
• -

TEMPERANCE 
A TRACT FOR THE TIMES 

by Aleister Crotvfey 

. . 

.. 
. . 

. - /; 

• _ ..•. 

.. -



Contents: 

BOB CHANLER 

HYMN TO ASTARTE 
for D,;,*, 

THE MORALIST 
for rilpfllll 

HAPPY J)UST ·L 

fflf' AlIrlO' 

THE AR11ST 
J" F,.. 

.. l 

• • • 



• •• 

BOB CHA!\LEH. 

IN ME~WRIAM 
pinctoris ('gregi i 

amici dilectissimi . 

.. TRINC." 

Alcolribas NaJieT 

Oh let us bathe and crown our hair 
And drink untempered wine! 

L::t ever greater cups ensnare 
Our souls in traps divine. 

Soon calms the season of love'. rage. 
And joy grows short of breath; 

Birth shoots a shaft, weighed down by a~ 
That strikes the target, death. 

Then come, thou golden goblet brimmed 
With lust! Though all be vain, 

There's hope" for us, the lion-limbed. 
In hAshish and cocaiDe. 

Though death should hale us by the taruff' 
Of neck to's mouldy portal, 

To-night let us get drunk enough. 
To know we are immortal t . 
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.HYMI\ TO ASTARTE. 
Fvr DEIRDRE 

Serene are the stars, ~nd serene my soul, ablue in the Night. 
Then how shall I worship Astarte sea·born, how jnvoke her aright? 
I am free from the fire and the foam, I have conquered the dragons 

and doves; 
1 have gotten me Love as the gold from the furnace that melted my 

loves. 
Love is not bound to the body, not sparse and adrift with the mind, 
Not secret ""ith soul, though the EOul teem one and alone of its kind. 
The body is naught but a corpse, it! gt'Ov.1h but a name of decay, 
A delirious dream of sick god~-here the Shadow hath sway. 
Concocted of offal and -mire, putrescent with cancer of breath, 
A knot that unravels to naugh,t, a riddle whose answer is Death? 
The mind is the reek of the fume of the body's corruption, the mime 
Of its magotty moods as it rots from its worm-eaten egg to it! slime. 
The mind hath not ~\'en 1l mist to excuse philosophic pretence 
or a substance; at most it distorts some few of the phantoms of sense. 
Its reason is ever astray, its ignorance straitens it! span; 
It ends in the mystery.night whence its clumsy creation began. 
It observes, it reflects, it decides as the slave of unconscious desires, 
Knows neither the ",.orId nor itself, nor stands for an hour but it tires. 
It strut! in it! pageant of pride, yet at heart is aware it is vain, 
And its"'Bummit of proof is ~o prove nothing proven, and itself but 

insane. 
The aout. ~ the:flarne! Ah, the star! The God in us shining above! 
The soul, beyond being and form! Then is not the name of it Love? 
Nay, darker..and .deeper the cune, more dread the abyss never 

plumbed, 
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The horror ineffably huge, the agony not to be summed; 
For the soul in itself is division, is separate, worse that its wings 
Were fledged of the essence of truth at the evil beginning of things, 
When the All broke its peace with the thought of itself, and the echism 

began 
That ended in chaos of crime, in the crazy catastrophe, man. 
The soul is no gho~t to conjure with the spell of: •• Illusion, begone!'! 
It is true, and hath might to endure, unassailable, travelling on, 
None hinders. commands or deflects; none alters its coune by a jot; 
Space cannot constrain it. and time the waster ~eth it DoL 
How should I 10"e such a soul, my like, and like me the aCCUl'lt 

From the hour when the Second was 'StrIlCk"'Park -Irom'tbe iOJ'!C of 
the First? 

How should I love such a soul. though fierce and afar I may r-. 
_ In 'my passionate. pilgrimage,L<tve, for Love is the Will toward~. 

Love is a lust and a prayer, and the lOul of its 'act as ita word. 
I. of them that w~re Two to make One, and to «al the ~ with • 

Third. 
Oh, Love, Astarte sea-born, oh Star blue bright in the West, 

. I invoke thee, thy priest in the .;mine tha1 is built of ·my blood _ 1111 
breast! 

Since thou art in me and of me. since thou art.!he Jaeart m-my J.eart. 
The lOul of my IOU!, nay, the eDn of my .kin, not a.being apart. 
I am thou, I accept the intent, acquie.ce in the nature implied; 
If change be the purpose of Love, I am launched .Dd~t ... -~ ... ~ 

tide. 
I accept every phantom of Mind. vain dreams in fatuity -curled i , .::,
I accept the corruption of Body,. delight to 'brin! Death to1be ...... ld. ~.,. 
In measureless madness I bask, I !loat upon carrion. flesh. 
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J wallow widl God in the mire, and of mire I cn-att' Him afft'lih. 
There is naught, nor shall be, that my JO\'e canout gnaw with 

insatiate tooth: 
I will wring forth the Truth from the Jje~ a" I onc:e (oUlle) thf' Jif'Ji in 

the Truth. 
Astarte, lleno,,' thf.e for rollt'n as oth('n; havt: sP.en thee, ((lr purr; 
I tear off the mask that ~milf'.~ fal"c on Ih~ blaw,s who wou)d have 

them endu~. 
But Thou and Thy ma~h ar.· hut ,m", Thy corruption thp. ESSf'nr.r of 

Thee, 
It is all of the nature c;,f thin~", their virlll', whl:rf'by they mlly be. 

_ So therefore J hail 1bee divine, AII-onp. with the fiub!:itlince of Truth; 
Mine age holds thee naked, th.! hem of ",ho~ garment he\\'ild"reJ my 

youth. 
My soul bting thus with thy srJul, ~h,,11 not IIOU) win at IIl'l1 In the wit 
That its changtless perfection is death, il!oelf the a!oM8~ifl of it? 
Love under will is the law; all that exi!.t'>, from the dUf.t 
To the Gods, is hut jetsam of uJ\'t:, ca~t up hy the tide of Her lunt. 
So I hail thee, Astarte, and hymn thet: in Lrotbel and tempI" the ume, 
~ho art eeed of all chang'!, bf!ing lA,''', hy CorruptirJn Thine inner· 

most !\ame! 
I know Thy device 10 deceive Thy ~l"\'ant~ Thine image that hailed 
How none, ~ing mortnl, might learn Thy name, or kh(Jld Th~ 

unveiled. 
For Thy !!:Cret i~ this, that imm(Jrtah ar~ CTClwned with 'hp. virtur to 

die; 
And I, oh AHartp., hear dp.ath in my ht,rJy-Or yt: arr. J. 
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TilE MUUAI.IS'J' 
~.,. AUGlIITI}.' 

.. II lulU /!Irt: wu;"ur, -aulll." 
el"" lr.a IluudeJQ;rr..· 

fj,.laying III dll lh~ II. ill" II.al'. riJ:1J1 
III Mb Lad .11 IUlviflf.( II I uI,k un; 

'fJwlI wlty 1I .... uM w" WII;t tiJl SMlurday lIi!"r 
Tel R~I "II kiuds lIe • drullk II/I? 

Will, 1"Mflily " clr.nlu,y hl,l in .i~I'I, 
WI,y ."fluld wt'. w .. il till SlIturdll) lIi~lJlt 

If J l'II\''''rJ'l .. h"u",. ull 1'11\ (;ra/ld l'uaJr. 
I'll ',uilll n,,~ II hut IIf WMUJr.. 

TI." 1:l,'L.toC,"W lIf'''m~ III 1::I"r. ,"I hji~l.id7 
T"~n tom ... l. I"", "",,1 uf Ih" LIIIII" ! 

UlurM,," Mild will .. orf .. ~h.u:k "'ill aid, 
TJ'fJugh II.,. e:urhnr:w lII'~mll() bn,. ,p' .laUrllf. 
AfJlitllmililb lilly ".111 a lingl,. ",it,! 

11111'1 mud, (0' II IJircJ ttl Ily Of,. 
Th"r,,'. W,I mud, Y,iflK'" a!",U! thr IJIff", 

Of th" f.erCl:lI1 .mr;·Ir.~ 1100. 
AruJlhr., htJtlle'. tht "lwitlU' dJIll 
1'" !t'l Ih" "i'.gt:r ifill. flur aprill!' 

1i,.If/v"t! hrllu.r"r •• JillAl!n IIJ JftI:! 
If It"",,'. ("~ trill'. fI{ divinhy .' 

Ckar. it'. u~ y;rtur. tJ~rt:"" 'I1uu, 
AIIlI J lI'ly.r:I( W&I at ,'rinity, 

1l.e U!ut wr. un do it au tN.l ad ~ 
Tnt: virtue. Md ir, thr. Pl.U1ILe, 1\r~, 
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If much be good, thf'n better is more, 
As any logician will prove you; 

It·s only a step from Thrf'e to Four; 
May the argument's lever move you! 

l(s simply illogical not to explore 
The little bit on from Three to Four. 

On bread alone though a man can't thriv 
Saint Luke says nothing of brandy; 

II may be the thing to keep us alive, 
And I see there's a bottle handy. 

Open it, Bill! That's only Five. 
It may be the thing to keep u~ alive. 

The Road of Excess, said William Blake, 
To the Palace of V;°isdom leads one; 

Open a bottle for Wisdom's sake! 
And I am the boy that needs one. 

It·s a long, long way, but it's good to take
Open a bottle for Mi~ht~r Blake! 

At the door of Burge~.' Fish Sauce Shop 
She stood, ob, how does it go, boys? 

Well, .. truly rural" will do for the cop, 
If you say it quiet and slow, boys. 

Why the devil should anyone stop, 
When" truly rural" will do for the cop? 

• 

I d'know 'f 't ftruck you, i' shtruck me 
Th'was somethln" wrong with the pheasanf. 

Say, how "'ould a little drink, maybe
You'know, 'void an'thing 'npleaunt? 

. Say, doctor, d'you preschribe it, shee? 
W'd'y' think, IiI drink, maybe? 

'Fence 0' th' Realm Act, I'm no fool. 
AU tha', Tha's ri', damnation! 

'Member, 'n I "'azza boy a' school. 
A·Thanks, 01' top, jus' trench ration 

Zhero--overra top'sh my rule
'Member, 'n I waua boy a' school.---
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HAPPY DUST. 
F",MARCOT 

So 0"" that Calles! from heuen, bear me aloft on thy wings 
To the domes of the star.girdled Seven, the abode of ineffable things, 
Quintessr.nce of joy and of strength. that, abolishing future and past, 
Mal: ',t the Present ao infinite length, my soul aU.()ne ..... ith the Vast, 
The Lone, the Unnameable God, that is ice of His measureless cold, 
'Without heing or form or abode, without motion or maUer, the fold 
Where the shepherded Dnh'erse sleeps, with nor sense nor delusion 

nor dream, 
No spirit that wantons or weeps, no thought in its silence supreme. 
I sit, and am utterly still; in mine ('yes is my fathomless lust 
Ablaze to annihilate Will; to crumble my heing to dust, 
To calcine the dust to an lish, to burn up the ash to an air, 
To abolish the air with the flash of the final, the fulminant flare. 
All this I have done, and dissolved the primordial germ of my thought; 
I have rolled myself up, and re\'Olved the wheel of my being to 

Naught. 
Is there even the memory left? That I was, that I am? I t is lost. 
As I utter the Word, J am cleft hy the last swift spear of the frost. 
-~now! I am notl:!ing at las!; I sit, and am utterly still; . 
They are perished, the phantoms, and past; they were born of my 

weariness·will 
When I craved, craved being and form, when the consciousness·cloud 

was a mist 
Precurser of stupor and storm, when I and my shadow had lcissed, 
And brought into life all the shapes that confused the clear space with 

their marks, 

• • 

Yain spectres whose vapour escapes, a whirlwind of ruinous sparks, 
No substance have any of these; I ~:lVe dreamed them in sickneu of 

lust, 
Delirium born of disease-ah, whence was the master, the "must " 
Imposed on the All ?-is it true, is it true, then. that &omething in me 
Is subject to fate? Are. then: two, are there two, after all, that ean J,e? 
I have brought all that is Jo AD end; for myeelf am sulficient and tale. 
Do I trick myself now? Shall J rend onCt'again this bomologoGi . 

Whole? 
I have stripped every garment from space; I have ruangted the eeeret 

of Time, 
All being is Bed from my face, with Motion's inhibited rime. 
Stiller and stiller I sit, till even Infinity fades; 
~is an idol-'tis *'Umess of wit that breeds, in inanity, shades! 
Yet the fullness of Naught I become, the deepest and steadiest Naught, 
Contains in its nature the sum of the functions of being and thought: 

eStill as I sit, and destroy.all possible-trace of the past, 
All germ of the future, nor joy nor knowledge alive at the last, 

, It is ,"ain, for the Silence is dowered with. nature, the teed of a name: 
Necessity. fearfully.flowered with the blosllOm of possible Aim. .-

-} am Necessity? Scry Necessitymotber of Fate! 
And Fate determines me " I " .. ..and I have the Will to eru~. 
Vast is the sphere, but it turns Gn itself like the pettieJt or, 
And I am the looby that learns that all things equally are. 
Inscrutable Nothing, the Gods,..the .(lOsmos of Fire and of Mist. .. -
Suns, atoms, the clouds '8Dd 'tbedods ir.elllct&bly -dare to cit-
I have made the Voyage of Thought,. \-'oyage of Vision, I swam 
To the heart of the Ocean of Naught from the &Duree of the Spring of 

I Am: 
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I know myself wholly the brother ali~e of the All and the One; 
I know that all things are each other, that their sum and their suh

stance is None; 
But the knowledge itself can excel, its fulness hath broken its bond; 
All's Truth, and all's falsehood as well, and-what of the region 

beyond? 
So. still though I sit, as for ever. I stab to .the heart of my spine; 
I destroy the last seed oi endeavour to seal up my soul in the shrint> 
Of Silence. Eternity. Peace; J abandon the Here and the Now; 
J cease from the effort to cease. I ahsoh"e the dead J from its Vow. 

-lam wholly content to be dust, whether that be a mote or a star. 
To Ii·.· and to love and to lust, acknowledge what seem for what art'. 
Not to care what I am. if J he, whence J came. whitherl go, how J thrive. 
If my spirit be bound or be free. save as Nature contrive. 
What I am. that I am. 'tis enough. I am part of a glorious game. 
Am I cast for madness or love? I am cast to esteem them the samt'o 
Am I only a dream in the sleep of some butterfly? Phantom of fright 
Conceived. who knows how. or how deep. in the measureless womb of 

the night? 
I imagine impossihle thought. metaphysical voids that beget 
Ideas intangible wrought to things less conceh .. able yet. 
It may be. Little 1 reck-but, assume the existence of earth, 
Am I born to be hanged by the nec~ a curse from the hour of my 

birth? . 

Am I born to abolish man's guilt? His horrible heritage. awe? 
Or a seed in his wantonness spilt by a jester? I care not a straw. 
For I understand Do what thou wilt; and that is the whole of the Law. 
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THE ARTIST. 
Fw FRIEDA 

I 
J know that Earth is faJ~ and Hell 

And Heaven to man are deaf and dumb. too. 
I know what last dim oracle 

Every Panurge if. bound to come to. 
I find more mental bread and chee!le 

In bounty of one brandy bottle 
Than in all books A verrhoes 

Once built about his Aristotle. 

II 
The babble of my slut, I swear 

Gives joys and certitudes jnten~ 
Than all the wit of a Voltaire 

And all the science of a Spencer. 
My poppy.pipe-its shows surpass! 

More JUld more beautiful and brainier 
Than all the lumps of Pheidias 

And all the daubs of de la Pena. 

III 
My music and my \'ene are mine. 

I know myself and what my task i.! 
Be off, ye syncopated sl\-·ine. 

Wagner. Vj~vius, Velasquez, 
Swift, Shakespeare. Shelley, Socratea, 

Sterne. Blake, Petronitu, Canova! 
111 make my universe to pJeaee 
Myaelf.likf' jolly old Jehovah . 
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