the flowers, the swooning 
song of the surf, the dim and delicate atmosphere heavy 
with sensuous scents, the idle irresponsible people, purring 
with placid pleasure ; they seem musicians in an orchestra, 
playing a Nocturne by some oriental Chopin unconscious 
of disquieting realities. 

But more, Colombo is the " place where four winds 
meet," the cross....roads of the civilised world. Westward 
lies Europe, the energetic stripling, who thought to bear the 
world on his shoulders, but could not co,,ordinate his own 
.muscles. Northward lies India, like a woman weary of 
bearing, a widow holding to her ancient habits without 
hope. Southward, Australia, topsy,,turvy as our child,.. 
hood's wisdom warned us, sprawls its awkward adolescence, 
and embarrasses its elders by its unconscious absurdity. 
Lastly, look Eastward ! There lies China ; there is the 
only civilisation that has looked Time in the face without a 
blush ; an atheism with good manners. There broods the 
old wise man, he who has conquered life without the aid of 
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death, who may survive these strenuous youths, and even 
the worn barren widow mumbling meaningless memories 
in her toothless mouth. 

In Colombo this world..,problem solves itself; for the 
Indian toils, without ambition or object, from sheer habit ; 
the European bosses things, with self.,importance and 
bravado ; the Australian lumbers in and out, loutishly, 
hoping not to be seen ; and China, silent and absent., 
conveys majestically patriarchal reproof by simply ignoring 
the impertinence. Slightly as I had brushed against the 
yellow silken robes of China in the press of jostling cultures, 
its virtue had so entered into me that the positive and 
aggressive aspects of Colombo, tumultuously troubling 
though they were, failed to command my full attention. 
As you vainly ply an opium..,smoker who craves his pipe 
with wine, with woman, and with song, so the insolent 
insistence of the actualities of Colombo merely annoyed 
me ; I was intensely aware of one thing only, the 
absence of the colossal calm and common sense of 
China. 

Experience has taught me that imponderables arc all., 
important ; when science declares that it can concern itself 
only with chat which can be measured, it classes itself with 
the child that councs on its fingers, and brands Shakespeare 
and Shelley as Charlatans. I am not ashamed of such 
company ; let me say then that the silent stress of my 
contact with ·the fringe of Chinese civilisation operated in 
me the cure of my accursed European anxiety about my 
conduct. It is at least the fact that I met Allan with 
absolute sa11g{roia. I felt no need of confession. I had 
no sense of shame or inferiority. I had no favour to ask. 
I had perfect confidence in mysel£ We were interested in 
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the same Quest, that was all ; it was natural that we should 
exchange views. 

Behold then! Allan, though the pupil of a Shaivite 
Guru, was already at heart a Buddhist ; and the miracle 
about Buddha, from the ethnological standpoint, is that an 
Aryan, by dint of sheer psychological acumen, should have 
come so near to understanding the Chinese mind. The 
fundamental weakness of Buddhism is that it fails to attain 
the Indifference of Lao,tze. Buddha wails for Nibbana as 
the sole refuge from Sorrow ; Lao,tze despises Sorrow as 
casually as he despises Happiness, and is content to react 
equably to every possible impression. 

Must I digress to excuse Allan Bennett, the noblest and 
the gentlest soul that I have ever known 1 Surely the 
immanence of physical agony, the continual anguish of the 
cross on which he has been nailed for more than fifry years, 
he not complaining, he not submitting, he not demanding 
release, but working inexorably and inexpugnably at his 
appointed Task-surely the unremitting stroke of that fell 
fact must have avenged itself for its foiled malice by fashioning 
his conception of the Universe in the same form as seemed 
omnivalent to the Buddha, who could not estimate the 
influence of his vain desolating years of idle luxury, and 
the abortive atonement of his random reaction to angry 
asceticism. 

Allan never knew joy ; he disdained and distrusted 
pleasure from the womb. Is it strange that he should have 
been unable to conceive life as aught but ineluctable and 
fatuous evil 1 For myself, I saw pleasure as puerile, sorrow 
as senile ; I was ready, when mine hour should arrive, to 
accept either amicably or dismiss both disdainfully. 

Meanwhile, I was simply an adept-wandering round 
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the world in the way adepts have-bent on picking up any 
pearls that proved their pedigrees from honest oysters, and 
were guaranteed rejected by swine. 

So, when I saw Allan, I put my 9uestion, referred to 
above, and got my answer. 

The official record is subjoined. 
D.D.C . .F., Mathers, had told me a certain incident which 

had taken place between himself and Bennett as follows : 

'' He and I.A. had disagreed upon an obscure 
point in theology, thereby formulating the accursed 
Dyad, thereby enabling the Abramelin demons to 
assume material form : one in his own shape, another 
in that of I.A. Now, the demon that looked like 
I.A. had a revolver, and threatened to shoot him 
(D.D.C.F.), while the demon that resembled himself 
was equally anxious to shoot I. .. ..\. Fortunately, before 
the demons could fire, V.N.R. (Mrs .. Mathers) came 
into the room, thus formulating the symbol of the 
Blessed Trinity. 

" Frater I.A."s account was less of a strain upon 
P. 's faculties of belie£ They had had, he said, an 
argument about the God Shiva, the Destroyer, whom 
I.A. worshipped because, if one repeated his name 
often enough, Shiva would one day open his eye and 
destroy the Universe, and whom D.D.C.F. feared and 
hated because He would one day open His eye and 
destroy D.D.C.F. I.A. closed the argument by 
assuming the position Padmasana and repeating the 
Mantra : ' Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva.' 
D.D.C.F., angrier than ever, sought the sideboard, 
but soon returned, only to find Frater I.A. still 
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muttering : ' Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva.' 
'\Vill you stop blaspheming? ' cried D.D.C.F. ; 
but the holy man only said : ' Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, 
Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva.' ' If you 
don't stop I will shoot you ! 'said D.D.C.F., drawing 
a revolver from his pocket and levelling it at I.A. 's 
head ; but I.A., being concentrated, took no notice:o 
and continued to mutter : ' Shiva, Shiva, Shiv~ 
Shiva, Shiva, Shiva.' 

" Whether overawed by the majesty of the saint, or 
interrupted by the entry of a third person, I.A. no longer 
remembered, but D.D.C.F. never pulled the trigger." 

Mathers thus disposed of, to business ! 
What of the Great Work ? Did it become absurd with 

Mathers? No more than Everest ceases to attract when the 
Alpine Club caps incompetence with manslaughter! 

We simply dismissed from our minds the whole question 
of the G . • . D . • ., and restated the problem on First 
Principles. 

In this situation, I had the advantage of wider reading 
and more varied experience than Allan ; he, that of mor~ 
intensive training, and especially of his recent initiation into 
Asiatic arcana under the zgis of Shri Parananda, Solicitor, 
General of Ceylon (as Aramis was a musketeer) per interim, 
and a Yogi cap.1a,,-pied. I had learnt modesty fi-cm Ecken,, 
stein's engineering epithets and Mexican mountains ; so I 
shut up-as Doris Gomez once immortally observed, at 
the conclusion of a prolonged and uninterrupted harangue 
'' If , yth" h I ,, d you ve got an 1ng more to say, s ut up. -an 
concentrated on learning the least lemma of his lore instead 
of inflicting on him my own Intimations of Immortality. 
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He expre~sed the ?lements of Yoga. I said : " Your 
health ~1~1 improve 1n a climate less addicted to damp and 
damnab1lity: come to ~andy; we'll get a bungalow, and 
get busy. Damn Shn Parananda ! Let him excel his 
~ommentary ~n St. Matthew, where he explains the 
?}screpancy with another Evangelist by suggesting that 

Jesus rode both an ass and a mule, one foot on each, 
after the manner of a circus'', if he can. You shall get 
ready to take the Yellow Robe while you train me to 
triumph over Tanha, and attain Asana, and perform 
Pranayama, and practice Pratyhara, and do Dharana, and 
demand D hyana, and swat Samad hi, all same No. I top..
side Master Patanjali, heap holy pidgin ! " 

An appeal couched in such chastely correct yet politely 
passionate phraseology could not fail to bury its barb in 
the Bull's Eye. Allan "prayed permission to quit the 
presence ,, of the pious Parananda, whose arrogance and 
meanness he equated with his scholarship and sanctity. We 
sampled Kandy-which has delights (permit the pun for 
the advertisement!) unsuspected by "Mary Elizabeth." 
We took a furnished bungalow called " Marlborough " 
( God knows why !) on the hills, by a stream, with waterfall 
complete, overlooking the lake, the temple, and an amateur 
attempt at an hotel. 'YI. e hired a hopeless. he~dman, who 
sub,..hired sleepy and s1ruster Sf1:"ants, and _d1snussed all th~se 
damnable details from our minds, devoung ourselves with 
diabolical determination and saintly simplicity to the search 
for a spiritual solution to the material_ muddle. Our 
sojourn, short as it was by worldly reckonmg, proved to. be 
pregnant with events of internal import. The tyrant Time 
took his first wound in Kandy. 



STANZA XXVIII 

Allan's adventures in Ceylon had been varied. His 
first idea had been to take the Yellow Robe ; that is, to 
become a member of the Buddhist Sangha. These men 
are not priests or monks, as we understand the words ; it is 
hard for European minds to understand the conditions of 
their life. They have renounced the w xld, and live as 
mendicants ; but it may be stated roughly that the rules of 
their Order, which are very complex and ofien seem 
irrational or frivolous, are all devised in the interest of a 
single ideal. Each rule meets some probable contingency. 
But in every case the object is to enable the Bhikkhu to 
carry out his programme of spiritual development. There 
are no superstitious terrors, no propitiatory practices ; the 
whole object is to enable a man to free himself from the 
fetters of desire which hamper his actions, and (incidentally) 
produce the phantasms which we call phenomena. In 
Buddhism, the Universe is conceived as an illusion, created 
by ignorant cravings. It is, in fact, a dream as defined by 
Freud's hypothesis. 

Allan was already at hean a Buddhist. The more he 
studied the Tripitika, " the three baskets of the law "
waste paper baskets I used to call them-the more he was 
attracted, but he was fearfully disappointed by the degeneracy 
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of th~ Singale~e B~ikkhus. With rare exceptions, they 
were ignorant, idle, immoral, and dishonest. At Anurad,, 
hapura, the sacred ruined city, their conduct is so openly 
scandalous as to have given rise to a proverb : " A Bhikkhu 
is made, not born-except at Anuradhapura. '' Allan 
had been offered the post of Treasurer to a famous monastery 
outside Colombo, for the avowed reason that they could 
not trust any one of themselves. Considering that a Bhikkhu 
is not allowed to touch money at all, this was rather the limit. 

The Solicitor,,General of Ceylon, the Hon. P. Raman,, 
athan, engaged Allan as private tutor to his younger sons. 
This gentleman was a man of charming personality, wide 
culture, and profound religious knowledge. He was 
eminent as a Yogi of the Shaivite sect of Hindus (he was 
a Tamil of high caste)_ and had written commentaries on 
the Gospels of Matthew and John, interpreting the sayings 
of Christ as instructions in Yoga. It is indeed a fact chat 
one of the characters who have been pieced together to 
compose che figure of" Jesus '' was a Yogi. His injunc,, 
tions to abandon family ties, to make no provision for the 
future, and so on, are typical. 

From this man, Allan learnt a great deal of the Theory 
and Practice of Yoga. When he was about eighteen, 
Allan had accidentally stumbled into the trance called 
Shivadarshan.a, in which the Universe~ having been per,, 
ceived in its totality as a single phenomenon, independent 
of space and time, is then annihilated. This experience 
had determined the whole course of his life. His one 
object was to get back into that state. Shri Parananda 
showed him a rational. practical method of achieving this. 
yet Allan \Vas not whollvr in sympathy with his teacher, who, 
despite his great spiritua experience, had not succeeded in 
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During t~i~ retirement ~ was fortunate in being under the 
constant vigilant supervision of Allan Bennett, whose 
~xperience ei:abled him to detect the first onset of disturbing 
ideas. ~or 1nsta_nce, the !evising and typing of Tannhauser 
were quite sufficient to distract my mind from meditation, 
and would even upset me in such apparently disconnected 
matters as Pranayama. It is easy to understand that a heavy 
meal will interfere with one's ability to control one's respfr,, 
ation ; but one is inclined to laugh at the Hindu theory that 
it can be affected by such things as casual conversation. 
None the less, they are right. Apart from one's normal 
reactions, these practices make one su persensitive. I was 
not confining myself to any rigid diet ; and I remember 
that at a certain period the idea of food became utterly 
revolting. It is. doubtless a question of nervous hyper,, 
a=sthesia; as is well known, over,,indulgence in alcohol 
and certain other drugs tends to destroy the appetite. Inex,, 
perienced practitioners, insufficiently grounded in physiology 
and philosophy, may perhaps be excused (though of course 
reproved) for misunderstanding the import of the pheno., 
mena. One is inclined to say: "Now that I am becoming 
holy, I find that I dislike the idea of eating : ~rgal,. ea~ng 
is unholy ; and it will help me to become still holier if I 
resolutely suppress the squeals of app~tite." . Such,_ I 
believe, is the basis of much of the fantisac morality which 
has muddled mystical teaching throughou_t hist_ory. I do 
not think that straightforward a priori cons1deraaons would 
have carried unquestioning conviction in the absence of 
apparent confirmation of their hyp,~~es~s. . . 

This '' confusion of the planes 1s 1n my op1ru?n the 
,chief cause of failure to _attain. It is co_nstantly cropping up 
in all sorts of connect1ons. The aspirant must be armed 
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I feel able to promise any man or woman of average ability 
who has the germ of genuine aspiration, the essence of 
attainment within eight seasons. Of course it depends on 
each postulant to determine the details. Some departments 
of Occult Science lie outside the scope of particular people ; 
each one must fill in for himself his personal programme. 
But the supreme emancipation is the same in essence for 
all, and for the first time in history it has been possible to 
present this free from confusion, so that people can concen.,. 
trate from the very beginning of their training on the one 
thing that matters. 

Our life was delightfully simple. Allan taught me the 
principles of Yoga ; fundamentally, there is only one. 
The problem is how to stop thinkil ; for the theory is that 
the mind is a mechanism for d ·ng symbolically with 
impressions ; its construction is such that one is tempted 
to take these symbols for reality. Conscious thought, 
therefore, is fundamentally false, and prevents one from 
perceiving reality. The numerous practices of Yoga are 
simply dodges to help one to acquire the knack of slowing 
down the current of thought and ultimately stopping it 
altogether. This fact has not been realised by the Yogis 
themselves. Religious doctrines and sentimental or ethical 
considerations have obscured the truth. I believe I am 
entitled to the credit of being the first man to understand 
the true bearings of the question. 

I was led to this discovery chiefly through studying 
Comparative Mysticism. For instance ; a Catholic 
repeats Ave Maria rapidly and continuously ; the rhythm 
inhibits the intellectual process. The result is an ecstatic 
vision of Mary. The Hindu repeats Aum Hari Aum, 
in the same way, and gets a vision of Vishnu. But I 
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I have: myself striven strenuously to do this, always endeav., 
ouring to make it clear that my results are of value only to 
myself, and that even my methods may need modification 
in every case, just as each poet, golfer, and barrister must 
acquire a style peculiar to his idiosyncrasies. 

Yoga, properly understood, is thus a simple scientific 
system, of attaining a definite psychological state. Consider 
its Eight Branches ! Y ama and Niyama, " Control " 
and " Super.,concrot" give rules for preventing the mind 
from being disturbed by moral emotions and passio~, such 
as anger, fear, greed, lust and the like. 

Asana.. '' position,'' is the art of sitting perfectly still, 
so that the body can no longer send messages to the mind. 
Pranayama, " control of breath,.forcc,'' consists in learning 
to breathe as slo\\1ly, deeply, and regularly as possible. The 
slightest mental irritation or excitement always makes one 
breathe quickly and unevenly; thus one is able to detect 
any disturbance of calm by observing this system. Also, 
by forcibly controlling the breath one can banish such 
ideas. Also, one reduces to a minimum the consciousness 
that one is brca.thing. 

One may remark at this point that such precaution seems 
absurd ; but until one begins to try to keep the mind from 
wanderin~ one has no conception of the \vay in which the 
minutest modifications of though 4 impressions which are 
normally transitory or unperceived, form the starting point 
for Odysseys of distraction. It may be several minutes before 
one wakes up to the fact that one's wits have gone wool., 
gathering. 

Pratyahara is inttospection. One obtains the power ot 
analysing an apparently simple thought or impression into 
its dcments. One can, for example, teach oneself to feel 
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TbirJly, there is a class of breaks partaking of the 
nature of reverie or " day.,dreams." These are very 
insidious-one may go on for a long time without 
realising that one has wandered at all. 

Fourthly, we get a very high class of break, which 
is a sort of aberration of the control itsel£ You thin~ 
'' How well I am doing it ! '' or perhaps that it would 
be rather a good idea if you were on a desert island, 
or if you \vere in a sound.,proof house, or if you were 
sitting by a waterfall. But these are only trilling 
variations from the vigilance itsel£ 

A fifth class of breaks seems to have no discoverable 
source in the mind. Such may even take the form of 
actual hallucination, usually auditory. Of course, 
such hallucinations are infrequent, and are recognised 
for what they are ; otherwise the student had better 
sec his doctor. The usual kind consists of odd 
sentences or fragments of sentences, which are heard 
quite distinctly in a recognisable human voice, not the 
student's own voice., or that of any one he knows. A 
similar phenomenon is observed by wireless operators, 
who call such messages " atmosEherics." 

Thcie is a f,1rtber kind of break, which is tbe desired 
res11lt itse!f. It must be dealt with later in detatl 

Dhyana is the name of the first trance. By trance I mean 
a state of consciousness definitely distinct from the normal. 
Ics characteristic is that v.1hereas in normal consciousness 
two things are always present-the percipient and the 
perceived-in Dhyana these cwo have become one. At 
first this union usually takes place with explosive violence. 
There arc many other characteristics ; in particular, time 
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and space are abolished. This, however, occurs wirh 
almost equal completeness in certain states of normal 
abstract thought. 

The attainment of this trance is likely to upset the whole 
moral balance of the student. He often attributes an 
exaggerated importance to the imperfect ideas which repre, 
sent his memory of what happened. He cannot possibly 
remember the thing itself, because his mind lacks the 
machinery of translating it into normal thought. These 
ideas are naturally his pet delusions. They seem to him 
to have become armed with supreme spiritual sanction, so 
he may become a fanatic or a megalomaniac. In my 
system the pupil is taught to analyse all ideas and abolish 
them by philosophical scepticism before he is allowed to 
undertake the practices which lead to Dhyana. 

Samadhi, " Union with the Lord," is the general term 
for the final trance, or rather, series of trances. It differs 
from Dhyana in this way : Dhyana is partial, Samadhi is 
universal. In the first Samadhi, the Universe is perceived 
as a uniry. In the second that uniry is annihilated. There 
are, however, many other Samadhis, and in any case the 
quality of the trance will depend upon the extent of the 
Universe which enters into it. One must really be a 
profound philosopher with a definite intellectual conception 
of the Universe as an organic whole, based on the co, 
ordination of immense knowledge, before one can expect 
really satisfactory resnlts. The Samadhi of an ignorant 
and shallow thinker who has failed to co,ordinate his concep, 
tions of the cosmos will not be wonh very much. 



STANZA XXIX 
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The general idea of Eastern religions is that any mani,, 

festation of Being is necessarily imperfect, since it is not the 
sum of all truth. (For, if it were, it would not be: distinguish ... 
able fion1 any other manifestation). Hence, its nature is 
evil, and its effect on the mind to create sorrow. Their idea 
is to destroy all thought as being false and painful. Their 
idea is liberation from the illusion of existence. The c:ffect 
of Samadhi is firstly to produce the bliss which comes from 
the relief from pain. Later, this bliss disappears, and one 
attains perfect indiff ercnce. 

But ,ve need not go so fa~ into their philosophy, or accept 
it. Thanks partly to William James's ' Varieties of 
Religious Experience,,. I got the idea of employing the 
methods of Yoga to produce genius at will. James points 
out that various religious teachers attained their power to 
influence mankind in what is essentially the same way ; 
that is, by getting into Samadhi. The trance gives supreme 
spiritual energy and absolute self.,confidence ; it removes 
the normal inhibitions to action. I proposed then that any 
man should use this power to develop his faculties and 
inspfre his ambitions by directing the effects of the trance 
into the channel of his career. This idea at once connects 
Mysticism with Magick; for one of the principal oper.,, 
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ations of Magick is to invoke the God appropriate to the 
thing you want, identify yourself with Him, and flood your 
work with His immaculate impulse. This is, in fact, to 
make Samadhi with that God. The two processes are 
essentially identical ; the apparent difference arises merely 
from the distinction between the European and Asiatic 
conceptions of the cosmos. Most European religion, 
including orthodox Judaism, is anthropomorphic, an 
expansion of the moral ideas connected with the members 
of a family. Asiatic religions,* even when superficially 
Theistic, always imply an impersonal universe. One 
idealises human forces; the other, the forces of Nature. 

The diary describing my practices has been printed in 
the Equinox, Vol. I, No. 4. It is very fortunate that it 
should have been kept in such detail, for it is matter for 
surprise that such progress should have been made in so 
short a time. But I started with several great advantages : 
youth, indomitable determination to devote every energy to 
the work, a technical training under Eckenstein, and the 
constant presel!ce of one to whom I could immediately 
submit any issue that might arise. 

It is unnecessary to describe in detail the results of these 
practices. Some of them, interesting and perhaps important 
in themselves, do not mean much to the layman. It will 
be well, nevertheless, to indicate some of the major 
phenomena. 

One soon obtains an entirely new conception of one's 
own mind. Till one has practised, one has no idea of the 
actual contents. The fact is that the uninitiate is aware 
only of the solutions of his mental equations; he is not 
conscious of the rough working. Further, he does not 

• Including the oldest Greek religion ia its best aspects. 
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selves possess none of the characteristic qualities of sugar. 
One perceives that mental and physical phenomena share 
this irrationality. 

It will be seen from the above remarks that a very super, 
ficial investigation of thought leads inevitably to the most 
revolutionary consequences. At this time, however, I was 
not sufficiently advanced to perceive the full implications of 
these discoveries. My record contents itself with noting 
the mere symptoms produced by the practices. Even 
before leaving Colombo, I had heard the astral bell, to 
which so much factitions importance has been given. I 
had also pnrified what are called the Nadi. My corn, 
plexion became strangely clear ; my voice had lost the 
harsh timbre natural to it ; my appearance had become 
calm ; my eyes unusually bright ; and I was constantly 
conscious of what is called the Nada, which is a sound 
the character of which varies considerably, but in my case 
most frequently resembled the twittering of nightingales. 

Pranayama produced, firstly, a peculiar kind of perspir, 
ation ; secondly, an automatic rigidity of the muscles ; 
and thirdly, the very curious phenomenon of causing the 
body, while still absolutely rigid, to take little hops in 
various directions. It seems as if one were somehow 
raised, possibly an inch from the ground, and deposited 
very gently a short distance away. 

I saw a very striking case of this at Kandy. When Allan 
was meditating, it was my duty to bring his food very 
quietly (from time to time) into the room adjoining that 
where he was working. One day he missed two successive 
meals, and I thought I ought to look into his room to see 
if all was well. I must explain that I have known only 
two European women and three European men who could 
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way thar che body becomes spasmodically rigid, and insects 
cannot pierce the skin. Near my bungalow at Kandy was 
a waterfall with a pool. Allan Bennett used to feed the 
leeches every morning. At any moment he could stop the 
leech, though already fastened to his wrist, by this breathing 
trick. We would put our hands together into the water ; 
his would come out free, mine with a dozen leeches on it. 
At such moments I would bitterly remark that a coyote 
will not eat a dead Mexican ; but it failed to annoy him. 

On the shores of the lake stands a charmingly situated 
hotel. We used occasionally to go down there for a meal. 
It is some distance by road, so I used to take the short cut 
through the jungle. One day I had run down the hjll 
at the top of my speed in my mountain boots, followed by 
a breathless servant. He arrived at the hotel ten minutes 
kter with a dead cobra, 4 feet 8 inches in length. I had 
come down with my heel right on his neck, and never 
noticed it! 

Asana was for a long time extremely painful. It some, 
times cost me five minutes acute agony to straighten my 
limbs at the end of the practice. But success came at last. 
Quite suddenly I lost consciousness of my body. The 
effect was that of relief from long,continued suffering. 
Until that moment I had thought of my Asana as the one 
really painful position. This idea was reversed ; it became , 
the only position in which I was free from bodily discomfort. 
To this day, though shamefully out of practice, I am able 
to obtain the benefit of a long rest by assuming the position 
for a few minutes. 

The Phenomena of concentration are very varied and 
curious. For instance, the suppression of one's normal 
thoughts leads to their being replaced, not only by their 
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eleme~ts, as explained above, but by long forgotten memories 
of childhood. There are also what I have called " atmos,, 
_pheric~." F~r instance, a voice is suddenly heard, " And 
if you re passing, won't you? " or "And not take the 
first step on v~ue's giddy road." One of the entries on 
September 6th is worth quoting verbatim : 

10.45,,10.55 Dharana on tip of nose. I obtained a clear 
P .M. P .M. und_erstan~ng of the unreality of that nose. 

This persists. An hour later whilst breath, 
ing on my arm as I was asleep, I said 
to myself: '' What is this hot breath 
from? '' I was forced to think before I 
could answer " my nose." Then I 
pinched myself and remembered at once ; 
but again breathing, the same thing hap,, 
pened again. Therefore the " Dharan,, 
ization" of my nose dividualizes Me and 
My Nose, affects my nose, disproves my 
nose, abolishes, annihilates and expunges 
my nose .. 

I was very alarmed one day to find that I had completely 
lost the object of concentration. I could not think what I 
wished to find or where to find it. I naturally thought 
something was very wrong. Here was a~ occasjon w~en 
Allan's experience proved invaluable. Witho~t It, I m1ght 
have been frightened into giving up the pract1ce. But. he 
told me the result was good, showing that I was approachmg 
the state of what is called "neighbourhood,,concen,, 

. ,, 
trauon. 

Another experience was this : I found myself at one 
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expected. I was not encouraged to proceed ; it seemed as 
if! had used up the accumulated energy of years. I found 
it impossible to force myself to continue. It was nearly two 
ye.us before I resumed any regular practice. 

The immediate current being thus exhausted, we decided 
to go on a pilgrimage to the ruined sacred cities of Buddhism. 
Allan had become more and more convinced that he ought 
to take the Yellow Robe. The Phenomena of Dhyana 
and Samadhi had ceased to exercise their first fascination. 
It seemed to him that they were insidious obstacles to true 
spiritual progress ; that their occurrence, in reality, broke 
up the control of the mind which he was trying to establish, 
and prevented him from reaching the ultimate truth which 
he sought. He had the strength of mind to resist the appeal 
of even these intense spiritual joys. Like physical love, 
th~ persuade their dupe to put up with the essential evil of 
existence. 

As for myself: I had become impatient with the whole 
business. Dhyana had washed my brain completely out. 
I went on this pilgrimage in an entirely worldly frame of 
mind. My interests were in ~sthetic, historical and ethno..
logical matters, and in incidents of travel amid new scenes. 
I even took a somewhat demoniac delight in sceptical and 
scurrilous comment upon current events for the sheer joy of 
shocking Allan, and even in horrifying him by occasional 
excursions after big game. I may as well go back a little 
in time and record my general impressions of Ceylon as a 
man of the world, in connected sequence. 

I was as full of romantic folly about the Wisdom of the 
East, and the splendours and luxuries of Asia, as I had been 
about J acobites. But already I had learnt to use my eyes ; 
prejudices had somehow lost their power to persuade. 
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and jewels arc nothing accounted 0£ Some years before 
my visit, one of these caskets had been stolen. The K_1ng 
of Siam provided a new one at the cost of an u1cred1ble 
number oflakhs of rupees. He made a journey to Kandy 
with his retinue in great pomp to make the presentation 
in person, and the priests refused to allow him to see the 
tooth ! It was a magnificent piece of impudence-and of 
policy. My own Unpretentious Holiness met with better 
fortune. Allan and I were permitted to be present at the 
annual inspection by the trustees. I believe the tooth 
to be that of a dog or crocodile, but though I got an excellent 
view at close quarters, I am not anatomist enough to be 
positive. I am, however, quite certain that it is not a 
human tooth. 

Homage is paid to this relic every year at a ceremony 
called the Perahera. I was not impressed by the sanctity of 
the proceedings ; but as a spectacle it is certainly gorgeous. 
The very wildness and lack of appropriateness add to its 
charm. The processions to whicb we are accustomed in 
Europe and America are all so cleverly thought out that 
the effect is merely to irrirate. The Perahera is a gigantic 
jollification ; they bring out all their elephants, dancers, 
monks, officials, drums, horns, torches-anything that makes 
a blaze or a noise, and let them all loose at once. The 
effect is of impromptu excitement. Poor, serious, single, 
minded Allan, with his whole soul set on alleviating the 
sufferings of humanity and helping them to reach a higher 
plane of existence, was saddened and disillusioned. 

One incident was somewhat scandalously amusing. He 
was doing his best to enter into the spirit of the thing, and 
called my attention to the " strains of wild oriental music." 
I knew better. I had read Herrick's poem about the 
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nothing to say. It was no more Buddhism than the 
carnival at Nice is Christianity. rn 11.\X 1 

But the matter does not end here. Official science, which 
can always be relied upon to discover at last what everybody 
has always known, has just proclaimed the fact that certain 
states of mind possess the property of performing what used 
to be called miracles, and that such states may be evoked by 
the constant repetition of formul~ and similar practices. 
The whole of Eastern ceremonies, from the evolutions of 
dancing girls to the austerities of ascetics, have all been 
devised with the intention of inducing the right medium 
for the right sort of subconsciousness to rise, move, and 
appear. 

Zodacare, eca, od zodameranu ! Odo kikale Qaa ! 
Zodoreje, lapt Zodiredo N oco Mada, Hoathahe IAID A ! 



We came into contact, on one occasion, with the relations 
between the people and the government. The British 
official in Ceylon is a very different person from his Indian 
colleague. He is not " heaven,.born " in the same conse,. 
crated and ineluctable way. He has failed to convince 
himself of his superiority to mere created beings ; so his 
airs of authority do not become him. He feels himself a 
bit of an upstart. Ceylon is full of half,.castes, Dutch, 
English, and Portuguese, and the white man feels himself 
somehow compromised by their presence. They remind 
him of his poor relations, and make him feel as the inhabi,. 
tants of Dayton, Tennessee, and some others do in a 
monkey,.house. A similar situation exists in the Southern 
states of America, ·where the pure whites are outnumbered 
by the negroes, and where a large population of mixed 
blood provides the logical link. In South Africa, again, 
we find the same situation ; and the practical result is that 
the white man., feeling his footing insecure, dares not 
tolerate the native as he can in India, where the relations 
between the population and the conquering invader are 
understood by both parties. The Singalese government is 
inclined to be snappish. 

One evening Allan and I were meditating, as usual. 
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The servants were absent for some reason ; some marauder 
took the opportunity to break in and steal my cash box. 
I am ashamed to say that I was stupid enough to report the 
incident to the police. A day or two later an alleged 
inspector appeared, made various inquiries, and. went ?f[ 
He took with him my pocket compass, under the 1mpress1on 
that it was my watch ! This time, of course, we could 
identify the thief, who had been playing. this game all over 
the .island. He was caught and put 1n the dock ; but 
escaped conviction on some technicality. But I !emember 
the .incident acutely on account of the conversation I had 
with the Magistrate, who explained that the man might be 
flogged for this offence. He spoke of the punishment 
with a shudder-it was terrible to witness ; but his tones 
displayed .intense sadistic pleasure at the idea. It was my 
first glimpse of the bestial instincts of the average respectable 
and cultured Englishman. I had not really believed what 
I had read in Krafi,, Ebbing about perverse pleasures of this 
sort ; I could not understand cruelty. 

Is it Gorky who tells us that the universal characteristic 
of the Russian is to delight in the infliction of pain for its 
own sake, in the absence of any comparatively intelligible 
basis like anger and hatred~ He describes how men's 
mouths are filled with gunpowder and exploded, how 
women's breasts are pierced, ropes inserted, and the victim 
lefi to hang from the ceiling. These things are done 
exactly as English children sometimes torture animals. He 
says that the whole of his life has been poisoned by realising 
the existence of this instinct, which seemed to him a fatal 
objection to any possible justification of the Universe. I 
cannot follow him so far. I can understand that every 
possible combination of qualities may exist somewhere, and 
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Jugorum, which is one of the most important elements in 
the preliminary _training _for the A . • . ~ . • . But the 
Singalese, know1n~ noth1ng of our motives, could only 
conclude that Sahibs with beards must be Boer prisoners. 
The same ridiculous mistake was made even by the whites 
at Rawal Pindi, when the Expedition arrived, though we 
were mixing freely with them, and half our party talking 
English slang. 

The fact is that the vast majority of people are absolutely 
impervious to facts. Test the average man by asking him 
to listen to a simple sentence which contains one word 
with associations to excite his prejudices, fears, or passions
he will fail to understand what you have said, and reply 
by expressing his emotional reaction to the critical word. 
It was long before I understood this fact of psychology. 
Even to this day, it surprises me that there should be minds 
which are unable to accept any impression equably and 
critically. I have heard many great orators. The effect 
has nearly always been to make me wonder how they have 
the nerve to put forward such flimsy falsehoods. 

The excursion to the Buried Cities was an education in 
itsel£ The first impression was of the shocking callousness 
with which the coach horses were treated. There was not 
a single one along the whole route which was even moder ... 
ately sound. I began to set its right value upon the first 
precept of Buddha : Not to take life. Ass ! 

At Dambulla is one of the most extraordinary works of 
human skill, energy, and enthusiasm in the world. The 
temple is a cave in the rock, of vast extent but with a very 
small opening. How could the many statues of the Buddha 
which filled the cave have got there ~ It was the camel and 
the needle's eye again. But what had been done was to 
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allowed to enter some of the secret shrines, in one of which 
I sacrificed a goat to Bhavani. 

The fact is that Buddhism had got on my nerves. I 
preferred the Ego--centric psychology of Hinduism-natur,, 
ally enough, since the fundamental consciousness of the 
average European is sympathetic. Our very speech almost 
compels us to think of the Universe in this way. Ethically, 
too, Hinduism appealed to me; it seemed positive; its 
injunctions seemed to lead somewhere. Buddhism repelled 
me by its abhorrence of action, its insistence upon the idea 
of sorrow as inherent in all things in themselves. Hinduism 
at least admits the existence of joy ; the only trouble is that 
happiness is unstable. In practice, again, Buddhism suited 
Allan, whose only idea of pleasure was relief from the 
perpetual pain which pursued him ; whereas I, with the 
world at my feet, was out to do something definite and even 
to take delight in the buffetings of fortune. I enjoyed this 
adventure immensely ; I felt myself all kinds of a fine fellow 
for penetrating these sinister sanctuaries. 

To a young wizard waltzing round the world, some of 
the early impressions of the India whose philosophy and 
religion he has learnt to reverence so profoundly are a shade 
disconcerting. I could not help feeling the degradation of 
the woman who swept out the dak,-bungalow at Madura. 
She was a grotesque hag at thirty. I had seen nothing of 
the kind in Mexico, or, indeed, anywhere else before or 
since, till I struck the back--blocks of the United States of 
America. But in her time she had been a woman of great 
wealth, for I could have put my hand and arm clean 
through the lobe of her ear. She must at one time have 
worn enormously heavy ear--rings. 

Her attitude gave me a peculiar little shiver. To sweep 
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subjeccs inspired by a comparative study of what I had 
learnt from Allan Bennett and the writings of Thomas 
Henry Huxley. These four elements made up the volume 
finally published under the title " The Sword of Song." 

One of the great sights of South India is the great Temple 
of the Shivalingam. I spent a good deal of time in its 
courts meditating on the mystery of Phallic worship. 
Apologists ordinarily base their defence on a denial that the 
lingam is worshipped as such. They claim correctly 
enough that it is merely the symbol of the supreme creative 
spiritual force of the Most High. It is perfectly true, none 
the less, that barren women circumambulate it in the hope 
of becoming fruitful. I accepted this sublimation gladly, 
because I had not yet been healed of the wound of Amfortas : 
I had not got rid of the shame of sex. My instinct told me 
that Blake was right in saying : " The lust of the goat is 
the glory of God.'' But I lacked the courage to admit it. 
The result of my training had been to obsess me with the 
hideously foul idea that inflicts such misery on Western 
minds and curses life with civil war. Europeans cannot 
face the facts frankly; they cannot escape from their animal 
appetite, yet suffer the tortures of fear and shame even while 
gratifying it. As Freud has now shown, this devastating 
complex is not merely responsible for most of the social and 
domestic misery of Europe and America, but exposes the 
individual to neurosis. It is hardly too much to say that 
our lives are blasted by conscience. We resort to suppres,, 
sion, and the germs create an abscess . 
. The Hindu is of course a slave to his superstitions about 

sm even more t?an most nomi1:al Christians, for the simple 
reason that he 1s absolutely serious about the welfare of his 
soul. I remember coming across a tribe which did not use 
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tobacco. I offered them some, and they refused. I 
supposed it was forbidden by their religion, but they told 
me no. It was, however, not commanded by their religion; 
they could therefore see no object in doing it. The Hindu 
attitude towards sin, absurd as it is, compares favourably 
with ours ; because, though afraid of it, they have not 
reached our own state of panic which makes us the prey 
of the most fantastic superstitions and perversions of Truth. 
I have found it practically impossible to convince middle,. 
class Anglo,.Saxons of facts which anyone would think 
were bound to be known. They take refuge in angry 
denial. It seems to them that if they once admit the most 
elementary and obvious propositions, they are bound to 
fall headlong into a bottom.less pit of bestiality. Where, in 
fact, they always are. 



STANZA XXXI 

In course of time I arrived at Madras, which is sleepy, 
sticky and provincial. On one of my steamship journeys 
I had met a delightful man named Harry Lambe, who had 
invited me to come and stay with him in Calcutta. It 
fitted in ideally, and I booked my passage by the steamer 
Dupleix. It would have been more natural to go by 
train ; but part of my plan in wandering about the world 
was to put myself in unpleasant situations on purpose, 
provided that they were new. This small French boat 
offered an adventure. 

A storm was raging; the Dupleix was some days late, 
and when she arrived, it was too rough for her to come into 
the harbour. I had to row out to her in an open boat. I 
had dismissed my servant, and was the only passenger from 
shore. I note the fact as showing that I had in a sense broken 
with the past; the point will appear in a few paragraphs. 

The voyage was atrocious ; the ship stank of oil, partly 
from the engines, partly from the cooking, and partly from 
the crew. The storm continued unabated. We passed 
close to the lightship off the mouth of the Hughli, in 
thick sea fog ; the people on the lightship are often five 
w~eks or more without being able to communicate 
with the rest of the world. But we got a pilot on board 
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Madura and sacrificed a goat. I had said nothing to my 
friends about my interest in Magick and religion, and they 
were much astonished when I told them that their servants 
were rig-ht. I explained how I had cut communications at 
Madr~ and wanted to know how the servants could 
possibly have found out the facts. 

This led to conversation about the " native telegraph." 
It is an established fact that the Bazaars get accurate inform.,. 
ation of events ahead of electricity. Mouth.,.to,,mouth 
communication does not explain it. For instance, the 
death of an officer in a frontier skirmish in some place 
isolated from India by long stretches of uninhabited country, 
has been reported in Bombay before the field telegraph has 
transmitted the news. 

But I was already sufficiently advanced in practical 
Magick to understand how this could be done. On one 
occasion I wanted to prepare a Ritual which involved the 
use of certain words which I did not know. I travelled 
in my astral body to see a brother of the Order whom I 
knew to be in possession of the required information, 
8,000 miles and more away, and obtained it at once. 

My first business at Calcutta was to learn Hindustani 
and Balti, in order to be an efficient interpreter on the 
Expedition to Chogo Ri. As regards the latter, I had to 
content myself with the grammar, and failed to learn much. 
Fortunately, we managed without it; but it was easy to get 
a Munshi to teach me Hindustani, and I spent most of my 
time in acquiring that lan9uage. 

The '' native telegraph ' now reappeared in a different 
form. Somehow or other my Munshi got it into his head 
that I was. a Magician. This was very curious, as I had 
done practically no Magick since landing in Ceylon, and 
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certainly had not talked about it at all. The '' Sword of 
Song " bears wit_ness to the completeness with which I had 
~b~ndoned Mag1ck. I ha_d not in the least lost my faith 
1n its efficacy : I regarded 1c very much as I regarded rock..
climbing. I could not doubt that I was the best rock..
climber of my generation, but I knew that my abilities in 
that respect would not help me to climb Chogo Ri any 
more than my ability at billiards would help me to under..
stand Dostoevsky. Similarly, my Magical attainment had 
no bearing on my Quest. Of course I was wrong. I had 
simply failed to understand the possibilities of Magick. 
I had not realised that it was the practical side of spiritual 
progress. Ultimately, my Magick proved more far., 
reaching in importance than my Mysticism, as will appear 
in due course. . 

My Munshi must have possessed some secret source of 
information about me. His attitude cowards me expressed 
not merely the servility of the conquered race ; it added the 
childlike timidity of primitive people in presence of Occult 
Omnipotence. Having ingratiated himself by all the arts 
of the courtier, he plucked up courage to request me to kill 
his aunt. I am ashamed to say that I dissolved in laughter. 
I no longer remember how I kept my face ; how I broke it 
to him gently that I killed strangers only on such consider., 
atious as the uninitiated could not possibly comprehend. 
I still laugh to remember the shamefaced shyness of his 
request and the pained humiliation with which he received 
my refusal. He had the courage ( a week or so facer) to ask 
me to soften the hearts of the examiners towards his brother, 
who was entered for the B.A. examin!ltion ; when I 
refused, he asked me to prophesy the result. I told him 
that his brother would fail, which he did. I claim no 
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Robe-n~t in Ceyl?n, _where the sodden corruption of the 
Sa~gha sickened h1s sincerity, but in Burmah, where the 
Bh1kkhus could at least boast fidelity to the principles of 
the Buddha, and whose virtuous lives vindicated their good 
faith. He had gone to Akyab on the western coast of 
Burmah, and was living in a monastery called Lamma 
Sayadaw Kyo~ng. I thought I would drop in on him 
and pass the tlme of day ; and proposed to combine with 
this act of fraternity the adventure of crossing the Arakan 
hills, the range which forms the water,,shed between the 
valley of the Irrawadi and the sea. This journey, very short 
in measured miles, is reputed so deadly that it has only been 
accomplished by very few men. These lefi most of their 
party to moulder in the mountains, and themselves died 
within a few days of completing the crossing. I have always 
had this peculiar passion for putting mysdf in poisonous 
perils. Its source is presumably my congenital masochism, 
and the " Travellers' Tales " of Paley Gardner had deter,, 
mined its form of expression. 

Edward Thornton decided to join me on this expedition. 
We sailed for Rangun on the 21st of January. During the 
whole of my stay in Calcutta I had been intermittently ill 
with malaria. I had been reading Deussen 's exposition of 
Vedanta, and found it utterly unsatisfactory. Yet Vedanta 
is the fine Rower of Hinduism, the sole solution of the 
r◄roblems presented by the crude animism of the V cdas. 
'And if these things are done in the green tree • ~, I 

was being forced, ,vithout ~owing it, towards Buddhtsm.; 
my wish to see Allan aga.tn was doubtless due to this 
dilemma rather than to any instincts of friendship. As 
significant of the state of my soul, vague yet vehement, I 
may quote certain entries in my diary : thus : 
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The glory of ~n is, of couac, the Sbwc ~ 
pagoda. It is gilded and gigantic, and the df'cct is curiomly 
annoying. for very much the same reason as the river ii 
appalling. But it enables one to unclastand the soul ol 
Asia. At the base of the Dagoba is a vast circular plat, 
form. ringed with shops. mosdy dedicaaal to COIIIIIMml1 
piety. and cumbered with devotees. bea.m. and maNllaL 
It is the rendezvous of the ragged. & diseased. and tbe 
deformed, charity to whom is suppoaecl ID cm&r •• nwir. .. 
Merit means insurance ~ rc:iacamalion in ewhimWc 
conditions. Amo~ Buddhists. ~ ~ .--1 
deeds arc always done with some such olija:a. A licla 
woman who is childless will plaster an ""'"I D ••• 
with ~ld,lcaC or build a new one. in the hope o£l,a r I 
fruitful. 

The method by which this Magic:k is auppma •~I 
is somewhat o~ ~ ia no!:• 
an oftendccl ~ m canoanJ Baddhi.. I!; .. ;iaH• 
of fact. it is pml,able that the cmlDm is a 
Buddbiaric fd:isbism. Tbcrc • innanallt, 
~dcmonoJou~cbc~lii•• 

~aot~o;s-::11111 .. 
. . of • ....., • 
::CbmT.:'u-. 11,r ■ fillle 
pbyaician or the moaJic may im:., c•• ; 
ID liia subcomcioas idea 

On a liacr in cbc shadaw.tlilc p19!sla llr• 
6,unem ~ He suf&sul ._ laldl-111 
www8">111 bead, IM-1i¥DPJ b 1s 1111••• 
boclr, too ... fflll II) ..,,. .. '1111111 
mamtic a,mbol ol tbe Uai1&• • a11111ililld 
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every one is aware what is imp1ied by the term " Native 
Christians." Any one who is such an absolute scoundrel 
as to exceed the very wide latitude of his environment, who 
makes himself intolerable to his family, friends, and neigh,, 
hours, cuts the painter and " finds Jesus." Conversion 
is a certificate of incorrigible rascality. We should not 
have taken a Christian if we could have found any one 
else who spoke Eng1ish or Hindustani. The inconceivable 
pettiness of the thefts of Peter was to me a revelation of the 
possibilities of human degradation. It was combined 
with such cowardice of conscience that one could under,, 
stand easily why the' native Christian' invariably calls on his 
death .... bed for the minister of his original religion. 



STANZA XXXII 

(:.f..u7AC. sb47 ~ ! 
W~<~7P-.,L.-.,, ~ 

12-L .i/~/ZZ ,P--:_ ~ 
')i/;,L' ,G ,,..,-re_. ;.fi;?~- t 
~ ..._,, ~"". 

On the 2sth of January we lei Raagmi ~ p,n
Arrived at Promc, we immediately went on • •• •i a 
steam ferry .. Amherst." It is a five boua• • 
Thayctmyo, where we arrived in the heat t4 
a very pleasant journey, tbaob paaly ID die 
scenery, but ~haps more to the geaialiay 
We got three bullock cam for our mm• 
the next morning. stopp~ at Nada 
pleasant journey of tm miles. Aia
Kyoukgbyi. 

The next day we raumccl our •· -
of the way and shot some pu:a.1afpa 
which we took at Lcb,Jouas; 
but a village. We went on in 
where we bad the ~ '4•• 
Commiaioocr of me Dill•i«. ... 
Unfortunate!y he was unaWe • 
tbcr ~ all in UIC; bat ... 
difficulty in gcaing coo1iea wl 111111111 
them. We com6ioecl UCII --,~ 
~- One doa aat m:lie 
rally IIC una1 one •c• ... a -
SomtsimCI DOC ffCll lbm. 
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was covered with blood. I said : '' I knew you would 
fall over something one day. Where have you cut your,.. 
self~ " He explained that he had not cut himself, but 
that an animal had tried to dispute the path with him, and 
that he had hit it on the head, whereon the animal had 
rolled down the steep slopes towards the river. I could not 
make out from his description what kind of an animal it 
could possibly be, but, on examining the tracks I saw them 
to be those of a nearly full,..grown leopard. We did not 
retrieve the body, though it must have been mortally 
wounded, otherwise Thornton would hardly have escaped 
so easily. 

The headman now returned, and told us that he could 
not give us coolies to cross the Arakan Hills, nobody had 
ever been there, and it was very dangerous, and every one 
who went there died, and all that sort of thing. But he 
could give us men to go about twenty miles, and no doubt 
we should be able to get more coolies there. I thought 
there was more than a little doubt; and, taking one thing 
with another, decided it would be best to give up the idea 
and go instead back to the Irrawaddy down the Mindon 
Chong ; we consequently hired a boat of the dug,..out 
type, about 3 5 feet long and just broad enough for two men 
to pass ; over the middle of the boat was the usual awning. 
The next morning we started down the stream, always 
through the most delightful country and among charming 
people. 

All the villages in this part of the country are strongly 
fortified with palisades of sharpened bamboos. The voyage 
down the river was exceedingly pleasant and the shooting 
delightful. One could sit on the stern of the boat and pot 
away all day at everything, from snipe to heron. Our 
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of the tree. It was a woman vigorous and intense, of 
passion and purity so marvellous that she abides with me 
after these many years as few indeed of her human colleagues. 
I passed a sleepless night in a continuous sublimity oflove. 

The early hours of the morning, in winter, are bitterly 
cold, and the river is covered to a height of several feet with 
a dense white mist which does not disappear till well after 
sunnse. 

I kept very quiet the next day, for repeated attacks of 
fever had begun to interfere with my digestive apparatus. 
Just at nightfall two deer came down to drink at the river 
side. It was rather dark for a shot, and the deer could 
hardly be distinguished from the surrounding foliage, but 
the men very cleverly and silently held the boat, and 1 
let fly. The result was better than I expected. I hit 
exactly where I had aimed at, and the deer dropped like a 
stone. Needless to say we had a first,-class dinner. We 
slept at Singoun that night. There were a great many 
jungle fires during this day and the next. The next 
morning we started again early, and I resumed my bird 
shooting. On the first day I had several times missed a 
Brahman duck and was somewhat anxious to retrieve my 
reputation. Quite early in the morning I got a very fair 
shot at one ; it shook its wings in derision and flew off, 
landing again roo yards or so down stream. We floated 
down, and I had another shot with the same result ; for 
the next shot I went on shore and deliberately stalked the 
animal from behind the low bank, and got a 'sitting shot 
at about ten yards. The disgusted bird looked around 
indignantly, and flew solemnly down stream. I, even 
more disgusted, got back to the boat, but the bird was a 
little too clever this time ; for he made a wide circle and 
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havino- detected this theft. Whereby hangs a tale. On 
leaving Rangun I gave him a list of all the provisions, with 
the instructions that when he took anything from the store 
he was to bring the list to me and have that thing crossed 
off. On the second day the list was missing ; he, of course,. 
swore that I had not given it back to him. I had kept a 
duplicate list, which I took very good care not to show. 

That evening I was again down with fever, and found 
myself unable to take any food whatever. I called in the 
local medico, who fed me on iced champagne, and the 
next day I was pretty well again. Thornton in the mean, 
while had gone off to Mandalay. I was very sorry not 
to be able to go on there with him, but my time was too 
short : I did not know when I might be summoned to· 
join Eckenstein to go off to Kashmir. 

On the r2th of February I went on board the" Komilla" 
for Akyab, where Allan was now Lving. In the course of 
the day the sea air completely restored me to health. On 
the 13th we were off Sandaway, which did not appear 
fascinating. On the next day we put in at Kyoukpyu,. 
which I had so vainly hoped to reach overland. It has a 
most delightful bay and beach, its general appearance 
recalling the South Sea Islands ; but the place is a den of 
malaria. We had no time to land, as the Captain was 
anxious to get into Akyab the same night. We raced 
~o~gh _the Straits, and cast anchor there about 8 o'clock
JUSt 1n nme. 

I went ashore with the second officer, and proceeded in 
my usual casual manner to try to find Allan in the dark. 
The job was easier than I anticipated. The first man I 
spoke to greeted me as if I had been his long..-lost brother, 
and took me off in his own carriage to the Monastery 
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(the name of which is Lamma Sayadaw Kyoung) where I 
found Allan, whom I now saw for the first time as a 
Buddhist monk. The effect was to make him appear of 
gigantic height, as compared to the diminutive Burmese, 
but otherwise there was very little change. The old 
gentleness was still there. 

I ought to have mentioned (when talking of Ceylon) 
the delightful story of his adventure with a krait. Going 
out for a solitary walk one day with no better weapon than 
an umbrella, he met a krait sunning himself in the middle 
of the road. Most men would have either killed the krait 
with the umbrella or avoided its dangerous neighbourhood. 
Allan did neither ; he went up to the deadly little reptile 
and loaded him with reproaches. He showed him how 
selfish it was to sit in the road where some one might pass, 
and accidentally tread on him. " For I am sure," said 
Allan, '' that were anyone to interfere with you, your 
temper is not sufficiently under control to prevent you 
striking him. Let us see now ! " he continued, and 
deliberately stirred the beast up with his umbrella. The 
krait raised itself and struck several times viciously, but 
fortunately at the umbrella only. Wounded to the heart 
by this display of passion and anger, and with tears running 
down his cheeks, at least metaphorically s~ be 
exhorted the snake to avoid anger, as it wou1d the - most 
deadly pestilence, explained the four noble ttUths, the three 
characteristics, the five precepts, the ten fetters of the soul ; 
and expatiated on the doctrine of Karma and all the ~ 
phernalia of Buddhism for at least ten minutes by the clock. 
When he found the snake was sufficiently impressed he 
nodded pleasantly and went off with a .. Cood-'Cfay. 
brother krait ! " 
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The 1Doctor looked in in the afternoon and took me back 
I 

with him to dinner. Allan was inclined to suffer with his 
old asthma, as it is the Buddhist custom (11011 sine causa) 
to go out of doors at six every morning, and it is very cold 
till some time afier dawn. I wish sanctity was not so 
incompatible with sanity and sanitation ! 

The next day afier breakfast Allan came to the Doctor's 
house to avoid worshippers, but a few of them found him 
out afier all, and produced buttered eggs, newspapers, 
marmalade, brazil nuts, bicarbonate of potash, and works 
on Buddhism from their ample robes. We were able, 
however, to talk of Buddhism and our plans for extending 
it to Europe, most of the day. The next four days were 
occupied in the same way. 



STANZA XXXIII 

While at Akyab I wrote " Ahab," which, with a few 
other poems, was published as a companion to "Jezabel." 
I had also, at odd times, continued" Orpheus "and " The 
Argonauts." The latter play is really five separate plays 
of the Greek pattern. The effect of my journey is very 
manifest. I had entirely neglected the obvious astronomical 
symbolism of the Golden Fleece, and had introduced a 
number of Hindu ideas, both about Magick and about 
philosophy. To illustrate the voyage, I included lyrics 
descriptive of actual observations of Vera Cruz, Waikiki 
Beach, Hong Kong, and other places which had excited 
me. 

The best thing in Book III of '' Orpheus,'' which 
occupied this period, is, perhaps, the invocation to Hecate, 
which I recited at Akyab with full magical intention. The 
Goddess appeared in the form of Bhavani. The fact made 
more concrete my perception of the essential identity of all 
religions. Sinai and Olympus, Mount Kailasha and 
Mount Meru, differed from each other as do the Dent 
Blanche, Monte Silvio, and the Steinbockhorn. It is the 
same mountain seen from different sides and named by 
?ifferent people. It encouraged me to continue my studies 
tn the Qabalah, which claims to reduce all possible ideas 

II8 
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to combi°:ations of comparatively few originals, the ten 
numbers, 1n fact ; these ten numbers themselves being of 
course inter.,.related. 

Fro!11 the ~egi~ng I _had wanted to use my poetical 'gift 
to wnte magical 1nvocat1ons. Hymns to various gods and 
goddesses may be found scattered through my works ; but 
in Book III of" Orpheus," Persephone is invoked directly 
by commemorating her adventures. I developed this much 
further in Book IV of " Orpheus." The idea was put 
into my mind by Euripides, whose Bacchz I had been 
reading at odd times, having picked up a copy at a second ... 
hand book store in San Francisco. When I had first read 
it, for academic purposes, I had entirely failed to realise 
that the play was an invocation of Dionysus. I now 
began to see that by commemorating the story of the God 
.one might identify oneself with him, and thus constitute a 
subtler, stronger, and more complete invocation of him 
than by any direct address. I might even go so fu as to 
say that the form of the latter implies the consciousness of 
duality, and therefore tends to inhibit identification. 

My predeliction is due to the fact that I am primarily a 
lyric poet. My deepest natural tendency is to exalt my 
soul by what I may call straightforward intoxication. 
Thus Shelley and Swinburne come more natural to me 
than ./Eschylus and Shakespeare, who intoxicate the reader 
by transporting him to their wonderland. 

Sundaythe23rdiwentaboard S.S. 0 Kapurthala "torcturn 
to Calcutta. The next day we anchored outside Cbitta, 
gong, a most uninteresting place. I was too lazy to land. 
Two days later I got back to Calcutta. Getting my mail. 
I busied myself in preparing for the great journey. It was 
now definitely settled chat our expedition should meet at 
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Rawal Pindi. I only took one day off, when I went to 
Sodpur snipe,..shooting with a friend of Thornton's, with 
whom I was now staying, Lambe having gone off to 
Australia. 

I have inserted the record of this short excursion somewhat 
at length. Most of it is taken from an account written up 
when it was still fresh in my mind. It should give an 
idea of the daily detail of such journeys, and enable the 
reader to clothe with flesh the skeleton of my subsequent 
wanderings. 

On the 7th of March I left for Benares, and saw the 
usual sights-temples, Yogis, and dancing girls. I had 
become very cynical and blase about all these things, which 
only a few months before would have roused me to ecstasies 
of wonder. But I now made a wry mouth at the sour sub,, 
flavour of everything. My conversation with Allan about 
Buddhism, and my own meditations, had disenchanted me. 
Everything was recognised automatically as illusion, calcu ... 
lated to fetter the soul if one allowed it to fool one. 

On the r2th I reached Agra. My entry about the Taj 
Mahal is interesting. 

"Saw Taj. A dream of beauty, with appallingly 
evil things dwelling therein. I actually had to use 
H.P.K. formula! (This means that I assumed the 
God.,form of Harpocrates to prevent the invasion of 
my aura by objectionable ideas.) The building soon 
palls, the evil aura is apparent, and disgust succeeds. 
But the central hall is like a magic circle, of strained 
aura, like after the banishing." 

The a:sthetic criticism needs revision. I do not think 
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while to preserve the remains. There are only two courses 
open to logic ; one can either accept the Universe as it is, 
face every fact frankly and fearlessly, and make one's soul 
immune to the influence of any invasion ; or abolish the 
whole thing by administering soporifics to the spirit. 
After all, the virtues which are dearest to degenerate 
Europeans imply the existence of those very things which 
they are most concerned to deny. The pious pretence 
that evil does not exist only makes it vague, enormous, and 
menacing. Its overshadowing formlessness obsesses the 
mind. The way to beat an enemy is to define him clearly, 
to analyse and measure him. Once an idea is intelligently 
grasped, it ceases to threaten the mind with the Terrors of 
the Unknown. 

!I went on to Delhi on the 16th. The best thing here is 
the Turkish Bath, where the process of purification is 
completed by charming ladies. On the r8th I wrote about 
Orpheus, "The accursed Book III utterly finished. Oh 
Book IV ! " On the 19th I went and saw the fort with 
"Major Graham, a prize fool from South Africa." The 
entry demands emendation. He wasn't a major ; his 
name wasn't Graham ; he had never been to South Africa ; 
and he was anything but a fool ! His idea was to represent 
himself as in charge of some Boer prisoners, and obtain 
credit and cash by various misrepresentations. 

The 20th and 21st were great days in my life. I wrote 
an essay which I originally gave the title " Crowleymas 
Day " and published under the tide " Berashith " in 
Paris by itself, incorporating it subsequencly in " The 
Sword of Song." The general idea is to eliminate the idea 
of infinity from our conception of the cosmos. It also shows 
the essential identity of Manichaeism (Christianity), 
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though his sttuggles were gradually ceasing, but nothing 
we could do was any good ; little by little he slid off the 
shallow into the deep water and sank. Afier hunting 
about for twenty minutes we gave the affair up as a bad job. 

Rowing slowly up the stteam, we soon caught sight of 
another fine beast, though not quite so big as the one we 
lost. I took, however, an exttaordinarily careful shot at it, 
and had the good luck to smash its spine. Every one 
thought I had missed, but I swore that was impossible. 
Certainly the beast did not move as we rowed towards it. 
I sent the natives on to the bank, and after an infinite display 
of funk they ventured to catch hold of its tail ; of course it 
had been shot stone dead. We got the body on board and 
rowed back to tillin." 

On Sunday, March 23rd, I took the Mail for Pindi. As 
luck would have it, the car reserved for the expedition was 
on the train. So I jumped in and was iottoduccd to my 
four new comrades. 

The Chogo Ri expedition had begun. 



STANZA XXXIV 

fi r,.,r vt.. £.e 4;1 /...------P ~ 
Jt~ ~ ~~7~ ~ -

"£~-ce/J'c~r /4fa,-
f/ ~ /4-y"f-;J~A::2 ~< /4. ~ ~ ~ 
~ ,e-~ ,c./~~ ~-
Agreement between Oscar Eckenstein and Aleister Crowley 

r. By O.E. 's letter of Sept. 20th and cable of Oct. 3rd 
he agrees to A. C. 's proposal by cable and letter of August 
23rd that they should together climb a mountain higher 
than any previously ascended by man : both agree to use 
their utmost endeavours in every respect to achieve this result. 

(On August 23rd A.C. placed £500 at the disposal 
of O.E.; on Oct. roth he added another £500 in case of 
emergency, for this purpose. O.E. is empowered to employ 
part of this latter sum ( or all if absolutely necessary) to 
arrange by insurance for Dr. Karl Blodig to join us. It 
is, however, understood that Dr. Blodig 's status as an 
amateur shall be rigidly respected.) 
2. This agreement only to be cancelled by death, serious 
illness, or vital affairs of one of the parties. 
3. 0 .E. agrees to take all responsibility of preparing the 
expedition in England, to have authority to accept a 3rd 
or 4th member of the party, should such a one be willing 
to pay his full share of the expenses, and he shall be respon.,, 
sible for the safe arrival of the party and baggage in place 
and date provided by him. 
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The Auscnans were totally unable to understand the 
workings of rhe native mind, as appeared very soon. It 
was a great mistake to bring rhem. The sixrh member of 
the parry was a Swiss ex,Army doctor named Guillarmod, 
who looked and behaved like Tartarin de Tarascon. He 
knew as little of mountains as he did of medicine, and proved 
a great source of weakness, rhough his delightful genialiry 
helped borh the psychology of the parry and our relations 
with the natives. He was our comic relief, and did much 
to make rhings more tolerable for all of us. For all rhat, I 
think we should have done better to take none of rhe 
foreigners.• Our numbers made us unwieldy ; and rhe 
question of international jealousy contributed indirectly to 
our failure, as will be explained later. 

We left Pindi for T ret on the 29rh of March. We had 
had to repack our baggage, which weighed over three tons, 
for convemence of transport by Ekkas. These are contrap, 
tions which suggest a hansom cab wirh rhe back knocked 
out and rhe driver on the floor, as it might have been 
conceived by rhe man who invented rhe coracle. Even 
one European finds it impossible to get a comfortable seat 
or stretch his legs, and a second constitutes outrageous over, 
crowding. A parry of eight to ten natives, on rhe other 
hand, finds itself at ease. 

Our adventures began with startling suddenness. I 
woke up 111 rhe dak,bungalow at Tree the next morning 
to find a dignified young gentleman sitting at my bedside. 
I wondered if I had been ill without knowing it, for his 
face expressed rhe symparhetic concern of Luke Fildes's 
" docror." Not at all ; he was a police inspector who had 

• This was done m stuk v~L11i,m o( Clau1t 3. Km,wl~s and I raid the whole: Upmst\ 
c,( these undesirable :tl1tm. 
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with the Deputy Commissioner, and took up the matter 
with the superior authority. 

To sum this episode, Eckenstein chased the culprits all 
around North India, and finally cornered George Nathaniel 
Curzon at the psychological moment when our pathetic 
cables to Lord George Hamilton at the India Oflice had 
brought the power of Bligbty to bear on the naughty 
nabobs. The "superior person " saved his face by 
authorising Eckenstein to rejoin the party on guarantees for 
his good conduct subscribed by Knowles and myself! 

We never learnt, and I do not know to this day, the 
dessous Jes carter. Eckenstein insistently professed himself 
in utter ignorance of the reasons which had induced the 
authorities to take their bigh,banded and futile action. 
Needless to say, we could not but connect it with Ecken, 
stein's quarrel with Conway in r892. We pumped the 
bigwigs of Kashmir, and we sified the rumours of the 
Bazar, but beyond learning that Eckenscein was a Prussian 
spy and a cold,blooded murderer, we obtained little 
informanon of 1mponance. Eckenscein was the noblest 
man that I have ever known. His integrity was absolute, 
and bis sympathenc understanding of the native character 
supreme. I rellUln unrepentant in my opinion that the 
incident was the resulc of the unmanly jealousy and petty 
intrigue of the insects who envied him, complicated by 
oflicial muddle. 

Temporarily deprived of our leader. we went on wearily 
co Srinagar, the capital of Kashrrur, which we reached on 
the t4th of Apnl. Several mcidents on the road demon, 
strated the extraordmary importance which the government 
attached to Eckenstein. Though everything had been 
arranged, there were all sons of excitement at the frontier, 



132 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

and cdegrams and spies were bustling about. It reminded 
me of the turmoil in an anc,heap which has been disturbed. 

On the fifi:h day we had our first and last trouble with 
natives. It is part of the Indian character co put every new 
Englishman through an examination in force of character. 
The key of power with all the inhabitants in the India 
Peninsula is justice. And this is about the only thing one 
can say which really does apply pretty well the same to 
their infinite diversity. God help the traveller who punishes 
his servants unjustly ! His lack of judgment shows them 
a weak point of which they can take advantage co avenge 
themselves in a thousand ways. On the other hand, one 
is even more despised if one fails to visit intentional mis, 
behaviour with the full penalty of the law. 

I was far from well. Various symptoms of malaria kept 
on cropping up, and I was in constant pain with pityriasis 
versicolor, which is a form of the so,called dhobi itch 
(a dhobi is a laundryman). One puts on cloches which 
seem spotlessly clean, but they contain the spores of a fungus 
which grows in the axilla and the groin. This got worse 
and worse. I was idiot enough to put myself in the hands 
of the doctor. I had the superstitious belief chat his medical 
degree meant something. I suffered perpetually from the 
irritation, increased by walking and riding till I got on the 
glacier away from the doctor, when I painted it with 
iodine, a supersubtle device which had never occurred to 
him, and cured it in twenty,four hours. 

On the fourth day the ekka drivers conspired cautiously 
to delay us. On the fifi:h they appointed a delegate to 
give us hell. (The arrangement was chat Knowles and I 
should bring up the rear of the procession to prevent any 
ekkas from straggling.) This man kept on making 
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unnecessary ref~irs in his harness, and finally managed to 
lock his whce m that of another ekka which happened to 
meet us. He was dehghted to find that I made no corn, 
plainr,. and he thought that he was going to get away with 
It. HIS ekka and ours arrived in camp more than an 
hour afier the rest of the parry. But the moment we were 
visible I jumped down, fixed my left hand in his beard 
(iISelf a blood insult), dragged him from his ekka, and 
lammed into him with my belt in view of the whole camp 
-apparently without any provocation. 

The psychology is instructive. I knew that the man's 
misbehaviour was a put,up job; in beating him, I was 
establishing the morale of the whole expedition. Their 
subtle minds understood perfectly the essential justice of my 
action, and applauded my perspicuity and determination. 
The result was that I never had the shghtest difficulties with 
natives in India ever afierwards, and was able to practice 
perfect tolerance of genuine accidents. I had forced them 
to respect us, which, with an Indian, is the first step to 
acquiring bis love. And the men soon showed themselves 
willing to risk their hves, as they ignorantly thought they 
were being asked to do, in order to please us. Young, 
husband's expedition to Yarkand cost seventeen coohes 
their lives, and our men were convmced that the object of 
our expedition was to make a new pass to that city. Nothing 
I could say would persuade them otherwise. They came 
and told me that they knew they were going to die on the 
journey, and they were quite willing to do it. They were 
almost dis£f Jiointed when I sent them back from Camp ro ! 

Had I • cd to understand the psychology of the ekka 
driver, we should have been nagged to death by pin, 
pricks. On the way back, crossing the Deosai plateau, 
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we fell in with an English Lieutenant who, after a fruitless 
shikar afier ibex, had been worried into illness and was 
being deliberately worried to death by his servants, who 
kept on misunderstanding his orders "accidentally on 
purpose." They had found out his weak spot, and had no 
mercy. The first business of any traveller in any part of 
the world is to establish his moral superiority. He has to 
be uniformly calm, cheerful, just, perspicacious, indulgent 
and inexorable. He must decline to be swindled out of 
the fraction of a farthing. If he once gives way, he is 
done for. 

I remember in my journey across China refusing to buy a 
few eggs when we were actually in sore need of them, 
because I could not agree with the owner on the price. 
The sum in dispute was much less than a ha'penny, and 
it was almost a matter of life and death to me ; but if I had 
given in, I should never have been able to buy an egg for 
the rest of the journey. The traveller must always remember 
that his method of striking a match is accurately reported 
for hundreds of miles in every direction. England con_, 
quered India by understanding the minds of the inhabitants, 
by establishing her own standards of conduct as arbitrary, 
and contemptuously permitting the native to retain his own 
wherever they did not conflict with the service of the 
conqueror. England is losing India by consenting to 
admit the existence of the conquered races ; by consenting 
to argue ; by trying to find a value for incommensurables. 
Indian civilisation is far superior to our own, and to enter 
into open competition is to invoke defeat. We won India 
by matching our irrational, bigoted, brutal manhood 
against their etiolated culture. 

We cannot even plead that we have lacked a prophet. 
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The genius of Rudyard Kipling, however ~sthetically 
abominable, has divined the secrets of destiny with cloud.
less clarity. His stories and his sermons are equally informed 
by the brainless yet unanswerable argument based on 
intuitive cognition of the critical facts. India can be 
governed, as history proves, by any alien autocracy with 
sufficient moral courage to dismiss Hindu subtlety as 
barbaric, and go its own way regardless of reason_ But 
India has always conquered its invaders by initiating them. 
No sooner does the Sahib suspect that he is not Almighty 
God than the attributes of Jehovah cease to arm him with 
unreasonable omnipotence. Our rule in India has perished 
because we have allowed ourselves to consider the question 
of Divine Right. The proverb says that the Gods them., 
selves cannot contend ·with stupidity, and the stupidity of 
the Sahib in the days of Nicholson reduced India to 
impotence. But we allowed the intellectual Bengali to 
invade England and caress our housemaids in the precincts 
of the Earl's Court Exhibition. He returned to Calcutta, 
an outcast indeed :from his own social system, but yet a 
conqueror of English fashions and femininity. We admitted 
his claim to compete with us, and our prestige perished 
exactly as did that of the Church when Luther assened the 
right of private judgment. 

I am not responsible• for the fact that the Universe is 
constructed in defiance of the principles of reason. I sec 
perfectly that the crude conceptions of European culture 
arc intellectually contemptible ; but if we arc to ~nter 
into relations of any kind with the East, we must enher 
behave Jike little children in the presence of age and wisdom, 
or we must be brutal bosses. The soldiers who slew 

• P.S.-Wcll, l 1m nor so sure. 
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Archimedes had only one alternative-to sit at his feet and 
learn geometry, and thank him when he rapped them over 
the knuckles. We must therefore choose between shutting 
up fourteen thousand sipahis in a compound and blowing 
them to pieces with grapeshot in cold blood, like Havelock, 
and sprawling to kiss their slippers like European students 
of Yoga. Our attempt to compromise between incom..
patible civilisations can only end in our confessing the 
impotence of our own. 

We see, even in England itself, how the abdication of 
Norman arrogance has led to the abrogation of all standards 
of superiority, so that the man who wishes to govern England 
to..-day is obliged to conform with the dishonest devices and 
servile stratagems of democracy. Government demands 
virtue ; in its etymological sense of manliness. In modern 
England, courage, truthfulness, and determination are at a 
discount. A leader can only lead by drugging the popu..
lace. When Beaconsfield (wasn't it ? ) said : '' We must 
educate our masters," he formulated the creed of Com..
munism ; for it is impossible to educate the people. I 
myself, despite my public school and University, despite a 
life devoted to continual travel and study of social, political, 
economic and historical facts, am only too well aware of my 
abject incompetence to provide a remedy for the least of the 
diseases which have come to actual issue. I only know 
that one must abdicate one's intelligence and submit to 
rule..-of,thumb government. The best master is a go..-as..
you..-please generous gentleman who settles everything by 
rude common sense. Our modern pretence at scientific 
government, based on theories and statistics, possesses all the 
irremediable inadequacies of purblind fedantry. My 
wanderings have shown me that individua happiness and 

... 
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adhesion. We conquered the Peninsula by sheer moral 
superiority. Our unity, our self..,respectJ our courage) 
honesty, and sense of justice, awakened the wonder, cam,, 
manded the admiration, and enforced the obedience of those 
who either lacked those qualities altogether, possessed some 
of them and felt the lack of the others, or had, actually or 
traditionally, sufficient of them to make them the criteria of 
right and ability to govern. As elsewhere observed, our 
modern acquiescence in the rationally irrefutable argument 
that the colour of a man's skin does not prevent him from 
being competent in any given respect, has knocked the 
foundations from underneath the structure of our authority. 

But still more fatal has been our imbecile weakness in 
allowing India to become aware that we are not wholly 
divine. When the French saw Joan of Arc bleed from a 
slight wound, the tradition of her invulnerability and their 
superstitious reverence for her as supernaturally protected, 
vanished, and her ruin became certain. The heel of 
Achilles of the Sahib has been the Memsahib. It was 
atrocious folly to allow Indians to come to England to 
study, to mix freely with our women, often to marry or 
seduce them. But we might have survived that scandal. 
The returned students, having forfeited caste, had forfeited 
credit. We could have dismissed their accounts of England 
as the bluster of rascals ; and, besides, these students were as 
insignificant in number as in authority with their own 
people. 

But we did worse. In the name of religion and morality 
(as usual !) we committed a political blunder, which was 
also a social crime, by permitting and even encouraging 
white women to go out to India. 

To begin with, they cannot stand the climate, which 
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compels them to live lives whose inevitable tendency is to 
relax _the moral fibre. Thus even high..-class memsahibs 
someum_es have themselves bathed by their beras. The 
excuse 1s that any sexual irregularity with such inferior 
animals is unthinkable. But "a man's a man for a' that." 
Incidentally, the heat increases the female lasciviousness as it 
decreases the male. White women are thus subject to 
continual nervous irritation of which they often fail to 
suspect the character. Besides, the healthiest of them is 
usually more or less ailing in various minor respects. They 
are usually shorc..-tempered from this and other causes, and 
any species of lack of self..-control has a fatal effect on the 
attitude of the native. 

Apart from this, it seems to him incredibly shamdess on 
our part that our women should appear in public at all ; 
that they should do so unguarded and unveiled appears 
the climax of immodesty. Some Englishmen are fatuous 
enough to suppose that they have explained quite nicely to 
the satisfaction of Indians-whose point of view in these 
matters is practically identical from Tuticorin to Peshawar, 
and Chittagong to Karachi ; it being an imperative 
necessity imposed by the climate, irrespective of creeds and 
social conditions-that our customs are compatible with 
correct conduct and even common decency. Such self..
delusion marks the utmost limit of bad psychology. India 
could be kept in order, even now, to its own salvation and 
our great credit and profit, if we would eliminate the 
European women and tradesmen, the competition..-wallah, 
and the haw..-haw officer, and entrust the government of the 
country to a body of sworn ': samurai " vowe~ like_ the 
Jesuits to chastity and obedience, together with either 
poverty or a type of splendour in which there should be no 
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in the Alps, plus the enchantment of Asiatic atmos, 
phece. 

Travellers to Chogo Ri are limited as to season by the 
fact chat the Zoji La is impassible for coolies before a certain 
dace, which varies little from year to year. We thought 
ourselves lucky to manage to cross so early in May as the 4th. 
In the autumn (again) it closes early, so that if one fails to 
get back co Kashmir before the snow blocks the pass, one is 
practically compelled to winter in Baltistan. 

A great fuss has been made about the actual difiiculties 
and dangers of crossing the pass, but it is merely a long 
snow trudge. Pfannl and Wessely, who were always 
boiling over to exhibit their prowess, went up to the Col 
to prospect. They reported on returning (a) that they 
could not see anything, (b) that the pass was very steep on 
the other side, and ( c) that the other side was free from 
snow. On the following day we learnt chat the first of 
these statements may have been correct ; the other two 
enlarged my horizon as to the possibilities of inaccuracy. 

The slopes leading to the pass are uniformly easy, and the 
reputed danger from avalanches exists only for people 
without any knowledge of snow. The doctor, however, 
gave us an idea of what we might expect from him. To 
this day I cannot understand how his misadventure failed 
co warn me. J use before reaching the top of the pass, he 
started to walk across a frozen lake. As he says : 
" Confiant clans la solidite de la glace, je m 'a venture un 
peu trap, lorsque, tout a coup, je fais un plongeon, intern, 
pestif a cette heure matinale ... " ! ! 

My duty was to see that the caravans crossed the corn para, 
tively shore section of the pass which the men dreaded. 
So I spent most of the morning rushing backwards and 
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forwards, encouraging one, exhorting another, and giving a 
hand t~ a third. I had °:o reason to suppose that the 
reco°:na1ssance of the A ustnans was radically wrong. By 
the time the last man had come safely through the critical 
section, I was already tired ; and when I started to follow, 
~ found to ~y dismay that the Macayun side of the pass, 
instead of being steep, was at a very low gradient indeed ; 
and, so far fiom being free from snow, was covered deeply. 
The day being well advanced, the going was sofier and more 
slushy all the time. Even the tracks made by the coolies 
had not made the way decently walkable. Faint with 
exhaustion, I dragged myself into camp at five o'clock at 
night, after a thirteen hours' trudge during which I had 
hardly sat down. 

My eyes, too, were inflamed. In the Alps, I had found 
myself able to go all day in bright sunshine without dark 
goggles and be none the worse. In Mexico I became 
uncomfortable after an hour or two, and had to put on my 
glasses. But in the Himalayas, even at low altitudes (the 
Zoji La is about 5,009 metres), snow blindness is a real 
menace. When I got to the upper glacier, I found that 
ten minutes without goggles even under a clouded sky 
detern1ined an attack. 

I ,vas too exhausted even to eat until I had drunk half a 
bottle of champagne, afier which I slept like a log. The 
next morning I started late-eight o'clock. The march, 
like that of the previous day, was fifteen miles, but only took 
six hours instead of thirteen, and would have been much 
less save for the sofi: snow of the earlier stages. There was 
no anxiety about the coolies, so that I had ample leisure to 
meditate on the extraordinary change of scenery on the far 
side of the Zoji. Nowhere else iu the world have I found 



148 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

any similarly sudden and complete antithesis. Right up 
to Baltal, trees and flowers abound. On the other side of 
the pass is an astonishing abomination of desolation. 
Thence all the way to Skardu there is literally no scrap of 
vegetation, scarce even sparse rough grass ; except where 
mountain torrents join the Indus. At such places, the 
natives have carried out an elaborate scheme of irrigation. 
The land is fashioned into terraces fertilised by a system of 
channels ; and in these artificial fields they cultivate their 
crops, including apricots. In some places there are as many 
as five harvests a year. From a distance these oases appear 
very striking. The first impression is of a criss,cross formed 
by the line of trees and the terraces. These villages glow 
with ineffable gladness. The marches, though often quite 
short in actual mileage on the map, are (generally speaking) 
quite severe. Eckenstein had observed humorously that 
from the top of the Zoji La it would be down hill all the 
way to Skardu, bar local irregularities. The piquancy of 
the remark lies in the fact that the total descent is less than 
ten thousand feet, and that the average daily " local irregu, 
larity " approximates to double that amount. It is some, 
times infuriating. One day, at the end (as I thought) of a 
long march, I caught sight of the goal not half a mile away, 
both it and I being close to the river. But a rocky buttress 
gratuitously juts into the stream, and the track makes a 
little . detour of some three thousand feet in height to 
pass u. 

Apart from the mere fatigue of these marches, they are 
made detestable by the utter monotony and ugliness of the 
landscape. The mountains are huge hideous heaps of 
shapeless drab. There is hardly one noble contour ; there 
is no rest for the eye ; there is no inspiration and no interest-
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nothmg but a gnawing desire to be done with the day's dreary 
draggmg. In add1uon to this there is a good deal of 
actual discornfon. The glare of the sun is very distressing, 
and either it, or its reflection from the hot arid rocks, is 
scorching. At the same time it ofien happens that a 
b1nerly biting wind is blowing. It seems ro eat into one's 
very bones with harsh cold. One does not know what 
to do about clothes. On one side one is roasted ; on the 
other frozen. It is easy to understand how the bean leaps 
whenever the eye falls upon the distant green lattice of a 
grove, and even how eagerly the eye looks for geological 
indicaaon of the probabiliry of one appearing. It is an 
additional annoyance that the mere distance one has 
travelled tells one so litrle as to what remains to be done, 
for the reasons given above. 

On some of these marches we were able to get ponies, 
though the Austrians disdained such effeminacy. The 
Indian hill pony compares very unfavourably with the 
Mexican. He is neither so swifi, so strong, nor so sure, 
fooced. More ofien than not, too, he is in bad condition, 
and sometimes actually lame. The best of them stumble 
at almost every other step, though it is said that they never 
lose their footing completely. I could never rid myself 
alcogether of nervousness. The road is officially the highway 
to Skardu and Y arkand, but it rarely an1ounts to more than 
a rough and narrow mountain track, scarce betrer than the 
paths to Alpine Club huts, at their worst Some stages, 
indeed, are alcogether impracticable for ponies, either because 
the track crosses a ravine by a rope bridge, or because 
actually too steep for chem to climb. The road is never 
dangerous from the point,of,view of the. pedestrian, but 
it looks so to a man on horseback ; for m a great many 
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places its loose stones lie on the edge of what is a precipice 
for all practical purposes. 

At Hardas we were entertained by a magnificent but 
dirty R.ijah, who took me for a native. One noticed with 
amusement that a great many of the people whom public 
opinion at home classes as niggers were very much lighter 
in colour than any of our party. 

At Tolti we found another Rajah equally urbane. Travel 
in the East is essential to any sort of understanding of the 
Bible. The equivalent of the word King is constantly 
used to describe men who may be anything from absolute 
monarchs over hundreds of thousands of people, to country 
squires or even headmen of a tribe of gypsies. 

We reached Skardu on the 14th of May, and put in four 
days making arrangements for the next stage of the journey. 
We could no longer depend on finding enough coolies, 
the villages beyond Shigar being poorly populated. 

We took much credit to ourselves, by the way, and gave 
more to the e!Iiciency of government o!Iicials, that we had 
come through from Srinagar without a day's halt, we the 
largest party of Europeans to have made the journey. 

Central Asia, by the way, is the home of Polo, which is 
played to this day with the utmost enthusiasm. Needless 
to say, the game is free from the swanking exclusiveness of 
the European variety. I was never able to discover any 
particular rules. One simply rides into the melee with 
any kind of a stick one happens to have, and smites the 
ball with more vigour than intention. If one feels that 
one's side is too strong for the others, one simply changes 
over. The local Rajah and the poorest farmer of the district 
?1eet in the game with the noble equality of " chivalry " 
1n the true sense, the esprit de corps of horsemen. 
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~h~ e~h~laration of the game is extraordinary. Played 
as it .1s, 1t Is free from the lust of result which has spoilt 
practically all sports and games in Europe. Strange that 
~n my old age ! should suddenly find myself acquiescing 
In the ab~urd1ty which. ang~cd me_ so when a boy, 
Champney s plan of playing cricket without scoring runs. 
Afier all, the madman was right. It would be far finer to 
play the game for the sake of enjoying the free exercise of 
one's enthusiasm. True it is, scoring does lead to post., 
mo~e~ co~trove~sies ~hich are not in the spirit of sport. 
Climbing itself 1s being very much spoilt by the attitude 
of the Alpine Club in insisting that the achievement, not 
the enjoyment, is the important thing. It has led to their 
virulent, dishonest, envious intrigues against guideless 
climbing and climbers. This is the American spirit, to 
count and compare instead of being content with spiritual 
satisfaction. This is what is meant by the Scripture 
" The love of money is the root of all evil." 

This spirit is at t~e root of all modern attempts at_standard ... 
isation of attainment, and it leads directly to every kind of foul 
play, falsehood, cheating and controversy .. ~onsider merely 
American football and baseball ; the drilling of the tea.ms 
to carry out a series of evoluti~ns _designated ?Y a string of 
ciphers. Again, what of the mtr1Pues to attain ~e tran~fer 
of professional players, to say nothmg of the possible se~ng 
of matches to syndicates of gamblers? Sport of all kinds 
has tended to become spectacular and gl~d~atorial,. even in 
games like lawn tennis, \~hich ~as ong1nally the very 
incarnation of social ameruty. It 1s the same story every" 
where; see boxing, in which a man n~ay ~et more for 
half an hour's battery than any dozen Umvers1cy Professors 
receive for a lifetime of devoted labour on behalf of the race. 
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Path of the Wise as indicated by the Adepts, whether of 
the Magical or Mysttcal schools. For Yoga o!fcrs humanity 
an organ of 1ntellige_nce supenor to Intellect, yet co,ordinatc 
with lt, and Mag1ck serves to arouse spiritual cmrgics 
which, while confirnung those of the mind, bring chem IO 
their culmination. 

One afiernoon was made notable by a siorm of wind. 
Fine sand was blown up from the bed of the Indus ro a 
height o_f over three thousand feet, completely obscuring the 
mountainS. (I have seen something similar in Cumberland. 
One night a terrific storm broke over the West Coast; of 
sufficient velocity to push a number of trucks from a siding 
into a London & North Western train, wrecking it The 
bough, as thick as my thigh, of a tree forty yards from the 
hotel was blown through my window on IO tbe bed where 
I lay asleep, without waking me. In tbe morning che rain 
had stopped ; but the wind continued with incrcascd 
violence. Every stone wall in the neighbourhood bad been 
thrown to the ground. The waccifalls exposed ro the 
wind had been blown back so chat che pitches over which 
they normally fell were practically dty. The wa= of the 
lake was swept up in vast clouds across the &cc of Sali:ll, 
completely hiding the mountain.) 

While making our new mangcrncncs we lowigcd about. 
fished, and climbed odd rocks which icmpcl _ !5- On 
May 19th we crossed the Indus by the fi:rry and &,llowed a 
delightful road, for che mos_t part level ~d wooded. ID 
Shigar. The Shigar valley 1S ~y ,unlike tb~ of cbc 
Indus, and is out of keeping ~ one s naeural ideas of 
mountain screams. The river winds through a broad 
fiat wilderness of stones. 

The village of Shigar resembles an oasis in die Sahara. 
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as I discovered some years lacer when I made my bow to 
the latter. There is indescribable fascination about these 
dusters of 9uiet houses in their groves of green ; but there 
is a serpent in every Eden, and there was a missionary in 
Shigar. We asked the fool to dinner. He had been 
rhere seven years, as had also his predecessor, and between 
rhem rhey had not made a single convert. Christianity can 
never make any impression on a Mohammedan. The 
anrhropomorphic and anthropotheistic ideas connected with 
the " Incarnation " shock people whose conception of God, 
irrational though it be, is at least sublime. " God bath 
neither e9ual, son, nor companion. N aching shall stand 
before His face." The ethical implications of the 
" Atonement " are e9ually repulsive to the Moslem. As 
Ibsen said : " Your God is an old man whom you cheat." 
Mohammedanism teaches a man to respect himself; his 
relation with his supposed creator is direct ; he cannot 
escape the penalty of his sins by paying the priest, or by 
persuading himself that everything has been arranged for 
him by a transaction of the most stupid injusti~e. 
Buddhism, in a totally different way, shares this conformity 
with common decency, and it is only the lowest caste of 
Hindu which really convinces itself that sacrifices and 
servility suffice for salvation. Where Islam and Christianity 
meet in open competition, as in some parts of Africa, it is 
found that only the lowest type of negro, such as is accus, 
corned to arrange matters with conscience by hanging a 
rag on a piece of stick, accepts Christianity. Any one 
with a trace of se!f,respect disdains the slavish superstitions 
which we compel the Archbishop of Canterbury to 
subscribe, but can readily accept the simplicity of Islam as a 
stage beyond Fetishism. 
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The m~rch from Shigar to Askole is extremely varied 
and beautiful. . For three marches one ascends the Shigar 
valley. The nver was extraordinarily low, and could be 
crossed. In August, I 892, Eckenstein, though furnished 
wnh a rope, had been unable to cross one of the tributary 
streams-of which there must be more than one hundred. The 
explanation is ( of course) that the snows had not begun to melt. 

On one march we had to walk along the smooth round 
stones of the nver bed for several miles. The track became 
impossible for horses. We crossed a pari (a burrress which 
juts into the stream and has to be climbed in consequence) 
over twelve hundred feet high. The next day we came to 
Chomboro. The character of the country had completely 
changed once more. We had got back to the conditions 
of the valley of the Upper Indus. Ghomboro is a delightful 
village of apricot orchards. Below the terraces roars the 
water of the Bralduh Nala, a terrific torrent pent betWeen 
narrow cliffs. The most striking impression of the entire 
journey is the variety of the physical geography. It is as if 
nature had conspired to afford one the maximum of new 
sensations. Now here else in the world have I observed 
such apparent discontinuity, such wealth_ of un~pccted 
phenomena tumbling over each other to claim astorushment 
and admiration. 

There are no Dak,baghlas in these remote districts ; 5? 
we were living in our tents. We dined in the open aJI 

under the apricots, while by our side one of the !~al elders 
exuded over five litres of serum. He had been earned down 
by his adhetents in the last stages of dropsy ; bm afier 
contributing his quota to the volume of the Bralduh, he 
walked cheerfully to his house without assisrance, as he 
had not done for many months. 
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Baltisun. The first thing to meet our eyes was what, 
suppose \Ve had landed in the country of Brobdignag, only 
more so, might have been the lace handkerchief of a Super..
Glumdalditch left out to dry. It was a glittering veil of 
brilliance on the hillside ; but closer inspection, instead of 
destroying the illusion, made one exclaim with increased 
enthusiasm. 

The curtain had been formed by crystalline deposits from 
a hot spring (38.3 degrees centigrade). The incrustation is 
exquisitely white and exquisitely geometrical in every 
detail. The burden of the cynicism of my six and twenty 
years fell from me like a dream. I trod the shining slopes : 
they rustled under my feet rather as snow does in certain 
conditions. (The sound is strangely exhilarating~) It is a 
voluptuous flattery like the murmurous applause of a 
refined multitude, with the instinctive ecstatic reverence of 
a man conscious of his unworthiness entering Paradise. At 
the top of the curtain is the basin from which it proceeds, 
the largest of several similar formations. It is some 3 I feet 
in diameter, an almost perfect circle. The depth in the 
middle is little over 2 feet. It is a bath for Venus hersel£ 

I had to summon my consciousness of Godhead before 
venturing to invade it. The water streams delicately with 
sulphurous emanations, yet the odour is subtly delicious. 
Knowles, the Doctor, and I spent more than an hour and 
a half reposing in its velvet warmth, in the intoxicatingly 
dry mountain air, caressed by the splendour of the sun. I 
experienced all the ecstasy of the pilgrim who has come to 
the end of his hardships. I felt as if I had been washed 
clean of all the fatigues of the journey. In point of fact, 
I had arrived, despite myself, at perfect physical condition. 
I had realised from the first that the proper preparation for 
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a journey of this son is to get as fat as possible before staning, 
and stay as_ fat ~s possible as long as possible. I was now in 
the condiuon in which Pfannl had been at Srinagar. I 
could have gone fony,e1ght hours without turning a hair. 

Pfannl himself was still in excellent form, but he had 
u_sed up a lot of his reserve force, though he showed no 
signs of having done so. He was thirty,one, and should 
have possessed much more endurance than I. People in 
general have very erroneous ideas about age. For rock 
climbing or lyric poetry one is doubtless best in one's 
twenties. For a Himalayan expedition or dramatic com, 
position, it is better to be fony than thirty. Eckenstein at 
fony,three, despite his congenital tendency to respiratory 
troubles, was by no means too old ; and Knowles, twenty 
years younger, was emphatically too young. Guillarmod, 
at thirty,three, and W essely, at thirty,one, suffered less than 
any of us. 

In W essely' s case this was mostly because he had not 
imagination enough to be ill. None of us had ever seen 
such a perfect pig. He was very greedy and very myopic. 
In order to eat, he would bend bis head over his plate and, 
using his knife and fork like the blades of a paddle wheel, 
would churn the food into his mouth with a rapid rotatory 
motion. There was al"'.ays some g~ing up, and always 
some going down, until he deposited his wcll,suckcd 
instruments of nutrition on a pcrfecily clean plate, and asked 
for more. It was the most disgusting sight that I have ever 
seen. Explorers are not squeamish ; but we had t~ turd 
our heads away when W essely scatted to cat. I admit aid 
deplore my human weakness. All forms of gcruus shou • 
be admired and studied, and Wessdy was a worlds 

champion. • 
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on the return)?urney, the servants asked permission to 
celebrate by killing two sheep of the flock which we bad 
taken there ; they wo_uld, of course, cook the best part of 
the _meat for the Sahibs. Pfannl could eat nothing, and 
Gmllarmod very little, but 1n a short time the servants 
repeated their request. W essely had devoured practically 
the whole two sheep. Of course the mountain variety is 
not a Southdown. It probably does not weigh more than 
the average four months lamb in Sussex. But even so 
Wessely's exploit is pretty good. 

On my own arrival at Rdokass, I made rather a beast of 
mysel£ I bad been starving on canned food for nearly two 
months, and that half,warm, balf,cooked fresh mutton 
made me practically insane. I was suffering the agonies of 
sugar,starvation plus the effects of a recurrence of malaria, 
so that vomiting and diarrhcra were continuous. But 
never in my whole life have I tasted anything like that 
mutton. I gorged myself to the gullet, was violently sick, 
and ordered a fresh dinner. 

0 I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
There's yet some mutton left." 

I may mention in this place that expcriencc has convinced 
me of the truth of the Hindu theories about Prana. Apart 
from the chemical and physiological transactions involved 
in eating, one is nourished directly, by what_ one m~st call. 
however one may hate to do so, the vital pnnople 1n fuod. 
We had already found on Izuccihuatl that canned food 
ten years old failed to nour!sh anything like as well as sruff 
recently tinned. We denved muc_h more _energy from 
fresh,killed mutton, cooked before ngor morns had set 1n, 





From the hot spring one goes gently along the valley to 
Askole. The whole march is short, easy, and delightful. 
It only occupied five hours, of which at least three were 
spent at the rope bridge and in the pool. 

The entire journey had been extraordinarily favourable. 
We had had very little bad weather, the coolies had behaved 
admirably, there had been no accidents and no sickness, 
except for my own dermatological trouble. At Askolc, 
however, several of the servants were slightly indisposed for 
a couple of days. 

We spent ten days in this village. Beyond this point 
there are no supplies of any sort. It was therefore necessary 
to establish a aepot of food for the men higher up. The 
difficulty in travelling in uninhabited countries is that a 
man \\1ho eats (say) two pounds a day, and carries sixty 
pounds can carry nothing except his own food on a journey 
of thirty marches. Our problem was how to get about one 
hundred and ten loads deposited at a distance representing 
(there and back) not less than twenty marches. We bought 
every pound of everything eatable in the valley, and 
cn1ployed every man available. This meant (roughly) 
three n1en to carry one load, one for the load itsdf, the 
other C\vo for the food of the three. Even with the 

165 
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advance depots, the task strained the resources of the 

valley. .R. R. f . . b If There was one tr1 1ng con 1ct o op1ruon etween myse 
and Eckenstein at Askole. It was arranged that our 
valises should not exceed forty pounds on the Glacier, 
though many of the loads exceeded fifiy. I could not get 
my belongings within the limit. Eckenstein wanted me to 
leave behind my library. His theory of travelling in wild 
countries was that one should temporarily become an 
absolute savage ; but my experience had already shown me 
chat man shall not live by bread alone, but by every word 
that proceedeth out of the mouth of Cod. I attributed the 
almost universal mental and moral instability of Europeans 
engaged in exploring to their lack of proper intellectual 
relaxation far more than to any irritations and hardships 
inseparable from physical conditions. Comad's "An Out, 
post of Progress " and Kipling's story of the lighthouse 
keeper who went mad, are outstanding examples of the 
psychological processes which are likely to occur. Perfectly 
good friends become ready to kill each other over a !um p 
of sugar. I won't say that I couldn't have stood the 
Baltoro Glacier in the absence of Milton and the rest ; 
but it is at least the case that Pfannl went actually mad, 
that W essely brooded on food to the point of stealing it, 
and that Eckenstein and Knowles* both lost their heads 
over the cholera scare ! Thus the only man beside myself 
to retain perfect mental balance was the Doctor, who kept 
his mind constantly occupied by observations in natural 
history, photography, writing articles for the Swiss news, 
papers, keeping an elaborate journal for the purposes of his 

* The Lmer under the powttful i11Aut11ce of the Chicf--orhcrwise he would not have curntd 
a hair. 
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effort. I suppose ic is the difference between the roo yards 
and the J miles at Queens. Bue apart from this, there 
seems to be some subtle factor which determines the limit 
of the day's work. But if I could not explain, at lease I 
thoroughly appreciated, the conditions. 

Another di/!iculty made ic clear chat the foreigners in 
the Expedition were simply dead weight. Knowles him, 
self, docile, cheerful, and phlegmatic, could not give much 
active assistance. In view of the character of the Giacier, 
the party could no longer travel as a unit afier leaving terra 

.fin11a. Only Eckenstein and I spoke Hindustani ; only 
Eckenstein or I could be trusted to lead. The Austrians 
were always making heroic gestures, and Guillarmod 
finally demonstrated his incapacity by wandering out one 
day and getting crag,fasc in a perfectly easy place. His 
misadventure would have been a blow to our prestige had 
not the natives already accepted him as Tartarin. Our 
arrangements were therefore settled for us by circumstances. 
Eckenstein's power of organisation was unique. There was 
no choice but to leave him at Paiyu to dispatch relays of 
food. I was thus the only possible leader, and I had to go 
alone because the Austrians were inseparable, and it was 
better for Knowles and the doctor to be as near Eckenstein 
as possible. We accordingly started in four sections ; I, 
with a picked body of coolies, the Austrians a day later, 
Knowles and the doctor cwenty,four hours behind him, 
and Eckenstein as soon as I had carried out my objective of 
reconnoitring the mountain and establishing a Main 
Camp at its foot. I could not but feel that Eckenstein 
had shown bad judgment in collecting so unwieldy a 
party. I believe co this day that if he, I, and Knowles had 
been alone, we should have diminished our difficulties by 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 169 

60 per cent., and perhaps walked up the mountain before 
the weather broke. 

Thanks to our rapid march from Srinagar, we were a 
fortrught ahead of our programme. W c were afraid of 
gerung to the mountain too early in the season ; but from 
what I now know of the climate, we should have done 
much better to rush through and tackle the mountain before 
the breaking of the monsoon in India. 

Another ill effect of including the foreign clement was 
this. Eckcnstem, somewhat forgetful of the principles of 
selfless concentration which arc essential to the performance 
of any Great Work, made a point of admitting the existence 
of the possibility of international jealousy. He therefore 
forbade me to cross the Bergschrund before the whole party 
had arrived at the Main Camp, which it was my business 
to establish at the foot of the mountain proper. I wish I 
had remembered about Nelson's blind eye. When I 
arrived at Camp 10 on the level glacier above the icc&ll 
underneath the south,castern slopes of Chogo Ri. I could 
have gone on without any difficulty up those slopes ID die 
well,markcd shoulder immediately beneath the final 
pyramid, and had I done so, I have no doubt wban:vcr 
that we could have made a successful dash fur the 
sumnut. 

I started on J unc 5th for Korophon, going as slowly as I 
could. The march occupied over forty,cight hours. The 
march crosses the Biafo Glacier ; an~ there I ha~ my lint 
real taste of certain conditions peculiar ID the Himalayas. 
There is a violent alternation of heat and cold bctwccn 
night and day. The maximum shade tan~ 
rarely less than 25° centigrade, often touched 3~~ and 
sometimes climbed close to 40°, whereas the mm1mum 
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was hardly ever above zero, even at Askole, and on 
the glacier reached anything from-10° to-30°. The 
result is that a few minutes of sunshine produces revolu, 
tionary results. A thick hard crust of snow disappears 
almost instantaneously, and leaves one floundering in a 
mass of seething crystals. Rocks perched on ice become 
very hot in an incredibly short time, and break loose from 
the ice on which they are poised, in a way which takes men 
of merely Alpine experience by surprise. My Mexican 
Expedition proved invaluable in enabling me to foresee these 
phenomena. But the first warning was given on this 
march when two enormous stones which, anywhere else, 
would have stayed where they were for years, fell about 
20 yards in front of me and the advance guard ! 

When I say Korophon, it must not be imagined that it 
means anything more than a mark on the map. It is 
distinguishable only by a cubical block of granite about 
20 feet high, under the two overhanging sides of which a 
lirtle wall has been built by the shepherds who occasionally 
lead their flocks so far afield. One wonders why ; for even 
at Korophon itself, the vegetation is extremely sparse and 
scrubby. 

The next day I went on to Bardumal, at the foot of the 
spur. There are actually a few trees at this place. On 
this march one has to cross the Punmah, a broad and 
shallow stream which I found easy enough to ford. The 
alternative-to which we were reduced on our return-is 
to trudge about six miles up stream to a rope bridge and 
down the other bank. It may be that the low barometric 
pressure affects the velocity of running water, for streams 
seem much swifter than one would expect from the slope. 
The current carries down round stones in the most dangerous 
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protect our supplies, and to do the repacking necessary for 
my advance guard. 

In the course of this work, tbe trouble with our Patban 
servants came to a bead. We bad bad several complaints 
of their arrogance and overbearing behaviour towards tbe 
natives, and now we found that they bad stolen some fowls 
from our travelling farmyard, wbicb included, by tbe way, 
fifteen sheep and thirty goats. We also discovered that 
they bad stolen and sold practically tbe whole of our reserve 
sugar. There was nothing to do but to sack them, wbicb 
we did. 

Out of tbis arose an incident wbicb I shall always 
remember with peculiar delight. I was able to play 
Haroun Al, Rascbid, and administer poetic oriental justice. 
We bad furnished the malefactors with magnificent new 
coats for tbe journey. One of tbe men, not content with 
this, bad bullied and cheated one of tbe Kasbmiri servants 
out of bis torn rags, and insisted on disrobing his victim tbat 
be might bear away tbe spoils on his departure. To all 
intents and purposes, the man was lefi with nothing to wear. 
He complained to me. I beard tbe case with grave 
attention ; I bad to admit tbat by native justice the clothes 
belonged to the marauder, wbo grinned and triumphed and 
redoubled bis insults to bis discomfited dupe. "But wait," 
said I. "Hassan's coat certainly belongs to you, but tbe 
coat you are wearing belongs to me ! " So I made bim 
take it off, and clothed tbe unfortunate Hassan in its 
splendours, while tbe villain of the piece bad to go off 
down the valley ( where a nice prison was waiting for 
bim) clad in the wretched rags, much too small for 
bim, amid tbe joy of tbe entire caravan at seeing tbe 
biter bit. 
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There was no difficulty in finding a way up the snout. 
I knew that the first camp, Liligo, was on the lefi bank, so 
moved over in that direction. ( German professors two 
hundred years hence are requested not to confuse the name 
of this parau with the " litt!e,go " at Cambridge, though 
both are alike first stages on a lonely climb leading to 
nowhere.) 

The glacier was a complete revelation to me. The 
difference in scale had merely multiplied one's difficulty 
accordingly in previous matters ; but here they become 
more formidable in a geometrical progression with a 
big f In Switzerland one does not see many moraines 
over 100 feet high. Here they run to 1,000 or 1,500. 

There are something like twenty tributary glaciers feeding 
the Baltoro. Each of these contributes at least three 
moraines. The glacier being about thirty miles long, and 
rarely more than two wide, it is distinctly a congested 
district ! The competing moraines jostle each other unscru, 
pulously. One would hardly know that one was on ice 
at all for the first ten miles ; there is hardly a bare patch. 
But the close competition tends to form many steep sfopes ; 
and this means that the sides of most of the moraines are 
covered with rocks which, even when they are of enormous 
size, are in extremely unstable equilibrium. Again, the 
pressure and temperature combine to loosen the bands of 
rock and ice. The general result is that the passage of a 
party rearranges that section of the glacier much more 
radically than would be the case in the Alps. The task 
of picking one's way is very arduous ; and there is a good 
deal of luck about it, for there is no means of telling whether 
one may not at any moment be cut off by an obstacle. 
For example-the rivulets which flow openly through 
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small channels on Swiss glaciers may here be torrents 
rushing through curungs in the ice anything up to roo feet 
broad and deep. In the Alps, I remember few such 
places where I. could not step across easily, and those few 
were always w1th1n a bit of a jump. 

One's eresight does not help one much to find the way. 
The view 1s always cut off; even by climbing to the top 
of a mora.1ne one gets little practical information. The 
muddle is essentially meaningless to the mountaineer. It 
is quite rare to be able to mark down a comparatively level 
passage of a couple of hundred yards which might be worth 
while making for. Each line of moraine has to be crossed 
in the serious spirit of a pioneer looking for a pass across 
a range. The instability of the surface means a constant 
tendency to slip, so that the journey is morally tedious and 
physically wearisome beyond belie£ The compensation is 
the majesty of the surrounding mountains. Nowhere else 
in the world does there exist anything like the same diversity 
of form. The effect is enhanced by the recognition that 
practically every peak is unclimbable by our present 
standards. Men accustomed to mountains instinctively 
reconnoitre everything they sec, and in this district one is 
constantly being astonished at the completeness of the 
defences of even quite insignificant peaks. . . . 

Above the camp at Liligo are most fomudablc prcc1p1ces 
of rotten rock. In some places they acrually overhang ; 
and one wonders how they manage to stay there at all, 
especially in view of the rapidly disintegrating action of 
the weather. 

The next day I went on to Rhobutse ; a V":'f shon march, 
but I did not want to tire the men, and this was the only 
good camping place for some distance. There was a great 

N 



178 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

deal of snow and rain in the early part of the day, though 
it cleared up in the afternoon. Just after sunset, however, 
a very violent wind sprang up. On the I rth, I went on to 
Rdokass, a much longer march in distance. But the going 
on the glacier had become much easier. I found some 
comparativdy level stretches. 

The natives were extremdy good in every way ; their 
character compares favourably· with that of any race I have 
ever seen. We never heard of them coming to blows or 
even to really high words. Imagine the difference with 
European peasants ! Some of their customs are worth 
mentioning. For one thing, they never take off their 
clothes all their lives. A baby is wrapped in a rag ; 
presently a second round the first, and so on. But they 
never remove the innermost layer ; it is allowed to disin, 
tegrate by itsel£ The richer a man becomes, the more 
clothes he is able to buy, so that the headmen of a village 
are like rolls of cloth. 

Their method of preparing their food on the glacier is 
ingenious. Having made a fire, they get a stone as nearly 
round as possible and heat it thoroughly through. Round 
this they smear their paste of flour and water, twisting the 
whole into their shawls. By the time they have arrived in 
camp the paste is baked through and still hot. 

One cannot wash on the glacier-nay, not so much as 
one's hands. The extreme dryness of the atmosphere 
removes all the natural grease of the skin, which becomes 
so brittle that the touch of water causes it to peel off, leaving 
a horribly painful, and practically unhealable, wound. I 
let my hands get as greasy and as dirty as I could to protect 
them. When thus coated, it is safe to leave them in 
contact with water, provided it is not for too long and there 
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is _n_o rubbing. One can indeed put one's hands into 
boiling water, for at these low barometric pressures water 
bo!1s easily. At . Rdokass, for example, water boils at 
87 .4, corresponding to I 3,904 feet ; higher up, it is 
of course less. 

In spite of not washing, one does not get at all dirty. 
After my bath on May 25th, I abstained uno1 August 19th 
-eighty..,five days-but I found myself absolutely clean 
except my hands and face. The only inconvenience was 
lice. These insects live inexpugnably in the seams of one's 
clothes. It is useless to try to dislodge them, because every 
time one gets near a Balti, the supply is renewed. 

Rdokass remains to this day in my memory as a veritable 
Beulah. It is a broad grassy ledge on the rocks 200 or 
300 feet above the glacier. There are superb views in 
every direction. But there is " something about the place " 
beyond that ; the atmosphere of restfulness is paramount. 
There was here quite a lot of grass ; even some flowers. I 
accordingly sent word to _bring our flocks along. It was 
the last oasis of any account, and in fact the only place of 
its kind that we found on the whole glacier. The day 
after, I crossed the glacier co Lhungka. It was a "!Cff 
nervous business picking one's way across the moramcs, 
especially as I had to build scone ~en to guide the o~cr 
parties, and I had only the vaguest ideas as to wh~t pomt 
on the other bank of the glacier to make for. I clim~d a 
high point in the middle and cook compass obscrvaoons. 
as I could now see Masherbrum (25,660) and Gusherbrum 
(26 630 ). These peaks are the most spectacular of the 
wh~le range ; the one a stupendo~s wed&e of brilliantly 
lighted rock and ice ; the other _a d111_1 lu~nous cone. It 
had this appearance because of its onentat1011. We never 

------, 
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saw 1c 1n full Lgbc ; because at sunset, when it would have 
been 11luminaced, it happened always co be cloudy. 

My compass o_bsetvations distressed me ,extremely. I was 
rrymg co reconcile nature with Conway s map ; and my 
difficulties were scarcely less than those which disturbed 
the peace of Victorian Theologians. The natives made it 
worse ; for Conway had named the glaciers on their 
information, and what they told me was in some respects 
quite different. 

Ac Lhungka I built a shelter for the coolies, a low stone 
wall behind which they could lie in case of violent wind. 
It would of course have been impossible to take tents for 
them ; but as a matter of fact they did not complain of 
cold at any time. The thermometer did not register more 
than 5° centigrade of frost till afier June 18th. 

The next day I went on to Chore, where I found a 
delightful camping ground of fine level sand. (On our 
return, by the way, this was completely flooded.) 

From Chore to Biange is another long march, but less 
monotonous. The views are increasingly superb, and the 
solitude was producing its beneficent results. The utterly 
disproportionate minuteness of man purges him of his 
smug belief in himself as the final cause of Nature. The 
effect is to produce not humiliation but humility, and this 
feeling is only the threshold of a selflessness which restores 
the balance by identifying one with the Universe of which 
ones physical basis is so imperceptibly insignificant a 
fi:aruon. 

From Biange one can see Mitre Peak across the glacier. 
Alt~ough a _rd~tively minor summit (7,500 metres), its 
archuecru!e 1s incomparable. The name is inevitable. 
From this pomt of view the double horn could not 
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fail to suggest the title_- (I had myself indulged in a 
Incle nomenclature, calling a mountain crowned by three 
square,cut towers of rock " Three Castles.") 

The next day a short march took me to Doksam. I 
was now almost at the head of the Baltoro Glacier (15,518 
feet). In nearly thirty miles of march I had only made 
400 feet of ascent. But here I was on the floor of a glacier 
at a height close to that of Mont Blanc. In front of me the 
glacier widened out ; three major and several minor 
glaciers coalesced. I was irresistibly reminded of the 
Concordia Platz in the Oberland, and named the plateau 
in affectionate remembrance. 

Once again the astounding variety of nature in this 
district impressed itself upon my mind. One would have 
said that it was theoretically impossible to combine so many 
types of mountain. The obvious exception to the other, 
wise invariable rule of practical inaccessibility was the 
Golden Throne, a minor point of which Conway claims 
to have climbed. I was very disgusted at the bad taste of 
some of the coolies who bad been with him in saying that 
be had never been on the mountain at all, but turned back 
at the foot of the icefall. How could such common 
creatures presume to decide a delicate scientific question 
of this sort 1 

My camp at Doksam was pitched _on the borders o~ a 
good,sized lake between the mountains and the glac1cr, 
which at this point presents a wall of ice well ova: 1,000 feet 
high. The position is consequently comparanvcly sbcl, 
tered, and in its way very agreeable. The presence of still 
water lends it the charm of utter peace, and the abs~nc~ of 
the vermin which desecrate the crust of the earth so obJCCOon, 
ably in other places is rendered even more agreeable by the 
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jolly courageous children wh~ \\_7ere my comrades a°:d my 
friends. I went out reconno1tenng for three hours 1n the 
middle of the day, and got a very clear idea of the situation. 
A sudden snowstorm of a rather severe type swept the 
can1p for an hour ; but at four o 'dock the weather again 
cleared. '' T o,morrow to fresh woods and pastures new '' 
-except that there were neither woods nor pastures ! 
"We were the first that ever burst into that silent sea"
except that there wasn't any sea! The poets are really very 
thoughtless to leave their heir without an appropriate 
quotation! 

On the 16th of June I marched for a little over four 
hours where man had never yet trodden. It proved to be 
the easiest going yet. The eternal moraine was less in 
evidence ; we were able to walk over admirable snow most 
of the way. Once more, though, I have to record a unique 
phenomenon totally out of keeping with the rest. At the 
corner of the Baltoro Glacier and its northern affluent, the 
Chogo Lungma, as I named it, one has to cross a scree of 
pure white marble. Eckenstein, who arrived at this point 
in a snowstorm, found it very distressing. He told me that 
it was impossible to pick footholds ; the entire surface was 
a blinding glare. Camp 8 (16,592) is situated at the foot 
of a subsidiary spur descending from the ridge of which 
Chogo Ri is the climax. I was now in full view of the 
mounujn itsel£ bar clouds ; and, my first duty being to 
reconnoitre the mountain, I spent all day and all night 
watching it through my glasses, sketch,book in hand. 
T~e clouds. shifted sufficiently to enable me to make a 
piecemeal picture, and I came to the conclusion that while 
the south face, perhaps possible theoretically, meant a 
complicated climb with no half.-·way house, there should 
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be no difficulty in walking up the snow slopes on the east, 
south,east to the snowy shoulder below the final rock 
pyrarrud. I sent back word accordingly, and went on 
much encouraged. There was still no difficulty of any 
kind ; the snow was excellent ; but after three and a half 
hours, I decided to stop at Camp 9 (17,332) directly under 
the south face of the mountain. Above this camp the 
glacier becomes comparauvely steep, and I did not wish 
to take a chance of getting my coolies into trouble. They 
had amused me very much, by the way, at Camp 8 before 
starting, by coming and telling me that of course they didn't 
believe me when I said I would send them back as soon 
as they got to the eastern foot of Chogo Ri. They knew 
quite well that I only said it to lure them on ; they knew 
that I meant to make them cross to Y arkand ; they knew 
that they would die to a man ; but they didn't mind, it 
was Kismet, and they wanted me to know that they would 
gladly die because I had been so nice to them. When I 
sent them home from Camp ro they could hardly believe 
their ears, and their delight at being reprieved was pathetic, 
ally charming. 

Modern writers have made a great deal of fun of the 
Colden Age ; they have been at great pains to pro~e that 
primitive man is a bloodthitsty savage. The Balu gives 
them the lie. These men were all innocence, all honesty, all 
good faith, all loyalty, all human kindness. They were 
absolutely courageous and cheerful, even in face of what 
they supposed to be certain death of a most uncomfortable 
kind. They had no disquietude about death and no 
distaste for life. They were s1mple,mmded and merry. It 
was impossible not to love them, and not to contrast them 
with the dirty despicable insects whose squabbles and 
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crimes make c1vil1sacion itself the greatest of all crimes, 
.. nd whose ignorance (for all their boasting) is actually 
d,.rker and deeper and more deadly than that of these 
children. 

from Camp 9 there is a rapid rise of r,400 feet to Camp ro 
(18,733). I was a little doubtful as to how the pabu of 
the men would behave. Pabu are a kind of footgear which 
renunds one of a gouty man. Straw or rags are wrapped 
round the feet by thongs of raw hide. Their sofi:ness 
enables the wearer to get excellent hold on moraine, and 
they protect the feet from cold very effectively. The question 
was whether they would not slip on the hard snow. I was 
consequently very careful to pick the easiest way, and to 
scrape large steps when necessary. I took the first few men 
up on a rope, explaining the use of it, and told them how 
to keep their eyes skinned for concealed crevasses. They 
were highly intelligent ; picked up the trick of everything 
"',thout argument or complaint, and made no nustakes. 

I ought to mention their ingenious defence against snow 
blindness. They wear their hair rather long, and they make 
a plaited fringe to hang down over their eyes like a curtain. 
The device does not sound very effective ; but it seems to 
work. It is at least a fact that we did not have a single 
case. On Kangchenjunga, where this plan is not known, 
a number of the men were seriously affected. 

I was blamed subsequently for my selection of Camp ro 
as Mam Camp. Eckenstein thought that I might have 
cho~en a more sheltered position. But there were no such 
pos1t1ons m the neighbourhood, and it was quire useless 
to go further away from the foot of the slopes which it was 
my mtent1on to climb. Furthermore, during my ten days 
on the glacier, I had experienced all sorts of weather, and 
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none of it _had given the slightest gtound for supposing that 
we were likely to meet any conditions which would make 
Camp IQ mher_ than a desirable country residence for a 
gentleman 1n failing health. My principal preoccupation, 
moreover, was to keep out of the way of avalanches and 
falling stones. I had already seen enough of the apparently 
arbitrary _conduct which one might expect from them; I 
thought 1t best therefore to choose a level spot in the middle 
of the glacier. 

Even as it was, there was an avalanche on the roth of 
July which snowed both on Camp ro and Camp rr. 
Avalanches at this altitude-and in this larirude-differ 
(nevertheless) from those on lower peaks. Snow does not 
melt at all unless subjected to pressure. It evaporates without 
melting. It never forms a compact mass with a hard crust 
as it does in the Alps. I have seen ro feet of freshly fallen 
snow disappear completely in the course of an hour's 
sunshine. Extraordinary as it sounds, despite the perpetual 
bad weather which we experienced, the snow on the lower 
glacier (between Camps 9 and 7) had completely dis, 
appeared in August, while that on the upper glacier had 
very much increased. 

As a result of these conditions, a first rate avalanche may 
never reach the foot of the slope down which it startS ; 
it may evaporate almost enarely en route. One of our 
photogtaphs shows an avalanche actually in the process of 
falling. It would _ ~ave overwhelmed the photogtapher 
under Alpine condmons. . . . . 

I must admit to a certa111 heavmess of heart m obeymg 
my instructions and sending back the men. It was so 
obviously right to take them up the slopes to the shoulder, 
and establish the Camp at a point whence Chogo Rt could 
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The 28th was fine, and we held a darbar. It was 
decided that, Eckenstein being ill, Pfannl, Cuillarmod and 
I should start up the mountain. Eckenstein voted for the 
doctor, qua doctor, in case of one of us being ill. It shows 
how easy he thought the slopes. 
. W esselr was very offensive in his resentment at not being 
included 1n _the party. It was an intolerably bad piece of 
sportsmanship. Pfannl tended to take his side, and the 
pair made so much unpleasantness that we were soon reduced 
to the expedient of getting them out of the way as much as 
possible. 

We got everything ready ; but next morning the wind 
was so high that we could not stan. Even while drinking 
our chocolate in the cooking tent, we nearly got frost., 
bitten. Afier sunrise, the wind dropped ; but it was too 
late to start. Eckenstein and Knowles were both ill, but 
the rest of us went o? ski n~arly to the pass at the. top of the 
glacier. About 4 o clock 1n the afternoon the _WI?d started 
again, and once again loosened my tent. This nme snow 
came driving up the valley. 

We had a spare tent for the use of the few natives whom 
we kept with us. I had gone out to try to rcfix my caber~ 
nacle at sunset-and there was a Balti out in the snow 
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praymg w1th his face cowards Mecca ! Th.e religion o.f.rhe 
Mohammedan, unlike char of the Chnsaan, JS positive. 
Jr 1s noc based on fear, buc on che actual sense of the relations 
of man and God. I laugh co chink of the well,fed, idle, 
and ignorant mission_ary . at s.higar crying co convert. men 
of this scamp. Their simplicity sees through Chnsuan 
sophistication at a glance ; and, their sense of ethics being 
outraged as well as their sense of reverence, it is easy to 
understand chat the only converts from Mohammedanism 
are absolutely conscienceless scoundrels who wish to live 
on the scarcely camouflaged subsidies of missions. 

The next day found me completely snow,blind. The 
pain is nor so much severe as irritating. The feeling is as 
of having red hot sand at the back of one's eyes. One 
keeps on blinking with the idea of removing it, and of 
course it won't be removed. During my " ski,laufing " 
I had religiously worn goggles. My condition was due 
enurely to pottering about the camp for a few minutes in 
the snowstorm, fixing my tent. I got all right again in a 
couple of days. The weather was moderate on June 30th 
and July 1st. But from July 2nd to 6th was a continuous 
snowstorm. There was no remittance day or night. It 
was this which made Camp 10 unpopular. 

We got rid of the Austrians on July rst by sending them 
to Camp 11 at the corner of the north,east ridge of Chogo 
Ri. At this point the glacier divides into two large snow 
basms. One leads to the pass which I have named Windy 
Gap (21,500) on whose north,west is the mountain at the 
head of the valley, which I called Staircase Peak, from the 
wdl,ma.rked and regular indentations of its eastern ridge. 
The other 1s apparently a kind of blind alley, its circus of 
rocks seems to have no definite break. It is difficult to be 
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sure of this, for when I saw it it was always a cauldron of 
whirling mists of snow. 

Pfannl and_ W essely had reponed that the nonh,east ridge 
of K2 was clim_bable, and on Monday the 7th, which was 
fine, It was decided to try to ascend the mountain by that 
route. So Main Camp was to be moved to Camp r 1. 

I was rather 111, but protested. The proposed route was in 
fact absurd. Camp I I was much fanher from the summit 
than Camp ro, and the proposal was to reach the shoulder 
by following a long and deeply indented ridge the wall of 
which IS on the Chogo Lungma side, a sheer precipice of 
avalanche,swept slopes, except at the point which I had 
originally picked out. 

However, I was overruled. The doctor and I prepared 
to leave on the 8th. It was on this occasion that we dis, 
covered the incapacity of the natives to pull a sledge. It is 
about three hours march to Camp II. The going was not 
bad, though I was still rather sick. The weather was again 
very bad. The 9th found me much better, and the weather 
was good enough to go out. I went a considerable 
distance up the slopes of the mountain. There is some 
conflict in opinion as to the height reached by various 
members of the pany. Eckenst_ein was fanatically deter, 
mined never to exaggerate ariy exploit. W c made a very 
great number of boiling,point,dcterminations of the heights 
of our camps ; but even these arc subject to various sources 
of error. Camp r r is roughly 20,000 feet ; ~ur I suspect 
it to be a little higher. I estimated my climbing at 21,soo 

feet at the time ; but this was mostly out of respect fur 
Eckenstein. I was his most devoted disciple ; I w~d 
not have given him any chance to reproach me my ~ 
a statement which might afterwards prove an cxaggcraaon. 
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But my real opiruon is that I reached something over 
22 ,ooo f<et. I could see clearly over Windy Gap ; I must 
have been well above it. I would not depend on the 
readings of Anetoids in any circumstances. We had taken 
three mstruments specially constructed ; they only began 
to registet at 15,000 feet and went to 30,000. But corn, 
parisons of the three showed-usually-that no two were 
alike. 

In the everung I was very ill indeed ; indigestion, fever, 
shivcring. In ordcr to breathe I had to use my whole 
muscular strength. I was also on the point of vomiting, 
and remained in this condition nearly all the night. In the 
morning I was a little better ; my breathing had become 
normal ; but I had a great deal of pain and felt very ill and 
weak. The weather was splendid. W essely and Guillar, 
mod wcre encouraged to repeat my climb of the previous 
day ; but from their report it is not clear whether or no 
they got farther than I did. I lay in the sunlight and rested. 
I noticed strange sights ; a fly, a butterfly, some crows, and 
an msect which I thought was a bee, but I could not be 
sure. All visited the camp. Later the camp was coveted 
with the snow from a big avalanche from Chogo Ri. It 
stripped the whole wall of the north,east ridge ; that is, it 
was about four miles broad. 

Eckcnstein and Knowles came up on the r rth. Another 
fine day. I was still very ill ; my temperature 39° .4 
Cenograde. I did not at all realise the cause at first, simple 
as it was. The true explanation was very far,fetched_ in the 
accual sense of the word. My symptoms became unmistake, 
able before long, and I had to admit that I was suffering 
from malana.. The hardships of the journey had removed 
my phys1olog1cal protection, and the bug started to buzz 
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about. I was thus the proud Jossessor of another world's 
record : the only man who ha had malaria at over 20,000 
feet ! Incidentally, I was also the only poet at that altitude. 
I have always been very amused at Shelley's boast that he 
had " trodden the glaciers of the Alps "-the Mcr de Glac:e 
and the Glacier des Boissons ! But I was actually writing 
poetry 1n these camps. Better poetry. 

Like the man who committed suicide when he learnt 
that he was unable to move his upper jaw, I had bcm 
annoyed by reading somewhere that it was impossible to 
find a rime to " silver.". I spent my spare time in thinking 
up all the most 1mposs1ble words 1n the language, findini 
rimes for them-good rimes, not mere assonances-and 
introducing them into Ascension Day and Pentra,st. In 
that poem will therefore be found rimes for refuge, rcver, 
ence, country, virgin, courtesan, Euripides, Aristophanes. 
JEschylus, Aischulos, Sophocles, Aristobulos, Alcibiada, 
fortress, unfashionable, sandwich, peroratc, silver, bishop 
(eight rimes for this word), Sidney (three rimes fur this), 
maniac, Leviticus, Cornelius, Abramelin, Bnbrnacbarya. 
Kismet, Winchester, Christ Church, Wonhip, Chcstcnou. 
Srotipatti (rwo rimes co this), Bailie~ and so_on. . 

I have mentioned hardships. It may be mtmSUng to 
mention the nature of these. The first and greacat was 
malaise, which was mostly due to~ offi>od and~ 
The latter complaint seems rather ndiculous ; but n JS an 
absolute fact One muse not bring damp things into ~ 
cent ; if one docs, ic practically destroys the dlicacy of one s 
protection against cold. One muse th~ stay cooJN:11 
up in one's tent as long as the weather JS ~d. I was m 
charge of the kitchen, and had to go out m all sorJS of 
weather ; but that was hardly exercise. I ofien fuund that 
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by the time I had filled and lighted the stoves and got 
the snow melted, I could not stand the cold any longer. 
J had to rush back to my sleeping,bag and warm up while 
someone else prepared the food. 

We kept warm with kangri, of a sort, when things got too 
bad. We had brought up a number of Japanese instras, 
but they would not burn ; there was not enough oxygen. 
The cartridges could however be used if lefi loose in empty 
biscuit tins. For a similar reason pipe,smoking was 
impossible ; the only way to do it was to relight the pipe 
from the flame of the candle at each pnff. We had a few 
cigars, and we could smoke these quite comfortably. (It 
appears that the a!ticnde is not wholly responsible for this. 
At greater heights on Kangchenjunga I smoked my pipe 
as comfortably as at sea level.) 

This same is true about food. We found it diflicnlt to 
cat aqything but what may be called delicacies from the 
standpoint of/eople in our position. I felt a certain 
distaste for foo . I had to be " tempted " like an invalid 
or a fastidious child. It became obvious that Eckenstein 's 
German army theories of nutrition were inapplicable to 
Himalayan exploration. 

W c suffered little from cold in the acute way, but rather 
from a chronic effect. The problem of cold has not been 
scientifically stated by any explorer so far as I know. It 
is this : The normal temperature of the body is 3 7° C. 
If therefore the temperature of the air is 30° one has 
to make up the difference by the heat disengaged by the 
combusuon of food. If the temperatnre is 23 ° one 
requires theoretically twice as much food, if r 5 ° three 
times as much, if 8° four times as much, if r 0 

five times as much, if - 6° six times as much if 
' 
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m ,92 2, afier all our experience, we have the members of 
the Everest Expedition drivelling about acclimatisation, as 
if science did not exist. Norman Collie told me plainly in 
1896 on his return from the Mummery Expedition to 
Nanga Parbat, that the. only chance of ~etting up a big 
mountain was to rush 1t. I knew Collie for a man of 
science, and for a man of sense and experience. I crusted 
his information absolutely, and I governed myself accord, 
ingly. 

The only thing to do is to lay in a stock of energy, get rid 
of all your fat at the exact moment when you have a chance 
to climb the mountain, and jump back out of its reach, so 
co speak, before it can take its revenge. To talk of acclim, 
atisation is to adopt the psychology of the man who trained 
bis horse gradually to live on a single straw a day, and 
would have revolutionised our system of nutrition, if the 
balky brute bad not been aggravating enough to die on bis 
bands. If you want to acclimatise yourself to mountain 
conditions, you can go and live a bit higher than the 
billmen of Tibet. If you do this for fifteen generations or 
so, your descendants will acquire a thorax like a beer barrel 
and a heart capable of doing three times the work that it 
can at present. If you then get incarnated in your clan, 
you can lay siege to Cbogo Ri with a reasonable prospect 
of success. As the little hymn says, 

" Patience and perseverance 
Made a Bishop of His Reverence." 

This programme is however hardly acceptable to Western 
minds, so little penetrated with Einstein's ideas that every, 
thmg has to be done in a hurry. We may therefore leave 
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" acclimatisation " to the mentally defective heroes of the 
Everest Exped1uons_ of 1_921 and 1922. Collie was right 
1n saying that one 1s living on one's capital on prolonged 
mountain exped1uons. My exferience enables me to add 
that 1t 1s not only_ a quesuon o mountains. Any kind of 
prolonged_ hardship gradually wears one down. Again I 
repeat, It 1s pmful to have to insist on such obvious truths. 
The low vitality of the working classes, the national deteri, 
oration caused by rhe privations of wartime, scream their 
warning. Any one on earth except a member of the 
English Alpine Club would take it to bean. 

When I went to Kangchenjunga three years later I had 
got everything down to a fine point. I trained at Darjeeling 
by feeding up as much as possible ( the diet at the Drum 
Druid Hotel was slow starvation), by having myself massaged 
by an " educated " Bengali who was a Seventh Day 
Adventist and stole £10. I arrived at 21,000 feet in 
absolutely perfect condition only three weeks out from the 
base, and suffered absolutely none of the conditions which 
were pulling us slowly to pieces on Chogo Ri, except 
W esscly who, like the brute beast ~at he was, ~cd 
insensible to the influence_ of hardship'. and was ltCCf!ng 
himself in comfon by stealing the supplies of the expedition 
surreptitiously. 

We were all suffering more or less. Knowles M;d lost 
3 3 of his 186 pounds ; the d~or som~ 20 of his ~67 
since leaving Askole. A man with galloping consumptton 
could hardly do better. Our hzmoglob~ had diminis~cd 
by 2o per cent. Eckenstcin was suffcnng from various 
complicated pulmonary troub_les ; Knowles and the doctor 
were repeatedly down with influenza ; as fo~ m~ die 
recrudescence of my malaria, which began with a violcm 
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liver chill on the 27th of July and lasted till the end of the 
month, kept my temperature at 39°.3 or thereabouts. 
Pfannl, the great athlete, had a story of his own. ( Coming 
soon.) 

Owing to the fact that snow at these altitudes evaporates 
without melting, it disappears from the neighbourhood of a 
tent, leaving a pinnacle where it is protected by the canvas. 
Thus, at the end of a five days' snowstorm one would find 
oneself perched on a plateau some feet above the rest of the 
glacier. (This illustrates the formation of glacier tables.) 
It was necessary, whatever the weather might be, to shift 
the tent, as otherwise the weight of the snow on the sloping 
sides, and the general strain, would tear the canvas. We have 
a photograph of the plateau from which our tents had been 
removed afrer five days of snowstorm. In the middle of the 
square patch of hard snow relegated by pressure, are two 
deep depressions like rude graves. These represent the ice 
melted by the warmth of our bodies through a double 
groundsheet of Willesden Canvas, the canvas of the 
Robens valise, and the thick cork matrress. 

Pfannl and W essely had become completely intolerable, 
and we encouraged them to go off to Camp r 2 ( estimated 
at about 21,000 feet) on the 13th. The weather showed its 
usual readiness to cook up a storm. On the 14th I describe 
it as (x.o.p.)•+ 1

• A chit (note) arrived saying that 
Pfannl was ill. On the r 5th the weather cleared in the 
afrernoon ; but I could see that it meant further mischie£ 
My diary notes that I ate a meal this day. I must have been 
pretty ba~ previously to make such an enrry ; for my diary, 
whatever Its other defects, is a supreme model of the Laconic 
style. 

Another chit told us that Pfannl was worse. The doctor 
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The 20th was fine ; and we constructed a sledge on which 
Pfannl could be taken down to Rdokass. W essely was to 
stay with him permanently, and the doctor to return as soon 
as he had settled him on that Alp. He left on the 21st, 
which was fine ; but Eckenstein and I were both ill again 
towards evening. On the 22nd it once more commenced 
to graupen, and threatened worse. The 23rd was equally 
bad. Towards evening we perceived a strange pheno, 
menon. We wondered at first if it could be a bear. 
Certainly some animal was approaching the camp on all 
fours. In the gathering dusk even our field glasses left us 
uncertain, especially as the irregularities of the glacier hid 
1t at frequent intervals. 

But when it came close, we realised that it was the doctor. 
His face was steaming with sweat, and expressed an agony 
of fear. Eckenstein was not sympathetic. He merely said : 
"Where's your coolie 1 " Guillarmod explained that he 
had lefi that specimen of the Creator's handiwork in a 
crevasse. Eckenstein uttered a single violent objurgation 
which opened new vistas on the depth of his feelings. I 
did not waste even one word-I was putting my boots on. 
Before Guillarmod had fairly crawled into his tent, Ecken, 
stem and I were skimming over the snow on our ski with 
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acces de suffocation ; impossible de 
douleurs lancinantes et des fi-issons 
horriblement. ''] 

dormir; des 
me torturent 

Eckenstein, punctiliously putting his left hand behind 
his back, pulled the coolie out with his right, though 
entirely unaided by the man himsel£ He had made up 
his mind to die, and rather resented our interference ! 

On the 26th my eyes were better, and I felt quite well 
on the morning of the 27th. I had discovered that W essely, 
before he left the camp, had stolen the bulk of our emergency 
rations, ,vhich consisted mostly of selbst,kocher which 
contained delicacies dear to the Czech palate. We decided 
to court ... martial him at Rdokass, and I wrote the speech for 
che prosecution* on the morning of the 27th. In the after.., 
noon I got a violent liver chill and was utterly prostrated 
for the rest of the day. There was much vomiting. 

The storm, after a short break, became more violent than 
ever. On the 28th my fever and the storm continued 
unabated. On the 29th the storm continued without 
abatement, and so did my fever. Vomiting again compli.., 
cated things. On the 30th it cleared in the afternoon, and 
my fever broke in sleep and perspiration. The night was 
very cold and the morrow fine until the evening, when 
snow began to fall, gently indeed, but with inexorable 
cruelty. I was well on the 1st of August, but the snow.., 
storm had developed extraordinary violence. A man came 
up from the valley ,vith khabar (news) that cholera had 
dosed the right bank of the Bralduh N ala. It looked as 
though our retreat had been cut off. 

• It began, afm Dominus Hyacinthus de Archangclis: " C.O.N.-Fi done !-saved by 
T. R. A. Contn Hen Doctor Victor Wessel>•·" 
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down from Camp IO the goods which we had selected, 
and on che 6th we went co Camp 7. 

The condition of che lower glacier was astonishing. 
Despite all these weeks of snowstorm, ic had been stripped 
of ~ery vestige of snow, whereas on coming up we had 
walked on smooch slopes. We found dry glacier, most of 
which was baby seracs up co I 5 feet high, sharp, slim 
needles of ice which were of course impossible co negociace. 
W c simply had co dodge them. I was constancly ill with 
f~er, diarrhcra, and vomiting, and only recovered when I 
got co Ghomboro. The symptoms were literally continuous. 
Every few hundred yards I had Co stop, go through ic, and 
go on. 

On che 7th we rested at Camp 7. It was fine and the 
temperarure in my tent was 37° ; but the high peaks 
were " smoking their pipes " so that a violent wind must 
have been blowing up there ; and as the morning advanced, 
the clouds gathered. How~er, I took a chance; and 
washed. It is a • curiously refreshing sensation. I some, 
cimes wonder why people do not indulge in it more ofi:en. 
On che 8th we went to Camp 6. My indiscreet debauch 
with water had added a cold in che head to my other 
miseries. Again a fine morning degenerated into chick 
weather. We reseed on the 9th and went to Camp 5 on 
chc 10th. It was cloudy all day and in the afternoon we 
had a violent storm of rain. On che r Ith we went to 
Rdokass direct by shocc cue, passing over a very beautiful 
scree whose scones were iridescent ; every colour of the 
specnum glistened on cheir rai1vwashed surfaces. 

On the 12th we held a darbar and expelled Wessely from 
chc Expedition. Pfannl decided to go wich him. Pfannl 
was now more or less well again, but he would n~er be 
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ab_le to climb mountains in the future. Ir poured with 
rain all day and the following, which I spent in bed. On 
the 14th we went to Camp r. It took me ten hours · the 
last part of the in:,tcb was very bad, the enor:i,ous 
increase of water hav1ng made some sections of the match 
1mposs1ble by the route previously taken. I was well 
enough to eat. The weather was fairly fine, bar one or rwo 
snowstorms ; but it snowed all night. 

On the I 5th I went to Paiyu. Before leaving the glacier 
I had another attack of fever and was obliged to lie down 
for three hours. The weather had become quite chronic. 
There were glimpses of sun ; but for the most part we had 
clouds and rain. I should remark (by the way) that 
people who live in cities have quite different standards of 
bad weather from open,air folk. When one is living in a 
tent, one discovers that it is very rare indeed to experience 
rwenty hours of continuous bad weather. There is nearly 
always a period of the day when one can get at least an 
hour or rwo which is fairly decent. The townsman's 
observations are confined to a small section of the day. 
The weather on the Baltoro Glacier may therefore be 
judged as quite exceptionally abominable. 

I have had very bad luck ( on the whole) with my ~eather 
on mountains. Even in Mexico, we bad a fonrnght of 
cold and wet which had no parallel in the memory of man, 
and caused the stoves in the city to be sold out m the first 
forty,eight hours. Then I was once at Wastdale Head 
for forty,three days when it rained quite conunuously 
except on one morning and one afiemoon •. On the other 
hand, during the nine days I was at Akyab It once sto~ 
raining for nearly rwenty minutes. I ought to have ed 
the exact time : but I thought the end of the world ha 
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rapi_dicy. Within a week I was in pmccdy 
agam, and convinced more than ever that 1nOU111aiai' 
such have/recious little to do with mountain sickness. 

I nouce . later that Sir Richard Burton, from even his 
small expenence, remarked that he did not believe that tbc 
symptoms were due to altitude but to indigestion. Button 
was always my hero, and the best thing about him is his 
amazing common sense. In one place, for instance:, he 
refers to influenza as " that dreadful low fever calW 
influenza " : which is exactly the truth. When one com, 
p~res . with. this description th~ buckets , full of pseudo, 
SCJenufic bilge of modern medicine, one s disgust m•bs 
one long for the level heads and clear eyes of such men as 
Burton. 

The descent to the valley offered little new ro chc eye. 
The broad Mud Nala had caked dry ; but bdorc doing 
so it had overflowed to an extra hundred yards or IO in 
breadth in one place. The Narrow Nala was sa1l wet, 
but not so deep in mud. At Dasso we found fresh appla ; 
and at our next camp, just beyond Yuno, fresh peaches. 
This last march was very severe, over nine homs aatm 
blazing sand without a square foot_ of shclta: ~ On 
the following day a new cxpcnencc was m sro«. We 
were able to travel by Zak. 

The Zak is a local variety of ran ; to a framework of 
crossed bamboos are bound a number of goat skins-Oar 
raft bad twency,four : six one way and four ~ ocbcr. 
As these goat skins all leak, one has ~ f!nd a Jandmg place 
every twenty minutes or so, and _dus IS not always easy. 
The great danger is that one may suck on a sub_~ toc:k. 
It would be quite impossible to get off. and 9wtc wi,oaiblr 
to get ashore, though one might be only sue feet from chc 
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A shapeless_ mass was moving down the slopes. It 
resolved itself into a man_ who must have been nearer 70 
t~an 60 years old, carrymg a sack, much bigger than 
h~mself, o~ what proved to be dried apricots. I greeted 
him affectionately and offered him some tobacco. He 
squatted opposite me and began to chat. When he said 
u dried ap!i_cots " I had to su~mon all my philosophy to 
preve_nt ra1s1ng my eyebrows slightly, for thIS was indeed 
carrying coals to Newcastle. Baltistan consists exclusively 
of rocks, streams, and dried apricots. The last named arc 
its principal export. 

A moment-and I understood ! The poor old man had 
been unable to cross the plateau and was returning home to 
die! I expressed my sympathy and offered help. Oh no, 
not at all ! He had carried his sack all the way to Srinagar ; 
but finding on arrival that the price of his produce had 
gone down by a fraction of a penny a pound, he refused to 
sell and was bringing the stuff back. The sack itself 
looked fabulous, so I got out the " butcher's terror" and 
found that it weighed 410 pounds. The whole business 
struck me as extraordinarily sublime. I dashed the old 
boy five rupees. Th_is made h_i~ w~d with . happiness, 
and restored his debilitated conv1cuon 1n the existence of a 
Supreme Being who put in most of His time in caring for 
His faithful. 

The next day, about four hours ride t<>?k us to_ the top of 
the Pass, from which we had a magruficent view of the 
plain of Skardu and the Indus backed by ~e great moun, 
tains, while in front of us lay the Deosai, an absolutdy 
treeless wilderness of comparatively level country frame~ by 
minor peaks. It gives a u~ique. impression of dcsolaoon. 
I have never seen its equal 111 this respect elsewhere. Yet 

p 
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the march was very pleasant with many lovely flowers and 
streams. The weather was delightful and the going good. 

The next day we went to Kranub (Kalapani is another 
name for it) in less than six hours in a cold wind under a 
threatening sky. Afier camping, the rain poured down in 
torrents. On the 30th we came down from the plateau in 
eight hours to Burzil, where there was a Dak Baghla. It 
rained continually till the last hour, so that we missed the 
distant view ; but the foreground told us of the complete 
change of the character of the country. 

Burzil is on the Gilgit road. This "road" (which is a 
good mule path) was absolutely crowded with every beast 
of burden available : men, mules, bullocks, asses, horses, 
camels-all desperately bent on supplying the small garrison 
for the winter before the snow closed the passes. Gilgit 
being on the Indian side of the Pamirs and the country to 
the north very much more difficult than to the south, I was 
highly amused by the chronic anxiety of the government 
that Russia would invade India by this route. I doubt 
whether the combined resources of both governments would 
suffice to bring over half a dozen regiments. We are 
always hearing about the Invasion of Alexander the Great ; 
but his expedition is not to the point. Since his time 
climatic conditions all over the world have changed very 
considerably. I shall have more to say on this point when 
I come to deal with the Sahara. For the present I content 
myself with observing that in the time of the Macedonian 
Empire the country was probably much more fertile. This 
is sufficiently proved by the traces of past civilisations, 9uite 
apart 6:om the general evidence as to the physical phenomena 
which are in progress on our planet. 

We descended the Burzil Valley, a gorge of amazing 
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be_auty. an~ colourin~, with gorgeous trees to " fledge the 
wdd.,ndged mountams steep by steep.'' At Pashwari it 
has already begun to open, and at Curais, a broad calm 
stream winds slowly through a broad level valley. As I 
rode slowly down the track to this camp I heard a sudden 
shout behind me .. "~at Jao ! " (get out of the way!) ; a 
mome~t later a g1gant1c English major brushed past me 
mutte~1ng curses. I laughed into my beard. It was 
amusing to be taken for a native ! 

At Curais I found Ernest Radcliffe, assistant Forest 
Commissioner of Kashmir, in camp. I already knew him 
well ; he received me with open arms, and gave me the 
bot bath of my life, with lunch and dinner to follow. At 
dinner I met the galloping major, who did not recognise 
me when he found me sitting, clothed, and in my right 
mind, and was extremely embarrassed when he realised his 
unintentional rudeness of the morning. 

At Curais are a big suspension bridge and the remains 
of a very large old fortress. On the 2nd we went to Curai, 
and on the 3rd to Tragobal. The road here crosses a pass 
some 10,000 feet high. It is a magnificent ride through the 
wildest yet richest forest and mountain scenery. Some of 
the trees are enormous, and one obtains intoxicating views 
of the valley framed by their dark splendou~. F~ men 
know what a view can be. The European idea 1s to go, 
preferably by train, to some high place and obtain a pano.
rama. To me, even the noblest panora~. ~c som~., 
what monotonous. Their boundlessness dmurushes tbcu 
;?Sthctic value. To see distant prospectS to the best advan~ge 
one needs a foreground. In rock.-climb~ng and ~vdhng 
through mountain forests one sees nature_ m ~erfcct1on. At 
every turn, the foreground picks out special btts of the back.-
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ground for_ attention, so that ~ere is a. constant su~cession of 
varying p1ccures. The eye 1s no longer bewildered by 
being asked to take in too much at once ; and the effect of 
the distance is immensely heightened by contrasts with the 
foreground. 

Soon after crossing the Pass, the Vale of Kashmir with 
the Wular Lake bursts upon the view. Once again, the 
character of the scenery had undergone a complete trans., 
formation. We rode down joyously to Bandipur in four 
hours. The mosquitoes on this part of the lake should 
have been repeatedly exposed in "Truth." Their repu., 
ta.tion stinks in the country. So we chartered a Dunga 
(which is a variety of house.,boat employed when any 
considerable distance has to be covered) and crossed the 
lake to Baramula. The crossing should have taken five 
hours ; it took twelve. 

We lazed a day among the delights of comparative 
comfort, marred only by the return of my malaria. But 
on the 6th I drove in a tonga to Srinagar, r32 days after 
leaving it. The expedition to Chogo Ri was over. 



UIOGO 1\1; FROM Al\0\'C C.\MP DlSPAllt 





Afier about a week in Srinagar, I accepted an invitation 
to stay with Radcliffe: at his headqu~nc:rs at Baramula, to go 
shooung. I travelled by Dunga 10 order to sec a little 
more of native life and character, which I was able to do 
more freely now that my responsibility of the expedition 
was at an end. I passed two wonderful days of perfect joy 
on river and lake. I realised the whole of Ku6la Khan, 
including the pans that Coleridge: forgot. I understood 
the exclamation of the Persian poet : 

" If on earth is a heaven of bliss, 
It is this, it is this, it is this." 

Radcliffe and I went shooting bears occasionally, but I 
could not get up much enthusiasm. I was still suflmng 
from occasional bouts of fever ; and besides, was op~ 
with a certain lassitude. I felt admirably well. but disin, 
dined for necessary excnion. The strain of the j~ was 
making itself fdt. I wanted to lounge a~ut and inclulge 
in shon strolls in the shade, to cat and drink at my case. 
and to sleep "lazily, lazily, drowsily, drowsily, in. the 
noonday sun.'' I had arranged to go on a more SCDDU1 
expedition with Radcliffe ; but he was called away bf 
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a telegram, and I decided co wander slowly back to 
Blighcy. 

I left Baramula on September 2rst, reached Pindi on the 
24th, and after a day or rwo in Delhi and Ajmir, reached 
Bombay on the last day of the month. I had meant to 
investigate Jaipur and the abandoned city which was 
deserted in the heyday of its splendour at an hour's notice 
on the advice of an astrologer. (He prophesied, observe, 
that ic would become like " the courts where J amshyd 
gloried and drank deep," and so it did !) Bue my power 
to feel had been definitely dulled by the expedition. Hard, 
ship and sickness had temporarily exhausted my vitality. 

A queer token of this, and the only one. My beard was 
at this time a mixture of red and black in almost equal 
proportions. I shaved to go to Europe ; and when I 
let ic grow again, all the red hairs had become perfectly 
white. 

I left Bombay on the 4th of October, by the poor old 
"Egypt," wrecked off Ushant in 1922. On the boat was 
a young officer returning to England on leave, to get married. 
It was a romantic story, and for the satisfactory accomplish, 
mcnt of his plan a plain gold ring which he wore on the 
founh finger of his left hand was of the last importance. 
He removed it fi:om his finger to read the inscription on the 
inside. Just as he put it back, a passing steward couched 
his elbow, and the ring fell to the deck. It would have gone 
quite safely into the scuppers, but the owner and the 
steward, stooping excitedly to retrieve it, collided. One of 
them snatched the ring ; it slipped fi:om his fingers, and 
went overboard. The young man's distress was pitiful to 
sc~. " I darcn't face her without it," he kept on moaning, 
with the tears streaming down his face. We did the best 
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we could by drawing up a signed statement explaining how 
the accident occurred. 

We forgot all about the matter in the course of tbe voyage, 
and when we arr1v~d at Aden even the youth himself bad 
recovered his sp1nts. To pass the time, we proposed 
fishing for sharks in the harbour, and after about an hour 
we got a fine fish aboard. It was immediately cut up; but 
search as we would, we could find no trace of the ring. 

I reached Ad~n _on the 9th. It must be a perfectly 
ghastly place to live m. As I was to land in Egypt, I bad 
to . be quarannned for a day at Moses' Wells, regulation 
being that one must be eleven days out from Bombay, in 
case of plague. Moses' Wells is the most hateful place I 
have ever been in, with the possible exception of Gibraltar. 
I note in my diary that tbc food was " beastly, and abornin, 
able, and absurdly dear." If I remember correctly, it was 
cooked by a Greek and served by an Armenian. Volumes 
could not say more. 

I arrived in Cairo on the 14th, and was transported to 
tbe seventh heaven. I lived at Sbcpbeard's Hotd till 
Guy Fawkes' Day, wallowing in the flesh pots. I would 
not even go out to sec the Pyramids. I wasn't going to 
have forty centuries look down on me. Confound thClt 
impudence ! I could not even bother to study Islam from 
the religious point of v_iew'. but I undertook a course of 
Ethnology which remains 1n my nund as the one study 
where the roses have no thorns. I got a typist and dictated 
an account ofmy various wanderings in my better moments, 
but most of the time I was earnestly pursuing my researches 

in the Fish Market. . . 
My mind began, moreover, to flow back mto Its ace~ 

tamed channds. For one thing, I came to the conclusion 
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that " the most permanent poerry is perhaps love,songs for 
real country folk-about trout and love." And I began to 
write a set of lyrics to be called " The Lover's Alphabet." 
This was to consist of twenty,six poems, associating a 
girl's name with a flower with the same initial from A to Z. 
One of my regular pedantic absurdities! Needless to say, 
it broke down. The debris is printed in my Collected 
Works, Vol. III, pp. 58 seq. I was also vaguely revising 
Orpheus and the other literary lumber of the past year and 
a ha!£ 

I had been doing a certain amount of practical magick 
off and on, even during the expedition ; but this too had 
dropped off since my return to civilisation. As to Yoga, I 
was still completely dead. I had become dull to the trance 
of Sorrow itsel£ I had no doubts as to the efficacy of 
magi ck or the advantages of mysticism. I simply couldn't 
be bothered with them. I was not under any illusions 
about the value of worldly pleasures ; it was simply that I 
did not possess the energy to live any other kind of life. 

I cannot understand why people imagine that those who 
retire from the world are lazy. It is far easier to swim with 
the stream, to refresh one's mind continually by letting it 
move from one distraction to another. This is so true that 
one might almost assert that the idlest monks are in reality 
more energetic than the busiest business man. This does 
not apply so much to Catholic monks, for their routine 
exercises dull the edge of whatever minds they possess ; and 
not at all to missionaries, who live bourgeois lives diversified 
by pleasurable outbursts of vanity. But it applies to the 
orientals, from Ja pan to Morocco. 

One might go further, and say that, apart from religion 
altogether, the oriental lives a much more intense mental 
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life than Europeans or An:iericans ; that is, provided it 
has been aroused. from br~ush stupor by education. For 
the western _uses his education to take the edge off his mind. 
He allows it to wander among business and family details 
an~ putr_efies it by reading newspapers. In the East, a~ 
active mind cannot go sprawling over the shallows. It is 
coml'elled by its relatively limited intellectual furniture to 
cut itself a constantly deepening course. Thus it occurs 
that very few people indeed, outside Asia and Africa, are 
aware of the existence of any of the higher states of mind. 
They imagine that consciousness connotes a single level of 
sanity ; that is, that it consists in the mechanical movement 
of its elements in response to the varied stimuli of the senses. 
There is a tendency to regard even such comparatively 
slight variation as the reflective habit of the man of science 
and the philosopher as being abnormal and in a sense 
unhealthy. They are the subjects of vulgar ridicule. 

In sheer spiritual lassitude, I lefi Egypt homeward 
bound. During my absence from England I had kept up 
a sort of irregular correspondence with Gerald Kelly, who 
had by this time started to try to learn to faint~ and who had 
a studio in the rue Campagne Prenucre m _th~ ~o~t,. 
parnasse Quarter of Paris. I gladly accepted his mv1tat1on 
to stay with him there. It had already betn branded on 
my forehead that I was the Spirit of Solitude, t!1c W andcrcr 
of the Waste, Alastor ; for while I entered wtth absolutely 
spontaneous enthusiasm into the artistic atmosphere of 
Paris, I was always subconsciously aware that here I had 
no continuing city. . • 

I began to pick out the old threads ~f my. hfe. Despite 
the evidence of Allan Bennett as to ~e integnty ?f Math~, 
the premisses of my original syllogism as to his authority 
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The charlatan was apparent ; Mathers had got his inform, 
atlon from the very people who had induced me to go out 
to MeXIco. He was exploiting Omne Ignotum pro 
Magrufico Lke the venest quack. At this moment I came 
mto mag:cal co~tact with his fotces. The story has been 
told adnurably, 1f somewhat floridly, by Capt. (now Major, 
General) J. F. C. Fuller. I can hardly do better than 
quote his account . 

. " Gerald Kelly showed considerable perturbation of 
nund, and on being ask_ed by Frater P. what was exercising 
him, Gerald Kelly repLed, Come and free Miss Q. from 
the wiles of Mrs. M.' Being asked who Mrs. M. was, 
Gerald Kelly answered that she was a vampire and a 
sorceress who was modelling a sphinx with the intention 
of one day endowing it with Lfe so that it might carry out 
her evil wishes ; and that her victim was Miss Q. P. 
wishing to ease his friend's mind asked Gerald Kelly to 
take him to Miss Q. 's address, at wbicb Mrs. M. was then 
Lving. This Gerald Kelly did. 

" Miss Q., afier an interview, asked P. to tea to meet 
Mrs. M. Afier introduction, she lefi the room lo make 
tea-the White Magick and the Black were lefi face 10 face. 

" On the mantelpiece stood a bronz~ head of Baluc, 
and P., taking it down, seared himself m a cbarr by the 
fire and looked at it. 

" Presently a strange dreamy feeLng seemed ~o come 
over him and something velvet,sofi and soothing and 
withal 1:cherous moved across his _hand. S~ddenly 
looking up he saw that Mrs. M. had noISdessly qwtted hd 

d b ding Over him • her hair was scattere 
seat an was en • • f h 
in a mass of curls over her shoulder~, and the ups o er 

\ fingers were touching the back of his hand. 
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" No longer was she the middle,aged woman, worn 
with strange lusts ; but a young woman of bewitching 
beauty. 

"At once recognising the power of her sorcery, and 
knowing that if he even so much as contemplated her 
Gorgon head, all the power of his magick would be petrified, 
and that he would become but a puppet in her hands, but a 
toy to be played with and when broken cast aside, he quietly 
rose as if nothing unusual had occurred ; and placing 
the bust on the mantelpiece turned towards her and corn, 
menced with her a magical conversation ; that is to say a 
conversation which outwardly had but the appearance of 
the politest small talk, but which inwardly lacerated her 
evil heart, and burnt into her black bowels as if each word 
had been a drop of some corrosive acid. 

" She writhed back fi:om him, and then again approached 
him even more beautiful than she had been before. She was 
battling for her life now, and no longer for the blood of 
another victim. If she lost, hell yawned before her, the 
hell that every once,beautiful woman who is approaching 
middle age, sees before her ; the hell of lost beauty, of 
decreptitude, of wrinkles and fat. The odonr of man 
seemed to fill her whole subtle form with a feline agility, 
with a beauty irresistible. One step nearer and then she 
sprang at Frater P. and with an obscene word sought to 
press her scarlet lips to his. 

" As she did so Frater P. caught her and holding her at 
arm's length smote the sorceress with her own current of 
evil, just as a would,be murderer is sometimes killed with 
the very weapon with which he has attacked his victim. 

" A blue,greenish light seemed to play round the head 
of the vampire, and then the flaxen hair turned the colour 
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of muddy snow, and the fair skin wrinkled, and those eyes, 
that had turned so many happy lives to stone, dulled, and 
b~came as pewter dappled with the dregs of wine. The 
grrl of twenty_ had gone; before him stood a hag of sixty, 
bent, decrepit, debauched. With dribbling curses she 
hobbled from the room. 

'' As Frater P. lefi the house, for some time he turned 
over in his mind these strange happenings, and was not 
long in coming to the opinion that Mrs. M. was not 
working alone, and that behind her probably were forces 
far greater than she. She was but the puppet of others, the 
slave that would catch the kids and the lambs that were 
to be served upon her master's table. Could P. prove 
this ? Could he discover who her masters were ? The 
task was a difficult one ; it either meant months of work, 
which P. could not afford to give, or the mere chance of a 
lucky stroke which P. set aside as unworthy the attempt. 

'' That evening, whilst relating the story co his friend 
Gerald Kelly, he asked him if he knew any reliable clair., 
voyant. Gerald Kelly replied that he did, and that there 
was such a perso? at that v_ery time in ~aris known as The 
Sibyl, his own belle amie. That rught they call~d on 
her · and from her P. discovered, for he led her 1n the , 
spirit, the following remarkable f~cts •. 

" The vision at first was of little importance, then by 
degrees the seer was led to a. house which P. recognised as 
that in which D.D.C.F. lived. He entered one of the 
rooms, which he also at once recognised ; but, curious co say, 
instead of finding D.D.C.F. and V.N.R. there! he found 
Theo and Mrs. Horos. Mr. Horos (M.S.R.) mcarnaced 
in che body of V.N.R. and Mrs. H?ros (_S. V.A.) in ch~t 
of D.D. C.F. Their bodies were 111 pnson ; but their 



222 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

spirits were in the house of the fallen chief of the Golden 
Dawn. 

"At first Frater P. was seized with horror at the sight, 
he knew not whether to direct a hostile current of will 
against D.D.C.F. and V.N.R., supposing them to be 
guilty o_f cherishing within their bodies the spirits of rwo 
disincarnated vampires, or perhaps Abramelin demons 
under the assumed forms of S. V.A. and M.S.R., or to 
warn D.D.C.F. ; supposing him to be innocent, as he 
perhaps was, of so black and evil an offence. But, as he 
hesitated, a voice entered the body of the Sibyl and bade 
him leave matters alone, which he did. Not yet was the 
cup full." 

This story is typical of my magical state of the time. I 
was behaving like a Master of Magick, but had no interest 
in my further progress. I had returned to Europe with a 
sort of feeling at the back of my mind that I might as well 
resume the Abramelin operation, and yet the debade of 
Mathers somehow put me off; besides which, I was a 
pretty thorough,going Buddhist. My essay " Science and 
Buddhism " makes this clear. I published a small private 
edition of " Berashith " in Paris ; but my spiritual state 
was in reality very enfeebled. I am beginning to suspect 
myself of swelled head with all its cohort of ills. I'm afraid 
I thought myself rather a little lion on the strength of my 
journey, and the big people in the artistic world in France 
accepted me quite naturally as a colleague. 

In England there is no such social atmosphere. Artists 
and writers are either isolated or members of petty cliques. 
It is impossible to do so much as give a dinner to a dis, 
tinguished man without upsetting the ant-heap, and arousing 
the most insanely violent and personal jealousy. A writer 
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who respects himself in England is bound to become a 
solitary like Hardy and Conrad ; the greatness of his an 
debars him utterly from taking the smallest part in the artistic 
affaus of the moment. In a way, this is not to his disad, 
vantage, for_ the supre_me genius does not need specialised 
human society ; he 1s at home in the slums or on the 
countryside. The salon stifles him. The social inter, 
course between artists in France tends to civilise them, to 
bring them to a common level; and thus, thougb the average 
of good writers is far higher than in England, we can show 
more men of supreme attainment ; we can even make a 
pretty shrewd guess who the masters are even during their 
lifetime, for we instinctively persecute them. 

Any spark of individuality is in England an outrage on 
decency. We pick out Sir Richard Burton, James 
Thomson, John Davidson, Ernest Dowson, and heaven 
knows how many others, for abuse, slander, ostracism, 
starvation, or imprisonment. In our anxiety to do justice, 
we even annoy perfectly harmless people. At one time 
Alfi:ed Tennyson was scoffed at as " incomprehensible." 
Hohnan Hunt was denounced by Charles Dickens as an 
obscene painter, and his prosecution and imprisonment 
demanded. "J11de the Obscure " was nicknamed "Jude 
the Obscene." Swinburne was denounced as " the poet 
of the trough and the sty," and his _publisher withdrew _the 
first series of Poems and Ballads 1n faruc. Rosctn and 
Morris came in for an equal share o abuse, and we all 
remember the denunciations of Ibsen, Meredith, Nietzsche, 
Maeterlinck, Tolstoi, in fact, of evety man-also Bernard Shaw 
-without exception whose name is still in our mcmones. 

In France one attains eminence by a less gratuttous 
Golgotha. Men of art and letters arc respected and 



224 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

honoured by each other and by the public. Their final 
position in history is quietly assigned by time. It is only 
in very exceptional circumstances that a great man is 
awarded the distinction of a Calvary. Of course, Zola 
went through the mill ; but only because he had butted into 
politics by his "]' accuse " ; he was only denounced as 
obscene because any stick is good enough to beat a dog 
with. 

But, as luck would have it, I had arrived in Paris on an 
occasion which history in France can hardly duplicate ; 
Rodin was being attacked for his statue of Balzac. I was 
introduced to Rodin, and at once fell in love with the 
superb old man and his colossal work. I still think his 
Balzac the most interesting and important thing he did. It 
was a new idea in sculpture. Before Rodin there had been 
certain attempts to convey spiritual truth by plastic methods ; 
but they were always limited by the supposed necessity of 
" representing " what people call " nature." The soul 
was to be the servant of the eye. One could only suggest 
the relations of a great man with the universe by surrounding 
a more or less photographic portrait of him with the 
apparatus of his life,.,work. Nelson was painted with a 
background of three deckers and a telescope under his arm ; 
Wren with a pair of compasses in front of St. Paul's. 

Rodin told me how he had conceived his Balzac. He 
had armed himself with all the documents ; and they had 
reduced him to despair. (Let me say at once that Rodin 
was not a man, but a God. He had no intellect in the true 
sense of the word ; he was a Virility, so superabundant that 
it constantly overflowed into the creation of vibrating 
visions. Naively enough, I haunted him in order to extract 
first.,hand information about art from the fountain head. 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 22s 

I _have never met anyone-white, black, brown, yellow, 
pink, or spot.,blue-~ho was so completely ignorant of 
Art as Auguste Rodin! At his best he would stammer 
out ~hat nature was the great teacher, or some equally puerile 
platitude. (The books on Art attributed to him are of 
course the c?mpila_tions of journalists.) 

He was seized with a son of rage of destruction, abandoned 
his _pathetically_ pedantic programme. Filled with the 
sublime synthesis of the data which had failed to convey a 
concrete impression to his mind, he set to work, and pro,. 
duced the existing Balzac. This consequently bore no 
relation to the incidents of Balzac's personal appearance at 
any given period. These things are only veils. Shake ... 
speare would still have been Shakespeare if someone had 
thrown sulphuric acid in his face. The real Balzac is the 
writer of the "Comedie Humaine"; and what Rodin has 
done is to suggest this spiritual abstraction through the 
medium of form. 

Most people do not realise the power which genius 
possesses of comprehending the essence of a subject without 
the need of learning it laboriously. A master in one art 
is at home in any other, without having necessarily practised 
it or studied its technicalities. I am reminded of the scene 
in Rodin's studio which I described in a sonnet Some 
bright spirit had brought his ~ddle, and we ~ere all 
bewitched. Rodin suddenly smiled and waved hJS hand 
towards '' Pan et Syrinx." I followed the gesture : _the 
bars just played were identical with_ the curve_ of~~ Jaw 
of the girl. The power to percCive sue~ 1d~aa~ of 
essence beneath a. difference of material manifcstanon IS the 
inevitable token of mastery. Anyone who understands 
( not merely knows) one subject will also understand any 

Q 
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other, whether he also knows it or not. Thus : suppose 
there had also been present a great gardener, a great geologist, 
and a great mathematician. If they did not understand and 
approve that signal ofRodin's, I should refuse to admit that 
they were real masters, even of their own subjects. For I 
regard it as an infallible test of a master of any art or science 
that he should recognise intuitively (Neschamically) the 
silent truth, one and indivisible, behind all diversities of 
expression. 

I find by experience that any man well learned in a 
subject, but whose understanding of it falls short of the 
mastery I have described, will profoundly resent this 
doctrine. It minimises the dignity of his laborious studies, 
and in the end accuses him of inferior attainment. The 
more sophisticated victim can usually put up an apparently 
non,emotional defence in the form of a scepticism as to the 
facts, a scepticism whose obstinate irrationality is plain to 
an outside observer, but seems to the victim himself a 
simple defence of what he feels to be truth. This type of 
Freudian se!f,protection is often entirely passion,proof even 
against direct accusation of intellectual pride and jealousy. 
It relies on the ability of the mind to confuse, when hard, 
pressed, the essence of a subject with its accidents. Nothing 
but a very _eure aspiration to Truth-and experience (often 
humiliating) of such reactions-is of much use against this 
particular kind of bondage. 

While other defenders of Rodin were afologising for him 
in detail I brushed aside the nonsense-' a plague o' both 
your houses ! "-and wrote a sonnet, which is, in its way, to 
conventional criticism exactly what that Balzac was. It 
was translated into French by Marcel Schwob and made 
considerable stir in Paris. Even at this length of time, I 
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average man regards deep sleep. But Thaulow lived every 
line of his life ; he had somehow attained that supreme 
philosophy which contemplates all things alike with cheerful 
calm. 

Marcel Schwob excited my nnbounded admiration. He 
was admittedly the finest French scholar of English. His 
style glittered with the superb simplicity and silken satire 
which compels me to regard Anatole France as his pupil. 
He had translated Hamlet and Macbeth for Sarah Bernhardt 
with astonishing spiritual fidelity to the soul of Shakespeare. 
His " Vies Irnaginaires " might have served as the model 
for " Le Puits de Sainte Claire," and his " Ile des 
Diurnales " is as brilliantly bitter as anything that Swifi: 
ever wrote. He lived on the Ile St. Louis, in a delightful 
flat, rich with the suggestion of the East ( emphasised by a 
Chinese servant he had picked up afier the Exhibition of 
1900 ), yet he suffered as few men suffer. 

Part of his crucifixion was rather ridiculous. It was 
suspected that he was more or less a Jew, and he was 
constantly aware that he did not enjoy the position in 
French literature to which his genius entitled him. His 
wife was one of the most beautiful women on whom I 
had ever laid eyes ; an exquisite siren with a smile that 
lefi La Gioconda standing, and a voice which would have 
burst the ropes that bound Ulysses to his mast. But she 
had been an actress, and this Duchess and that Countess 
did not call. It galled. The real tragedy of the man was 
that he was tottured by chronic constipation. It killed him 
soon afier. Even afier all these years I glow with boyish 
pleasure to recall his gracious, unassuming acquiescence in 
my impertinent existence, and his acknowledgment of my 
" Alice, an Adultery " as " a little masterpiece." 
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maniagc which would have mtided him to a place in 
rbc pecra&e; the romance of "Vittoria"; and the 
innignc of•• Diana of the Crossways.'' He traced the 
inftuence of the Master's locomotor ataxia upon his life, his 
chaw.ur, and his creatorcs. He explained how the long 
~ of SU~ had deformed Mereoitb 's disposition, ana 
led him to clisRracc himself by refusing to hcaa the petition 
& Oscar wjfdc's release. 

He u,ld us too the true story of •• Salome.'' The 
character of Wilde was simple. He was a pcrfcctly nor,nal 
man ; bur. like so many Iiish, suffered acutely from being 
a snob. In Dublin, Sir William Wilde was somebody 
in Society; but when Oscar reached Oxford, he discovered 
dw a medical knighthood, so far from being a distinction, 
was liulc better than a badge of servility. A Family even 
of commollCl'I could aftord co sneer at his acceptance of a 
ttumpery honour at the hands of a Hanoverian ha.u$-a11. 
Wilde could not bear co be despised by bmirw d._ 
10 he had soughc hegemony in tfic Hierarchy !>, ._. 
mcam available, as a ~ scnsirivc swiacbai ~ 
upmr t.o the papaq. He delft,uincd 1D becoaw-.!fiil 
Prim of the cult which ~ conirr«I a kind' tl:ri._,, 
mcy u~ die undapda1atc. rbough it bad aat y.eo1111 
'.'9Disid and boosted. That WU rhc Muk .. kit 
0 IDIIIJMt4D," wbicb accoun11 ar mmr of the Jeade • 
Clll&Dra dm ~ one too nqucatly ia 1-.- .. i1e 
Law is a Has H 1 

Wilde md dcniecl his ~ in die ia__, a Mial 
----~--------daM'hiatr:I\ 
!"If_:••-- • a tip ,,f t•· 0.. ... JI:.'' ....... ,,.,.... - lr 
r11tt8'irr Willtia -, • itlnd liiff a Ji • 
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is this : A poem is a series of words so arranged that the 
combination of meaning, rhythm, and rime produces the 
definitely magical effect of exalting the soul to divine 
ecstasy. Edgar Allan Poe and Arthur Machen share this 
view. Henley's poem conforms with this criterion. 

I told him what I was doing about Rodin. His view 
was that the sonnet had been worked out, and he advised me 
co cry the Shakespearian sonnet or quatorzain. I immedi/ 
acdy attempted the form in the tra.in that evening, and 
produced the quatorzain on himself from which I have 
quoted above. I recognised at once that the quatorzain 
was in fact much better suited to my rugged sincerity than 
the suavity ofthe Italian form, so I composed a number of 
poems in the new mode. In fact, I fell in love with it. I 
invented improvements by the introduction of anap~sts 
wherever the storm of the metre might be maddened to 
Typhoon by so doing, and it may be chat history will yet 
say that Clouds without Water, a story told in quator/ 
z~ns, as Alice in sonnets, is my supreme lyrical master/ 
piece. 

At least I have not died without the joy of knowing that 
no less a lover of literature than the world/famous Shake/ 
spearian lecturer, Dr. Louis Umfraville Wilkinson, has 
dared to confess publicly that Clouds without Water is 
" the most tremendous and the most real love/poem since 
Shakespeare's sonnets " in the famous essay "A Plea 
for Better Morals." But I anticipate. Clouds without 
Wnter came four years later. I am still sitting sleepily in 
the twilight in Europe ; afier my day's labour three years 
long, in the blazing sun of the great world. 

I spent many of my evenings at a little restaurant called 
the ' Chat Blanc" in the rue d'Odessa, where was "an 
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light, while with words like burning flames of steel he 
shore asunder the sophistries of one, and the complacencies 
of another. They were feared, these two ! There also did 
he meet the well,known ethicist, I--, fair as a boy, with 
bay's gold locks curling about his Grecian head ; I--, 
the puce and subtle,minded student, whose lively humour 
and sparkling sarcasm were as froth upon the deep and 
terrible waters of his polished irony. It was a pity that he 
drank. There the great surgeon and true gentlemen, in 
spite of his exaggerated respect for the memory of Queen 
Victoria, J--, would join in with his ripe and generous 
wit. Handsome as a god, with yet a spice of devil's 
laughter lurking there, he would sit and enjoy the treasures 
of the conversation, adding at the proper interval his own 
nch quota of scholarly jest. 

"Needless to say, so brilliant a galaxy attracted all the 
false lights of the time. T--, the braggart, the mediocre 
painter, the lusty soi,disant maquereau of marchionesses, 
would seek admission ( which was in theory denied to 
none). But the cutting wit of C-- drove him headlong, 
as if by the Cherubin, from the Gates of the Garden of 
Eden. G~-. the famous society painter, came one night, 
and was literally hounded out of the room by a swifi and 
pitiless attack on the part of D-- and the young ethicist. 
A bullec,headed Yankee, rashly supporting him, shared the 
same fate, and ever after sat in solitary disgrace downstairs, 
h1ce a whipped hound outside its master's door. A fool 
reveals himself, though he talk but of greasing gimlets, in 
such a fierce light as beat upon the Chien Rouge. Nor 
could any fool live long in that light. It turned him inside 
out ; It revealed him even to himself as a leper and an 
outcast ; and he could not stand it. 
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" S--, again, with a face like a portrait by Rembrandt, 
a man of no great intellect, but making no pretence thereto, 
how he was loved for his jolly humour, his broad smile, his 
inimitable stories ! 

" Yet it must not be supposed that the average man, 
however sincere, had much of a welcome there. Without 
intention to wound, he was yet hurt-the arrows of wit 
shot over his head, and he could never feel at home. 

"I am perhaps the one exception. Without a ghost of 
talent, even in my own profession-medicine-I had no 
claim whatever to the hospitality of the Dog. But being 
perfectly unobtrusive, I dare say I was easy to tolerate, 
perhaps even of the same value as a background is to a 
picture, a mere patch of neutral colour, yet serving to 
harmonize the whole. Certainly nothing but my silence 
saved me. The remark a few pages back about Hall Caine 
and Meredith would have caused my instant execution, 
by the most painful, if the least prolonged, of deaths. 

"Ay ! no society, since men gathered together, was 
ever so easy to approach, to seat oneself among, to slip away 
from, or to be hurled in derision from their midst! 

" Dreaded as they were by the Charlatan, no set of men 
cou]d have been more closely knit, more genial, more 
fraternal. United by a bond of mutual respect, even where 
they differed-of mutual respect, I say, by no means of 
mutual admiration, for it was the sincere artistry that they 
adored, not the technical skill of achievement-they formed 
a noble and harmonious group, the like of which has 

h b ,,. 
per aps never yet een seen. 

Another descrjption may be found in the opening 

• C. Paul Banlc,t, N. J. W. Morricc, 0. Crowley, L. Kelly, I. Heward Bell, J. Ivor 
Back., T. One Kite, C f, B. Penrhyn Stanlaws, S. Ont' Roe 1. 
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categories of space, time, and causality, which are essential 
conditions of the manifestation of separate individualities. 
But I cannot get it into my head that any single human being 
can be really hostile to another. I regard all such passions 
as the symptoms of a definite deformity of nature produced 
by its inadequacy to deal with its environment. Just as a 
stick appears bent when thrust partly under water, so does 
a man's will apparently deviate when the refractive index of 
his environment deceives his vision. 

I do not know whether it is fair to say that I am callous, 
whether the long torture of my patient silent struggle 
against the tyrants of my boyhood case,hardened me against 
the world. I do not know how far the habit of concen, 
tration and the peculiar selective action of my memory has 
deadened my sensibilities, for I am as indifferent to most 
impressions as the holiest hermit could desire. I have 
become almost incapable of registering conscious impressions 
unless they pass the censor as having legitimate business 
with me. Of course a not dissimilar state of abstractedness 
is common enough in men whose lives are devoted to study, 
by the time they are fifty ; but in me these tendencies were 
already bearing fruit long before I was thirty. 

The Montparnasse Quarter was of course full of people 
who took their trumpecy love affairs vecy seriously. But 
the English colony was riddled with English hypocrisy. I 
remember giving the manuscript of " Alice " to Kelly 
and a girl named Sybil Muggins' to read, and they agreed 
that no really nice woman would have kissed a man so 
early as the thirteenth day of his wooing. I must confess 
to having been taken a little aback, especially as Sybil 
Muggins was Haweis's mistress. A few days back, 

• Q\l.cry '' M~ugins.'' 
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To me the joke was obvious. I could already love 
without attachment so far as physical desire was concerned. 
There are one or two small errors in my subsequent life, 
and they are due to my failure to extend this principle to 
other types of attachment. I have tried to set myself up 
against fate and save those who were predestined to be lost, 
to keep on trusting people afier I knew perfectly well that 
they were false ; and I have paid heavily for my chivalry 
and generosity. I still think these defects in some way 
preferable to sterner sense and virtue, and yet I know that 
I am wrong from every point of view. It does not do 
ultimate good to any one concerned to shut one's eyes to 
the facts or to try to dodge one's creditors. 
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the siding where the sleeper had been shunted. The pocket 
book was found intact under my pillow. 

Some time in r913 or 'r4 Eckenscein referred to this 
incident, and immediately noticed that I did not catch on. 
He cackled me pointedly ; and I denied all knowledge of 
the affair with the emphasis of St. Peter ! Eckenstein 
repeated the facts given in the above paragraph, and as he 
did so the whole thing came back to me. Bue I would 
certainly have gone into the wicness,box and sworn point 
blank that no such thing had ever happened. Every 
derail was and is perfect in my memory. At this moment 
I can see the car, the siding, the general appearance of the 
maze of lines, the lowering grey weather, the tumbled bed, 
the cleaner who had just begun his work. I remember 
thrusting my hand under the pillow and the exact state of 
emotion at finding the book, relief mingled with mild 
surf rise and a strong sense of shame at having made such a 
foo of myself in the presence of Eckenscein. 

But the entire packet had been sealed up and stowed away 
at the back of the safe, in accordance with the routine of the 
office never to allow the mind to feed upon thoughts 
connected with money. I know that this seems far,fetched, 
and many people will find it entirely unintelligible ; but 
it is the fact. The ultimate secret of my life is that I really 
live up to my frinciples. I decide that it is disgraceful to 
allow financia considerations to dictate my conduct ; 
but instead of allowing this to remain a pious opinion, I 
am at pains to invent a regular technique for dismissing 
them . 
. Another incident. In returning to Zapotlan we had 

ndden I 20 miles in the broiling sun. I had oucridden 
0.E., who was amazed and irritated at my power to endure 





250 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

King's Dream, as Lewis Carroll/uts the fable of Kwang, 
Tze. (Kwang,Tze once sai to his disciples on 
awakening: "Just now I was dreaming that I was a 
butterfly : but is it so, or am I a butterfly dreaming that 
it is Kwang,Tze 1 ") 

To return to the wicked city of Paris. J. W. Morrice, 
as a painter, does not possess the sternly intense passion of 
O'Conor. His vision lacks the blazing brilliance of 
beauties which imposes itself on the beholder in O'Conor's 
best work. Morrice is a homo unius tabulce. He has only 
seen one thing in his life-it is the rosy dream which 
Venus and Bacchus bestow upon their favourites. His 
pictures swim in a mist of rich sofi: delicate colour which 
heightens the effect of the character of his draughtsmanship ; 
and char suggests the same qualities by means of a different 
system of hieroglyphics. 

The most prominent member of the Chat Blanc sym, 
posia, afi:er these, was Paul Bartlett. I found him brilliant 
and good natured ; and his caustic speech gave a spice to 
his geniality. I thought very highly of his work ; but he 
might have gone much further had it not been for the social 
and artistic success which acts as a soporific on all artists 
whose vigilance is unequal to the strain. It is hard indeed 
for the strongest of us to be ungracious to our admirers. 
Neglect and poverty, moreover, injure a man's art if they 
continue for more than a certain number of years. It is 
best for a man ifhe begins to taste success in the early forties ; 
but he must have begun with " the thwackings," as 
Meredith so profoundly sets forth in that superb magical 
apologue " The Shaving of Shagpat " ; and he should 
have learnt their lesson that the applause of mankind is as 
contemptible as its abuse. " Just so many asinine hee, 
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spirit of the analytical chemist, and proceed to paint with 
the most pitiful perseverance in the style of his latest hero. 
I possess sketches by Kelly whic~ I defy _the world to dis,.. 
anguish fion1 Beardsley, Rossetti, Morns, G. F. Watts, 
ere. Robbie Ross once told me of a man who collected 
fans by Charles Conder. He had twenty,..three when he 
died ; four of them Canders, five doubtful, but the 
remaining fourteen genuine Kellys. 

At this particular moment he was aiming at the '' low 
tone '' of Whistler and Velasquez, and his method was to 
keep on darkening his palette. Ultimately he would use 
paint the colour of Thames mud for the high light on the 
cheek of a blonde. He once picked out an old canvas to 
paint over, and had gone some distance before he discovered 
that it ,vas his favourite portrait of the Hon. Eileen Grey. 
His knowledge of art was encyclopa!dic ; and he laid down 
the law with more unction and emphasis than anyone else 
I have ever heard. He took Stan.laws under his wing, 
and started to teach him to paint. 

Stanlaws possessed the characteristic American faculty 
of doing anything and everything easily ; of scoring super,.. 
ficial success. One day I called on him and found a large 
easel in his studio on which stood a vast canvas-evidently 
by Kelly. I congratulated him on his acquisition. He 
replied, rather huffily, that he had painted it himsel£ And 
the cream of the jest is that this hasty imitation of Kelly's 
imitations of Velasquez was accepted in the Salon on the 
strength of Stanlaws' American reputation! 

I gradually sickened of the atmosphere of Paris. It 
was all too easy. I flitted restlessly to London and back, 
and found no rest for the sole of my foot. I had even got 
engaged to be married, but returning after a week in London 
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cryptic criticism. ~erald and I, as . educated men, were 
frightfully fed up w1th the presumption and poses of the 
average ass-male or female-of the Quarter. 

One incident became immortal. I wrote in '' The 
Sword of Song" that I "rea.d Levi and the Cryptic 
Coptic," and lent the manuscript to my fiancee, who was 
sitting for Gerald Kelly. During the pose she asked him 

. what Coptic meant. '' The language spoken by the 
ancient Copts," replied Kelly, and redoubled his a:sthetic 
ardours. A long f ause-then she asked, '' What does 
cryptic mean ~ '' ' The language spoken by the ancient 
Crypts,'' roared the rapin, and abandoned hope of 
humanity. 

Another affectation of the women art students was to 
claim to be treated exactly as if they were men in every 
respect. Gerald, always eager to oblige, addressed one of 
his models as Old Fellow, to her great satisfaction. Then 
he excused himself for a momentary absence in the terms 
which he would have used to another man. On his return, 
the lady had recovered her "sex and character," and had 
bolted. Woman can only mix with men on equal terms 
when she adopts his morality lock, stock, and barrel, and 
ceases to set an extravagant artificial value on her animal 
functions. The most high,.principled woman (alleged) 
insists on the supreme value of an asset which is notoriously 
of no value whatever in itsel( 

•' The Star and the Garter '' deals frankly with this 
problem, among others. As far as sexual charm is con,. 
ccrne~ it is only reasonable to expect the expert to be more 
satisfu:tory than the new chum ; and even, class for class, 
the professional than the amateur. The desire for exclusive 
possession is one of the most idiotic and bestial pieces of 
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vanity in human psychology. But love can exist between 
man_ and woman entirely independent of any sexual 
relauons between them. The condition of this love is that 
both parties should have completely mastered their sexual 
~tures ; for otherwise their mutual relations may be 
interrupted by the growlings of the caged animal. Men 
and women are not free to love decently until they have 
analysed themselves completely, and swept away every 
trace of mystery from sex ; and this means the acquisition 
of a profound philosophical theory based on wide reading 
of anthropology and enlightened practice. 

My travels had doubtless done much to open my eyes. 
I had already studied the characteristics of fifiy ... seven 
separate races, a number which I subsequently increased to 
eighty or ninety, when it became difficult to define the word 
" race." My ethnological results arc not particularly 
striking ; but the course of the research certainly helped to 
make it clear that no proposition could be judged as right 
or wrong, or even as true or false. It is always possib_le 
to derive a point of view from the circumstances of us 

holder. 
" The wildest dreams of Kew are the factS of Khatmandu, 

And the crimes of Clapham chasce in Manahan." 

Every conceivable moral principle is held s?mewhere by 
somebody ; and it is the i~elu~table conclusion fro~ tha~ 
somebody's premisses. His crrc~msc~nces _are umque_, 
and so are his hereditary tendencies, his env1ronment, his 
training, and the character of~is_mental processes. ~Vhcther 
we hold free will or detcrnumsm, we equally raufy every 

type of opinion and conduct. . . 
I had not at this time consc1ously reached this freedom. 
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I was still a romantic, still seeking true love. Observe a 
curious analogy to the time when I invoked the Adepts, 
with one actually by my side ; so now, invoking True 
Love, there lurked unsuspected in my circle the woman 
destined to satisfy my aspirations ; and just as in aspiring 
to the Path of the Wise I had not realised the nature of that 
Path, so also I did not understand what the words True 
Love might mean. 

" True love with black inchauncments filled, 
Its hellish rout of shrieks and groans, 

I!S vials of poison deach,distilled, 
Its rattling chains and skeletons." 

I made comparatively few notes of this period
N ovember, 1902, to April, 1903. It seems rather strange 
that I should have been able to get such an epitome of life 
into so short a period ; at least I reached old age. I went 
back to Boleskine almost as a ghost might retire to his tomb 
at cock,crow. In May I wrote a very clear resume of my 
progress. It will be as well to 9uote it. 

" In the year r 899 I came to Boleskine House and put 
everything in order with the object of carrying out the 
Oferation of Abramelin the Mage. 

' I had studied Ceremonial Magic, and had obtained 
remarkable success. 

"My gods were those of Egypt, interpreted on lines 
closely akin to those of Greece. 

" In Philosophy I was a Realist of the Qabalistic 
School. 

" In 1900 I lefr England for Mexico, and later the Far 
East, Ceylon, India, Burma, Baltistan, Egypt and France. 
Jc 1s idle here to detail the corresponding progress of my 
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thoug?t ; and rassi_n_g throuph a stage of Hinduis~ I 
had discarded al. De1t_1~ as urumportant, and in Philosophy 
was an uncompronusmg Nominalist. I had arrived at 
what ~ may des~ibe as the position of an orthodox 
Buddhist ; but with the following reservations. 

" (I) I cannot deny that certain phenomena do 
accompany the use of certain rituals ; I only deny the 
us~~ulness of s~ch met_hods to the White Adept. 

(2) I consider Hindu methods of meditation as 
possibly useful to the beginner, and should not ther~ 
fore recommend them to be discarded at once. 

"With regard to my advancement, the redemption of 
the Cosmos, etc. etc. I leave for ever the ' Blossom and 
Fruit' Theory, and appear in the character of an Inquirer 
on strictly scientific lines. 

" This is unhappily calculated to damp the enthusiasm ; 
but as I so carefully of old, for the magical path, excluded 
from my life all other interests, that life has now no panicular 
meaning ; and the Path of Research, on the only lines I 
can now approve of, remains the one Path possible for me 
to tread.'' 

(By the Blossom and Fruit theory, I mean the existence of 
a body of initiates pledged to devote themselves to the 
redemption of mankind.) . . 

It sounds as if I had become a bit of a png. I expect a 
o-ood deal of my attitude \Vas due to exhausted vitality. 
Chogo Ri was perhaps still t!k.ing hi~ revenge_. 

I had picked out Bolesk.ine for 1ts lon~hness. Lord 
~ovat a?-d Mrs. Fras~r,.Tytler, my nearest 1~e1ghb~urs, were 
eight nules away, while Grant ~f Glenn1on~ton \\as on the 
other side of Loch Ness. Besides, Bolesk1ne was already 
the centre of a thousand legends. 

s 
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Even before I came there there was a fine crop of the 
regular Highland superstitions. 

"(The howl of a bull,dog, exactly like the crying 
of a child, is heard far off.) 

George. All right. It's only that damned dog of 
M'Alister's. He does it every night. 

Fenella. He sees the ghost of old Lord Lovat. 
George. 
Fenella. 

0 Id Lord Lovat 1 

Yes ; they beheaded him after the '4 5. He 
rolls his head up and down the corridors. 

George. Pleasant pastime ! 
Fenella. What else is a man to do I 
George. What's that tapping 1 

(He stops to listen.) 
Fenella. Go on! It's only the old woman. 
George. What old woman I 

F enella. Her son was a lunatic. They let him out 
cured, as they thought. His mother came 
up here with him to lay flowers on his 
father's grave; and he caught her legs and 
smashed her brains against the wall. 
Oh damn it! George. 

Fenella. You baby ! So, ever since, she comes fi:om 
time to time to try and pick up her brains 
off the wall." 

I certainly used to hear the " rolling of the head," but 
when I put in a billiard table, the old gentleman preferred 
it to the corridor, and confined his amusements to the gun, 
room. Even before that, he had always stopped at the 
Pylon of the corridor which marked off fi:om the rest of the 
house the wing which was consecrated to Abramelin. I 
have never discovered any explanation of these noises. We 

I 
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used to listen at the door of the gun room and the 
he~d w~~ld roll merrily up and down 'the table 
with u?ttnng energy. The moment we opened the door 
the n01se would stop ; but there would be no visible 
cause. 

During my absence, the reputation of the house bad 
become more formidable than ever before. I have little 
doubt that the Abr~melin devils, whatever they are, used 
the place as converuent headquarters, and put in some of 
their spare time in terrifying the natives. No one would 
pass the house afier dark. Folk got into the habit of going 
round through Strath Errick, a detour of several miles. 
There were a great many definite legends ; but I made 
rather a point of refraining from making a collection. I 
was completely committed to rationalism, and the occurrence 
of miracles was a nuisance. I should have liked to deny the 
reality of the whole Abramelin business, but the phenomena 
were just as patent as the stones of the house. 

I lived the life of the ordinary Scottish laird in a dull 
mechanical way, and drifted into beginning meditation on 
Buddhist lines ; rather because I had nothing better to do 
than for any more positive reason. The record of the 
period &o?1 June 16 to Julr ~3 is curiously dull. One 
notices chiefly the lack of dnv1ng force, and the complete 
disappearance of any enthusiasm. 

I had completed " The . Sword _of S01~& " before I left 
Paris, and left it to be prmted with Ph1l~ppe _Re1:ouard, 
one of the best men in Paris. I intended to issue 1t privately. 
I had no longer any ideas about the " best publisher." I 
felt in a dull way that it was a sort of duty to_ make my w~rk 
accessible to humanity ; but I had no idea. of reapmg 
profit or fame thereby. 
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On the r 3 eh of July I went to Edinburgh, panly to renew 
my stock of wines and panly to pick up some kind of 
companion,housekeeper, but ostensibly to meet Gerald 
Kelly who was due to spend the summer at Strathpeffer. 
His sister Rose was engaged to a man named Howell, who 
was coming from America to many her in a few weeks. 

I engaged a companion,housekeeper easily enough. 
What a man wants is a woman whom he can take down 
from the shelves when required, and who can be trusted to 
stay on chem when not. It is true that a woman is much 
more amusing when she possesses individuality and initiative, 
but it is the basest kind of sensuality to wish to be amused. 
The ideal woman should prevent a man from being amused 
or disturbed in any way, whether by his own passions or the 
incidents of everyday life. I forget the surname of the lady 
whom I chose to fill this important position. Let her 
stand in history by the unassuming ticle of " Red,headed 
Arabclla." It was arranged tbat she should come and 
take up her duties towards the middle of August. I only 
stayed two or three days in Edinburgh, and having attended 
to the matter of wine and woman, completed the triad by 
writing " The God,Eater." 

This short play is singularly unsatisfactory as a work of 
260 
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was very keen on the Celtic revival, and wanted to unite tbe 
five Celtic nations in an empire. In tbis political project 
be bad not wbolly succeeded : but be bad got as far as 
designing a flag. And, ob so ugly! 

All tbis seemed cbildisb to me, but no more so tban 
Imperialism, and it bad tbe advantage of being ratber 
cbarming and entirely barmless. It is strange to look back 
on myself at 27, completely persuaded of the trutb of tbe 
most extravagant claims of Mysticism and Magick, yet 
completely disillusioned with regard to tbe Universe. I 
was inclined to minimise my activity in every respect. The 
importation of Red,beaded Arabella bad only one motive
to arrange my life so as to reduce tbe elements of disturbance 
to the lowest possible point. • 

It may seem a little strange tbat I did not follow tbe 
example of Allan Bennett and take the Yellow Robe. But 
I bad not been favourably impressed by the conditions of 
Buddhist monasteries. It was no doubt true that the 
regulations laid down by the Buddha for tbe conduct of 
Bbikkbus were intended to belp them to free their minds 
from disturbance ; but tbey were no longer interpreted in 
tbat light by tbe Bhikkbus themselves, except by an 
infinitesimal minority, who, like Allan, really understood 
the machinery of tbe business. 

Nor did I agree tbat tbe Buddba was altogether right. 
I tbought it a great mistake to interfere with physiological 
processes. I was perfectly aware that greed, lust, and 
hatred were the enemies of peace ; but I was also aware 
tbat forcing oneself to abstain from food, love, and society 
could only result in diverting tbe natural appetites into 
abnormal channels. St. Antbony attributed an exaggerated 
importance to sex. I was convinced that the repression of 
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" The G crtia " is the first section. He got no further ; afier 
the events of 1900, he had simply collapsed morally. I 
added a translation of the conjurations into the Enochian or 
Angelic language ; edited and annotated the text, prefixed 
a " Preliminary Invocation," a prefatory note ( 1 printed 
date) a Magical Square intended to prevent improper use of 
the book, and ultimately, an Invocation of Typhon, when 
the First Magical War of the lEon of Horus was declared. 

This essay throws a very clear light upon my position. 
I could not deny the facts of Ceremonial Magick. _It is 
impossible to explain why a dog squeals when you hit him 
with a stick ; but we do not therefore deny that this happens, 
or at least that there is some impression of some such kind 
somewhere. I was in precisely the position of those philo, 
sophers who were driven to the theory of casualiry, and said 
that there was no cause why an apple should fall ; it was 
simply a matter of coincidence that God should happen to 
will that it should touch the ground afier willing that it 
should be detached from the bough. The facts of Magick 
appear quite natural if one accepts the explanation officially 
put forward without enquiring too closely. 

This theory, roughly speaking, is that of Milton or Dante. 
There is even some excuse for saying it is the Catholic 
Tradition ii rebours ; that tradition is of course the 
development and degradation of various animistic cults. 
Magical faets were explained by the intervention of spiritual 
beings. One spiritual being, myself, throws a stone. That 
is how it happens that the stone has changed its position. 
Another spiritual being, Zeus, is annoyed ; that explains 
how such and such a house is struck by lightning. All 
faets are of the same order, and their interpretation must 
be uniform. 
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Now,. I had dismissed the whole theory of spintual 
H1erarch1es as repugnant to reason ; thus I was lefi: with a 
set of phenomena on my hands which cried aloud for 
explanation, exactly like the man who noticed that rubbed 
amber attracted certain li~ht objects. In this essay, I 
endeavoured to show how It was that Magical Operations 
were effecuve. My collecuon of facts was at that time 
comparatively small, and I had not yer analysed and classified 
them properly. But the essay shows that I was on the right 
track. My 1nterpretauon conformed with the mechanical 
theory of Victorian physics. 

The sequel shows my development on the same lines as 
the rest of modern science. The materialists had to include 
the connotation of" spirit " in their definition of" matter." 
One of my difficulties was that my senses told me that the 
archangel Gabriel existed, exactly as they told me that 
Ernst Haeckel existed ; in fact, rather more so. I had 
accepted Haeckel on mere hearsay. Why should I doubt 
Isis, whom I had seen, heard, touched ; yet admit Ray 
Lankester, whom I hadn't 1 Already I was compelled to 
resolve all phenomena equally into unknowable_ impressions. 
I did not realise how arbitrary it was to explain Taphtatb, 
arath as a set of impressions somehow imagined _by _my 
mind as the result of a particular process of mtoX1caaon. 
It was long before I understood that all explanations of t!'e 
Universe are ultimately interchangeable like the geometnes 
of Euclid Riemann, and Lobatchewsky. 

So m~ch for July. But early in . ~ugu~t, Gerald 
Kelly wrote suggesting that I should JOlll his larry at 
Strathpeffer. I had nothing better to do. . Re ,headed 
Arabella was still in Edinburgh ; I was_ being bored to 
death, either by my meditation or by my mabihry to rouse 

-



• 

266 THE CONFESSIONS OF ALEISTER CROWLEY 

myself to the point of doing any. So I packed a bag and 
went over. 

The party consisted principally of Kelly's mother, who 
worthily preserved the conditions of Tennysonian dignity ; 
Rose, who was in a curious state of excitement, which I 
either failed to observe at all, or attributed co the high spirits 
of unthinking youth ; and one or two more or less chance 
acquaintances, including an elderly solicitor named Hill, 
who was in love with Rose, and struck me as perhaps the 
tamest and dullest specimen of humanity that I had ever met. 
Gerald was playing golf, which at that time was rather 
daring ; not quite the thing you would confess to your 
friends in London. I had no clubs, and he played mostly 
with Hill. Thus it happened that at lunch on the I rth of 
August Rose and I got into conversation. There is some, 
thing in my character which makes people confide in me. 
I chink the bottom of it is my chastity. They instinctively 
understand chat I have no personal axe to grind ; that I 
shall display a wise benevolence and incorruptible justice, 
being detached from every form of desire. 

So Rose confessed to me chat she was in great trouble, 
as we wandered out over the links to walk the last few 
holes with Kelly and Hill. 

She told me that she was being forced into the marriage 
with Howell by her family. She had been carrying on an 
mtrigue with a married man named Frank Summers. 
This had got to the ears of her family because, being hard 
up for money, she had cold her mother that she was preg, 
nant, and got £40 from her for the purpose of having an 
illegal operation. Naturally, this led to enquiries ; and 
though the pregnancy was merely an ingenious pretext, 
and the operation consisted of dinners and dresses, the Kellys 

' 
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were deter~ned to prevent funhet raids on their purse and 
their presage, by 1ns1sung on her remaniage. 

The story awakened. my Shelleyan indignation. We 
sat down on the links 1n silence while I thought out the 
s1tuauon. The soluaon was perfectly simple. " Don't 
upset y_ourself about such a trifle," said I, and told her 
something of my spiritual state and my plans for the future. 
" All you have to do," I said, " is to marry me. I will go 
back to Boleskine, and you need never hear of me again
unless," I added with romantic grandiloquence, " I can 
be of any funher assistance to you. That will knock your 
marnage with Howell on the head ; you will be responsible 
for your conduct, not to your family, but to me (as in the 
case of an Indian dancing girl married to a dagger or a 
pipal,tree) ; and you can go and live in the flat which Mr. 
Summers proposes to take for you, without interference." 

It really seems absurd that I should have been so ignorant 
of the elements of psychology ; but I genuinely imagined 
that this fantastic programme was possible. It certainly 
satisfied all theoretical requirements! But like other Utopian 
dreamers from Sir Thomas Browne to Karl Marx, I omitted 
to take into consideration one insignificant element in the prob, 
!em-the existence of the mysterious force called human nature. 

Rose jumped at my suggestion. We agreed to tell 
Gerald as soon as be appeared, which was thoughtless,. as 
it might easily have put him off his game, an? to ger married 
at the earliest possible moment. Gerald finished the course 
in 4, 3, 4, 4, bogey being 17 for that part of the course. He 
took our announcement as a harmless Joke. 

I went to the local authorities about the practical pro, 
gramme ; but they were like Baal on. a celebrated occasrnn. 
The only available Deity was the Parish Sexton; and, afier 

• 
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all, could anything have been more appropriate 1 He told 
me that I could have the banns published and get married 
in three weeks. That wouldn't do at all ; it would give 
Howell time to arrive from America and put pressure on 
the Kellys. I asked him if there was not some less drawn, 
out form of execution. " Well," he said, afier scratching 
his head, " you can be expoased on a boomd along o' yer 
young 'ooman, for a week." Not in vain had I been 
studying the Golden Bough, but I bad no idea that these 
obscene forms of torture still lingered-even in the Scottish 
Highlands. " Come, come," I said, " there must be a 
simpler and quicker way to get married than that." 
Surely, I said to myself, all chat stuff about Gretna Green 
must have some basis in fact. He shook his head sorrow, 
fully, a discomfortable motion which I checked by slipping 
him a half,crown. He then admitted chat it was only 
necessary co go co the Sheriff of the County and declare the 
intention co get married, in which case the marriage would 
cake place there and then. " There and then 1 " I echoed 
in a hollow voice, for I had the instinctive feeling natural to 
a young man, chat he is somehow or other putting his foot 
in it, chat he is invoking unknown Gods. " Then and 
there," he answered heavily, and the syllables fell as if he 
had been throwing the sods upon my coffin. 

Armed with this satisfactory information, I returned co 
the hotel and had a short conference with my betrothed. We 
were to gee up in time co catch the first train co Dingwall, 
call on the Sheriff, and get ic over before breakfast. We 
carried out this design. We had to go quiecly for fear of 
awakening Gerald. The idea was chat he might interfere, 
though I had no reason for supposing chat he would do so. 
But apparently she had. 
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live with her. All I had co do was co emancipate her. So 
chece was no reason for crying to talk co her. 

We reached Dingwall in the cold damp dawn ; we 
disinterred the Sheriff's address from a sleepy policeman, 
and arrived at his house only to be told by a dishevelled 
maid that we couldn't get at him till 8 or 9 or 10 o'clock. 
I was piqued. The hint of obstacles roused me. I wasn't 
going to elope, whatever my reasons might be, and make a 
mess of it. I demanded the address of a lawyer, and excav, 
ated him. He promised to be at his office at 8 o'clock. 
With that we had to be content. There was no reason for 
apprehension. It wasn't likely that our disappearance 
would be discovered until breakfast,time. We repaired to 
the hotel, and ate and drank something in a state of suppressed 
nervous excitement. I confess to having been ashamed of 
mysel£ There I was, accoutred cap,1vpie from my bonnet 
to my claymore, and I had nothing at stake ; and yet I was 
nervous! We were at the lawyer's on the stroke of 8, 
where we discovered that the Sheriff was a mere flourish, 
and that all we bad ro do was to consent to being married, 
and declare that we regarded ourselves as man and wife. A 
funt disgust at the prose of the proceedings induced me to 
elaborate them by taking out my dirk and kissing it, as a 
pledge of my faith. I never thought of kissing her! 

It then transpired that the Sheriff had to have his little 
whack, afier all, no less than an Armenian pimp. The 
marriage had to be registered in his office. We were 
completely at a loose end. I was to go back to Boleskine, 
of course, but there were some hours before the train started. 
She was to go back to Strathpeffer : but-at this moment, 
~erald Kelly burst into the room, his pale face drawn with 
msane passion. He was probably annoyed at his stupidity 
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in not h~ving realised th~ the announcement of our ~ 
ment, runctccn hours earlier, had been serious. On larn,ng 
that we were ahcady married, he aimed a violent blow • 
me. It missed me by about a yard. I am ashamed to say 
that I could not repress a quiet smile. If be had nat been 
out of his mind, his action would have hem truly~ 
for compared with me he was a shrimp ; and while I wa 
one of the most athletic mm in the coumry. bis 11mif"• 
had been impaired by his sedeorary smpor and locJIC limg 
in Paris. 

When he felt better, we decided to cmy oat tbc ...I 
programme. I wau of£ to Bo1akinc, arid she weal 1-k 
to Sttath~er. I have iequcndy DOliced that w, 
fercncc with my plans cnsura -their l>cing carried GIit willla 
exactitude. 

In the meantime, however. Mr. Hill bad aaivcd, p ,· I 
like a parsnip robbed of ils per.__ He '-•'4 • als 
brief invocation to the Woolsack. cba& tbc r a • 
illcRal and must be broken. A1ID ~• •• --• 
could, should. and other audiatJ ..._ I ,=r•••vu11 
fully and left than to ~ ii oar. . 

Rose stock to her pm lib cbc f es lilll■W.••••-
Mr. Hill made the JiswN' tlaril i.. ._.. .. _. 
law. and Mn. Kelly and GcaW • .. 
mankind. So the nm move in 1111 I r t 
despatched Ludovic CamnD • art PP 131 
suprane momeot in bis Iii I I WII 
dr•cd into such a crazy CM'",..,. 
to liar no more of cbc maM, hat I W 

It was amnged ~ 1lolc ~ ! 111111•1 
and r~ f)Ut mamage.11 •- rl 
if we ominecl to clo .,_ We W11C ._ 
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a wayside station, where we could take our own decision 
as to our future proceedings. Dingwall and Srrathpeffer 
were of course seething with scandal. There were probably 
as many separate stories as there were inhabitants ; and the 
appearance of the Laird and his Bride on the platform of 
Dingwall might have been the signal for a demonstration to 
eclipse the Diamond Jubilee and the Relief of Mafeking. 

So I returned to Srrathpeffer, annoyed but amiable, had 
an interview with Mrs. Kelly, who played the part of the 
Aged Queen Bent Down By Sorrow to admiration, while 
I said all the necessary nonsense. We then repaired to the 
Sheriff's and were induced to swear the most formidable 
oaths ; about nothing in particular, but they aprarently 
gratified the official instinct and filled the officia coffer. 
Duncombe Jewell excelled himsel£ The ordinary oath 
was not for him. He produced a formula the majesty of 
which literally inhibited the normal functions of our 
minds. It was the finest piece of ritualistic rigmarole that 
I have ever heard in my life. 

At the Sheriff's door we found the vehicle which was 
to take us to the wayside station. Rose and I got in, 
feeling as if we had been through a mangle ; but the sense 
of humour came most opportunely to our rescue. The 
vehicle chanced to resemble a prison van, and the circum, 
stance tickled our imagination and helped to break down 
our embarrassment. But it was a frightfully long drive 
to the wayside station, and a frightfully long wait when 
we got there. I don't know whether it was part of the 
arrangement or not that we should take tickets to the end 
of the line, some place on the west coast of Scotland, the 
name of which I have entirely forgotten. But we did. 
We sat opposite to each other in an empty first class carriage. 
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I only remember one scrap of conversation, and I do 
?ot remember what _it ~as except that it was a son of little 
~?kc. We w~re ~ni~ymg a species of triumph at having 

got away wtth It, but we were in exquisite embarrass,, 
ment as to what to do-at least, I was. I have reason to 
suspect that Rose did not share my pathetic puerility. It 
never ~ccurred to me that the programme I had planned had 
been 1n any way altered. Had we not carried it out with 
the most punctilious precision ~ 

We arrived at our destination a little before dinner time. 
My embarrassment reached an acute point. It was simply 
impossible for me to register at the hotel. I confess to the 
most abject cowardice. I made some excuse and lcfi Rose 
to confront a clerk, while I went to look at the sea and 
wish it weren't too cold to drown mysel£ I returned to 
find that she had booked a double room. I thought it was 
hardly playing the game; but I couldn't be rude to a 
lady, and at the worst, it was only a matter of a day or so. 
I could decently dispatch her from Boleskine to the embraces 
of Mr. Summers and proceed to 

" Raze out the written troubles of the brain, 
And with some sweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanse the stuff' d bosom of that perilous sruff." 

It possibly crossed my mind that_ all these ~ms an! 
excursions were alien to Arahatsh1p, that mamage was. 
nuisance to a man whose mind was set ~n success m 
Mahasatipatthana, and that the problems raised by Rose 
would be sent to sleep by Red ... headcd Arabclla. . 

In any case, there was nothing for it but to behave !ike a 
gentleman. So we drank a lot of champagne for dmn:· 
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We had been married on August 1.2tb, and could ~ive God 
,,.., Mr his ROOd gift of grouse. and then-what s cham, 
f11DC a, anyliow , Rose retired immediately after dinner ; 
l.:tat in tbc smoking..-room and pole--axcd a stranger by 
s .. m~us ranarks unal lie thought I was mad., 

~~ - Iii. I had some more champagne and remembered 
wu a poet. I got some paper ana wrote the following 

,. Iii t I# Damn it, I had to play up to my partner ! 

a. oa the btalt of the world of spring, 
I ,-. fll'f bialt against thy bloom ; 

.WC Iii drawn out to thee ; to thee 
_...,.._, and Mniop cling. 

thogbt to peace, 
:.__lll!n OD I loom, 

a.._ oflle wodd df lpaag I 

~-., .. 
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be~n ~orrupted_ ~y slave.,morality. The England of 
V1ctona, by brmgmg up _the best ~t?ck in the country in 
the most favourable physical condmons, and teaching the 
?oys from the st~rt that they were brought into the world 
111 order to rule 1t, produced a class of men who were like 
Old Testament ~eroes. (Under George III we had a 
rehearsal. Can lt be that long prosperous reigns favour 
th~ production of such men ? We had another crop under 
Elizabeth, when the restoration of the Abbeys to the people 
of Englan1 gave a chance to the d~elopment of a daring 
and donunant breed.) But the influences which are 
co?:monly called civilising attenuate the aristocratic 
sptr1t. 

The existence of a common scold is a definite system of 
imminent death in any community. The Indian renegades, 
from Lajpat Rai to Gandhi, are merely evidence that the 
Sahib has given place to the compctition.,wala. India 
has not progressed in the last thousand years, and will not 
in the next thousand. The biological impulse is expended. 
India was nature's attempt to construct a nation of diverse 
elements by welding them in. a religious and ~or3:1 syst~ 
It might have succeeded had 1t been secure agamst mvas.ion. 
But while India has always conquered her conqu~ors 
(imposing, for example, the caste system on the English), 
the invaders interfered with the process of growth, and 
diverted the national trend from unity. 

A nation lives by its architecture ; when it comes to 
consciousness of its soul, it feels that it has to build a house 
for that soul to live in. Such buildings must ~ ~ttcrly 
useless ; the soul will not live in ~.Woolworth B~~
that is inhabited by the unclean spin~ whos~ name_ 1s Lcgio~ 
and that is the evidence that America, with all its material 

r 
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prosperity, has no soul. Nor is a man rich while he 
confines his purchases to things which are useful. 

The love of my wife had made me the richest man on 
earth, and devdoped my human soul to its full stature. I 
could afford to build a temple to Love, and that of course 
had to be stupendous, useless, and immortal. I made one 
disconcerting discovery, though not till long afterwards ; 
this : that erotic poetry does not spring from supreme 
satisfaction. Indeed, my life was a perfect lyric, and lefi 
no surplus energy to overflow into words. I wrote nothing. 
The temple had to be, as I have said, and I could only 
think of constructing a long beautiful objectless journey. 
As soon as the summer showed signs of waning, we started 
on a hypertrophied honeymoon. We pretended to our, 
selves that we were going big,game shooting in Ceylon 
and to pay a visit to Allan at Rangun (where he had now 
removed from Akyab ), but the real object was to adorn the 
celebration of our love by setting it in a thousand suave 
and sparkling backgrounds. As my poetry had petered 
out, so had my Magick and my meditation. I let them go 
without a pang. I was supremely happy ; love filled the 
universe ; there was no room for anything else. 

I had not kept a diary. Day followed day, each a fresh 
facet of the Diamond of Delight. All I remember is that 
we made our preparations in London, crying and buying 
guns, giving dinners, and so on. We dazzled Paris for a 
day or rwo, but not without one severe shock. 

Rose and I were walking towards the Pont Alexandre III 
when I mer V estigia, as we always called Mrs. Mathers. 
I ~ad not seen her for a long time, and we started an 
animate~ conversauon. I noticed nothing peculiar. I do 
not hve 1n the world of phenomena : I only visit it at rare 
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was no longa stooping to hold the page near the light. 
I was standing erect. Yet the manuscript was not less 
but more legible. Looking about me, I saw that the 
King's Chamber was glowing with a sofi light which I 
immediately recognised as the astral light. I have been 
accustomed to describe the colour as ultra .... violet, from its 
resemblance to those rays in the spectrum-which I 
happen to be able to distinguish. The range varies, but is 
quite noticeably beyond that visible to the normal human 
eye. The colour is not unlike that of an arc lamp ; it is 
definitely less coloured than the light of a mercury lamp. 
If I had to affix a conventional label, I should probably 
say pale lilac. But the quality of the light is much more 
striking than the colour. Here the word phosphorescence 
occurs to the mind. It is one of the mysteries of physics 
that the total light of the sky is very much greater than can 
be accounted for by the luminous bodies in the heavens. 
There arc various theories, but I personally believe that the 
force now called radio..,activity which we know to be 
possessed in some degree by every particle of matter, is 
responsible. Our eyes are affected with the i'mprcssion of 
light by forces which are not in themselves recognised as 
luminous. 

However, back to facts. The King's Chamber was 
aglow as if with the brightest tropical moonlight. The 
pitiful dirty yellow flame of the candle was like a blasphemy, 
and I put it out. The astral light remained during the 
whole of the invocation and for some time afterwards, 
though it lessened in intensity as we composed ourselves to 
sl~. For the rest, the floor of the King's Chamber is 
parucularly uncompromising. In sleeping out on rocks, 
one can always accommodate oneself more or less to the 





STANZA XL VII 

We must have had some vague idea of exploring the 
little known parts of China, for we had certainly intended 
to visit Allan in Rangun. It was probably at Colombo 
that Rose made up her mind that she was pregnant ; for 
I remember that our shooting expedition in Hambantota, 
in the South,Eastern province of Ceylon, was faute Je 
mieux. We thought we had better get back to Boleskine 
for the event ; and yet we had to justify our journey by 
some definite accomplishment. So we fefi: Colombo for 
Galle and thence up countty. It is strange that I fail 
entirely to remember how we got to the jungle. But 
rough notes tell me that it was by coach, and that we left 
the base village in four bullock carts on Monday the 14th 
of December. I quote my entty of January 1st, 1904 
(some lines are carefully erased. I cannot tell why, or 
imagine what I had written). 

an. r. "J 
" Began badly : missed deer and hare. So 

annoyed. Yet the omen is that the year is well for 
works of Love & Union ; ill for those of Hate. Be 
nune of Love ! " 

This entry does not sound as if I were still wholly lunatic 
282 
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and Mary Kingsley must not be forgotten for a proxime 
accessit. 

Certain incidents of this shoot are worth passing notice. 
Rose had an attack of fever on the 7th of January. For 
the first time since my marriage I had a moment to spare 
liom celebrations of Hymen. I sat at my camp table in 
my Col. Elliot's chair and wrote the poem" Rosa Mundi," 
the first for many months. I sing to her, recall the incidents 
of the birth of our love, hint at the prospect of ics harvest, 
and weave the whole of the faces into a glowing tapestry of 
rapture. It was a new rhythm, a new rime. It marks a 
notable advance on any previous work for sustained 
sublimity. 

Physically and morally, Rose exercised on every man she 
met a fascination which I have never seen anywhere else, 
not a fraction of it. She was like a character in a romantic 
novel, a Helen of Troy or a Cleopatra ; yet, while more 
passionate, unhurtful. She was essentially a good woman. 
Her love sounded every abyss of lust, soared to every 
splendour of the Empyr:Ean. Eckenstein adored her. 
When I published this poem, which I did privately under 
rhe pseudonym of D. H. Carr, from feelings of delicacy, 
Eckenstein was actually shocked. He did not care much 
for my poetry as a rule ; but he thought Rosa Mundi 
the greatest love,lyric in the language. (As a cold fact, its 
only rival is Epipsychidion.) But he held it too sacred 
to issue. " It ought," he said, " to have been found 
among his papers after his death." 

I can understand the sentiment of this view, but cannot 
share it. I wanted to make humanity holier and happier 
by purring into their hands the key of my own success. 

And in my diary there is no allusion to the poem. (It 
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may in fact have been written during an earlier illness of 
Rose-on December 15th-but I don't think so because I 
connect_ the inspiration with eating buffalo steak, and on 
~~e earli~r date I was onlr ea~ng snipe). I have only noted 

Rose 111, one bloody b1rdling, bread arrived in P .M." 
I am not by a~y means a mighty hunter before the Lord, 

but I am ce1:amly v~ fo?d of big game shooting. I 
t~oroughly enJoy the life which goes with it, and I like the 
high moments of excitement and danger ; they atone for 
the tedium of the stalk. I have no use whatever for the 
hattue, even if it is a matter of bears and tigers. As for 
grouse and pheasants, my pleasure in the exercise of my 
skill is marred by the subconscious feeling that I am 
dependent on others for my spon. Moreover, the element 
of combat is missing. I can get a great deal of amusement 
out of rough shooting for the pot ; but artificiality of any 
kind is the very devil in spon. I do not even care for 
shooting from a machan. I like to be just one of the 
jungle folk and challenge any fellow animal I meet. I 
suppose that, logically, I should disdain the use of weapons. 
I never did. 

My most amusing adventures have bcm always when I 
strolled alone into the jungle without trackers or bearers, 
met a boar, a bear, or a buffalo by chance or the cxcrcisc_of 
native wit, and conquered him in single fight My nanvc 
servants used to be horrified at my proceedings, very much 
as orthodox mountaineers have been at. my soli~ climbs. 
They did not doubt my prowess _with the rifle; they 
respected it because they understood it. But they ~ad been 
accustomed to white men relying on them for light and 
leading, and they made sure that I should be ~opdcssly lost 
without them in the jungle. Perhaps the chic( part of my 
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absurd contention of certain Mystics that life does not 
depend wholly on the integrity of the physiological 
apparatus, b~t on the will to live. I have dropped the most 
powerful aru?1als stone dead with a single shot in the right 
p_lace ; b~t tf ~hat first shot happens not to kill him out,, 
n~ht, he ts s_o inflamed with fury that you can riddle him 
w_1th bullets 10 ~he most vital spots without further disabling 
him. I know 1t sounds like utter nonsense, but I have seen 
it again and again. The sambhur above mentioned is 
only one case. 

One day I was told of an exceptionally fine wild buffalo 
bull who was so lost to all principles of propriety that he 
used to come down every evening to enjoy a herd of ·tame 
cows. I felt that I could never face Exeter Hair in the 
future if I allowed this sort of thing to go on. The only 
sign of grace in this bull was that he had a guilty conscience, 
and departed for the Ewigkeit at the first hint of human 
proximity. The cows were accustomed to feed in a wide 
flat country. It was impossible to approach them in the 
open. I crawled out to the edge of the jungle and lay 
low, hoping that they would come near enough for a shot. 
They did. But I misjudged the range ; and my bullet, 
by the most curious luck, pierced the nea! fore hoof of c_he 
bull. He made off indignantly for the Jungle at a point 
some three or four hundred yards from my ambush. 

Ten minutes later " I stood tip--toe upon a little hill,'> 
and looked around me " with a wild surmise." I knew 
where I had hit him by the way he li1!1ped,. a?~ that he was 
no more put out of action than Battling Silo, if I had trod 
on his pet corn. I knew that a b~ff~o bull can con_ceal 
himself in the Ceylon jungle as eflecuvely as a bug 1n a 

• At that time headquarters of fa·angclicali•m. 
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t.mvh. and I knew that he was perfc,cdy informed of my 
chnrta and inrcotion. I knew bt I was nervous by the 
way I~ my rifle (my principal battery, by the way, 
_. a I Paradox with fead and also steel core bullets, 
aad a .S7'J Bx • both double bmelled). As I stood. I 
a t;,cJ & rbe mst time the responsibility of the white man. 
I W so exhibit pcefcct "PW. No ~n of the bull! 

1'1E1111nrly. the trackers found the trail. My bullet having 
.... hi hoe( there was no blood. The only signs of 
Lis ,_.. were bruised and broken twigs. and occasional 
~ We came up with him ptttty soon. He was 
... stock still, listening for his life, with his back 
mmtcl ID UL I was not 30 yards away. and I aimed at 
the l,uD's c,o-:,parclon the muoduction of a cuph • m 
irm Aoricar tw,r. It is the most effective shot possible. 
I£ your buk ~ it will smash the spine : otherwise it ::r-tbrouab rbc IOi vital pallL Butlbc 

I amta not cvm fire my NCOBd ~~-... 
aad again we caJl1t up with hi& 
.alow. He was bleeding 

• •..-?tfkal.buclical 
·••ao-1 to CIIPPJe Win. though 0 
........... --:Jiolc 

Al - he,., • .,. I· .. , 

"-tbcmimj...Iaw • .............. 
• c. • 
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is like an arrow ; he is practically invisible as a mark, and 
one ~eels that it is _impossible either to stop him or get out 
of h1s w_ay .. He ~s hard enough to see at any time ; but 
end on 1n dim thick undergrowth, he is the limit. I fed, 
too, that his anger is mean and ignoble, and I have never 
been able to oppose this type of attack. I can respect the 
rage of the ciger, but the hatred of the leopard is somehow 
servile and venomous. The bear is a deadly enemy if he 
gets to grips, and he is nearly as hard to lo11 as the buffalo. 
One feels, too, rather sorry to kill a bear ; one can never 
forget that he is at hean a friendly fluffy comfortable brute. 

The wild boar, which one may shoot in Ceylon, as pig.
sticking is impossible owing to the n~tur~ of the country,_ is 
a furious and dangerous quarry, but 1t gives one a peculiar 
satisfaction to out him, to stand 

" Right in the wild way of the coming curse 
Rock.,rooted fair with fierce and fastened lips, 
Clear eyes, and springing muscle and shortening limb
With chin aslant indrawn to a tightening throat, 
Grave, and with gathered sinews like a God," 

and biff him 

" Right in the hairiest hollow of his hide 
Under the last rib, sheer through bulk and bone 

and see 

Deep in-" 

" The blind bulk of the immeasurable beast 
. . .. bristling with intolerable hair " 

lying in front of one, and feel that one has done a good 
turn to Venus. I • 

One of my boars, by the way, gave me a esson :n 
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arms and. legs, insanely yawling. It was quite a job to 
pull her down. She clung to the frame desperately, su11 
squealing. She refused utterly to respond to the accents 
of the human voice. When I got her down at last, she 
clawed and scratched and bit and spat and squealed, 
exactly as the dying bat had done to her. It was quite a 
long time before I got her back to her human consciousness. 

It was the finest case of obsession that I had ever had 
the good fortune to observe. Of course it is easy to explain 
that in her hypersensitive condition the incident of the day 
had reproduced itself in a dream. She had identified 
herself with her assailant, and mimicked his behaviour. 
But surely, if there be anything in Sir William Hanu1ton's 
Law of Parsimony, it is much simpler to say that the spirit 
of the bat had entered into her. 

(As I revise these pages for the press, I find myself con., 
stantly annoyed by having to try to find long roundabout 
" rational " explanations for all the wonders I h_avc seen 
and heard. It is silly, too, now that we arc gctt1?g. clear 
at last of the obsession of Victorian cocksure matenalism
Science disguised as a fat hausfrau !) 
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I had to cut open the man's sole along the whole length of 
the thorn, 7. 3/ 4 .mches. His skin was as tough as raw, 
hide, the epidernus a quanet of an inch thick. The thorn 
had not reached the dermis. It seemed miraculous chat it 
should have penetrated a hide that came near to tum the 
edge of my surgical knife. 

The heaviest weapon and the truest eye and hand may 
someumes fail to account for the smallest of God's crcatutes. 
I could nm understand why my 10,bore Paradox seemed 
so 1neffecUve against small birds. One day I came across 
a rat,snake, 19 feet long, and said, " This time I will 
bruise your. head and I bet you don't bruise my heel." 
I was wnhin a few yards of him, and fired several times. 
He moved off with leisurely disgust ; he could not imagine 
what my game could be. Why had I disturbed his 
sleep 1 I followed, protesting with funher drum,fire. He 
moved lazily beyond the barrage. I am a patient man ; 
but the conduct of this snake insulted and humiliated me. 
One of the men, his sensitive oriental spirit doubtless 
observing my distress, went forward and knocked him on 
the head with a stick. Theoretically, he should have been 
as full of holes as a lace fichu ; but there wasn't a mark on 
him. It dawned slowly upon my mind that there must be 
something wiong with my carnidges. When we _got to 
camp, I put up the lid of an old box and fired at lt fi:om 
10 yards, in order to test the penetrauon of the shot The 
pellets did not mark the board ; they bounced back and 
hit me in the face. I reserved my remarks for my return 

to Colombo. 
This event took place on the 16th of January. My 

headman had swindled me outrageously ; . bur_ there was 

110 
remedy. There is no remedy for anythmg m Ceylon. 
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that M~cDonal~ 's pockets were stuffed with obscene photo., 
rcaphs • Enquiry showed ~hat he had gone out and 

ought them that very mornmg, apparently with no other 
p~rpose.. The psychology is appallingly obscure. Was 
his _motive to convey some subtly offensive insult to the 
Puritans whos~ p~urience had destroyed him ~ 

So ~uch 1s In part hearsay and conjecture. What 
foll?ws 1s wholly fact. I was sitting at lunch in the Grand 
Oriental Hotel at Colombo when a procession filed into 
the room. I have never seen anything quite like it. It 
was utterly out of the picture. le was composed of genuine 
antiques with shaking hands, stooping shoulders, slobbering 
jaws from which hung long white goacish beards, and 

. bleared red eyes that blinked even in the twilight of the 
luncheon as if the very idea of sunlight was an infernal 
terror. 

I called on the Khansamah to tell me if I was suffering 
from delirium tremens. He told me no ; what I saw was 
really there, and it was some kind of committee from 
Scotland, and that was all he knew. After lunch I 
discovered that the Great Heart of Scotland refused to admit 
that any member of the Kirk could have acquiesced in the 
amenities of the Anglican Clergy. The elders had 
therefore sent out a committee to vindicate the innocence of 
MacDonald. I could no less in courtesy than make chem 
feel more at home in Ceylon by revealing myself as an 
Inverness Laird. They opened their hearts to me; they 
were already discouraged. They cold me that the prose., 
cution had the affidavits of no less than sevency,sevc:!1 

· · " Ah 11 " I "d "You don c nauve witnesses. we , sa1 • . 
k w much of Ceylon. If there were seven umes seventy" 
s;~n, I wouldn't swing a cat on cheir dying oaths. The 
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The title is a direct allusion to the ladies in question. 
I prefaced the ,Play with five dedications to (1) Christ, (2) 
Lady Scott, (3) My Friends (Jinawaravansa, whom I 
had met once more in Galle, and myself), (4) my 
unborn child, and (5) Mr. G. K. Chesterton. (He had 
written a long congratulatory criticism of my " Soul of 
Osiris. ") The idea of the play is to show a romantic boy 
and girl ambushed and ruined by male and female 
vampires. It is an allegory of the corrupting influence of 
society, and the moral is given in the final passage : 

" I much prefer-that is, mere I
Solitude to Society. 
And that is why I sit and spoil 
So much clean paper with such toil 
By Kandy Lake in far Ceylon. 
I have my old pyjamas on : 
I shake my soles from Britain's dust ; 
I shall not go there till I must ; 
And when I must !-I hold my nose. 
Farewell, you filthy,minded people! 
I know a stable from a steeple. 
Farewell, my decent,minded friends ! 
I know arc lights from candle,ends. 
Farewell-a poet begs your alms, 
Will walk awhile among the palms, 
An honest love, a loyal kiss, . 
Can show him better worlds than this; 
Nor will he come again to yours ., 
While he knows champak.-stars from sewers. 

(This play has been analysed in such detail byJap~ 
J F C. Fuller in , ' The Star from the . est . 
that • it would be impertinent of me to discuss lt 

further.) 
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Rose now felc fairly certain that she was pregnant. But 
11 was not this alone chat decided us to turn our faces to 
che West. We still intended co go to Rangun, and 
apparently there was absolutely nothing to stop us. Bue 
we couldn't go, any more chan if it had been the moon. 
Throughout my life I have repeatedly found that destiny is 
an absolutely definite and inexorable ruler. Physical 
ability and moral determination count for nothing. It is 
impossible to perform the simplest act when the Gods say 
"No." I have no idea how they bring pressure to bear 
on such occasions ; I only know that it is irresistible. 
One may be wholeheartedly eager to do someching 
which is as easy as falling off a log ; and yet it is im, 
possible. 

We lefi Colombo for Aden, Suez, and Port Said on 
January 28th, intending to see a little of the season in 
Cairo, of which we had the most delightful memories, and 
then to sail for England, Home, and Beauty. I had not 
the slightest idea chat I was on the brink of the only event 
of my life which has made it worth living. 

The voyage was as uneventful as most similar voyages 
are. The one item of interest is that one of our fellow 
passengers was Dr. Henry Maudsley. This man, besides 
being one of the three greatest alienists in England, was a 
profound philosopher of the school which went rather 
furchcr than Spencer in che direction of mechanical auto, 
mausm. He fitted in exactly. He was the very man I 
wanted. We talked about Dhyana. I was quite sure that 
che an.unment of this state, and a fortiori of Samadhi, meant 
rhac they remove the inhibitions which repress the mani, 
festauons of genius, or (pracucally the same thing in other 
words) enable one to cap the energy of the Universe. 
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Now, Samadhi, whatever it is, is at l~~of mind 
exactly as ~re deep thought, anger, sleep, intoxication, and 
mel~ncholia. Very g~od. Any state of mind is accom,, 
parued by corresponding states of the body. Lesions of 
the substance of the brain,_ disturbances of the blood supply, 
and so ~~' are observed m apparently necessary relation to 
these_ spin~~al states. Furthermore, we already know that 
cer:a1n spintual_ or mental co~ditions may be induced by 
acun_g on phys1co,., and chenuco,,physiological conditions. 
For Instance, we can make a man hilarious, angry, or what 
not by giving him whiskey. We can induce sleep by 
administering such drugs as V eronal. We can even give 
him the courage of anzsthesia ( if we want him to go over 
the top) by means of ether, cocaine and so on. We can 
produce fantastic dreams by hashish, hallucinations of 
colour by Anhalonium Lewinii; we can even make him 
'' see stars '' by the use of a sandbag. Whr. chen should 
we not be able to devise some pharmaceutica , elecrrical, or 
surgical method of inducin& Samadhi ; _create ~enius as 
simply as we do other kinds of sp_ec1fic exc_nement ~ 
Morphine makes men holy and happy In a negauve way ; 
why should there not be some drug which will produce 
the positive equivalent : , 

The Mystic gasps with ~orror, but ~e really cant worry 
about him. It is he that 1s blasphenung nature by postu~ 
lacing discontinuity in Her processes. Ad~it that Samadh1 
is sui generis, and back comes the whole discarded hum~ug 
of the supernatural. I was back at the old bench ex~lormg 
the pharmacopzia for the means of grace, as I ha done 
with Allan long ago ; but I had come back to ~e problem 
armed in the p~noply of the positive natural ph1losophr of 

d Huxley had vindicated the a.lchenusts. mo ern science. 
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by a_ssuming an absurd alias. I was not for a moment 
deceived by_ my own pretext that I wanted to stud 
Mo~ammedism, and in particular the mysticism of th! 
Fakir, the Darwesh, and the Sufi, from within, when I 
pr?posed to p~s myself off in Egypt for a Persian prince 
with a_ beautiful En~lish w~e. I wanted to swagger 
~bout _ in a turban with a diamond aigrette and sweep, 
~ng silken robes or a coat of cloth of gold, with a 
Jewelled talwar by my side, and two gorgeous runners 
to ~lear the way for my carriage through the streets of 
Carro. 

There was no doubt a certain brooding of the Holy 
Spirit. of _Magic~ upon ~e still waters of my soul; but 
there is little evidence of its operation. I have never lost 
sight of the fact that I was in some sense or other The 
Beast 666. There is a mocking reference to it in 
"Ascension Day," lines 98 to III. "The Sword of 
Song" bears the sub,title "Called by Christians the 
Book of the Beast." The wrapper of the original edition has 
on the front a square of nine 6s. and the back another square 
of sixteen Hebrew letters, being a (very clumsy) trans,. 
literation of my name so that its numerical value should 
be 666. When I went to Russia to learn ~c language for 
the Diplomatic Service, my mother half believed that I had 
"gone to sec Cog and Magog" (who were supposed to 
be Russian giants) in order to arrange the date of the Battle 

of Armageddon. 
In a way, my mother was insane, in the sense that all 

people arc who h~vc watcr,tigh~ co~partmc~ts t~ the 
brain, and hold with equal pass~on 1ncompanblc ideas, 
and hold them apart lest their mc_ctmg s~ould_ destroy both. 
One might say that we arc all msanc 1n this sense ; for. 



JC4 THE COKFESSIONS OF A.LEISTER CROWLEY 

ulomatdy, any two ideas are incompatible. Nay, more, 
any one idea is incompatible with itself, for it contains in 
itself its own contradiction. (The proof of this thesis will 
be g11:en in the proper place.) 

But my mother believed that I was actually the Anti, 
cbnst of tbe Apocalypse and also ber poor lost erring son 
wbo might yet repent and be redeemed by the Precious 

Blood. 
I conclude my allusion to 666 :-

" Ho! I adopt the number. Look 
At the guaint wrapper of this book! 
I will deserve it if I can : 
It is the number of a Man." 

I bad thus dismissed my mystical fancies about the 
number ; I accepted it for purely moral reasons and on 
purely rationalistic grounds. I wanted to be a man in cbe 
sense in wbicb the word is used by Swinburne in his 
"H fM " ymn o an. 

Having co choose a Persian name, I made it Chioa Khan 
(pronounced Htwa Kahn) being the Hebrew for The Beast. 
(Khan is one of the numerous honorifics common in 
Asia.) I had no conscious magical intention in 
doing so. (Lee me here mention that I usually called 
my wife Ouarda, one of the many Arabic words for 
Rose.) 

As to my study of Islam, I got a Sheikh co teach me 
Arabic and the pracoces of ablution, prayer and so on, 
so that at some future time I might pass for a Moslem 
among themselves. I had ic in my mind co repeat Burton's 
Journey to Mecca sooner or lacer. I learnt a number of 
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Bue the game held its own. I never even got to 
Scratch. 

I did a certain amount of pigeon,shoocing at odd times. 
I had practiced a good deal with clay pigeons at Boleskine, 
and become a really lirst,class shoe. I was also quite good 
at wild pigeons ; but for some reason, trapped pigeons were 
quite beyond me. I dare not boast chat I am even second, 
race. 

One day I joined a party of three to shoot quail, which 
I recall on account of a singular accident. I was in the 
middle of the line. A bird got up and flew between 
me and the man on my right ; but I withheld my lire for 
fear of hitting him. We swung round again ; another 
bird came in the same direction and suddenly dodged and 
passed on che right. The end man fired. There was a 
howl. I, having turned to watch the bird, saw the accident 
clearly. A native had risen from the ground at the moment 
of the shot My friend swore that he had not seen him, 
and I had not seen him myself until I heard him. There 
was no cover. It seems incredible that my friend at least 
should not have seen him, for he must have only just 
missed walking over him, the man being slightly behind 
our line when the shoe was fired. And he was so 
close to the gun that the shot had not begun to scatter 
wben it struck him. It had cut a clean narrow groove 
1n the man's shaved scalp, not even laying bare the 
bone. 

I mention this incident, not only on account of its 
extraordinary features, but to compare it with the " horrors 
of Denshawai." The spirir of the natives was entirely 
fucndly. Our administration of Egypt was characterised 
by paternal firmness ; everyone was in the right, everyone 
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Some of abc unalJrr ill-af-.n m lbil ..... - ilflD ... 
bi m,m, from le& to righc. being akm limn 11 14MpC ..._ 
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