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For
GERALD YORKE
Together we tracked down The Beast



Dilige et quod vis fac
ST. AUGUSTINE

And he will be seen as he really was;
Jor I profess to write, not his panegyrick. ..
but his Life.

JAMES BOSWELL



Mother, Father, and Son

AN undergraduate of Trinity College, Cambridge, who had a
reputation for eccentricity, the outspokenness of his opinions, and
the length of his purse, wrote the following preface to a philo-
sophical poem he was preparing for the press:

‘It was a windy night, that memorable seventh night of
December, when this philosophy was born in me. How the
grave old professor wondered at my ravings! I had called at his
house, for he was a valued friend of mine, and I felt strange
thoughts and emotions shake within me. Ahl how I raved! I
called to him to trample me, he would not. We passed together
into the stormy night. I was on horseback, how I galloped round
him in my phrenzy, till he became the prey of a real physical
fear! How I shrieked out I know not what strange words! And
the good old man tried all he could to calm me; he thought I
was mad! The fool! I was in the death struggle with self: God
and Satan fought for my soul those three long hours. God con~
quered—now I have only one doubt left—which of the twain
was God?’

A Cambridge bookseller, who admired the poet’s talent, and
who wished to encourage a young man who wore silk shirts and
bought first editions of Shelley and Keats at £100 a time, gener-
ously sent the poem off to a printer. In due course it was issued in
a white paper cover and bore upon its title page:

ACELDAMA
A PLACE TO BURY STRANGERS IN
by
a gentleman of the University of Cambridge
privately printed
1898

The gentleman of the University of Cambridge was Edward
Alexander Crowley, who had decided to call himself Aleister
Crowley out of dissatisfaction with Edward Alexander and with
his parents who had given these names to him. He had read in
some book that the most propitious name for becoming famous was
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one consisting of a dactyl followed by a spondee, such as Jé-ré&-my
Tayj-16r. Al-els-t€r Crow-léy fulfilled these conditions, Aleister
(more properly Alistair) being the Gaelic form of Alexander.

Aceldama, much influenced by Swinburne, was his first pub-
lished work. He had been writing poetry since the age of ten. Now,
at twenty-two, he felt sufficiently sure of his talent to announce it
to the world in one hundred copies.

The book was read by some of the other gentlemen of the
University of Cambridge without arousing much interest. The
one review it gathered found it lacking in the virtues that Victorian
England expected from its poets, and advised against its being
shown to the young.

It is a poem of horror, expounding a philosophy of pessimism
and destruction, the emotional nihilism of a young man. Here is a
stanza of it:

All degradation, all sheer infamy,
Thou shalt endure, Thy head beneath the
mire
And dung of worthless women shall desire
As in some hateful dream, at last to lie;
Woman must trample thee till thou respire
That deadliest fume;
The vilest worms must crawl, the loathliest
vampires gloom.

Aceldama can be dismissed as a not very successful attempt to
transplant Baudelaire’s satanism to England, a task which beat
Swinburne. Its short and curious preface, however, is of consider-
able interest, for it indicates the direction its author was to take,
One night the forces of good and evil struggled fiercely within
Aleister Crowley’s breast. There was some doubt which side won;
but Crowley rather suggests that the devil got the upper hand.
He was not, of course, on a horse prancing around one of the
professors of his college, babbling incoherent nonsense till the old
gentleman was frightened. This is what really happened:

It was the 31st December, 1896, and Aleister was asleep in a
hotel in Stockholm. Suddenly he awoke with the illumination that
he possessed a magical means of satisfying a part of his nature
which had hitherto lain concealed. It was an ecstatic experience,
filling him at the same time with pain and terror—the sort of
terror he had felt when, as a child, he came in from the garden
and found the rooms on the ground floor empty and thought the
Lord had collected his family and left him behind. Something
terrible hidden in him had risen to the surface. When he came to
think about it afterwards he could not decide whether he had
been admitted to the presence of God or of Satan,
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In the vacations he usually travelled abroad, wandering solitarily
through Europe—to St. Petersburg with the vague intention of
learning Russian as a means of entering the Diplomatic Service;
to Switzerland during the summer to climb the Alps. Climbing
was the only sport in which he took any interest. 1t satisfied his
peculiar needs: it could be done alone; the conquest of a peak
gave him.a sense of dramatic enjoyment and of personal power,
With his school cap on his head he had overcome the fells and
gullies of Cumberland, Westmorland, and Wales, and the treach-
erous chalk cliffs of Beachy Head.

Aceldama appeared during his last term at the University. He
had hardly done any work throughout his three years, but the
time had not been wasted, for he had discovered what he wanted
to become: an adept in the secret arts, a Magus. He bad thus found,
to use the phrase which throughout his life was always on his
lips, his True Will. What was the good, he argued, of becoming,
for example, a diplomat? He would soon be forgotten. Say he
were made Ambassador to France, Who could remember the
man who had filled that post a hundred years ago?

It had been his ambition to be a great poet, but poetry, too, was
really no better. He picked out Aeschylus to prove his point. Even
in Cambridge, cradle of poets, Aeschylus was just a name to all
but a tiny fraction of the three thousand men in residence. I must
find,’ said Crowley, ‘a material in which to work which is immune
from the forces of change.’

It seemed to him that only magic could guarantee immortality,
and by magic he meant the art which reaches the control of the
secret forces of nature. His reasons for choosing magic were really
rationalizations. He was drawn to this subject because it suited
his introspective nature and promised unlimited power. He was also
attracted to its dark side, the so-called black magic, which was
conducted with the assistance of Satan,

Aleister Crowley was born in Leamington, Warwickshire, on
the 12th October, 1875, In his autobiography! we are told that
his ancesters on his father’s side had been settled in England since
Tudor times. He claimed the 16th-century poet and preacher,
Robert Crowley, as one of them, on no greater evidence, it seems,
than the sameness of the name. As he always pretended that he
was sprung ‘of Earth’s first blood’, and began his ancestry with the
noble Breton family, de Querouaille, it is interesting to note that
his father was no more than a brewer, and that his mother, ‘of a
Devon and Somerset family’, was described by one who knew her
as a rather common woman. Who his grandparents were he does
not bother to tell us. In fact his genealogical tree begins with de

1 The Spirit of Solirude. An Autohagiography. Subsequently re-Antichristened The
Confessions of Aleister Crowley. 1929, >
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Querouaille and leaps straight to his father, Edward Crowley,
picking up Robert Crowley the Elizabethan poet on the way.

Crowley is a common Irish name, so it is probable that his
ancestors, instead of being Breton aristocrats, or belonging to the
same family as Louise de Kerouaille, Duchess of Portsmouth, were
plain Irishmen. But the all-important fact about Crowley’s youth
and upbringing is that his parents, like the parents of Edmund
Gosse, belonged to that sect called Plymouth Brethren. After
Edward Crowley had made his fortune out of the family business,
he quitted the brewery and spent his time travelling about the
countryside preaching Plymouthism to anyone who would listen
to him, He would also send off thousands of tracts through the
post, a practice which his wife continued after his death. He insisted,
like other Plymouth Brethren, upon a literal interpretation of the
Bible, foresaw the end of the world, thundered against Papists
and Protestants alike and was generally down on everyone who did
not agree with him,

After breakfast every moming the Crowley household, including
the servants, would gather in the dining-room to read out a chapter
of the Bible, each person taking a verse. The little boy Edward
Alexander, from the age of four, also took his part: he lisped the
verses of the Bible and learnt about the end of the world, salvation
through the Plymouth Brethren, the horrible nature of sin and of
death, which was Edward Crowley’s obsession. Long as the patri-
adxlchs had lived, his father dinned into him, they had all died in

e end.

Although Aleister Crowley never thought he had much in
common with his parents, his life was not unlike that of his father.
Both men belonged to a small, chosen sect, tried to convert the
world to their point of view, and lived amid the mysteries of
religion. He began, at any rate, by identifying himself with his
father. Aleister Crowley, too, was once a Plymouth Brother.
Plymouthism was the only true faith; he could not, he said, even
conceive the existence of people who might be so foolish or so
wicked as to doubt it. In his childish ardour he thought of himself
as a Christian knight doing deeds of holiness and valour. He wanted
to excel himself for Christ as later he excelled himself for the
Egyptian god of War, Ra-Hoor-Khuit.

As he grew older his religious ideas turned into something most
unexpectedly strange—he had always preferred the sounds of the
Hebrew names to the actual biblical narratives; now any description
of torture or blood aroused his feelings tremendously. He liked
to imagine himself in agony, and, in particular, he fancied himself
degraded by, and suffering at the hands of, a woman whom he
described as ‘wicked, independent, courageous, ambitious, and so
on’. One of his youthful heroes from contemporary history was
Nana Sahib, the Indian Mutiny leader who is blamed for the
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Massacre of Cawnpore. Aleister found his portrait in a book and
described it as his ideal of beauty, ‘proud, fierce, cruel, and sensual’.
It saddened him to think that Nana Sahib had been captured and
killed. He wished he had been in India with him, fighting by his
side; he would take his share of torturing the prisoners ‘and yet
suffer at his hands’. During a game of Eastern mutiny he begged
his cousin, an older boy, to be cruel to him. He never outgrew
these fantasies of being hurt. They were, he explained, connected
with ‘the hermaphroditism in my phsyical structure’, a delusion
not uncommon among bisexual, or homosexual, men. But he had,
in fact, no androgynous characteristics, and his breast, in spite of
his claims to the contrary, was no larger than that of any other
stout man.

The prophetic passages of the Bible, especially those in
Revelation, fascinated him. He fell in love with the False Prophet,
the Beast whose number is 666, and the Scarlet Woman. He no
longer wished 10 be a Christian knight. The ‘Elders and the harps’
began to bore him, and one day he discovered that his sympathies
were entirely on the side of the enemies of Heaven. What Crowley
had once loved he now hated. He was unable to say why he had
gone over to Satan’s side; forty years or so later, when he wrote his
autobiography, it still puzzled him, and he died without knowing
the answer.

Crowley has left a confused picture of his childhood. He was
unhappy at home and at school, but not entirely. The Crowley
household wasn’t exactly a gay one—Christmas, for example, was
banned as a pagan festival—and Aleister was given no toys, for
that was contrary to the precepts of Plymouthism; but he seems,
nevertheless, to have had his fun. In fact, from his account of his
chitdhood, his parents appear to have been not unkindly middle-
class people, but with no understanding (in the modern sense) of
children.

When he was eleven, his father died of cancer of the tongue.
Aleister had some respect, but only little love, for his father, whose
death he had foreseen in a dream. With insight he pointed out
that from the moment of the funeral he entered a new phase of
development, the main feature of which was rebelliousness.

The first school to which he was sent was one for the sons of
Plymouth Brethren (at which the main instrument of instruction
was the Bible, and the sole instrument of correction the birch),
where he was accused, at the age of twelve, of attempting to corrupt
another boy, and for a term and a half was ostracized by everyone,
or, as the phrase has it, sent to Coventry.

Later he went to Malvern and then to Tonbridge, both of
which schools he hated, and was also taught by a tutor who,
between lessons, introduced him to racing, billiards, betting, cards,
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and women, thereby securing a word of gratitude in Crowley’s
autobiography,

¢They sent me to Tonbridge; my health broke down; partly,
one may say, through what would have been my own fault or mis-
fortune if I had been properly educated; but in fact it was the
direct result of the vile systern which, not content with torturing
me itself, handed me over bound and blindfold to the outraged
majesty of Nature,”

A simple note in Crowley’s handwriting in the margin of his
own copy of The World’s Tragedy, where this passage occurs,
removes all ambiguity: ‘I caught the clap from a prosticute in
Glasgow.’

He tells us a few anecdotes of his early years which are no
different from those of other boys, except the one about a cat,
which shows something of the vigour, and indicates a little of the
future interests, of this unusual youth.

He had been told that a cat has nine lives, and deduced that it
must be practically impossible to kill one.

‘I caught a cat, and having administered a large dose of arsenic,
I chloroformed it, hanged it above the gas jet, stabbed it, cut
its throat, smashed its skull, and, when it had been pretty
thoroughly burnt, drowned it and threw it out of the window
that the fall might remove the ninth life. The operation was
successful. I was genuinely sorry for the animal; I simply forced
myself to carry out the experiment in the interests of pure
science.’

Much of his early youth was spent in reverie, which is the rule
and not the exception for this time of life, He was an emissary of
the Devil, he was a knight on the quest of the Holy Grail. He
delighted in his chastity as well as in his wickedness; he lived in
the land of faery and took every line of poetry for the literal truth,

No picture of a man is complete without a sketch at least of his
mother, Aleister’s relationship with the plain and domineering
woman who gave him birth is one which will delight psychoanalysts.
She tried her best to make her only child a religious prig: in return
he introduced her to the world in his autobiography as ‘a brainless
bigot of the most narrow, logical and inhuman type’. He treated
her with open abuse and her religion with scorn. The reaction of
Emily Bertha Crowley showed both the depth of her religious
belief and her fear of her son: she thought he was the Beast that
is described in Revelation. ‘And I saw a beast coming up out of
the sea, having ten horns and seven heads, and on his horns ten
diadems, and upon his heads names of blasphemy. . .. And he
opened his mouth for blasphemies against God’ (Revelation, Chap.,
xiii, vv. 1 and 6).
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His reply to this charge is stranger, perhaps, than the charge
itself. He believed her: he was, indeed, this Beast, whose number
is the number of a man, six hundred and sixty-and-six. Whether Mrs.
Crowley intended her views on her son to be understood literally
or figuratively, and whether he understood them in the one sense
or in the other, makes little difference. She saw in him the living
spirit of blasphemy and evil; and on that December night in
Stockholm, when he was twenty years of age, he came to recognize
and appreciate this spirit in himself. With a growing sense of his
own urgent self he believed that he was the Evil One, the Anti-
christ (predicted in modern times by Nietzsche, who died mad in
1900), come to sweep away the shambles of a false and outmoded
creed, and set up in its place the true faith for mankind.

Now, no one will have the bad when the good is there for the
taking, or will worship the devil in preference to God. To Crowley,
Christ the Saviour was only the Pseudo-Christ. Christ’s enemy
was Satan; therefore the Devil is not so bad as he is painted.
Indeed, he is a worthy ally; together they will make war upon
Christ, and with his destruction the real lord of the Universe will
arise. Like the idol Baphomet which the Templars were supposed
to have worshipped, he is many-faced, and upon one of his faces
is carried the mask of Aleister Crowley.

The Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn

IN the summers of 1898 and 1899 Crowley was again climbing in
Switzerland. Dr. Tom Longstaff, President of the Alpine Club
from 1947 to 1949, saw him there in 1899 and has given us this
testimony of his abilities as a mountaineer:

‘... he was a fine climber, if an unconventional one, I have
seen him go up the dangerous and difficult right (true) side of
the great ice fall of the Mer de Glace below the Géant alone, just
for a promenade. Probably the first and perhaps the only time
this mad, dangerous and difficult route has been taken.’

He had quickly followed up Aceldama with other works of verse:
The Tale of Archais, Songs of the Spirit, Fezebel, Fephthah, and
White Stains, the last of which he thought advisable to have
printed in Amsterdam. He was the owner of £30,000, a much
larger fortune in those days than to-day, and he could (as the
Cambridge bookseller and publisher of Aceldama had shown him)
bring forth his own poems at his own expense as fast as he was
able to write them.

Those who have read Crowley’s poetry either think highly of
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his genius, cast him among the minor poets of the time, or eject
him from Parnassus altogether. He was not a great poet, although
he wrote a few good poems, such as City of God (for a fragment of
which, see page 98) and the untitled poem he wrote in 1924 on
the banks of the Marne (see page 210). In most of his verse there
are rarely found those strains which result from a surrender to the
poetic moment; instead, he mainly harnessed his talent to his
occult interests and personal obsessions which are unsuitable for
poetry, His stanzas awaken the strains of those poets—Shelley,
Swinburne, Browning—whom he admired; and the dominating
effect is one of insincerity. He tried, for example, to make his love
poems more interesting by making them seem sublimely wicked,
an impossible thing to do without a real consciousness of sin.
Finally, he rushed everything round to the printer before he had
had time to reconsider and amend it. The result is a mass of verse,
always clearly expressed (he never fell into the modern elliptical
manner), but on the whole rather wearisome to read.

White Stains, however, has aroused interest among certain
readers who bardly know his other works of verse, because it con-
tains some poems which are frankly pornographic. Pornography
is difficult to write well. Insincerity is, perhaps, one of its essential
ingredients. As far as this line of literature is concerned, one must
give White Stains quite a high commendation. In Crowley’s
writings there is usually a tone of mockery, so one does not really
know whether he wishes to be taken seriously or not. Some of
his opinions are so preposterous (such as the one in which he
identifies Madame Blavatsky with Jack the Ripper) that one is
inclined to the view that he was mad.

White Stains is ascribed to George Archibald Bishop, ‘A Neuro-
path of the Second Empire’., (Bishop was the name of Crowley’s
pious uncle, of whom he said in his autobiography, ‘No more
cruel fanatic, no meaner villain, ever walked this earth.’) It is pre-
faced by the statement, “The Editor hopes that Mental Pathologists,
for whose eyes alone this treatise is destined, will spare no precautions
to prevent it falling into other hands.’ This is, of course, an example
of Crowley’s humour. The work was supposed to be a rebuttal of
the views of Krafft-Ebbing, author of that old handbook of
sexual irregularity, Psychopathia Sexualis. Crowley’s thesis was
that sexual aberrations are not, as the German author solemnly
affirmed, the result of illness or faute de mieux, but ‘merely magical
affirmations of perfectly intelligible points of view’—in other
words, acts of sex-magic, a subject which will be explained when
we come to the time Crowley practised them himself.

He believed that White Stains was proof of his essential
spirituality.

‘I did not agree,” he wrote of Krafft-Ebbing’s opinions on
14



sexual pathology. ‘I thought that I was able to understand the
psychology involved; I said to myself that I must confute the
professor. I could only do this by employing the one form at
my disposal: the artistic form. 1 therefore invented a poet who
went wrong, who began with 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 conclusion of the book might therefore be
approved in any Sunday School.’

Perhaps; but then one is reduced to a view which can best be
exemplified in the conundrum: when is a filthy book not a filthy
book? Answer: When it is written by Aleister Crowley.

One night in Zermatt he met an Englishman named Julian L.
Baker, to whom he expounded the principles of alchemy. Mr. Baker
happened to be a chemist, and during the walk back to their hotel
he took the young alchemist to task. Aleister, floundering among
the mysteries, was impressed. He had, earlier, sent out an
appeal for a Master. Was Mr. Baker this Master? he asked himself.
And he began to tell him about his search for the Secret Sanctuary
of the Saints. Mr. Baker was convinced of the young man’s earnest-
ness, and confessed that, although not a Master himself, he could
introduce him to one who was.

Mr. Baker kept his word. When they had both returned to
London he introduced Aleister to George Cecil Jones, also a
chemist, who was a member of a magical society called the Golden
Dawn. And Jones introduced Crowley to this society and to its
leader, Samuel Liddell Mathers, a learned occultist who had spent
years in the libraries of London and Paris restoring, from the
various manuscript versions, that oldest and most famous of
magical works, The Key of Solomon, a translation of which he
published in 1889,

In gratitude to Mr. Baker for providing the link, Crowley
dedicated to him his Songs of the Spirit, then under construction.

Now, half a century later, Mr. Jones refers to the Hermetic
Order of the Golden Dawn as a club like any other club, a place
to pass the time in and meet one’s friends. If it was a club, it was
a very unusual sort of club. Although founded within living
memory, its origin is more obscure than that of the ancient
Sumerians. It seems to have arisen out of another club, or society,
called the Hermetic Students. Now, the origin of the Hermetic
Students is purely legendary. An unknown Master, a figure even
more mysterious than Count Saint-Germain (who carried in his
pocket the elixir of life), was said to have come to Mathers one day,
and instructed him in the ancient mysteries. These instructions,
together with Mathers’ visions which arose out of them, formed the
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spiritual and material basis of the Hermetic Students, The Irish
poet, William Butler Yeats, who was a leading member of this
saciety, tried to discover the identity of the unknow Master, but
neither Mathers nor his clairvoyant artist wife knew, or if they did
they would not tell.

There is another account of the origin of the Golden Dawn,
which is the version most generally accepted. During the 1880s a
Dr. William Woodman, a Supreme Magus of the Rosicrucian
Society of England, was raking over a bookstall in that bibliophile’s
hunting ground, Farringdon Road, London, when he found a
manuscript covered in mysterious ciphers. He promptly bought it;
for how much we are not told. After brooding over it for a week
with his friend, Dr. Wynn Westcott, the coroner for the London
district of Hoxton, and the Secretary-General of the Rosicrucian
Society of England, he admitted himself baffled. Mathers, also a
member of the Rosicrucian Society of England, was then called
in. It was child’s play to Mr. Mathers. Here was a system of
ceremonial magic with initiation rituals and some solutions of
problems of the Cabbala to boot. And if more information were
required, it could be had from a certain Friulein Anna Sprengler,
whose address in Niremberg, also in mysterious cipher, was given
as well.

Dr. Westcott wrote at once to Miss Sprengler, and Miss
Sprengler replied. She turned out to be a Rosicrucian adept, head
of the ‘Licht, Lebe, Leben Temple’. An eager correspondence
grew up between her and the three British magicians, resulting in
her giving them a charter to establish a similar order in Britain.
Thus was founded, in 1887, the Hermetic Order of the Golden
Dawn, with Woodman, Westcott, and Mathers as its first leaders.

Shortly afterwards Miss Sprengler died. The next letter to her
was answered by her successor, who rather ungraciously said that
England could expect no further help from the German lodge,
and that enough knowledge had been given already to Messieurs
Woodman, Westcott, and Mathers for them to establish their own
magical link with the Secret Chiefs.

What does this mean? The Secret Chiefs are super-magicians
watching over the affairs of men from their caves in Tibet or some
other likely place; or, in so far as they are spirit, in the Empyrean.
The concept of Secret Chiefs, or Mahatmas, is of ancient Indian
tradition. In recent times it has been popularized under the name
of Hidden Masters by Helena Petrovna Blavatsky, who, in 1875,
the year of Crowley’s birth, founded the Theosophical Society.
These Hidden Masters are her central doctrine, the inspirers of
her strange creed, her animus, as the analytical psychologists
would say. But whoever they are, and wherever they are, they
did not, as we shall see, confine their appearance to Madame
Blavatsky.
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The Golden Dawn now had the rituals (through the kindness of
Miss Sprengler) by means of which they could get in touch with
these Secret Chiefs, about whom the Theosophists were making
so much ado. It was an essential first step in the working of their
magic. Suddenly Dr. Woodman died and Mathers fell out with
Dr. Westcott and drove him into retirement, Mathers was a capable
organizer but a difficult man to get on with. He was an expert on
military matters as well as on magic, and he behaved like a general,
He wanted disciples, not colleagues. ‘I know you mean well,” he
wrote to one of the members of the Golden Dawn, ‘but I utterly
refuse to concede to you the right to judge my action in ruling the
Order.’

Soon the Golden Dawn had about a hundred members with
lodges in Edinburgh, Paris, London, Weston-super-Mare, and
Bradford. But without contact with the Secret Chiefs (who were
the only personalities who could advance the affairs of the Order)
dissatisfaction arose. It was therefore up to Mathers and up to him
alone to make the contact. And one night in the Bois de Boulogne
be did so, and returned in triumph to London. He had had an
interview with three of them and been confirmed in the supreme
and sole authority as the Visible Head of the Order.

There are points of resemblance between Mathers and Crowley
which are striking. They were both men of athletic physique,
gazing intently towards the dark regions of hidden knowledge,
fascinated by high-sounding titles, inventing a noble lineage for
themselves when none in fact existed, and believing that there
was no part of them which was not of the gods. Where others
saw nothing, they beheld angels, portents, and causeless eflects.
Their dress, speech, and daily behaviour merged with their dreams.
Years later, after Mathers had died in poverty and neglect, Crowley
begrudgingly praised him amid paragraphs of abuse. But Mathers
was Crowley’s prototype of the Magician, and much of the latter’s
activities, which have the marks of originality, were plain copies of
the older man’s inventive talents and scholarship.

Swept up by the Celtic Movement, the head of the Golden
Dawn called himself MacGregor Mathers, a scion of that noble
Scottish family, just as Crowley, at a later date, dubbed himself
the Laird of Boleskine and Abertarff for no greater reason than
that of having a one-storeyed house of that name near Loch Ness,
Later, Mathers transposed his adopted and real name and became
Mathers MacGregor; then (after he had gone to live in Paris) the
Chevalier MacGregor. Finally he dug up for himself the title of
the Comte de Glenstrae, Nightly he changed into Highland dress
and danced the sword dance with a knife (skean-dhu) in his stocking,
a remarkable performance for a man who had never been to Scot-
land, and was the son of William Mathers, a merchant’s clerk.

Such pretences aroused Crowley’s scorn, and in the interests of
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truth he stripped Mathers of his titles and put him back in his
place: ¢ . . . a Hampshire man named Mathers who inexplicably
claimed to be MacGregor of Glenstrae’,

In spite of its high-sounding title, the Golden Dawn met in
uninspiring back rooms in Chelsea and the central area of London.
Those who could paid their few shillings contribution for stationery,
rent, and out-of-pocket expenses. Crowley described his first
meeting with the members of the Order, among whom were Arthur
Machen, the writer, and Florence Farr, the actress, as a bit of a
shock—they were such an assemblage of nonentities, But, never-
theless, he entered into this Order on 18th November, 1898, and
accepted all the vows and obligations.

- L .

He was waiting without the portal under the care of a sentinel
while the Hierophant (Mathers), between the pillars and before
the altar, addressed his chief officers and the assembled members.
Crowley was clothed in a strange, feminine-looking robe with a
hood over his head so that he couldn’t see a thing, for the light of
the natural world is but darkness compared with the radiance of
Divine Light. And he was held by a triple cord, a token of nature’s
tie which bound him. A voice cried from within the Hall of
Neophytes:

‘Child of Earth! arise, and enter into the Path of Darkness!’

Another voice, disputing, barring his entrance: ‘Child of Earth!
unpurified and unconsecrated! Thou canst not enter our Sacred
Hall”’

Water and fire then purified and consecrated him.

The Hierophant spoke again, as a god before the assembly of
gods. ‘Child of Earth! wherefore hast thou come to request
admission to this Order?’

A voice answered for him. ‘My soul is wandering in the Dark-
ness seeking for the light of Occult Knowledge, and I believe that
in this Order the Knowledge of that Light may be obtained.’

‘Are you willing,” asked the Hierophant, ‘in the presence of this
assembly, to take a great and solemn obligation to keep inviolate
the secrets and mysteries of our Order?’

‘I am,’ replied Crowley.

He was ordered to kneel and place his right hand upon a white
triangle which symbolized his active aspiration towards the Higher
Soul. He bowed his head and was touched once with the sceptre.
Then he repeated, after the Hierophant, his obligations: to keep
the Order secret; to maintain kindly and benevolent relations
with its members; and to prosecute with zeal the study of the
occult sciences.

The penalty for breaking these oaths was severe: a hostile current
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would be set in motion against him, which would cause him to
fall slain or paralysed ‘as if blasted by a lightning flash! So help
me the Lord of the Universe and my own High Soul.

‘Child of Darkness!” cried the Hierophant, terminating the
ceremony. ‘Long has thou dwelt in darkness. Quit the night and
seek the dayl’

The hood over Aleister Crowley’s head was then removed, and
he joyously arose with the light of understanding already begin-
ning to shine in his eyes and the magical name, or motto, of
‘Perdurabo’, which means ‘I will endure to the end’.

Thus was born, in a house in Great Queen Street, London,
Brother Perdurabo, a Neophyte 1°=100 of the Hermetic Order
of the Golden Dawn.

The Golden Dawn, in common with other Rosicrucian and
Masonic societies, had its members arranged in a hierarchy of
office. As one increased in wisdom and purity, so one ascended the
scale. At the top is an entity called Ipsissimus, who is perfection
itself. Next in descending order, are Magus, Master of the Temple,
Adeptus Exemptus (the grade held by Mathers), Adeptus Major,
Adeptus Minor, Philosophus, Practicus, Theoricus and Zelator.
These grades are identified with the ten branches of the tree of
life, symbol of the universe, whose explanation lies in the mystical
doctrine of the Holy Cabbala. The first stages are comparatively
easy, to judge from the way Crowley swarmed up them; the later
ones, anything after Adeptus Minor, so difficult that Dr. Israel
Regardie, the foremost living authority on this subject, considers
that those ‘individuals who lay claim openly to such exalted grades,
by that very act place a gigantic question mark against the validity
of their attainment’,

In December, 1898, Crowley took the grade of Zelator, and
that of Theoricus and Practicus in the two following months. The
Order insisted upon a three months’ breathing space for members
before allowing them to leap to the next grede, so Crowley did
not become a Philosophus until May. He certaialy did better at
the Golden Dawn than at Trinity College, where after three years’
study he was given no degree at all.

Mathers, searching for a system of magic which really works,
had discovered in the Bibliothéque de I’Arsenal in Paris a strange
and unique manuscript, The Book of Sacred Magic of Abra-Melin
the Mage, ‘as delivered by Abraham the Jew unto his son Lamech,
A.D. 1458’, It is said that that old French Magician, Eliphas Lévi,
also knew of this document and drew much of his power from it.

Abraham the Jew (or his Master, Abra-Melin) seems to have
been an entirely honest man. His magic does not explain one
mystery by another, but is a kind of teach-yourself system in which
some practical guidance is given for those who wish to impose
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their will on nature. Since contemplation, prayer, and abstinence
are enjoined, the magic of the Mage who called himself Abra-
Melin is, in essence, the same as that Eastern magic commonly
known by the name of yoga. For this reason, perhaps, it works.
And Abra-Melin doesn’t hold up the proceedings by asking you to
hack off the hand of a man hanging from the gibbet, or acquire
half a pint of bat’s blood.

In magic there have always been two schools, the one invoking
the forces of good, the other evoking the forces of evil, or white
and black magic. Now Abra-Melin teaches that the good, or angelic,
forces are superior in power to the bad, or satanic, forces; and
that the latter, as a punishment, have to serve the former. All
material effects, all phenomena, are the results of the actions of
evil spirits working under the directions of good ones. And some-
times the other way round; for bad spirits manage, occasionally,
to escape, and, revengefully, they do what harm they can. These
satanic forces conclude pacts with men and hold them in their
power as Mephistopheles held Dr. Faustus; for man is the middle
nature between angels and demons, and has attendant upon him a
Holy Guardian Angel and a Malevolent Demon. The practising
magician has therefore to lead a strictly pure life, By prayer and
contemplation in a suitable place (called an Oratory) he can call
forth his Holy Guardian Angel, who will instruct him in the right use
of the Powers of Darkness. On the other hand, if he fails to steer
clear of temptation he will speedily become a prey to the Malevolent
Demon and his career will be a series of misfortunes ending at
his death with a rapid descent to hell,

Abra-Melin gives warning that when the aspirant starts to per-
form the operation of invoking his Holy Guardian Angel he will
find himself strenuously opposed by his family. He must therefore
shun them and go off into the wilderness. Crowley, by now almost
an outcast from his mother, uncles, and aunts (all of whom were
Plymouth Brethren), was only too pleased to leave home. So he
took a flat in the wilderness of Chancery Lane and, by way of
disguise, gave out that he was Count Vladimir Svareff. A further
volume of his poetry, entitled Fezebel, appeared under his new
name, which, he said, he adopted to increase his knowledge of
mankind. He had seen how servile were Cambridge tradesmen
towards members of the University; now he would know how they
behaved towards a Russian aristocrat.

Instead of constructing an Oratory, he furnished two of the
rooms as temples, one for the performance of white magic, the
other for black magic. The former room was lined with six huge
mirrors for the purpose of throwing backthe force of the invocations;
the lacter room was empty, save for a large cupboard in which stood
an altar supported by the figure of an ebony Negro standing on
his hands. The only other article in this black temple was a human
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skeleton, which Brother Perdurabo fed on blood, small birds, and
beef tea. And both temples had their magic circle and pentagram
in the centre of the floor.

During one of the ceremonies at the headquarters of the Golden
Dawn Crowley became aware of a tremendous magical force. It
emanated from a young man with luminous eyes and a mass of
black, untidy hair. This was Brother Iehi Aour, called among men
Allan Bennett. The fame of Iehi Aour, who was four years older
than Crowley, was immense; he was esteemed second only to
Mathers himself, and was, perhaps, even more feared.

When they were unrobing in another room, Iehi Aour suddenly
came up to Perdurabo, looked penetratingly at him and said in an
almost menacing manner, ‘Little Brother, you have been medd-
ling with the Goetial’

Perdurabo, averting his gaze, denied touching the Goetia, a
technical word meaning those operations of magic which deal with
malignant or unenlightened forces.

‘In that case,’ rejoined Ichi Aour, ‘the Goetia has been meddling
with you.”

Crowley made no comment on this charge, but recorded it as
if he were inclined to agree with it. In Crowley’s face or aura Brother
Iehi Aour had observed, it seems, the presence of something evil,

The npext day Crowley went in search of Allan Bennett and
found him sharing a tenement slum south of the Thames with
another Brother of the Order. He was shocked to see the Very
Honoured Iehi Aour living in such poverty and discomfort, and
he immediately invited him to come and share his flat with him,
On the condition that he should be Perdurabo’s guru and teach
him all he knew, Iehi Aour accepted this generous offer.

Crowley had come to the end of his search. He had, at last,
found the Master he needed. Bennett moved into Chancery Lane,
and soon these two seekers after the light were performing the
magic ceremonies of their Order, evoking spirits, and consecrat~
ing talismans. The holy guru was, alas, ill from asthma, which he
relieved with opium, morphine, and cocaine, switching from one
to the other after periods of about a month. ‘I have seen him in bed
for a week, only recovering consciousness sufficient to reach for
the bottle [of chloroform] and sponge,’ said Crowley, who was
himself to suffer as badly from this complaint, Now Brother Iehi
Aour, who had been trained as a chemist, told Brother Perdurabo
of an ancient tradition. ‘There exists,” he said, ‘a drug whose use
will open the gates of the World behind the Veil of Matter.’

Crowley was determined to find this drug, and he began to
experiment upon himself, and others, with opium, cocaine and
hashish: he had no difficulty in getting them, for the Dangerous
Drugs Act was not passed till 1920,

Was he afraid of becoming an addict? Apparently not, for he
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rejected the theory of irresistible fascination: moral rectitude was
his safeguard. But his moral rectitude was no safeguard against
magical accidents in his apartment where the forces of good and
evil congregated so closely, After returning one night from dinner
with Brother Volo Noscere (Mr. G. C. Jones), he found an
enormous and mysterious black cat on the stairs, his (white) temple
broken into, the altar overthrown and the furniture tossed in all
directions.

‘And then the fun began. Round and round the big library
tramped the devils all the evening, an endless procession; 316
of them we counted, described, named, and put down in a book.
It was the most awesome and ghastly experience I have known.’

L *® *

Crowley’s sexual life at this time, and at all times until he fell
into a coma and died, was, to usec his own description, both
‘powerful and passionate’: he seems to have had a never satisfied
sexual appetite.

At the age of fourteen he lost his virginity in these circumstances:
finding himself one Sunday morning alone in the house with none
but the poor kitchen maid (his family had gone off to the Brethren’s
‘morning meeting’), he possessed her upon his mother’s bed. Before
he was twenty he was determined to try everything in the way of
sexual experience, an ambition which, as his life shows, he fulfilled.
He was, in fact, a satyr, but as he made out of coitus an act of wor-
ship, or a ‘magical affirmation’, as he called it, his fornications are
more interesting than those, for example, of Casanova. His urge
for sexual relations with women while at the University was ‘a
blind, horrible ache for relief’, and forty-eight hours never passed
without this urge being satisfied and the ache alleviated.

Crowley had a low opinion of women. They should, he said,
be brought round to the back door like the milk. For this reason,
perhaps, he was very brief in his account of his mistress of this
time, ‘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 tried to shake my resolution, but
I stood firm.’

He would probably never have mentioned her at all if it had not
been for the following incident:

Allan Bennett wanted to go out East to study Buddhism on the
spot and breathe the air of a warmer climate. Although Crowley
could have paid his fare there, he declined to do so on the grounds
that such an act would destroy the freedom of their relationship.
Instead he conjured up to visible appearance the might spirit Buer,
who healeth all distempers in man and governeth fifty Legions of
Spirits, and asked him to supply Bennett’s fare,
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The next day Aleister received a letter from the seductive siren
who was seductive no longer, begging him to call at her hotel,
‘I can’t 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.’

‘You are making a mess of your life by your selfishness,’ Aleister
said to her. ‘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 myself. 1 have private reasons for not using
my own money in this matter.’

‘So much for Buer,” commented Crowley after the colonel’s wife
had given him the money. Over twenty years later, when Crowley’s
name had become familiar to the world, this incident was pub-
lished in the Sunday Express. ‘He came under the notice of the
police in 1900, when he stole £200 from a widow with whom
he cohabited; the woman, however, refused to prosecute.’

The year, at least, is right, for it was in 1900 that Allan Bennett
left for Ceylon and Crowley for Scotland, the latter taking with
him the large mirrors of his white temple.

The Laird of Boleskine

IF you wish to perform the operation of conjuring up your Holy
Guardian Angel, says the magician Abra-Melin, you must first of
all construct an Oratory in a secluded spot. This Oratory, or temple,
should have a door opening northwards on to a terrace covered
with fine river sand. At the end of the terrace there should be a
lodge where the evil spirits (who can be approached safely only
after the Holy Guardian Angel has been invoked) may congregate;
for they are prohibited in the Oratory; and this lodge should have
windows on all sides so that the demons therein may more easily
be seen.

Where should Crowley build his Oratory? He wandered about
the Lake District and into Scotland looking for a suitable place,
and finally decided upon a fairly large but single-storyed house
called Boleskine. Lock Ness lay before it, and a hill behind ; it was
an ideal spot for the practice of Abra-Melin magic. Brother Per-
durabo made his Oratory out of one of the rooms facing north,
and collected sand from the lake for his terrace, as instructed,
Easter was the season for commencing the Operation, so meanwhile
he went salmon-fishing, love-making, and terrorizing the local
inhabitants and sheep with his three companions: a Great Dane,
an Alsatian (or German Sheep Dog as it was then called), and a
Bulldog.

In accordance with the old Scottish practice of calling a pro-

23



prietor of land a Laird, he described himself as the Laird Boleskine,
and sometimes as the Laird of Boleskine and Abertarff, which he
thought more appropriate than Mr. Aleister Crowley for a man
with a house and two acres of grounds in the wilds of Scotland.
By the word ‘Laird’ Crowley understood not so much ‘landlord’
as Lord, which was now his title when he left his Highland home and
debouched on the Sassenachs over the border. Accordingly he had
a coronet embossed on his notepaper, with a gilded B for Boleskine
beneath, and (on other sheets of notepaper) a choice of the best
coats of arms, with an aphorism in Sanscrit thrown in.

Conjuring up Abra-Melin demons is a ticklish business. Crowley
successfully raised them—‘the lodge and the terrace,” he wrote,
‘soon became peopled with shadowy shapes’,—but he was unable
to control them, for Oriens, Paimon, Ariton, Amaimon and their
hundred and eleven servitors escaped from the lodge, entered the
house and wrought the following havoc: his coachman, hitherto a
teetotaller, fell into delirium tremens; a clairvoyante whom he had
brought from London returned there and became a prostitute;
his housekeeper, ‘unable to bear the eeriness of the place’, vanished,
and a madness settled upon one of the workmen employed on the
estate and he tried to kill the noble Laird Boleskine. Even the
butcher down in the village came in for his quota of bad luck
through Crowley’s casually jotting down on one of his bills the
names of two demons, viz. Elerion and Mabakiel, which mean
respectively ‘laughter’ and ‘lamentation’. Conjointly these two
words signify ‘unlooked-for sorrow suddenly descending upon
happiness’. In the butcher’s case, alas, it was only too true, for
while cutting up a joint for a customer he accidentally severed the
femoral artery and promptly died.

The astral plane was a much explored territory. Crowley has
left a record of some of the ascents which were performed by pro-
jecting, or imagining, his own image outwards, and then trans-
ferring his consciousness to it. The next step was to make (by an
invocation of the right forces) this picture of himself rise upwards.
Sometimes he used the crystal for this purpose. He said he saw
Christ with the woman of Samaria, and then himself crucified on
the cross, He stood within the Divine Light with a crown of twelve
stars upon his head. The earth opened for him to enter into its
very centre, where he climbed the peak of a high mountain. Many
dragons sprang upon him as he approached the secret sanctuary, but
he overcame them all with a word,

Crowley soon realized that he was born with all the talents, nay,
genius, required for a great magician. It was no wonder that he had
attained the grade of Philosophus and then Adeptus Minor so
speedily.
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In 1890, MacGregor Mathers was earning his living as the
curator of the Museum of Frederick J. Horniman, M.P., at Forest
Hill. In 1891, the appointment ceased; he had had a quarrel with
Horniman and been dismissed. Fortunately, Horniman’s daughter,
who had been a fellow student at the Slade with Mathers® wife,
Moina Bergson, gave him £443 a year and on this he went to
live in Paris.

In his studies of Egyptian religion Mathers had discovered
certain long-forgotten truths: and then, one night, the goddess
Isis herself appeared to him and ordered him to proclaim her
divinity.

He took a house in the fashionable quarter of Auteuil, decorated
it like an ancient Egyptian temple and began to perform the appro-
priate rites for the entertainment and instruction of his friends.
For these Egyptian Masses he appeared in a long white robe;
round his waist was a metal belt engraved with the signs of the
zodiac; on his wrists and ankles were sacred bracelets, and over
his shoulders a leopard’s skin, the spots symbolic of the stars,
Moina, his wife, stood beside him, her long flowing hair expressive
of the light radiating through the universe. Upon her head were
a cone and a lotus flower. “The lotus springs up,’” said Mathers by
way of explanation, ‘from the muddy waters of the Nile. The cone
is the flame of life. The whole idea of the dress of the priestess is
that the life of matter is purified and ruled by the divine spirit of
life from above.’

Isis-worshippers crowded out the temple in 87 rue Mozart,
Encouraged, Mathers carried the proceeding over to the Bodiniére
Theatre, where, for a fee, the world at large could witness them.
In the centre of the stage was an enormous coloured plaster figure
of Isis, flanked by other Egyptian gods and goddesses. Facing these
figures was an altar upon which was a Tibetan greenstone lamp
burning with an eternal flame. The Hierophant Rameses (Mathers)
appeared out of the shadows holding in one hand a sistrum, or
rattle, with which he shattered the profound silence; in the other
hand he held a spray of lotus. He approached the altar and in a
powerful voice began to recite some prayers from The Book of
the Dead.

Then appeared the High Priestess Anari (Mrs. Mathers). In
passionate and penetrating tones she invoked the goddess Isis.
When she had finished, a young Parisian lady danced the dance of
the four elements. And so on.

The whole performance lasted about two hours, and was, to
quote one critic, ‘artistic in the extreme’.

* * *

From his house in rue Mozart, Deo Duce Comite Ferro (‘With
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God as my Leader and the Sword as my Companion”), to call
Mathers by his magical name, or motto, issued his edicts and
received back long arguments by the earliest post. The Brethren
were growing rather tired of his arrogance, which seemed to have
increased since Brother Perdurabo’s frequent visits to him. On a
suggestion from Yeats, who was known as Daemon Est Deus
Inversus (‘The Devil is the Reverse Side of God’), they began to
regard Crowley as a kind of clinical case.

Crowley had demanded of the London lodge to be initiated into
a higher grade of the Order, but this was refused; so he went to
Paris, where Mathers, after getting him to swear further oaths of
loyalty and obedience, initiated him instead. Crowley then
returned to London and asked Yeats for the magical rituals
consonant with his new grade.

‘Early in 1900,” wrote Crowley, ‘I applied to the Second Order
in London for the documents to which my initiation in Paris
entitled me. They were refused in terms which made it clear
that the London body was in open revolt against the Chief,
though afraid to declare its intentions.’

Crowley hurried back to Paris, and informed Mathers of what
hed happened. Mathers was furious. He thundered at the rebellious
members of the London lodge: they must either submit to his
discipline or get out. Crowley, now Mathers’ ‘Envoy Plenipo-
tentiary’, swept back to London and attacked on the legal front
with a police-court summons for the return of temple furniture
and one vault which Deo Duce Comite Ferro claimed as his personal
property.

‘I have had,’ wrote Yeats to Lady Gregory, ‘to take the whole
responsibility for everything, and to decide on every step.
Fortunately this wretched envoy [Crowley] has any number of
false names and has signed the summons in one of them. He is
also wanted for debt. . . . The envoy is, 1 believe, seeking
vengeance for our refusal to initiate him. We did not admit him
because we did not think that a mystical society was intended
to be reformatory.’

It was this quarrel which split and finally sank the Golden Dawn.
All except five of the members could not stomach the combination
of Mathers and Crowley. The attempts to reorganize the movement,
reflected in Yeats’s anonymously issued pamphlet, Is the Order of
the Rlosae] R[ubeacl et Alureae] Clrucis) to remain a Magical
Order? were ineffectual, for magical societies are not democratic,
but hierarchic, and, consequently, autocratic, for the Adept at the
head insists upon obedience, Mathers was the ideal leader of the
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Golden Dawn and Crowley his true heir. Yeats’s gentle spirit made
him recoil from the demon Crowley and thus from his own motto:
Daemon Est Deus Inversus.

Crowley’s quarrel with Yeats went back to the previous year,
One night he had called on this Brother to show him his Fephthah,
which was then in page-proofs. He expected Yeats to acclaim him as
a fellow poet and a genius. Instead

‘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, clair-audience and clair-
sentience. But it would have been a very dull person indeed
who failed to recognize the black, bilious rage that shock him to
the soul. I instance this as a proof that Yeats was a genuine poet
at heart, for a mere charlatan would have known that he had no
cause to fear an authentic poet. What hurt him was the knowledge
of his own incomparable inferiority.’

After the Golden Dawn had banished its leader and slammed
the door in the face of Perdurabo, Yeats was alarmed that these
two ruthless men might make an assault on the premises of the
Order and try to seize by force what they had failed to get by per-
suasion or by law, and for weeks he was ‘worried to death’ and
getting only four and a quarter hours’ sleep as he kept watch.
There is a story which joins perfectly with these events, that the
Irish poet with a big stick in his hand sat nightly on some steps in
London waiting for a black brother who sought to harm him and
the Order to which he belonged. And it is said that this black
brother, or apostate, was Aleister Crowley,

The schism between the Paris and the London lodges rather
suited Brother Perdurabo. He was now Second-in-Command
under Mathers and his aggressive nature was enjoying the tension
of the quarrel. However, he did not stay long to enjoy his position,
He had met in Paris two of Mathers’ friends who had recently
returned from Mexico. From their account, Mexico seemed an
interesting place, so Crowley packed up and went there to see for
himself,

His first stop on the way to Mexico was New York, where he
arrived at the climax of a heat wave which, he said, was killing
about a hundred people a day. He was appalled at the thought that
Mexico must be much hotter and almost changed his mind about
going there. His three days in New York were mainly spent in
crawling in and out of a bath of cold water; then he fled on the
train to Mexico City.

He hired a a house overlooking the Alameda, the beautiful park
in the centre of Mexico City, and engaged a young Indian girl to
look after him and share his bed. Then he settled down to magic,
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and made his first experiments in acquiring invisibility by invoking
the god of Silence, Harpocrates.

And unto ye, O forces of Akasa, do I now address my Will.

In the Great Names Exarp, Hcoma, Nanta and Bitom,

By the mysterious letters and sigils of the Great Tablet of
Union.

By the mighty Name, of AHIH, AGLA, IHVH ALHIM,

By the Great God Harpocrates;

By your deep purple darkness:

By my white and brilliant light do 1 conjure ye;

Collect yourself together about me; clothe this astral form with
a shroud of darkness.

After weeks of concentrated prayer and practice he achieved
his first results; his reflection before the mirror became faint and
flickering. Then he walked out into Mexico City with a gold and
jewelled crown upon his head and a scarlet cloak about his shoulders
without attracting the slightest attention. Doubtless the clear light
of Mexico helped to penetrate what was left of his corporality.

One afternoon he picked up a woman who attracted him by ‘the
insatiable intensity of passion that blazed from her evil inscrutable
eyes, and tortured her worn face into a whirlpool of seductive sin’.
She took him with her into the slum where she lived, and there he
passed a few delirious hours. Crowley records this incident in his
autobiography, not as an indication of his sexual tastes, or of his
love for things morbid and ugly, but merely as an introduction to
the drama Tannhduser which he wrote immediately afterwards,
He had been left so unsatisfied by this Mexican whore that only
the continuous labour of sixty-seven hours on the rhymed con-
versations between Venus and Tannhiuser finally appeased him.
As the name indicates, the theme is Wagnerian. When he had seen
the opera, the part of Venus was sung by an American prima
donna whom he had met at one of Mathers’ occult performances
in Paris. They fell in love and became engaged, but Crowley only
hints at this affair, which, anyhow, was cut short when he departed
for Mexico.

Tannhduser, A Story of All Time, in four acts and an epilogue,
tells us nothing of his surfeit of lust which had reminded him of a
more conventional liaison; and nothing about the mysterious
American primma donna. Had he written about the one or the
other, the singer or the hag in the slum, he might have made a
genuine poem; instead we were fobbed off with bombastic verses
around the German legend. Why he was prompted to follow this
prostitute into her den, and what she meant to him as they lay in
each other’s arms, he does not say. He tells us only that he was
fascinated by her face and left her in a fever.
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In these days of public warnings of the dangers of venereal
disease, one might well wonder whether Crowley had any fears of
catching syphilis. He was always scornful of those who were afraid
of promiscuity on this score, for the fear in him, if he had ever had
that fear, had been exorcised by the reality. ‘Fai attrapé le syphilis
en 1897, he wrote to his French doctor in the *twenties, ‘me suis
soigneusement mercurialisé, wai’jamais eu de symptdmes ultra-serieux
et rien de tour depuis 1917." He must have had this disease in mind
when his masochistic feminine soul sang:

‘I am to Thee the harlot, crowned with poison and gold, my
garment many-coloured, soiled with shame and smeared with
blood, who for no price but of wantonness have prostituted
myself to all that lusted after me, nay, who have plucked un-
willing sleeves, and with seduction, bribe, and threat multiplied
my stuprations. I have made my flesh rotten, my blood venom-
ous, my nerves hell-tortured, my brain hag-ridden. I have
infected the round world with corruption.’

One day his Indian girl, having learned about his interest in
mountains, called him up to the roof of their house and pointed
out snow-capped peaks, Popocatepetl and Ixtaccihuatl, both over
17,000 feet—that is higher than the Alps by 2000 feet, but not so
difficult to climb. Crowley explained to her that he intended to
climb these mountains, which, in the clear air, look as if they are
standing just outside the city gates, but that he was first waiting
for his friend, a mighty climber of mountains, to arrive from
England.

This was Oscar Eckenstein, an English mountaineer of German-
Jewish extraction whom Crowley had met at Wastdale Head in
Cumberland, rendezvous of mountaineers in England. Eckenstein
had been a member of the Conway expedition to the Himalayas in
1892, and was a familiar figure in the Alps. He had invented a
new type of crampons, or climbing irons, which enabled mountain-
eers to dispense with the laborious method of cutting steps in the
ice. He was short and sturdy and seventeen years older than
Crowley. Apparently Eckenstein liked Crowley. Crowley certainly
liked Eckenstein. He and Allan Bennett were the only two people
about whom he never let fall a single unfriendly or critical remark,
He called Eckenstein the greatest climber of his age. He loved him
as a brother and as a father-figure whom he could respect. As
Bennett was his guru for magic, Eckenstein was his master in
mountaineering. It is interesting to note that all three men suffered

from asthma,

1*Eckenstein,” wrote Crowley to Harry Doughty in 1924, ‘provided he could get three
fingers on something that could be described by a man far advanced in hashish as a ledge ,
would be smoking his pipe on that ledge a few seconds later, and none of us could tell how
he had done it; whereas I, totally incapable of the mildest gymnastic feats, used to be able
to get up all sorts of places that Eckenstein could not attempt,’
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Towards the end of the year Eckenstein arrived and together
they went off to Amecameca, the base of both mountains and the
starting point for climbers. They began on Ixtaccihuatl, which
unpronounceable word is the Aztec for ‘sleeping woman’. They
established a camp at 14,000 feet and remained there for three
weeks, climbing this beautiful mountain on all sides and living on
canned food and champagne. Crowley claimed that he and
Eckenstein broke several world records.

When they had returned to Amecameca to celebrate their
triumph, they were greeted by their host with a long face, He told
them the sad news: Queen Victoria was dead. To his amazement,
he saw Crowley fling his hat into the air and dance for joy. To
Crowley and, he believed, to many others—certainly to all artists
and thinkers—Queen Victoria was sheer suffocation, a huge and
heavy fog. ‘We could not see, we could not breathe,” he said, and
although he admitted that under her England had advanced to
prosperity, ‘yet, somehow or other, the spirit of her age had killed
everything we cared for. Smug, sleek, superficial, servile, snobbish,
sentimental shopkeeping had spread everywhere.’ Victoria, doubt-
less, reminded him of another female autocrat: his mother.

Their next expedition was to Colima, over 500 miles west of
Mexico City. Near this town is an active volcano, Mount Colima.
The two wanderers emerged from the forest and watched the
volcano erupting. They were twelve miles away but the wind was
towards them. Soon the falling ashes were burning tiny holes in
their clothes. They advanced, climbed a neighbouring peak, and
then began the ascent of Mount Colima itself. They never got far;
their feet started to burn through their boots and they turned back.

They climbed Popocatapetl under unusual circumstances. A
Mexican newspaper, The Herald, had got wind of the activities of
these two Englishmen, and cast some doubts on their climbing
accomplishments. ‘We had published nothing, made no claims,’
rebutted Crowley. Eckenstein was indignant. He went to the bar
frequented by The Herald’s reporters, made the acquaintance of
the writer of the article and invited him to join an expedition to
Popocatapetl, the ‘smoking mountain’, and thus acquire a first-hand
knowledge of mountains and of men who climb them. The reporter
accepted. The rest of the story can best be told by Crowley himself.

‘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, but could easily be met
by the use of the rope. So we tied him securely to the middle;
Eckenstein set a fierce pace uphill, while I assisted his tugging by
prodding the recalcitrant reporter with my axe. He exhausted
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the gamut of supplications. We replied only by cheerful and
encouraging exhortations, and by increased efforts. We never
checked on our rush till we stood on the summit. It was prob-
ably the first time that it had ever been climbed in an unbroken
sprint. Out victim was by this time convinced we could climb
mountains, And he was certainly the sorriest sight!’

Orizaba, or Citlaltepetl, ‘mountain of the star’, the highest peak
in Mexico, they did not try: for a while they were tired of climbing
mountains. But they agreed that, as scon as possible, they would
organize an expedition to the Himalayas and attempt K2, the second
highest mountain in the world.

Eckenstein packed up and went home, and Crowley, who had
spent nine and a half months in Mexico, set out for San Francisco.

‘I strolled across to Juarez to kiss My Girl good-bye. O
Mexico, my heart still throbs and burns whenever memory
brings you to my mind! For many other countries I have more
admiration and respect, but none of them rivals your fascination.
Your climate, your customs, your people, your strange landscapes
of dreamlike enchantment rekindle my boyhood.’

He would look up Allan Bennett in Ceylon—for he wanted to
ask him a question about Mathers—and go home when he had
climbed K2. Unlike Eckenstein, he had never been out East: this
was going to be his Grand Tour,

He broke the journey at El Paso, the border town between
Texas and Mexico, and saw three peons playing cards among a
crowd in a labour camp. (The life of Aleister Crowley is a series of
ecstasies, abominations, and bizarreries, The incidents he witnessed
as he roamed about the world take on the same dark hue. We see
and remember the things that touch our imagination and ignore
or forget the rest.) Suddenly one of the players flung himself across
his poncho on to the man opposite, twisted his fingers into his long
hair, and thrust his thumbs into the corners of his eyes.

It was over in a moment: the man’s eyes were torn from their
sockets and his assailant, disengaging himself by a violent jerk, was
off like a streak. ‘The shrieks of the mutilated man were answered
by universal uproar. Some followed on foot, others ran to their
bronchos, but the great majority maintained an atitude of philo-
sophical indifference. It was no business of theirs, except as far
as it might remind them to visit the barber.’

He stayed a week in the Chinese quarter of San Francisco, and
left on a Japanese boat for Hawaii. On Waikiki Beach he met an
American woman of Scottish origin, ten years older than himself,
married to a lawyer in the States, and mother of a teen-age boy.
She had, Crowley said, come to Hawaii to escape hay fever. He
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fell in love with her, wrote a long poem, Alice: An Adultery, under
her inspiration, took her with him to Japan, and there left her.
He was very pleased with Alice, which contains fifty poems, one
for each day of his passion.

At noon she sailed for home, a weeping bride
Widowed before the honeymoon was done.
We sobbed, and stretched our arms out, and
despaired,
And—parted. Out the brute-side of truth
flared:
¢“Thank God I’ve finished with that
foolishness !’

Crowley did not say what caused the break-up of their love,
but whatever it was, it left him conscious of the sadness of life
and of the mysterious demon who drove him darkly onwards. Alice
was the first of a long line of women who taught him that he was
not made for love.

He went on to Ceylon and found Allan Bennett, who was staying
with a holy yogi! in the Cinnamon Gardens, Colombo. The
question which had been bothering Crowley since he had left
England, and for an answer to which he had travelled three-
quarters round the globe, was then put; but put in such a way that
one doesn’t know what, exactly, was being asked. When Crowley
dictated his account of this incident he was hazy with drug poison-
ing. Besides, it was twenty years later and in another country,
However, the story runs thus:

One day Brother Iehi Aour (Allan Bennett) and Brother Deo
Duce Comite Ferro (MacGregor Mathers) fell into an argument
about the god Shiva, the Destroyer, whom Iehi Aour worshipped.
Said 1.A., °If one repeats His name often enough, He will open
His eye and destroy the Universe.’

Brother D.D.C.F. disagreed. The thought that his life should
depend upon Shiva keeping his eye shut was too much for him.
Finally I.A. sought to end the argument, which had worked
Mathers up into a rage, by assuming a yoga posture and repeating
ad nausewm the mantra, ‘Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva,
Shiva . ..’

D.D.C.F. left the room. When he came back half an hour later
Brother I.A. was still in the Padmasana position and muttering,
‘Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva, Shiva , ..’

‘Will you stop blaspheming?’ roared Mathers.

But the holy man only continued with his ‘Shiva, Shiva, Shiva,
Shiva, Shiva . ..’

3 The late Sri Pardnanda, Solicitor-General of Ceylon.
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‘If you don’t stop I’ll shoot you!” And Mathers drew out a
revolver.

But I.A,, being concentrated, took no notice, and continued to
repeat Shiva’s name.

Before D.D.C.F. could pull the trigger Sister V.N.R.* (Mrs.
Mathers) entered the room and saved the life of Brother L. A,

That is the story, but what is true and what is false about it,
and what Crowley wanted to ask Bennett about, he does not say.

The two seckers after truth went off together to Kandy, and
hired a furnished bungalow on the hills overlooking the lake, Iehi
Aour continued his yoga meditation and Perdurabo his poetry.
But soon Crowley grew interested in yoga too and under Bennett’s
instruction began his first serious study of the subject. This was
E Magical Retirement and Crowley was in the hands of his Holy

uru.

He progressed so rapidly that within a few months he reached
the state of Dhyana, which he described as a tremendous spiritual
experience . . . the subject and object of meditation uniting with
excessive violence amid blinding brilliance and unearthly music.
He made, in particular, one important discovery which was to
come in useful later on. Combining certain ideas from Western
magic with Eastern yoga, he developed a technique whereby he
could make even the dullest person into a genius. When Crowley
became a Master himself, this was one of his abilities which
attracted the backward, but ambitious pupil.

While Crowley went big-game hunting—he shot a buffalo with
a Mauser .303,—grew a beard, and lusted after the joys of the
flesh, Allan Bennett tore away the last ties that held him to the
world, and stretched out his hand for the Yellow Robe; that is,
he becamne a Buddhist monk. The two brethren of the Golden
Dawn who had shared a flat together in Chancery Lane bid each
other good-bye; the one went off to the mainland of India in
search of new adventures, and the other to a2 monastery in Burma.

Crowley’s wanderings about India during 1901-2 produced at
least one unusual experience. He wanted to visit what he called
‘the most interesting part’ of the big temple at Madura, which
was, and maybe still is, prohibited to Europeans., Like his hero,
Sir Richard Francis Burton, the explorer and orientalist, who,
disguised as an Arab, entered the forbidden city of Mecca, he
dressed himself in a loincloth and, in a nearby village, held out a
begging bowl. The story sounds a little unlikely, but there was no
limit to Crowley’s antics. No one was deceived by this performance,
of course, but Crowley gained the sympathy of the natives, who,
persuaded of his sincerity and impressed by his yoga accomplish-
ments, finally allowed him to enter some of the secret shrines, in
one of which he sacrificed a goat to Bhavani.

1Vestigia Nulla Retrorsum, 1 never retrace my steps.
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After exploring the north of India for a few months, he thought
he would like to see how Brother Iehi Aour was getting on in
Akyab, so he sailed for Rangoon, and from there proceeded up
the River Irrawaddy. He decided to cut across country from
Midon, but before the wild Arakan hills his coolies refused to go
on, so Crowley and his companion (a man called Edward Thornton
whom he had met in Calcutta) decided to turn back. They hired a
thirty-five-foor-long, dug-out type of boat with an awning in the
middle, just broad enough for two men to pass, and started down-
stream. Although ill with malaria, Perdurabo sat at the stern with
a rifle across his knees, potting at every animal that came in sight.

Forty-five years later, when Crowley had become mere skin and
bones and staring eyes, this return journey to Rangoon hadn’t
deserted his memory. And one rainy afternoon during 1947, when
I was with him in his little boarding-house room in Hastings,
surrounded by his books and paintings (one was of that sinister-
looking lover of his, Camille), he cast away gloom with a strange
ge of a trip in a canoe down the Irrawaddy, with a rifle across his

ees.

He arrived in Akyab on the 13th February, 1902, and rushed
ashore to meet Allan Bennett. He found him in the monastery of
Lamma Sayadaw Kyoung, standing like a giant in his yellow robe
beside his diminutive Burmese brethren. Brother Iehi Aour had
dropped the child’s play of the Hermetic Order of the Golden
Dawn for the real life of the spirit. The Buddhist Sangha had
claimed him. He was now the Bhikkhu Ananda Metteya, and many
did him reverence.

During Crowley’s short stay at the monastery he worked hard
on a new poem (which later appeared under the title of Ahab),
and at Hindustani, for he was to be the interpreter on the projected
expedition with Eckenstein to the Himalayas. And Bennett was
in a little hut half a mile away meditating quietly.

If Perdurabo had achieved proficiency in yoga, Ananda Metteya
had literally surpassed himself in this art. Food and water were
quietly placed on the window ledge for the European Bhikkhu.
One day one of the Brethren came to Crowley and said that for
three days the food hadn’t been taken in from the window ledge
and there was no reply to his knocking. Crowley hurried to
investigate,

He opened the door of the bungalow and to his amazement and
horror saw Ananda Metteya hovering in the air at eye level. He
no longer had any weight and in the draught from the open door
he was being blown about like a dry leaf, .

34



Against Chogo Ri

CrowLEYy and Eckenstein had been quite serious about going to
the Himalayas and climbing K2, that mighty mountain which is
the culminating point of the Karakorams. In 1892 Eckenstein had
almost caught a glimpse of K2, which is the name given to Chogo
Ri, or Mount Godwin-Austin, on the Indian survey map; for he
was a member of Sir William Martin Conway’s famous expedition.
Eckenstein does not mention Conway in his account of his travels
in this part of the world, The Karakorams and Kashmir, An Account
of a Journey; nor does Conway mention Eckenstein in his, for these
two men discovered, when they were on the verge of civilization,
that they did not like each other, and Eckenstein left the party and
wandered home alone,

Upon his return to London from Mexico, Eckenstein began
organizing the expedition, keeping Crowley informed by lectter,
An agreement was drawn up between them, which Crowley prints
in full in his autobiography but which boils down to these simple
conditions: Eckenstein, to whom it was left to find some more
climbers who could pay their way and make themselves otherwise
useful, was to be the leader. Obedience to him must be un-
questioned, but if a climber thought that in carrying out his orders
he might lose his life, he had the right to refuse. Disputes were to
be decided by majority vote, No one was to purchase any articles
without Eckenstein’s knowledge and consent. Any interference
with the natives’ prejudices and beliefs was forbidden ; and women
were to be left strictly alone.

This agreement was only part of the eager correspondence
between two men contemplating an assault on a mighty, unscaled
and hitherto unattempted mountain in a distant country. K2 was
then the highest mountain in the world accessible to Europeans,
for Mount Everest lies on the border between Tibet and Nepal,
two states rigidly closed to Europeans. It was not until 1921 that
the first climbing party obtained permission to approach Everest.

In March, 1902, Crowley met the team at Delhi. Apart from
himself and Oscar Eckenstein, it consisted of a 22-year-old Cam-
bridge man, Guy Knowles, a 33-year-old Swiss doctor and
mountaineer, J. Jacot Guillarmod, and two experienced Austrian
climbers, H. Pfannl and V. Wesseley, both 31 years of age.

Crowley was the second in command. He had paid £1,000
towards the expenses—or so he says in his autobiography. Mr.
Knowles, however, told me that Crowley never put down a penny
and that most of the cost of the expedition was borne by him.

In Crowley’s account of the expedition, written eighteen years
later, he summed up his climbing companions in the following
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manner. Towards Eckenstein he kept his usual affection: he was
the noblest man Crowley had ever known, even on a mountain.
Guy Knowles is rather damned by faint praise. Pfannl and
Wesseley are abused for having no climbing experience apart
froms the Alps and for behaving as if they were still in the Tyrol.
Wesseley is called a pig because he made Crowley feel sick by the
way he ate on the glacier and because he had not sufficient imagina-
tion to fall ill—as everybody else had done—and both Austrians
are dismissed as ‘undesirable aliens’. As for Jacot Guillarmod,
who had been a doctor in the Swiss Army, ‘he knew as little of
mountains as he did of medicine’.

Look at the map of Asia. Across the north of India lies a range
of mounrtains whose peaks are higher than anything in Europe,
Africa, or the Americas. They begin where the Alps leave off,
for they are on a plateau of 12,000 to 18,000 feet. In spite of many
heroic attempts, their highest peaks are unclimbed to this day,*
the wilderness of snow and ice in which they lie is still largely
unexplored, and their numerous mountains unnamed.

It was into this part of the world that the Eckenstein-Crowley
expedition made its way, They were not the first white men to go
there. Sir William Martin (afterwards Lord) Conway had preceded
them, and five years before him Sir Francis Younghusband, who
in 1904 settled a dispute between the British Government and the
Tibetans with the help of an escort of 2,500 men, had seen K2
at close range.

Chogo Ri is concealed by satellite mountains. As Colonel Young-
husband rounded the end of a spur and beheld for the first time
its towering ice walls, he gasped with amazement. It rises over
12,000 feet from the high tableland that supports it, to a total
height of 28,250 feet. It was higher than anything that he had
ever imagined. He thought it an absurd notion that anyone should
attempt to climb it,

Two courageous, middle-aged Americans, Dr. William Workman
and his wife Fanny, had also been wandering about and climbing
in this part of the Himalayas before Eckenstein, Crowley, Knowles,
Guillarmod, Pfannl and Wesseley appeared. And since the ’nineties
of the last century other parts of the Himalayas had been
approached by mountaineers. But Eckenstein’s party was the first
to attempt an actual assault on K2,

The train took them to Rawalpindi in the Punjab, where they
descended with their three tons of baggage. The rest of the journey
was on foot, by pony, and by a two-wheeled pony-drawn cart
called an ekka, which Crowley described as a contraption which
suggests a hansom cab with the back knocked out and the driver

t This was written in 1951; since then, the three latgest peaks in the Himalayas,
Everest, Chogo Ri (K2), and Kangchenjunga, have been climbed.
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on the floor, ‘as might have been conceived by the man who
invented the coracle’. Fifteen ekkas were engaged, and off they
went. At the village of Tret they were mysteriously interrupted by
a police inspector who arrived post-haste in a two-horse rattle-
trap with instructions to detain Eckenstein., The following day the
Deputy Commissioner of Rawalpindi descended with an order from
no less a person than the Viceroy himself forbidding Eckenstein to
go on.

Eckenstein returned to Rawalpindi, and the expedition, under
the command of Crowley, pushed on to Srinagar, the capital of
Kashmir, They were all bewildered and rather depressed. No one
knew why Eckenstein had been arrested, for no explanation had
been offered. Three weeks later their leader rejoined them, after
having ‘cornered’ Lord Curzon, the Viceroy of India, and asked
him what he had against him. Lord Curzon, apparently, never
told him, for Eckenstein professed complete ignorance of the whole
business and was unable to enlighten his crew : there were, of course,
rumours of his being a ‘spy’, a Prussian one, on account of his
German name.

On the 28th April they left Srinagar with 170 native porters and
Conway’s map, which Crowley found difficult to read or, as he
ironically put it, to reconcile with nature. The ekkas were exchanged
for kiitas, vase-like baskets which the coolies carried on their backs.
And the ponies were returned to their owners, The terrain now
before them was one of steep mountain passes and primitive rope
bridges slung above ravines and rivers of mud. Through every
village they passed a temporary clinic was established. A doctor
was a rare bird in these parts, Dr. Jacot Guillarmod’s meticulous
and rather dry story of the expedition, Six Mois dans I’Himalaya,
is interpersed with accounts of rough and ready operations per-
formed upon the natives.

The scenery began to lose its vegetation; the marches grew
more arduous. In spite of a biting wind, the glare of the sun was
very distressing. One one side they were frozen, on the other
roasted. At Skardo they ran into a sandstorm, which rose from the
bed of the Indus and blotted out the view of the mountains.

The last link with civilization—such as it was—was the village
of Askoley, where Eckenstein, ten years previously, had left Sir
W. N. Conway. Here a dispute broke out between Eckenstein and
Crowley over the latter’s books. It had been decided that, on these
last stages of the journey, they shouldn’t carry more than forty
pounds on their backs. Crowley was weighed down with poetry.

‘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 that man shall not live by bread alone, I attributed the
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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. Perfectly good friends become ready to Kkill
each other over a lump 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, and
Wesseley brooded on food to the point of stealing it.’

Like Baudelaire, Crowley could go three days without bread,
but not one day without poetry. He stood firm. He told his leader
that either he took his books with him or he left the expedition.
Eckenstein gave way, of course.

A caravan of 230 men, 18 sheep, 15 goats, and more than 20
chickens made its way into the wilderness, climbing steadily higher,
The coolies came to Crowley, he said, and told him that they knew
they would never return, but this they did not mind: it was
Kismet.

The Baltoro Glacier is about thirty miles long and two miles
wide, a rising field of debris and ice brought down from the
mountains on either side of it. About twenty tributary glaciers
feed the Baltoro. A muddy torrent, the Bralduh, rushes out from
its snout and down the Biaho Valley to become one of the sources
of the Indus.

On the 8th June Crowley, with a large topaz ring on his finger,
and 20 coolies, stood before this formidable moraine. They were
at 11,580 feet: the ascent of K2 had begun. Pfannl and Wesseley
with 80 men followed a day’s march behind; and the rest of the
party behind them.

Near the end of the Baltoro, at 15,500 feet, commences a tributary
glacier which leads straight up to the mountain, Conway, who had
stood at the foot of this glacier, called it Godwin-Austin, after the
man who first surveyed the region. They were now entirely on
the ice, and where no white man had ever trodden before.

On the 16th June K2 rose up magnificent before Crowley’s
advance party.

The poet of the expedition stared at it with only a practical eye,
watching it through the drifting clouds with his binoculars, sketch-
book in hand to draw the best line of approach. The matter-of-
fact Dr. Guillarmod, who sighted it two days later, was spellbound.

‘At first the fascination that it exercised on our minds was so
great that, in spite of being accustomed to appreciate peaks at
a glance, we were overwhelmed and paralysed. We stared at it
dumbly, not being able to find a word to express the impression
it made on us.’
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Along the Baltoro they had been making their camps and
moving their stores. Crowley was now at Camp VIII, halfway up
Glacier Godwin-Austin and only five miles from the formidable
peak of K2 itself. He spent the whole day examining the King of
the Karakorams through his glasses. The best approach to the
summit, he concluded, was along the south-east ridge. Although
he had not made a circuit of the mountain and seen what the ridges
were like on the other sides, he had, nevertheless, fallen upon the
best, if not the only possible, way up, as the American expeditions
of 1938 and 1939 were to prove. The next day he trudged on for
three and a half hours, searching for a suitable spot for a main,
or base, camp for the actual assault, until he was stopped by over-
hanging ice walls of incredible height. Here, at 17,332 feet, directly
under the south face of the mountain, he set up Camp IX.

The following morning Frater Perdurabo climbed in a north-
easterly direction, away from those unassailable ice walls, He
covered a distance of about two miles, and ascended to 18,733 feet,
The way to the summit seemed clear from where he was now, so
on this spot he pitched Camp X. Eckenstein afterwards criticized
him for selecting this exposed site to pitch a tent, to which Crowley
sarcastically replied that he hadn’t ‘the slightest ground for sup-
posing that they were likely to meet any conditions which would
make Camp X other than a desirable residence for a gentleman in
failing health’,

The rest of the party began slowly to arrive at Camp X. They
had now come to the heart of the business. There was the mountain
asking to be climbed and reaching out towards them with avalanches
of snow, ice, and rock which, with each fall, blotted out the land-
scape in fog and snow.

In the Himalayas the blizzard-bearing winds from the high
plains of Central Asia meet the monsoons from the Indian Ocean,
turning the snow and ice into death traps for climbers. The aim
therefore of mountaineering parties in the Himalayas is to rush
to the summit in the short period of the spring before the treacher-
ous monsoons begin; or in the few weeks of the autumn before the
whole of this part of the world is locked in ice.

Crowley, Pfannl, and Guillarmod, one of each of the three
nationalities represented on the expedition, were to go first. While
they were preparing for the ascent, the weather broke, and
Eckenstein and Knowles fell ill with influenza. Two days later the
wind dropped, but it was still snowing. Then there was one fine
day, followed immediately by a blizzard which tore up the end of
Crowley’s tent although it had a hundred-pound weight on it.

On the 28th June the weather cleared. Everything was made
ready for Crowley, Pfannl, and Guillarmod to set off, but they
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awoke the next morning in a high wind which made climbing
impossible and froze their fingers as they drank their coffee.

A day later Crowley was down with snow-blindness. His eyes
felt as if they had red-hot sand at the back of them. On the 1st
July Pfannl and Wesseley went off reconnoitring and came back to
report that the north-east ridge was definitely climbable. Against
Crowley’s advice, the main camp was moved round the mounrtain
and up to 20,000 feet.

On the 10th July, when a day of fine weather turned up again,
Wesseley and Guillarmod set off and reached a height of 22,000
feet, which is 200 feet higher than the highest point reached seven
years later by the Duke of Abruzzi, whose expedition to K2 is
considered, erroneously, to be the first attempt ever made on this
mountain,

This was the highest point reached. Upon their return to Camp
XI, they found Crowley ill with malaria. His temperature was
103 degrees and he saw butterflies in the frozen air. He also saw
Knowles in an unfavourable light and grabbed his Colt revolver.,
Now, Knowles didn’t like Crowley, and when he saw him pointing
his gun at him he jumped. And Crowley fell over from a short
blow to the stomach and his gun, like the butterflies, flew away.

The continual bad weather was robbing them of their chance
of climbing to the summit, or at least of getting any higher. The
July days were running out. Living at such a height is, in itself,
difficult, for the atmospheric pressure is much lower. Two hours
were spent making a pot of lukewarm tea, and the whole day in
boiling some mutton.

The two Austrians went further northwards and established
Camp XII at 21,000 feet. A few days later a coolie brought down
a note saying that Pfannl was ill. He was spitting blood. Crowley
said that Pfannl went insane and saw himself as three persons, one
of whom was a mountain with a dagger threatening to stab him.
Dr. Guillarmod injected the unfortunate Austrian with morphine,

The weather showed no signs of clearing. Reluctantly they
decided to abandon the expedition. They had not succeeded in
doing what they had set out to do, but they had achieved something.
They were the first to attempt K2 and they had lived for longer
than had ever been lived before at the remarkable height of
20,000 feet.

At the beginning of August they retraced their steps down the

glacier.
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Prince and Princess Chioa Khan

IN October, 1902, Crowley embarked at Bombay for France,
stopping en route at Cairo. He didn’t go and see the Pyramids, but
wallowed in the fleshpots of Shepheard’s Hotel instead. He wasn’t,
he said, going to have forty centuries look down upon him.

Since leaving England he had been corresponding with a young
painter, Gerald Kelly—now Sir Gerald Kelly, President of the
Royal Academy. They had met in the following way during
Crowley’s last term at Trinity: a Cambridge bookseller, whom
Crowley called ‘the most nauseating hypocritical specimen of the
pushing tradesman that I ever set eyes on’ (was this abuse due to his
having published Aceldama?), showed Kelly a copy of Crowley’s
first book. The concealment of the author’s identity with a phrase
which awakened memories of Shelley,! and the quotation from
Swinburne, aroused Kelly’s curiosity, Here is Crowley’s choice
from Swinburne:

I contemplate myself in that dim sphere
Whose hollow centre I am standing at

With burning eyes intent to penetrate

The black circumference, and find out God.

Kelly enquired after this mysterious ‘gentleman of the University
of Cambridge’, and a meeting was arranged at the latter’s apart-
ment at 37 Trinity Street, for he did not have rooms in the college.

The poet was good-looking, wore a great floppy bow tie round
his neck, and rings of semi-precious stones on his fingers, rings as
strange and as remote as their owner’s gaze. His shirts were of
pure silk, a little dirty, perhaps, at the cuffs and collar, but that
only went with his manly air. He was a master of that esoteric
game called chess (and who can ever get to the bottom of chess?),
had played in two matches against Oxford and won his chess half-
Blue, (Leaded Staunton chessmen were in their mahogany box
upon a folding card-table which stood open, scattered with poker
chips). He was also a master of language, riposting with words of
dry humour, and with scholarly ease capping one quotation with
another,

An atmosphere of luxury, studiousness and harsh effort pervaded
this apartment. Books covered the walls to the ceiling and filled
four revolving walnut bookcases which stood on the floor. They
were largely on science and philosophy, with a moderate collection
of Greek and Latin classics, and a sprinkling of French and Russian
novels, On one shelf shone the black and gold of The Arabian

T The Necessity of Atheism, by a gentleman of the University of Oxford.
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Nights of Burton; below was the flat canvas and square label of
the Kelmscott Chaucer. Valuable first editions of the British poets
stood beside extravagantly bound volumes issued by Isidor Liseux,
An early Rabelais in dull crimson morocco stamped with the arms
of a Cardinal was next to John Payne’s Villon in virginal white.
Hard by stood the Kabbalah Denudata of Knorr von Rosenroth,
its vellum rusty orange with age; it was, so to speak, the advance
guard of an army of weird old books on alchemy and kindred
subjects, such as the forged Grimoire of Pope Honorius, the
Enchiridion of Leo the Third, the Nuczemeron of Apollonius.

Over the door hung an ice-axe with worn-down spike and ragged
shaft, and in the corner was a canvas bag containing a salmon-rod.

The painter quickly grew to like the poet immensely; the poet
was soon kindled by the appreciation of the painter. They became
warm friends and when term was over met in London where
Kelly’s father was the vicar of Camberwell.

While Crowley had been in the Himalayas, Kelly had been
serving his apprenticeship in Paris. Having business with Mathers
in Paris, Crowley wrote to Kelly from Cairo and invited himself
to stay with him,

® » *

Brother Perdurabo, laden with wisdom from the East, shook
with excitement at the thought of his arrival at Mathers’ door.
Suddenly, in all his glory, he would appear. Inaletter to Kelly he wrote
of his impending descent upon rue Mozart as his Hour of Triumph.
When in the winter of 1899-1900 he had supported Mathers
against the London lodge, he had been content 1o hold up Deo
Duce Comite Ferro as a hero and submit to his will. Now he
thought he could get Mathers to submit to his: it would have
been easier for Crowley to have walked up calmly to the top of
Chogo Ri.

The Hour of Triumph was celebrated only by Crowley himself,
and not even by him to any great degree. Mathers greeted him in
silence, quite unimpressed by the Himalayas, yoga (a subject he was
never interested in), or the obtruding genius of the young man
before him. What these two Brethren of the Golden Dawn said to
each other, one can only try to guess. Crowley, who wrote in detail
about most things, passes over this matter as if it were too embar-
rassing to record.

Of course the trouble with Mathers was that he was a Black
Magician. Instead of conjuring up his Holy Guardian Angel he’d
only brought forth a Malignant Demon. Thus argued Crowley.
And Mathers had stolen some of his things. Before going off to
Mexico Crowley had left at rue Mozart a dressing-case (worth fifty
guineas), and when he asked for it back Mathers only shook his
head and denied ever having seen it.
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The break between the two magicians was inevitable, Mathers
wanted only subordinates, and Crowley couldn’t sit for long at the
feet of any Master. Besides, he had made up his mind that he, and
he alone, should be the head of the Hermetic Order of the Golden
Dawn.

His friend Kelly introduced him to a little circle of artists who
met in a restaurant called Le Char Blanc in rue d’Qdessa. From this
cénacle he sauntered out and met Auguste Rodin and Marcel
Schwob. Schwob introduced him to Arnold Bennett and William
Ernest Henley. Crowley also made the acquaintance of Eugéne
Carriére and a young doctor, who wished to make a career for him-
self as a writer, called William Somerset Maugham.

For his autobiography Crowley recalled these personalities and
events with characteristic exaggeration, as if it were the crowning
glory of Rodin’s life to meet the brilliant young English poet and
magician, Aleister Crowley. He explained, with subtle penetration,
the cause of Schwob’s mental and physical agony (Schwob died two
years later): it was due to that complaint which Beecham’s pills so
immediately remedies.

His enthusiasm for Rodin was immense. To complete the identi-
fication of himself with the great French sculptor, he composed a
series of short poems, entitled Rodin in Rhyme, which Schwob
obligingly translated into French.

Le Chat Blanc, and those who frequented it, were part of the raw
impressions for the introduction to a little erotic book, Snowdrops
Jrom a Curate’s Garden, which Crowley wrote two years later, But
it was left to Maugham to draw a skilful picture of this club and of
Crowley, whom he made the central figure in his novel The
Magician. Crowley was, of course, the lion of Le Char Blanc: those
who hadn’t the courage to face lions, fled.

* * *

In July, 1903, Crowley went to Edinburgh to look for a mistress-
housekeeper and to meet Kelly, who was coming to stay with him.
He made a date with the former, a lady known as ‘Red-headed
Arabella’, and took the latter with him to Boleskine, where a
certain L. C. R. Duncombe-Jewel, who had disgraced himself
among the Plymouth Brethren by turning Roman Catholic, was
staying as a kind of bailiff. (This gentleman wore a kilt, called
himself Ludovic Cameron, and advised everyone to talk Gaelic
although he couldn’t do so himself.)

In later years Crowley liked to make a list of his accomplish-
ments: poet, chess-master, mountaineer, magus, etc. He might
have added leg-puller, for in that art he certainly excelled. It was
this feature which attracted his friends most. The anecdotes about
him, humorous and sinister, began to accumulate, Crowley himself
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cherished the humorous ones on scraps of paper, a record of his
witty youth; they support the theory that laughter is produced by
witnessing the embarrassment of others. Here is one which fits into
the narrative at this point.

During the summer he had been whiling away the time with
some woman whom he had picked up in London. One day, bored,
he sat down in his library in Boleskine and wrote the following
letter to the secretary of the Vigilance Society, a kind of organiza=~
tion for the suppression of vice.

‘Sir,
‘I am sorry to say that the prosticution in this
neighbourhood is most unpleasantly conspicious.

‘Perhaps you would inform me what steps (if any) I can take
to abate this nuisance, which every day seems to me to grow more
intolerable.

‘I would willingly spend a considerable amount,

‘I am, sir,
“‘Yours very truly,
‘Aleister MacGregor.’

By return post the secretary of the Society replied to the effect
that they would send an observer up immediately. After a further
exchange of letters and the passage of about a week came the
disappointing report that their observer had not found prostitution
to be especially conspicuous in the little town of Foyers. To which
Aleister MacGregor, the Laird of Boleskine Manor, feeling that he
had been shocked long enough over this matter, replied on a post-
card with this one sentence: ‘Conspicuous by its absence, you fools!’

Kelly had not been long at Boleskine when he received a letter
from his mother, who had gone to Strathpeffer (twenty miles or so
north of Foyers) for a cure. Could he come over? There was some-
thing important she wanted to discuss with him. Enclosed with her
letter was a note from his sister, Rose, saying that she was in a jam,
and he must help her. That same day Kelly and Crowley left for
Strathpeffer.

When Rose caught sight of her brother in the company of a
magnificent creature in full Highland kit of the colourful Mac-
Gregor tartan, she knew he had brought with him the celebrated
poet, explorer and mountaineer, Aleister Crowley. She went out to
meet them.

After introducing his friend, Gerald disappeared with his mother
to learn what the trouble was about, It was all on account of Rose’s
stupid flirting. She had married a man much older than herself.
Now she was a widow, and, to her chagrin, living again with her
parents. It had been a disappointing marriage in every respect; she
was now making up for it by flirting with all the men she met. When
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they fell in love with her and proposed, she hadn’t the heart, or the
purposefulness, to refuse. What did she want? Love, passion,
understanding? She didn’t really know. The previous year she had
become engaged to a South African. He had gone home to earn the
customary fortune. Meanwhile she had become involved with an
American, a Cambridge friend of her brother, and had promised to
marry him too—he had only to get his father to agree to the mar-
riage. Unfortunately both men had succeeded and simultaneously
sent cables to say they were returning to claim her. What on earth
should she do? She loved neither of them.

Rose told Aleister about her plight as they strolled together over
the golf links. And Brother Perdurabo, whose ‘Shelleyan indigna-
tion’ had been awakened by her story, propounded a solution.

‘Marry me,’ he said.

He proceeded to tell her about his spiritual states and future
plans, returning to her trouble half-way through a discourse upon
magic. ‘Don’t upset yourself about such a trifle. All you have to do
is to marry me, I will go back to Boleskine, and you need never hear
of me again.’

I think Crowley was sincere in this ill-considered offer. To sleep
with every woman, but not with his wife, appealed to the logic of
his emotions. He was now twenty-eight years of age, and marriage
was a card he had not yet played. He would throw it away.

‘By marrying me,” he explained ‘you will be free—free from
your two fiancés, and free from me; for I will leave you to do what
you like.

And Rose agreed.

They felt the need to act quickly. That afternoon Crowley
called at the local church, but the only available authority was the
grave-digger, who informed him that they would have to have the
bans published and wait three weeks.

‘Come, come,’ said Crowley, ‘there must be a simpler and quicker
way of getting married than that.’

The sexton shook his head sorrowfully, a motion that Crowley
checked by slipping a half-crown into his hand. The man then
admitted that, according to the law of Scotland, it was only
necessary to go to the Sheriff of the county and declare the
intention of getting married and the marriage could take place
there and then.

‘There and then?’ echoed Crowley in a hollow voice.

The next morning, before the rest of the party were awake,
Rose and Aleister stole away in the dim grey of morning and
caught the first train to Dingwall. They sat opposite each other in
the carriage, silent and apprehensive.

At Dingwall, with the aid of a sleepy policeman, they found the
house they were looking for. But the maid who answered the door
told them that the Sheriff was still asleep. They explained the
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reason for their call, to which she replied that for that purpose
any lawyer would do. So they roused a lawyer in the town, and at
eight o’clock in the morning they were made man and wife, the
ceremony concluding with Crowley drawing his dagger from his
stocking and solemnly kissing it.

At that moment Gerald Kelly—who had had no difficulty in
tracing the gaudily accoutred Laird of Boleskine—burst into the
room, pale with anger. Upon learning that he had arrived too late,
he swore violently and aimed a blow at Brother Perdurabo’s head.

They parted on the pavement outside the lawyer’s door. Crowley,
according to his arrangement with Rose, went back to Boleskine,
and Rose and Gerald returned to Strathpeffer,

Crowley’s account of his quixotic marriage, like his writing in
general, is marred by his inflated view of the situation. He felt
he had made a stir in the little towns of Strathpeffer and Dingwall,
and he was filled with excitement. What, he asked himself, was to
happen now? For Rose, he knew, wasn’t going to be scared out of
her marriage either by her brother, or mother, or by Mr. Hill,
an elderly solicitor who had accompanied Mrs. Kelly to Scotland,
Arriving home, he dispatched Ludovic Cameron to Strathpeffer to
tell the Kellys that he was, in fact, legally married to Rose, and
there was nothing they could do about it. ‘It was,’ said Crowley
of his bailiff, ‘the supreme moment in his life!’

The upshot of it was that Rose and Aleister had to go to Dingwall
again and register their marriage with the Sheriff, according to
the letter of the law. This was done amid excitement which,
according to Crowley’s unrestrained imagination, eclipsed that
aroused over the Relief of Mafeking. Mr. and Mrs. Aleister
Crowley then went on the train to the end of the local line and
found themselves staying at a hotel on the west coast of Scotland.
And after a dinner during which much champagne was drunk,
Rose retired to the bedroom while her spouse, bursting into poetry,
covered the menu with a rondel of spontaneous verse.

He then followed Rose upstairs. The suspicion was beginning
to rise in his breast that he was in love with her and that his
indifference had only been a subtle device to keep his mind on
the Great Work.

They reached Boleskine—the Laird had brought home his
bride—and learned that Red-headed Arabella was due to arrive
the next day. In his excitement Crowley had completely forgotten
about her,

‘I blush to say,” wrote Crowley, ‘that I didn’t know quite
what to do about it, and confided in Duncombe-Jewell. He rose
to the occasion, and went on to Inverness to head her off. It
may seem incredible; but my reaction was one of sheer annoy-
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ance. I had no feeling for Red-headed Arabella; in point of fact,
I had picked her for that very reason.’

Crowley always did everything to excess. He married to help a
poor girl out of a jam; within twenty-four hours he felt himself
slipping into love with her. A few days later he was being consumed
by wild passion. During the three weeks that followed their run-
away wedding he was in an ecstasy of love and only once turned
Rose up and walloped her. He explained that her love for him—
she apparently started all this love business—began to evoke his
love for her; and that, to begin with at least, he was carried away
on the wings of her rapture. As he was a man whom only the best
could satisfy, he soon discovered that he was married to ‘one of
the most beautiful and fascinating women in the world’. Towards
the end of the summer he carried her off to Paris, the first stage
of a honeymoon that they had planned for themselves in the East.

As he walked over the Pont Alexandre III with Rose on his
arm he met Mrs. Mathers. In spite of the break between them,
they stopped for a moment to talk to each other. But Moina, the
beautiful sister of the philosopher Henri Bergson (Madame
Maud Gonne MacBride, also a member of the Golden Dawn, told
me that she was a lovely creature) was now only a tart in his eyes and
Ee published, a year after her death, the following story about

er:

‘T learnt that Mathers, falling upon evil times, had forced his
wife to pose naked in one of the Montmartre shows which are
put on for the benefit of ignorant and prurient people, especially
provincials and English, and that even that was not the worst
of it.’

That was no apparent reason for degrading Mrs. Mathers in
this way; unless, perhaps, Crowley, having been once in love with
her, but now deflecting these emotions upon Rose, wished to
throw her to the mob. He invented spiteful and morbid stories
about everyone, of course, with the two notable exceptions of
Allan Bennett and Oscar Eckenstein.

He had made up his quarrel with Gerald Kelly,

‘Thanks for your amusing note and enclosure,” he wrote.
‘I felt at the time you were only bitter because you felt yourself
wrong. . . . Letters intended for me find me more easily if
addressed

Lord Boleskine
without further circumlocution or ambiguity. I am entitled to
this address and I intend to assert it. “Aleister Crowley” is of
course a nom de plume now, and a name for literary use only.’
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They went on to Marseilles and took the boat to Cairo.

He persuaded her to spend a night with him in the King’s
Chamber of the Great Pyramid and help him invoke the ibis-
headed god of Wisdom, Thoth.

‘We reached the King’s Chamber after dismissing the servants
at the foot of the Grand Gallery, By the light of a single candle
placed on the edge of the coffer I began to read the invocation,
But as I went on I noticed that [ was no longer 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 soft light which I immedi-
atety recognised as the astral light. . . . 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 sleep.’

From Cairo they went to Ceylon. Crowley wished ultimately
to take Rose to China. In Ceylon he spent the day hunting, When
he laid down his rifle he took up his pen and composed poetry.
It was while he was in Ceylon with Rose that, modelling himself
on Shelley this time, he wrote Rosa Mundi, the poem which has
so fascinated some of his critics.

On one expedition through the wilds of Ceylon they pitched
camp near a lake. In the shallow waters at the edge were large
trees whose branches were festooned with flying foxes, species of
large bat whose breast is furred with red and white. Crowley
decided to kill a few of these animals and make of their skins a
toque for Rose and a waistcoat for himself. They went out in a
punt to catch them asleep. The flying foxes kept no guard; but at
the sound of the first shot they all awoke and the sky became
dark with them. Crowley kept firing away until one of the bats fell
wounded right on to Rose, its claws catching in her hair.

This adventure, or mishap, had a sequel of a hysterical or occult
nature. In the middle of the night Crowley was awakened by a
horrible squeal like that of a dying bat—they had retired to a kind
of bungalow provided for wanderers in this part of the world,
and thrown themselves into beds surrounded by a stout framework
for mosquito nets. He called to Rose; as she didn’t reply, but the
squealing continued. he leapt out of bed and lit the candle.

What he saw must have disturbed him, although he did not say
so when he came to describe it. Perhaps his sense of sorrow for
others had dried up, or he had begun to grow tired of his wife, or
perhaps (one must not rule out this possibility with a man so
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fanciful as the hero of this work) the whole story is a discharge of
Crowley’s imagination.

There was Rose, stark naked, hanging to the frame by her arms
and legs, insanely yawling. It was quite a job to pull her down.
She clung on desperately, squealing all the time. When, at last, her
husband managed to detach her, she scratched and bit and spat. ..
exactly as the dying bat had done to her. Crowley, with the clinical
thoroughness that was to characterize his dealings with women,
described her condition as ‘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.’

During January, 1904, they decided to go back to Europe. Rose
was pregnant, but this was not the reason which made them turn
their faces westwards. They had planned to call on Allan Bennett
at Rangoon, but the gods had decided differently. They could have
no more got to Rangoon than to the moon, said Crowley; for the
event which he called the greatest in his whole life, his sole reason
for having been born, was about to unfold.

At the time Crowley had no foreknowledge of it, only a vague
sense of destiny which was turning him round and sending him
back to Egypt.

L * *

In Cairo, Count Svareff, or Aleister MacGregor as he sometimes
called himself, was subtly metamorphosed into Prince Chioa
Khan: he wore a turban with a diamond aigrette, a robe of silk,
and a coat of cloth of gold. With Princess Chioa Khan, formerly
Mrs. Rose Crowley, he was driven about the streets, ‘a jewelled
talwar by my side, and two gorgeous runners to clear the way for
my carriage’. In case anyone should doubt him, Crowley had a
notice printed to the effect that some Eastern Potentate had raised
him to this rank. He sent a copy of this notice to Rose’s parents
with a letter pointing out that Prince Chioa Khan would not allow
any communication to reach his wife that was improperly addressed.
Rose’s father, the vicar of Camberwell, a typical Victorian figure,
shrugged his shoulders at this latest piece of vulgarity from his
son-in-law. Briefly, he thought Crowley a cad and his poetry
‘windy stuff’. But his wife obediently addressed a letter to her
daughter as instructed. On one occasion she added an exclamation
mark; and for this piece of impertinence her letter was returned
to her, in a registered envelope, unopened.
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Aiwass, the Holy Guardian Angel

ALTHOUGH Mathers, according to his foe Crowley, had succumbed
to the malevolent demons evoked by the Operation of Abra-
Melin, and therefore, presumbaly, lost his contact with the Secret
Chiefs, Brother Perdurabo had made no such contact with these
Secret Chiefs, or with any other Secret Chiefs. He had no magical
current to sustain him, and without that he could set up no Order
of any consequence: on the magical plane his life was meaningless.
Since breaking with the head of the Golden Dawn he had been
living the life of a poet, traveller, big-game hunter, husband, poker-
player and English gentleman, roles which were far from satisfying
his demoniac genius. He must, sooner or later, go on to establish
his own link with the gods or abandon all pretension to magic.

On the 14th March, Prince and Princess Chioa Khan moved
into a flat in a corner house near the Cairo Museum. Crowley
turned the room facing north into a temple and recommenced his
magical ceremonies, invoking Thoth, IAO.

Rose was in a strange state of mind, like someone dazed. She
was, said Crowley, possibly drunk, or hysterical from pregnancy.
She kept repeating dreamily, ‘“They are waiting for you.” On the
18th March she came out with the astounding statement that ‘He
who was waiting was Horus,” and that Aleister had offended Him,
and ought to invoke Him, and beg His pardon.

‘Who is Horus?’ asked Crowley. Rose knew nothing of Egypt-
ology. On her lips the name of Horus was most perplexing. For
an answer she took him to the Cairo Museurn, which they had
not previously visited. They passed by several images of Horus,
and went upstairs. In the distance was a glass case, too far off for
its contents to be recognized.

“There,’ cried Rose, ‘there He is?’

Brother Perdurabo advanced to the case. There was the image
of Horus in the form of Ra-Hoor-Khuit painted upon a wooden
stele of the 26th dynasty.

Suddenly Crowley fell back in amazement: the exhibit bore the
number 666! His number, the number of The Beast!

The temple in the flat of Prince Chioa Khan reverberated with
the sound of prayer, as a white-robed, bare-footed, bejewelled
figure loudly invoked the Egyptian god Horus, according to the
instructions of Ouarda the Seer, as Crowley now called his wife—
Ouarda being the Arabic for Rose. A bow] of bull’s blood and a
sword lay on the altar before the supplicant,

‘How shall I humble myself enough before Thee? Thou are the
mighty and unconquered Lord of the Universe; I am a spark of
Thine unutterable Radiance.
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‘How should I approach Thee? but Thou are Everywhere.

‘But Thou hast graciously deigned to call me unto Thee, to
this Exorcism of Art, that I may be Thy servant, Thine Adept,
O Bright One, O Sun of Glory! Thou hast called me—should I
not then hasten to Thy Presence?

‘With unwashen hands therefore I come unto Thee, and I
lament my wandering from Thee—but Thou knowest!

‘Yea, 1 have done evil!

‘I bow my neck before Thee; and as once Thy sword was upon
it so am I in Thy hands. Strike if thou wilt: spare if Thou wilt:
but accept me as I am.’

The voice of the adept, Brother Perdurabo, who had wandered
solitarily over the world, seeking for a sign and a word, rose to a
shout:

‘Strike, strike the master chord!
‘Draw, draw the Flaming Sword!
‘Crowned Child and Conquering Lord,
‘Horus, avenge!’

In this City of the Pyramids, the ancient home of magic, a
solitary voice in a strange, un-Egyptian tongue prayed again after
thousands of years to the falcon-headed god Horus.

‘Therefore I say unto thee: Come Thou forth and dwell in me; so
that every Spirit, whether of the Firmament, or of the Ether, or
of the Earth or under the Earth; on dry land or in the Water, or
Whirling Air or of Rushing Fire; and every spell and scourge of
God the Vast One may be THOU. Abrahadabral’

This invocation was an undoubted success, for Brother Perdurabo
received the message (by what means I do not know, unless it
was again through Ouarda the Seer) that ‘the Equinox of the Gods
had come’. In plainer launguage, that New Epoch had begun for
mankind and that Aleister Crowley had been chosen to initiate it.

It is now necessary to introduce a new and very important
character, if one may call him so. He is the spirit named Aiwass,
Crowley’s Holy Guardian Angel, whose knowledge and conver-
sation he had been seeking since his first experiments with Abra-
Melin magic in his Oratory at Boleskine. Now, at last, he had
appeared, firstly as a voice of Quarda the Seer, instructing her to
teil her husband to invoke Horus. Then, with equal solemnity,
he commanded her to tell Perdurabo to go into the temple and
write down what he should hear.

Crowley, by now rather impressed with Rose, did as she bid.
On the 8th April, 1904, at exactly twelve noon, he entered the
temple, his Swan fountain pen in his hand. He sat down at his
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desk with sheets of paper before him and waited for something
to happen.

Suddenly a voice began to speak over his left shoulder, from the
furtherest corner of the room.

‘Had! The manifestation of Nuit.

‘The unveiling of the company of heaven.’

Perdurabo began writing as this voice, ‘deep timbre, musical
and expressive, its tones solemn, voluptuous, tender, fierce or aught
else as suited the mood’ intoned its message.

‘Help me, O warrior lord of Thebes, in my unveiling before
the Children of men!’

Crowley wrote on steadily for an hour, Then at 1 p.m., after
the 66th verse:

‘To me! To me!

‘The Manifestation of Nuit js at an end.” Aiwass vanished and
laid down his pen.

The following day again, at exactly twelve o’clock, Perdurabo
entered the temple., With similar European puncruality, Aiwass
appeared and began dictating Chapter Two.

‘We have nothing with the outcast and the unfit; let them
die in their misery. For they feel not. Compassion is the vice of
kings: stamp down the wretched and the weak: this is the law
of the strong: this is our law and the joy of the world. Think
not, O king, upon that lie; That Thou must Die; verily thou
shalt not die, but live. Now let it be understood: if the body of
the King dissolve, he shall remain in pure ecstasy for ever. Nuit!
Hadit! Ra-Hoor-Khuit! The Sun, Strength and Sight. Light;
these are for the servants of the Star and the Snake.

‘The same procedure happened on the third day, when Aiwass’s
message from the Secret Chiefs was completed.

No doubt Crowley must have been tempted to look over his
shoulder and have a glimpse at His Holy Guardian Angel.
Apparently he did so, for he said that Aiwass was suspended in a
kind of cloud, and

‘seemed to be a tall dark man in his thirties, well knit, active
and strong, with the face of a savage king, and eyes veiled lest
their gaze should destroy what they saw. The dress was not
Arab; it suggested Assyria or Persia, but very vaguely. I took
little note of it, for to me at that time Aiwass was an ‘‘angel’’ such
as I had often seen in visions, a being purely astral ’

Liber Legis, or The Book of the Law, as Aiwass’s dictation is
called, is a series of dithyrambic verses, with more exclamation
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marks than any other work of similar length. Like all prophetic
writings, its symbols have to be deciphered before it can be under-
stood. Some of its balder statements seem to me to be indecent;
but it is only fair to say that Crowley himself found certain versicles
shocking and a whole section incomprehensible, During the many
hours that I have studied this extraordinary document I have
often thought that it is written in Crowley’s distinctive style and
to indicate more the content of his mind than that of either Aiwass
or the Secret Chiefs, but with both of these views Crowley
passionately disagreed. He swore that while whole and in his right
mind, he heard the voice of a ‘preter-human intelligence’. If Eliphas
Lévi, that wily old French magus (whom, incidentally, Crowley
claimed as the vessel of his previous incarnation), could summon
up the divine Apollonius of Tyana in London during the summer
of 1854 I see no reason why Crowley should not call forth Aiwass
in Cairo in 1904.

Crowley spent many years writing two Commentaries on The
Book of the Law which are much longer than The Book of the Law
itself. Any exegesis of Liber Legis, or critique of the Commentaries,
is outside the scope of this biography, but briefly the exoteric
teachings of The Book of the Law can be boiled down to three
fundamental principles. One, that there is no law beyond Do
What Thou Wilt. Two, that ‘every man and woman is a star’, or,
as we already know it, everyone has an immortal soul. Three, that
the only sin is restriction’, which could be interpreted as the
essence of nihilism.

Let us take the first, and chief, principle, There is no law beyond
Do what thou wilt, or, as it has been otherwise expressed, Do what
thou wilt shall be the whole of the law. Everything of course hangs
upon the meaning of the word ‘wilt’. Crowley repeatedly pointed
out that the word ‘likest’” must not be substituted for ‘wilt’, for one
must do only one’s true will. And this seems to me to be quite an
admirable injunction, the only difficulty being that of distinguishing
between one’s true and false wills, Later, when Crowley had
pondered on this matter, he decided that it wasn’t good enough to
implore men to follow their true wills and just leave it at that: he
must devise a technique whereby they will be able to discover and
express their true wills. And in that technique, which is one of
sex-magic, lies his great contribution to goety.

In the statement, Everyman and every woman s a star, the choice of
the word ‘star’ is a felicitous one, because human beings seem as
closely huddled as stars in the Milky Way, but they are all, in spite
of appearances, well separated and defined and brightly shining.

The meaning of the startling dictum The only sin is restriction is
that everything which inhibits one’s true will is bad.

There are many apparent contradictions in The Book of the Law,
The phrase, for example, that ‘the slaves shall serve’, seems to me
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to fly into the face of the business about every man and woman
being a star.! To enter, however, into the theological side of
Crowleyanity is beyond the scope of this biography.

Liber Legis expresses a philosophy of pleasure. Its frenzied out-
bursts represent that aspect of life which Nietzsche called
Dionysian, but there is no Apollonian aspect to balance it.

‘Be strong, O man! lust, enjoy all things of sense and rapture:
fea; got that any God shall deny thee for this.” (Liber Legis, Ch. ii,
v. 22).

One cannot think of the phrase Do What Thou Wilt without
being reminded of Rabelais’s memorable Fay ce que vouldras, but
whereas the merry doctor’s Do What Thou Wilt was an anti-
clerical gibe and a free-flung jest to cabined mankind, Aiwass’s
exhortation was pronounced with all solemnity. One must do what
one wills, not so much for the fun of it but in order to bring
oneself into line with the immanent meaning of life. But is there
any reason to believe that Aiwass had ever read Rabelais? Or was
this phrase from his dictation, and the rest of it only the stirrings
of Crowley’s unconscious, and conscious, mind? This view seems
to be supported by the verse, ‘The word of the Law is 8éAnua,’
which Aiwass also spake, for is not 8iAnua, thelema (the Greek
for ‘will’), the name of Frangois Rabelais’s wondrous, fantastic
abbey built by the river Loire?

There is a lot of foreboding prophecy in Liber Legis: ‘Another
prophet shall arise, and bring fresh fever from the skies: another
woman shall awake the lust and worship of the Snake: another
soul of God and beast shall mingle in the globéd priest; another
sacrifice shall stain the tomb . . .’ (Ch. iii, v. 34).

A new aeon had begun, and all beginnings of new aeons, or
epochs, are invariably stained in blood. The World War was, of
course, prophesied.

‘A first important result of the new revelation was the
information from the Secret Chiefs that the New Aeon implied
the breaking up of the civilization existing at the time. The
nature of Horus being “Force and Fire”, his Aeon should be
marked by the collapse of humanitarianism. The first act of His
reign would naturally be to plunge the world into the catastrophe
of a huge and ruthless war,’

After the assistant curator of the Cairo Museum had translated
the writing on the stele of the Priest Ankh-f-n-khonsu (exhibit
666), and a local painter had made a fascimile of it, Prince and
Princess Chioa Khan departed for Europe.

1 A distinguished exegetist of Crowleyanity, Mr. Kenneth Grant, has pointed out to me
that ‘the slaves’ in this context are those who have failed to discover their true wills and
thus to become ‘kingly men’.
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The immediate upshot of this encounter with Aiwass, which
afterwards came to be known as the Great Revelation in Cairo,
was that Crowley sat down and wrote a formal letter to Mathers,
informing him that the Secret Chiefs had appointed him visible
head of the Order, and declared a new Magical Formula—thelema.
‘I did not expect or receive an answer,” said Crowley. ‘And I
declared war on Mathers accordingly.’

Kangchenjunga, the Five Sacred Peaks

CrOWLEY did not at once realize the significance of The Book of
the Law. In fact, for some years to come, he ignored it, fought
against it, even mislaid the precious manuscript, until, irresistibly,
its tremendous meaning forced itself upon him. Before he left
Cairo he threw it into a case, with his copy of the stele of Ankh-f-n-
khonsu and the rest of his literary possessions, and returned to
Europe wearing a heavily jewelled red waistcoat and the largest
ring that Arnold Bennett had ever seen on any hand. We know
about this splendid waistcoat and this outsize ring because Bennett
conveniently recorded them for us in his Journal on the 22nd
April, 1904, and also made use of them and their owner for one
of his characters in Paris Nights.

Upon arrving in Paris, he sent Bennett a telegram asking him
to lunch at Paillard’s. There was no mention of Liber Legisy
instead he talked to Bennett about his elevation to the Persian
nobility.

With steady persistence he had continued producing volumes
of poetry. He had tried as publishers Kegan Paul, and Watts;
and the Chiswick Press and other printers had been commissioned
to make some of his private editions. Most of Crowley’s books
were privately produced. He chose the type face, the paper, and
the binding (the most expensive, of course); then he, or one of his
pupils, footed the bill. Years later most of the volumes were still
on his hands, for they were too expensive for the public to buy,
and poetry, even Aleister Crowely’s, is notoriously difficult to sell,

After The God-Eater, a tragedy in rhymed and unrhymed verse,
and The Star and the Garter, a long love poem, there streamed
from his industrious pen The Argonauts; The Sword of Song; The
Book of the Goetia of Solomon the King (a work on the magic arts),
and other books all of which Crowley had decided to bring out
under his own imprint and from his own doorstep: thus, upon
his return to Scotland, the Society for the Propagation of Religious
Truth, as he called his publishing house, was born, with head-
quarters at Boleskine, Foyers, Inverness.

He had such a large body of verse in manuscript and print that
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he conceived the idea, after Max Beerbohm, of publishing his
‘Collected Works’. But, unlike Beerbohm, who had published in
one volume his “Works’ at the age of twenty-four, Crowley, by the
time he was thirty, could only just squeeze his prolific works into
three volumes.

He described his life with Rose, from their marriage until the
appearance of Aiwass, as ‘an uninterrupted sexual debauch’. Now
they found other things to do. In the third chapter of The Book
of the Law certain specific instructions are given for the worship
of the Crowned and Conquering Child of Horus: the making of
the Cakes of Light ‘to breed lust and the power of lust at the eating
thereof’, which seem to me to be a Crowleyan parody of the
EBucharist wafer.

‘The other images group around me to support me: let all
be worshipped, for they shall cluster to exalt me. . . . For
perfume mix meal and honey and thick leavings of red wine:
then oil of Abra~-Melin and olive oil, and afterwards soften and
smooth down with rich fresh blood. The best blood is of the moon,
monthly; then the fresh blood of a child, or dropping from the
host of heaven; then of enemies; then of the priest or of the
worshippers; last of some beast, no matter what. This bum:
of this make cakes and eat unto me, This hath also another use;
let it be laid before me, and kept thick with perfumes of your
orison.”

The making of these Cakes of Light was, apparently, a success;
for onc day soon afterwards, when Crowley went into the bath
room, he found a beetle on the floor. It measured about one and
a half inches in length, and had only ‘a solitary horn which ended
in its eyeball’. For the two following weeks the whole house and
garden were plagued with these insects, He tells us that he sent
one of them to the Natural History Museum in London for
identification, but it was politely returned with a note to the effect
that the species was unknown. This was indeed a tangible piece
of magic, vindicating The Book of the Law, for wherein it is written:
‘it [the Cakes] shall become full of bectles as it were and creeping
things sacred unto me’. But Crowley was not to realize the full
implication of all this until much later. Liber Legis was still an
enigma to him.

Meznwhile, MacGregor Mathers had been quietly stirring up a
current of evil against Brother Perdurabo, who had seized the
leadership of the Golden Dawn—not as far as the members of the
Order were concerned, but spiritually. It was a very effectual
current of evil, for, firstly, Crowley’s pack of bloodhounds fell
dead in their tracks; then Lord Boleskine’s servant went mad and
tried to kill Rose. Aleister overpowered him with a saimon gaff
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and threw him into the cellar; he was led away by the police and
never heard of again.

Desperately Perdurabo began to evoke Beelzebub and his forty-
nine servitors, They rallied to his call, and before they set off too
blast MacGregor Mathers in his Auteuil abode, Rose (whose clair-
voyant gift enabled her to see them) described them all. Crowley
published a brief catalogue of them in one of his rarer books called
The Scented Garden of Abdullah the Satirist of Shiraz, otherwise
known by its Persian title of Bagh-I-Muattar.

‘NIMORUP: A stunted dwarf with large head and ears. His
lips are greeny-bronze and slobbery.

‘NOMINON: A large red spongy jellyfish with one greenish
luminous spot, like a nasty mess.’

To imagine the whole list of Beelzebub’s forty-nine servitors
together in one room is too horrible; they are enough to frighten
anyone, even a magician of the rank of Deo Duce Comite Ferro.
What happened to him after they were directed to Paris, where,
presumably, they fell on him with fury, we are not told. We only
know that in the end Crowley killed Mathers, but this did not
happen till 1918, for that was the year he died.

Crowley had invited a physician called Percival Bott to come and
stay with him and hold himself ready for Rose’s confinement; also
Gerald Kelly, and their mutual friend of their Cambridge days,
Ivor Back, now a surgeon at St. George’s Hospital in London—
Back was one of the youthful company of Le Chat Blanc.

They were three good friends, Crowley, Kelly, and Back,
Crowley, being the oldest and the boldest and chucking his weight
about the most, was naturally the leader. With his abundance of
wit, audacity, and fun-making, he raised the greatest laugh. He
taught Bott and Back how to climb, leading them upon the cliffs
around Boleskine. To Back, the young doctor, he gave spontaneous
examples of the kind of medical book that would make medicine
less dull. It should be in verse, thus:

General paralysis
Of the insane
Baffles analysis:
Treatment is vain.
Never more rallies his
System or brain.

While Bott delivered Rose of a daughter, Back, by his erudite
editing and footnoting of his friend’s writings, was safely bringing
to birth the first volume of The Collected Works of Aleister Crowley.

There is a story about Crowley at this time which adds colour
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to the Beelzebub evocation, It is, simply, that while Rose was in
labour, he was in the next room consecrating (or shall we say
desecrating?) a talisman for the purpose of making his wife bring
forth a monster. If the story is true it may not be more than an
expression of Crowley’s cynical sense of humour, but whether true
or merely fantasy projected from the hostile minds of his enemies,
it is, at least, the sort of thing which was being said about him,
and which helped to build up the Crowley legend. Here, however,
his magic didn’t work, for the child was perfectly healthy and
normal, and within a few days Crowley, like any other father, was
delighted, and carefully thought out the following names for her:
Nuit Ma Ahathoor Hecate Sappho Jezebel Lilich.

He gave the following reasons for the choice of these names.
Nuit was chosen ‘in honour of Qur Mistress of the Stars’;! that is
to say, the Egyptian goddess with wings outspread, or with
elongated body encircling the sky; Ma, or Maat, the Egyptian
goddess of Truth and Justice, because according to the child’s
horoscope Libra, the balance, was in ascendency; Ahathoor, the
goddess of Love and Beauty, because Venus governs the sign
Libra, He couldn’t remember the reason for choosing Hecate, but
suggested that it may have been an expression of politeness towards
the gods of hell. And he could hardly help doing honour to the
only woman poet, Sappho. Jezebel was still his favourite character
from the Bible, and Lilith retained his affection in the realm of
demons,

They made a jolly party in the Highlands. Crowley’s aunt,
Annie, the only female member of his family whom he could
tolerate, was running the house. They went fishing, shooting, and
climbing, and at night played billiards and emptied the Laird’s
wine cellar,

There was only one problem; that of keeping Rose amused
during her convalescence. She could not play even the simplest
game of cards and there were only half a dozen books that she
cared to read among the 3,000 volumes in her husband’s library.
Aleister therefore decided that it was up to him to write a book
for her which she would not only understand, but enjoy. For a
reason best known to him, he decided that the most suitable book
he could write for Rose was a pornographic one. Out of these
circumstances was created Snowdrops from a Curate’s Garden, a
20,000-word fantasy centring round an Archbishop.

It is so violently sadistic and obscene that if it didn’t contain a
strong element of humour one might well believe a madman had
written it. Its savageness has something in common with Les
Chants de Maldoror, a wild work written by a Frenchman of genius,
the source book of surrealist literature. Printed with Snowdrops are
some indecent limericks, poems, and songs, and some parodies

3 In the new religion of Crowleyanity Nuit takes the place of the Holy Virgin,
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such as “To Pe Or Not To Pe’ and ‘All The World’s A Brothel’,
all of which were written at an earlier date, the fruits of his
Cambridge studies,

Crowley’s own opinion on Snowdrops from a Curate’s Garden
was contained in a letter which he wrote twenty years later to one
of his followers, Norman Mudd. Mudd had tried to bring into
England from Sicily some boxes of Crowley’s manuscripts and
paintings, and an album of certain photographs, but had failed to
get them through the Dover Customs authorities, who destroyed
them as indecent. ‘It is imperative to take the view that these
things, whatever they are, are simply the appurtenances of a surgical
operation,” instructed Crowley in a vain endeavour to save his
property. ‘My whole plan is to clean all germs out of the sexual
wound. To some extent I developed this thesis in my account of
Snowdrops in the Hag.t My object is not merely to disgust but to
root out ruthlessly the sense of sin,’

He spent the winter with Rose in St. Moritz, skating and skiing,
and returned to England when the thaw set in, laden with more
poetic compositions, Rosa Inferni; Orpheus; Gargoyles, all of which,
in due course, were printed. He was feeling unusually elated. Not
since the Great Gate of Trinity had admitted him ten years before
had he felt so carefree and happy. He was a recognized poet (G. K.
Chesterton had described him in a review as ‘a good poet’) and a
magician; he was growing in stature; there was no limit to his
ambition and his expectations.

Clifford Bax, who later was also inspired by the Buddhist monk
Allan Bennett, has left us a picture of Crowley at this time, for
they were staying at the same hotel in St. Moritz.

‘A powerful man, with black magnetic eyes, walked up to me.
He wore a velvet coat with ermine lapels, a coloured waistcoat,
silk knee-breeches, and black silk stockings. He smoked a
colossal meerschaum. . . . Every evening we played chess
together and to play chess with a man is to realize the voltage of
his intellect, A strong and imaginative mind directed the pieces
that opposed me. Moreover, he was an expert skater, an expert
mountaineer; and in conversation he exhibited a wide knowledge
of literature, of occultism, and of Oriental peoples. I am certain,
too, that with 2 part of his personality he did believe in his
Messianic mission. On the eve of my return to England, after
we had played the last of our chess-games, he exhorted me to
devote myself to the study and practice of magic. I understood
that he would instruct me, “Most good of you,” I stammered,
“but really, you know-—perhaps 1 am not quite ready. I must
read a little more first.” “Reading,” he answered, “is for infants.
Men must experiment, Seize what the gods have offered. Reject
1 j.e. Crowley’s Autohagiography or autobiography.
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me, and you will become indistinguishable from all these idiots
around us.” He paused, and then asked abruptly, “What is the
date?” “January 23rd,” I answered. “What is the year—accord-
ing to the Christian calendar?’’ “Nineteeen hundred and five.”
“Exactly,” said Crowley, “and in a thousand years from this
moment, the world will be sitting in the sunset of Crowley-
anity,” *

Surely Crowley said, or meant, ‘sunshine’ and not ‘sunset’?
For he expected his new Order to last at least two thousand years,
the span so far of Christianity. The exegetist of Crowleyanity will
need to know how it was possible for Crowley, at a time when he
had not yet realized the significance of The Book of Law, to make
this claim. He couldn’t have had Liber Legis in mind when he
hurled his remarkable boast at Mr. Bax’s head. If Mr, Bax had
replied to Crowley with that word of five letters which is often
spoken but rarely found in print, what would Brother Perdurabo
have said?

Crowley had not yet integrated his system (The Book of the
Law only ties up the ends and gives the Idea its scriptural form),
but he could already see that spirit and nature must be brought
together again, after having been divorced by Christianity for so
long. For, from out of the depths of Crowley’s mind had come a
very strange idea, one so old that men had forgotten about it. It
told of the worship of the sun and of man’s organ of creation, and
of sexual union as the highest form of religious consecration.

The knowledge of these things filled Crowley with deep satis-
faction. It compensated him for the agony of his childhood ; freed
his mind from a sense of guili—for in these (sexual) acts was he
not performing a scared rite?>—and opened the way for a great
assault on that which he hated most—Christianity.

A few years later the word for this old-new religion thundered
forth, conscious and whole, thelema, the Greek for ‘will’y in the
phrase which is at one and the same time a summary of Crowley’s
philosophy (his logos of the new acon), and an injunction for the
whole of repressed (i.e. Christianized) humanity: DO WHAT
THOU WILT SHALL BE THE WHOLE OF THE LAW!

Upon his return from St. Moritz, Crowley resumed the life of
the Scottish nobleman. Gerald Kelly, Mrs. Kelly (Crowley’s
mother-in-law), Ivor Back, and Eckenstein came and stayed at
Boleskine; and a certain Indian Army doctor, Lieutenant Gormley.

On the 27th April Dr. Jacot Guillarmod arrived with a copy
of a book he had published in Switzerland on the expedition to
K2, Six Mois dans I’Himalaya. He wanted to climb again in the
Himalayas. He suggested Kangchenjunga, a giant like K2, upon
whose slopes no one had yet dared set foot. Crowley, of course,
was enthusiastic; he wished to climb higher than any man had
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ever climbed before, Kangchenjunga would give him his chance:
he would lead the party to the summit.

His insistence upon being the leader of the expedition made
Oscar Eckenstein decline to join it; with Perdurabo in command,
the risk, he confessed to Kelly, was too great, Knowles, who was
also asked to come along, flatly rejected another climb with a man
who had threatened to shoot him at 20,000 feet.

Crowley’s doubts about Guillarmod’s abilities as a mountaineer,
carefully recorded in The Confessions, were conceived after the
climb had taken place. Before setting off for India he only feared
that he himself might fall, and made the following will:

In case of my death, George Cecil Jones will carry out these
instructions:

‘Embalm the body.

‘Dress it in white Tau robe with Abra-Melin red and gold
tunicda.nd girdle, and the Crown and Wand. Also the big red
sword.

‘Bury all magical jewels with me.

‘A pastos and vault to be prepared for coffin and tomb; in
shape as taught, but without any figuring. Use white stone,

‘On the pastos write only Perdurabo.

‘Let the vault be bricked up and concealed utterly from
human sight nor let any memorial of its place be kept. In the
vault place vellum editions of all my works, hermetically sealed

up.
‘The place shall be chosen by and known to George Cecil
Jones alone. It shall be in ground consecrated by him.
‘Aleister Crowley.’

It was decided that Guillarmod should find at least two other
mountaineers who could pay their share of the expenses of the
expedition; and he went off with his haggis to Switzerland to
look for them.

On the 6th May Crowley left Boleskine., After spending a week
in Cairo lingering before the stele of Revealing (exhibit number
666 in the Cairo Museum) he took the boat to Bombay, where he
arrived on the 9th June. In Calcutta he called on Edward Thornton,
who had accompanied him into the interior of Burma four years
previously; then he went north to Darjeeling and saw, forty miles
ahead, the mountain he’d decided to pit himself against. Kang-
chenjunga has been called the showpiece of the Himalayas, for it
is not hidden, like Everest and K2, by satellite peaks, but can be
seen by anyone on a clear day from the hill town of Darjeeling, It
l'i‘es‘s3 on the border between Sikkim and Nepal, fourteen miles from

ibet.

Guillarmod wired to say that he was bringing along Alexis
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Pache and Charles Reymond, both active officers of the Swiss Army
and experienced Alpine climbers. And on the 31st July the three
Swiss mountaineers arrived in Darjeeling, and shook hands with
their leader.

A fifth man, who had never before put his foot on a mountain,
had offered his services to Crowley and been accepted. This was
Alcesti C. Rigo de Righi, the young Italian manager of the Drum
Druid Hotel, where Crowley was staying. He could act as inter-
preter as he knew both Hindustani and Tibetan, and direct the
provisioning of the expedition.

A contract was drawn up and signed by all five men. It con-
tained the same sort of clauses as the contract used for the expedi-
tion to K2; but this time it was agreed that ‘Aleister Crowley shall
be sole and supreme judge of all matters respecting mountain
craft, and the others will obey his instructions’.

Crowley was in a hurry to get started, but they had to wait
until permission to enter Nepal was granted. So meanwhile he
added finishing touches to his preparations and wrote two articles
for the Allahabad Pioneer Mail on the expedition to K2—to be
followed with an account of the Kangchenjunga climb as soon as
it began. The first article contained a quite unnecessary and
unjustified abuse of Alpine guides: ‘I may observe that only the
most expert men on the easiest mounrtains should deliberately
handicap themselves by taking “guides”, those always incompetent
and too often cowardly and drunken peasants whom, if they have
learnt by rule of thumb the way up a few easy Swiss peaks, our
Alpine quacks love to extol as the highest type of men.’

On the 8th August they set off in the pouring rain with seven
tons of food and luggage, 230 porters and three personal servants
whom they had brought from Kashmir—the three Kashmiris who
had accompanied the expedition to K2—chief among whom was
Salama, bearded, turbaned and, judging from his photograph,
bow-legged.

Mount Everest has been calculated to be 29,002 feet high; K2
28,250 feet, and Kangchenjunga 28,150 feet, but there is still
some argument about the exact height of these three giants of the
Himalayas, the three highest mountains in the world. Colonel
Sidney Burrard, who was Superintendent of the Trigonometrical
Survey of India when Crowley was in Darjeeling, put Everest
first, Kangchenjunga next with a height of 28,225 feer, and K2
14 feet lower. Everyone has agreed, though, that all three mountains
a}t;e very high, and no one has yet climbed to the top of any of
them.

In 1899 Douglas Freshfield had explored Kangchenjunga and
his companion, Vittoria Sella, had photographed it. And before
them W. W. Graham had scrambled about in this part of the
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world and climbed Jubonu, 19,350 feet, a peak of the neighbouring
Kabru range.

Kangchenjunga is a particularly dangerous mountain to climb.
Owing to its relatively isolated position, it collects and hurls down
to the glaciers below huge avalanches of snow and ice, the latter
sometimes hundreds of feet thick. In the opinion of that dis-
tinguished English mountaineer the late Frank Smythe, there is
probably no mountain in the world which exposes the climber to
greater danger.

Crowley led his men through leech-infested, rhododendron-
covered valleys. He had been negotiating for months for permis-
sion to enter the state of Nepal. Fortunately word came that they
would be allowed to proceed as they approached the border village
of Kang La.

After a march lasting a fortnight they found themselves, on the
22nd August, beside the south-west face of the mountain, the
ascent of which proceeds along the Yalung Glacier. The assault
on Kangchenjunga had begun. Crowley was perfectly happy with
this route as soon as he set eyes on it. ‘I went up the glacier for
reconnaissance,’ he said. ‘I wanted to establish the main camp as
high up as possible.” He did suspect, though, that the glacier’s
stream might turn out to be unscalable, But all his doubts vanished
as he climbed higher,

‘Already at a height of fourteen or fifteen thousand feet, less
than fourteen days’ march in the valley, I was in excellent
physical condition. Not an ounce of my reserves of strength had
been used up. A completely clear path led to the summit in
front of me. The mountain was hardly five miles away, the
weather was always improving, and of the extreme temperatures,
which had been so terrible on Chogo Ri, there was no trace. In
short there was not a single dark speck on the horizon.’

And later:

‘The summit of Kangchenjunga was only two miles away,
and I could see almost the whole of that questionable area which
had been hidden from me during my reconnaissance [through a
telescope] at Darjeeling. I climbed up a bit higher and the last
doubt vanished.’

In the light of the opinions of later climbers, who saw more of
this mountain than did Crowley and his party, this view is absurdly
optimistic.

Crowley forged ahead, leaving Guillarmod and Reymond to
look after the greater part of the coolies, and Pache and de Righi
in the rear.
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‘I had told them,’ he observed, ‘the best way across the glacier.
Compared with Piccadilly it was a more or less complicated and
difficult walk but surely less difficult than an average march on
the Baltoro Glacier. The purpose of my going ahead was to
make sure that Camp III should be as favourably situated as it
looked at a distance. It was so.’

One hundred and thirty of the coolies had been supplied by the
Sikkim government. They had carried their loads to a height
exceeding that of Mont Blanc when they absolutely refused to
climb any further: they feared the demon of the Five Great Peaks,
which is the literal meaning of the words Kang Chen Junga, and
left en masse. Guillarmod was grateful that they had come so far,
and consoled himself with the thought that their departure meant
a great saving of their provisions.

Dr. Guillarmod, the second-in-command, was as pessimistic as
Crowley was optimistic.

‘Never before had we found a glacier so tangled,” he said in
his account of the climb.r “The moraines mixed themselves up
with the crevasses in a diabolical maze and one could no longer
count the halts and the countermarches which were often
useless.’

As the doctor climbed higher and saw, through the gaps in the
fog and clouds, the obstacles ahead, he lost hope completely of
ever reaching the summit by this route,

‘The western ridge of Kangchenjunga,” he wrote, ‘stood out
against a cloudless sky of intense blue. Precipices, swept inces-
santly by avalanches, left us no hope of the possibility of direct
access by this ridge, which did not appear as disconcerting as
the approaches to it. Not the least snowfield was approximately
horizontal; there was no place, not even a square yard, to pitch
the smallest of our tents. The rocks themselves, supposing that
human forces still permitted us to perform acrobatic feats at
suchaheight, nowhere offered any point of attack at all tempting.’2

They had been only three days on the lower slopes of the moun-
tain when confusion and hostility broke out among them, or,
rather, between Crowley and Guillarmod. In studying the different
versions of the expedition, one must either believe that Crowley,
whatever his abilities as a climber, was quite impossible as a leader,
or that Guillarmod was out of his mind. The Swiss doctor began

1 Ay KANGCHINJUNGA. Voyage et explorations dans I’Himalaya du Sikhim et du Népal.
Echa";i? Alpes, Nos, 8 et 9. 1914
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by criticizing Crowley for failing to mark his passage with little
‘stone men’, so that he had to assume the leadership of his own
party—he did not know either where Crowley was or what he was
doing. Then he was shocked at the brutal way in which Crowley
treated the porters, with results which were speedily forthcoming,
This was, in fact, the main cause of the breakdown of the climb.
Crowley, for his part, was furious with the doctor for making his
own camps, instead of finding and settling down in the ones he
had established. Like the buiiders of the Tower of Babel, they did
not speak the same language.

On the 25th August, after Crowley had pointed out to the
doctor and Reymond the route to be followed and then gone on to
find a suitable spot for their next camp, Guillarmod discovered to
his ‘stupefaction’, that the coolies were without suitable shoes,
and that most of them were still barefooted. ‘Crowley,” he wrote,
‘had always assured me that they were all furnished with shoes in
good condition hidden in their taggage.’:

Although the climb had only just begun, Guillarmod saw plainly
the uselessness of all their efforts and expense, and the failure of
the expedition. He cursed Lord Boleskine, on whose pleasant
estate he had shot the rare haggis, and pronounced him a careless
and unscrupulous individual—un individu négligent et sans con-
science.

Reymond went off to search for another route for the coolies,
one which would avoid, if possible, the ice, but he soon returned
saying that the glacier was their only way. He began to cut steps
for the shoeless porters., Suddenly Crowley reappeared and lent a
hand by hacking out half a dozen steps, but so badly that the
doctor shivered as he put his weight on them.

They would try to get as high as they could before the final
impasse.

In continuous danger of being overwhelmed and crushed by
avalanches—one writer has said that Kangchenjunga can brush off
men as men brush off flies,—they reached a little rocky ridge
set at a very sharp angle, where they pitched camp for the night,.

‘In the most uncomfortable site, but also the most grandiose
which it is possible to imagine (astride a thin ridge of snow
which had to be cut away in order to pitch the tents and which
might have slipped, with equal and terrible ease, either down
one side or the other), we remained for two days, as much to
rest ourselves as to wait for the convoy of provisions.’2

On the 27th August Crowley was awake at 3 a.m., ‘and by stu-
pendous efforts got off the men by 6 a.m.,” he wrote, ‘The doctor

¥ Ibid,
2 Jbid.
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strongly opposed me, urging that the men should be allowed to
warm themselves thoroughly before starting.’

The next morning several porters deserted, and one of them
“‘lost his footing precisely at the spot where Crowley had cut the
only steps in the whole ascent’.1 He was thrown into the abyss.

On the 29th Guillarmod, who had spent the previous day ill in
bed, went down the mountain with a party to search for the body.
They found it mutilated on a rocky spur 1500 feet below. To the
coolies the death of their comrade was not surprising. The god of
Kangchenjunga demanded sacrifices from those who dared
approach the Five Sacred Peaks. They buried him according to
the rites of their religion.

Guillarmod continued to climb down the mountain until, two
hours later, he fell into Camp II, where he found several coolies
suffering from mountain sickness and snow blindness. That after-
noon de Righi came up from Camp II with more than fifty men.

Meanwhile Pache had joined Crowley as Camp V. But the
coolie who had been carrying his bed, demoralized by the death of
the lost man and the thought of joining the Burra Sahib, the Big
Lord, as Crowley was called, failed to arrive. He had dropped
behind, deposited his load on the snow and fled.

By now Crowley was in a bitter mood. He had fallen out with
everyone. He couldn’t understand what was wrong with Guillarmod,
and de Righi was ‘simply off his head’. He described the doctor’s
reactions to the loss of the coolie thus:

‘Next morning Guillarmod was well enough to curse. I couldn’t
imagine what it was that was torturing him and I can’t imagine
even now.z The kindest explanation I can give for his conduct
is that he was mentally unbalanced.’

Finally, the coolies were demoralized ‘by the excited, shricking
Reymond’. In order to revive their courage Crowley said he per-
formed a little feat which he described in his novel The Diary of a
Drug Fiend, written seventeen years later.

‘But the best of it was this: I was in command of a Himalayan
expedition some years ago; and the coolies were afraid to traverse
a snow slope which overhung a terrific cliff. T called on them to
watch me, flung myself on the snow head first, swept down like
a sack of oats, and sprang to my feet on the very edge of the
precipice. There was a great gasp of awed amazement while I
walked up to the men. They followed me across the mauvais pas
without a moment’s hesitation. The probably thought it was
magic or something. No matter what, But at least they felt sure

1 Ibid.
2 i.e. about 18 years later when Crowley wrote his account of the climb.
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that they could come to no harm by following a man so obviously
under the protection of the mountain gods.’

In the evening of the 31st August a number of coolies tumbled
into Camp IV and complained to Guillarmod that Crowley had
been beating them. They had had enough, and were on their way
home. They continued down to Camp III, where de Righi, who
knew their language fluently, persuaded them not to abandon the
expedition. He gave his word that he would not allow the Burra
Sahib to beat them any more and that they were not obliged to
spend a night in the same camp with him. Reluctantly they took
up their loads again.

Crowley admitted beating a coolie, but only for his own good,
and for the sake of the other coolies. His party, which contained
Pache and Reymond, had attained a height of 21,000 feet. Suddenly
the men were startled by a small avalanche falling in their direction.
One of the coolies

‘completely lost his head and with the instinct that makes a
drowning man lift his hand into the air, he began to do the one
thing that might have killed him: he began to undo the rope. I
ordered him to stop but he was completely hysterical, breaking
into senseless screams. There was only one means of saving him
from his suicidal act. I took aim and gave him one with the axe,
That pulled him together immediately and prevented his panic
being transferred to the other men., Some of the slopes were
really very bad. Deep snow on ice.’

They started back to Camp V,

‘but the morale of the men had been undermined by the incident
of the little avalanche. They began to talk nonsense of the demon
of Kangchenjunga and the tiny avalanche grew to the most
fantastic dimensions. In the night a few crept away.’

The following morning de Righi joined Guillarmod at Camp IV;
they soon ran into the rest of the coolies who had slipped away in
the morning from the Great Lord who beat them.

At 10 a.m. Guillarmod and de Righi set off for Camp V, deter=
mined to hold a durbar and depose Crowley from the leadership
of the expedition. The camp was deserted when they arrived four
hours later, but they could see Crowley in the distance.

Here is Crowley’s description of the arrival of Guillarmod and
de Righi.

‘Meanwhile I saw to my surprise that a large crowd of men
had arrived at Camp V. When I came down I found that
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Guillarmod’s hysteria and de Righi’s stupidity had caused a fine
mess again, They had arrived in the camp with seventeen or
twenty coolies, but without bringing any of the things we
needed so much. Their conduct was quite inexplicable. The
doctor appeared not to know what he was saying. His remarks
spoke only of a confused irritation, He seemed incapable of
answering any of my questions, or of explaining what had
happened. His only idea was to hold a conference, and to have
himself elected leader in my place. Such folly had not been
thought of in our contract which, he seemed to think, was
nothing more than a scrap of paper. When the others came an
excited argument began. No one suggested I had behaved
unfairly in any way. From the beginning to the end it was
nothing more than the resentment of a foreigner at being led
by an Englishman . . . I did my best to discuss the matter with
them and to calm them like naughty children which they were,
Reymond had no complaint to make and did not take part in
the discussion. Pache could see where it was leading and was
quite friendly. I had certainly greater worries that Guillarmod’s
and de Righi’s nonsense. They had brought up all these men
without providing for food and shelter and it was late in the day.
The snow was in an unusually unsafe condition and though I
had chosen our way in such a manner that the danger was
lessened, it was not less than criminal to send the men down.
But the mutineers were quite unreceptive to the voice of reason.”

There was no arguing with Crowley and no shouting him down.
There were now two leaders of the expedition: Crowley leading
himself and Guillarmod the rest. Although the doctor had little
hope of climbing much higher, he did not at this point say that
he decided to abandon the expedition. The immediate problem
was what they should do for that night, for there was no room for
all of them at Camp V. So at five o’clock in the evening of the
1st September, Guillarmod and de Righi decided to return to
Camp III, their main base. Pache also wanted to come down
with them, because for the previous three nights he had been
sleeping uncomfortably on the floor of the tent through the loss
of his bed.

‘We took him then on our rope and also his servants, leaving
Crowley at Camp V with Reymond,’ said the doctor. ‘We were
six on the rope, three Europeans with boots furnished with
crampons, and three natives, of whom two were ill shod and
whom we took on the rope out of pity.”

‘Fortunately for the coolies,” replied Crowley to his state-
ment, when he read it some years later, ‘he did not extend this
humane action to the seventeen I had sent to bivouac at the
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camp on the ridge, otherwise he might have put everybody on
the rope and killed the lot.’

“The first steps went well enough,” continued Guillarmod.
‘The coolies in the middle slipped sometimes, but the rope
being always well stretched, one readily held them. A little later
the track, which descended vertically, turned at a right angle
and became horizontal, De Righi and I passed easily, but the
coolie who followed slipped and dragged the fourth man
with him. Pache had not the strength to hold these two men on
a slope so steep and he, in turn, lost his footing, as did also the
sixth man.

‘De Righi and I, firmly planted, thought we could hold
these four men, the speed of whose fall rapidly increased.
Immediately the cord became stretched, the snow slipped away
quickly from under our feet, thus causing an avalanche which
soon took on enormous proportions. The whole slope of the
mountain was soon swept clear, over more than fifty yards wide.
Without support for my feet, despite my crampons, and sus-
pended by my hands to my well-fixed ice-axe, I was just about
to hold on to de Righi as he was carried away by the avalanche,
but when the whirlwind of our comrades passed, rolling over
one another, there were no possible means of resisting a similar
shock. I was violently separated from my ice-axe, and dragged
away in my turn.’

Guillarmod tried in vain to catch another ice-axe as he saw his
comrades disappear into the vortex of the avalanche, He struggled
to keep himself above the snow, swimming for all he was worth,
But it was all over in five seconds. He was thrown into a crevasse,
falling upon his kidneys. He was almost suffocated, but the move-
ment had stopped. For a while he lay prostrate; then, when he
had regained sufficient breath, he struggled up, gasping. With the
aid of the rope which was immediately attached to de Righi, who
was stretched out on his back on a higher ledge of the crevasse, he
managed to pull himself out.

The Italian had been knocked senseless. He was entangled in
the rope and half buried under the snow. The doctor succeeded
in reviving and freeing him—but where were the others? They
pulled the rope in vain. It descended vertically into the crevasse to
a depth of which they were ignorant. They began to dig, but there
wgﬁ nothing to be found but the snow and rope extending deeper
still,

They shouted for help, their voices in the rarefied air carrying
far, Reymond promptly appeared. With their ice-axes all three dug
furiously for an hour, but there was no coming to the end of the
rope with the missing men attached to it.
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‘T had two toes frozen,” wrote Guillarmod, ‘and my hands
were without feeling. Our comrades were dead long since. All
our efforts were useless. Nothing remained for us, but the sad
duty of going to look for their bodies with other implements
than our ice-axes.’

Let us return to Crowley, who, although not present at the
accident, had a lot to say about it.

‘I warned the rebels that they would certainly meet their
death if they tried to go down that night., It might be more or
less suitable for coolies, but for them: I knew only too well how
great was Guillamod’s skill in producing accidents out of the
most unsuitable material.

‘They became all the more furious. By rights I should have
broken the doctor’s legs with my axe. To my horror I saw that
Pache wanted to go down with them. The rascal had not even
had the decency to bring a sleeping bag with him. I implored
him to wait until the morning. I told him that he could have
all my sleeping gear, but nothing could prevail upon him. I
described the position to him, but he could not believe that I
was speaking the literal truth when I said that Guillarmod at
his best period was a dangerous fool on mountains and had now
developed into a dangerous madman,

‘My heart broke when I said good-bye to him, for I had
taken a great liking to the man and my last words were: “Don’t
go. I shall never see you again. In ten minutes you’ll be dead.”

‘I’d made another mistake., He was still alive a quarter of an
hour later.

‘Less than an hour later Reymond and I heard wild screams.
No words could be distinguished but the voices were those of
Guillarmod and de Righi. Reymond suggested going to their
help at once, but it was now nearly dark and we had no one to
send because de Righi had taken the men with him and there
was no indication as to why they were screaming. They had
screamed the whole day long. Reymond hadn’t yet taken off his
boots, and said he would go and see what was wrong and would
call me if any help was needed. He went and neither returned
nor called me. I went to sleep and rose next morning at dawn
and went down to see.’

And what did Crowley sec? Not much, according to Guillarmod,
for, wrote the Swiss doctor,

‘the following day one saw Crowley coming down from the
upper camp without even knowing if our comrades would be
found. He deserted the expedition in a cowardly manner and
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we heard no more of him until we arrived back at Darjeeling.’

They saw Crowley, but he did not see them. When, on the
morning of the 2nd September, Crowley descended the deserted
slopes of the great mountain, he suddenly heard noises. He ap-
proached Camp 1V and called aloud, ‘Who is there?’

There was no reply. The noises died away. But soon they began
again. ‘I could have sworn I heard voices,” said Crowley. ‘Again 1
called, and again dead silence fell. Almost I began to think myself
the prey of an hallucination.’

Thus ended the first attempt to climb Kangchenjunga. The
accident which killed Alexis Pache, 31-year-old lieutenant in the
Swiss Cavalry, and three nameless coolies, was not Crowley’s
fault. He only reacted to it in a manner which greatly increased
his reputation of being different from other men. On his arrival in
Darjeeling he cabled a brief, and inaccurate, account of the expedi=
tion, and the accident which terminated it, to the London Daily
Mail, expressing his disgust of his crew, and his hope of ‘success
another year with a properly equipped and disciplined expediticn.’

The only question that remains to be answered is, why did
Crowley, the leader of the expedition, not go to the assistance of
his comrades? He didn’t go to their aid because he hated them,
and had already cut himself off from them; if they were in trouble,
it was none of his business. Besides, they were dead or dying: it
was too late,

When he was five years old he was taken by his parents to see
the dead body of his sister, Grace Mary Elizabeth, who had lived
for five hours. He couldn’t see, he said, why he had been dis-
turbed so uselessly. There was nothing he could do about it;
Grace Mary Elizabeth was dead.

Death is irreparable, it should be forgotten as soon as possible:
that was his attitude and his explanation why he ‘would not even
join the search party after the Kangchenjunga accident. What
object was there in digging frozen corpses from under an avalanche?’

But Crowley was also afraid, afraid of death and of the demon
of Kangchenjunga, who had shown his face.

Forty years after this tragic event, when Crowley was recording,
in a shaky hand, on little rectangular pieces of paper, the number
of grains of herom he was taking each day, he used this phrase to
describe his despair: Kangchenjunga phobia. Only the great fear
of the demon mountain could express the physical pain and mental
agony of his last years.

Kangchenjunga phobia; fear of Kangchenjunga. He had heard
voices when alone in those awful, barren wastes, the voices of the
dead. A deep dread rose up that day in Aleister Crowley, and in
anguish he fled.
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The Walk Across China

ON the 6th September Guillarmod, Reymond, and de Righi
saluted their fallen friend and shed a tear before his tomb of
boulders, surmounted by a rough-hewn cross. As they leisurely
returned to civilization they visited Tibetan temples and gathered
plants, beetles, and stones to take back with them to Switzerland
for scientific study. And on their arrival at Darjeeling they dis-
covered, to their rage, that Crowley had published his version of
the expedition in the Indian papers. Apparently the doctor had
imagined that Crowley would wish to say as little as possible about
the fate of the expedition. Instead, to his amazement he found
himself arraigned in print for taking the five men on the rope,
for cutting the rope to free himself, and for other infamies. And
Crowley’s comment on Pache’s and the coolies’ deaths left him
flabbergasted:

‘As it was, I could do nothing more than send out Reymond
on the forlorn hope. Not that I was over anxious in the circum-
stances to render help. A mountain “accident’ of the sort is
one of the things for which 1 have no sympathy whatever.’

Crowley’s fifth, and final, article in the Pioneer was in defence
of himself.

‘But just a word of explanation by way of parenthesis as to
why I did not go down at the time of the accident. I was in
bed at the time of the first shout, making tea, after twelve hours
without food in the snow; and it would have taken me ten
minutes to dress. Reymond had his boots and patawe on, ready
to start; I told him to call me if, when he found what was wrong,
he needed any assistance. He did not call me. . . . Nobody who
was not there can judge of the circumstances; and I was the
only person who was there who knew one end of a mountain
from the other. . , . The doctor is old enough to rescue himself
and nobody would want to rescue Righi. ...

The rest of this article was devoted to abuse of the service at
de Righi’s Drum Druid Hotel, where Crowley had returned and
made himself comfortable.

From Crowley’s account of this sordid tail-end of a mountain-
eering adventure, or Crowley’s last villainy as Guillarmod called
it, we learn that the doctor threatened to bring a charge of fraud
against him, ‘with a copy of Snowdrops which 1 shall deposit in a
place where you would rather not see it, you scoundrel. . . . Your
explanations stumble over four dead men.’
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The next issue of Pioneer contained a long letter from de Righi,
rebutting all Crowley’s accusations and putting forward other
views about the expedition which patiently attempted to prove
that Crowley was a cad, a bully, and a liar.

Guillarmod decided that it would be too expensive and quite
futile to prosecute Crowley for embezzling part of the funds of
the expedition—most of the money had been supplied by the
doctor—so Crowley continued to enjoy in peace the favours of a
Nepalese girl who inspired him to write some more poetry.

Soon he wandered off alone to Calcutta, where he accepted the
igvitation of the Maharajah of Moharbhanj to a big-game hunt in

rissa.

Crowley had now reached his thirtieth birthday. The elation
which he had felt earlier in the year had gone; he prophesied that
he would never experience it again, The future stretched out
before him, uncertain and foreboding. Magic and poetry had
taken him away from the run of ordinary men. A letter he wrote to
Gerald Kelly reflects the turmoil of his mind:

‘After five years of folly and weakness, miscalled politeness,
tact, discretion, care for the feeling of others, I am weary of it,
I say today: to hell with Christianity, Rationalism, Buddhism,
all the lumber of the centuries. I bring you a positive and
primaeval fact, Magic by name; and with this I will build a
new Heaven and a new Earth. I want none of your faint approval
or faint dispraise; I want blasphemy, murder, rape, revolution,
anything, bad or good, but strong.’

In another mood he explained that he wanted to achieve that
detachment from the world and that exaltation of spirit known to
mystics and to the holy men of the East.

But in the meantime his capital, left him by his father, like
Balzac’s peau de chagrin, the magic shagreen skin, shrank alarmingly
with the fulfilment of every wish. Nothing stopped his prodigious
output of poetry, but he derived only little satisfaction from it—
it did not touch him in the depths.

Whither and wherefore? He did not know; he was not, any-
how, the kind of man who cared. He was being drive on by his
Holy Guardian Angel, whom he later identified with the demon
Aiwass. Any doubt he may have had was cast out by this reassuring
voice.

He returned to the study and practice of magic, following the
Golden Dawn, which used the Enochian system devised by those
two Elizabethan magi, Dr. John Dee and Sir Edward Kelly. He
turned his gaze inwards, ascended to the astral plane and com-
muned with a certain lady and former inamorata, Sister Fidelis,
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whom he had met at the Golden Dawn, Sister F. discussed the

Great Work with him—it was nothing less than the creation of a

new universe. A golden falcon was perched upon her shoulder, in

ghosfe features Crowley, with a start, recognized one of the Secret
hiefs.

Strangely, except for those who are familiar with paradox, he
began to express this pure and mystical feeling by writing another
obscene book—or s0 it would be judged by the authorities of the
British Museum, if someone kindly gave a copy of it to that great
library., He was explicit about the seemingly contradictory nature
of his vision. Although of the highest and most ennobling kind,
‘I felt a compulsion to express myself in a satirical (and as some
might think) obscene form. ...

The inspiration again came from Sir Richard Burton, to whose
memory at a later date he dedicated the second volume of his auto-
biography. After translating The Arabian Nighis, Burton turned
into English a 15th-century work known to scholars and collectors
of literary curiosa as The Perfumed Garden or The Scented Garden
Jor the Soul’s Recreation, by Nafzéwi. Burton died before his trans-
lation, with its many learned notes, had been handed to his pub-
lisher, and the manuscript fell into the hands of his wife, who
lacked his openness of mind, She was horrified as she read this
quaint work. Suddenly—her story runs thus—her dead husband
appeared to her in a vision, and in anguish begged her to destroy
the manuscript completely.

Like Burton, Crowley had picked up a great deal of informa-
tion relating to Eastern sexual practices, and under the watchful
eye of his munshi, who was teaching him Persian, he began to
compose ghazals, a form of Persian verse, purporting to be trans-
lations from that language—with Persian words and phrases
spangling the text to make the forgery more convincing. He
planted his imaginary poet, Abdullah al Haji, into the 17th century
and gave him the same place of origin as that of the celebrated
Hafiz. The collection of forty-two poems was entitled The Scented
Garden of Abdullah the Satirist, of Shiraz (‘translated from a
rare Indian MS. by the late Major Lutiy and Another’). Major
Lutiy was an imaginary Anglo-Indian who had found, translated,
and annotated the manuscript. As that gallant soldier was killed
in the South African war before he had finished the job, and
unnamed editor completed it with the help of ‘a Christian clergy-
man who discusses the matter of the poem from the peculiar point
of view of high Anglicanism’. This is, of course, only another
example of Crowley’s bitter irony and humour, for the poems
themselves, the introduction and the many footnotes, are lewd,
learned, and (for those who find pornography no bar to humour)
rather witty.

Crowley, in his characteristically schizophrenic way, took
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a pious view of this pornographic rour de force when he came
to discuss it in the third (unpublished) volume of his Auto-
hagiography.

‘The book itself is a complete treatise on Mysticism, expressed
in the symbolism prescribed by Persian piety. It describes
the relations of God and man, explains how the latter falls
from his essential innocence by allowing himself to be deceived
by the illusions of matter. His religion ceases to be real and
becomes formal; he falls into sin and suffers the penalty thereof.
God prepares the pathway of regeneration and brings him
through shame and sorrow to repentance, thus preparing the
mystical union which restores man to his original privileges,
free will, immortality, the perception of truth, and so on.’

Although homosexual themes are not incompatible with Persian
mysticism (the poetry of the famous Hafiz is not free from these
sentiments), and they are, in fact, part of the convention of Persian
mystical verse, Crowley’s treatment of the subject falls into
obscenity.!

One night Crowley left his hotel and went out in the streets of
Calcutta seeking adventure. He made for a spot called Culinga
Bazaar, which he described as a street of infamy.

It was a feast night, the Durga Puja of the Bengali, and countless
thousands of Hindus and Moslems of every caste and sect darted
by, a bewildering series of flashes, red, blue, white and brown.
Leaving a minor main street with its torment of damned souls
(thus, in a poetic mood, he imagined the Indian crowd), he found
himself in a thronged way that seemed to lead in the direction he
wanted to go.

He was now in a labyrinth of tiny streets, arched, curved,
tunnelled, and exceedingly narrow, so that he felt—the simile is
his—like an inhabitant of flat-land lost on the thumbprint of a
murderer.

Suddenly he had the eerie, disturbing feeling that he was being
followed. Passing through an archway he came in pitch darkness
into the narrowest possible passage: there was just room for two
men to walk abreast.

Glancing back, he saw six faint, white flashes, the robes of men
marching in Indian file. He was wearing a dark suit and pressed
himself against the wall, hoping that he would be passed unnoticed.

As the third man went by the file swiftly bent in two. In an
instant he was seized and his arms pinned to his sides. Rough
hands began to search his pockets.

I One must distinguish between the genuine homosexual mysticism (parented) and the
pseudo mysticism of homosexuality—a counterfeit brand.

75



He saw the pallid gleam of a knife, a cry rose in his throat and
his fingers contacted upon the trigger of a .38 Webley which he
was holding in his pocket.

There was a click, the hammer had fallen . . . but only upon
an empty chamber, While still able to move his right forefinger,
he tried again.

There was a terrific report and the white blouses fell away
from him like a screen toppling over. Soon the street began to
surge with people hunting ‘with cries of hatred’ for the gunman,

Escape seemed cut off; there was nothing for Crowley to do
but to make himself invisible. Accordingly, with a silent prayer
to the great god Harpocrates, Perdurabo the Adept mysteriously
vanished.

Is the story true, or had Crowley only imagined it? Well, some-
one shot two Indians that night in the streets of Calcutra.

The Calcutta Standard carried half a column about it in the
middle of its front page.

Crowley drove immediately to see his friend Thornton, who
told him to go to bed and in the morning see a solicitor. He did
so and was advised to read Uncle Remus, and to study especially
the character of Brer Rabbit who ‘lay low and sed nuffin’.

That afternoon Rose and the child arrived at Calcutta from
England. Perdurabo greeted her on the quayside with ‘Welcome,
beloved, to India’s sunny shores. You are just in time to see me
hanged.’

The next day the papers bore an announcement from the
Commissioner of Police offering 100 rupees reward for informa-
tion leading to the finding of the European.

Crowley decided to clear out. He asked Rose where she would
prefer to go: Persia or China. All Persia meant to her was carpets
and Omar Khayyam all she knew about China was opium-smoking,
porcelain, and tea. But she thought she would like China better,
so they packed up and went there with a nurse for the child and the
faithful Salama, the Kashmiri who had accompanied Perdurabo to
K2 and Kangchenjunga, as Crowley’s personal servant,

* * *

In an out-of-the-way corner of the earth, amid a landscape
bizarre and wild that evoked his deepest longing, wandered
Brother Perdurabo. He was somewhere between Teng-Yueh and
Ta-lifu, in the province of Yunnan. He had entered China from
Burma, after going by steamer up the Irrawaddy to Bhamo. With
him were his wife and child (borne along in a chair by coolies),
Salama, and the Indian nurse—who, at some stage of the journey,
gave up in despair and got back home as best she could. They
camped in the open and leisurely but steadily made for Ta-lifu.
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‘I found myself in the middle of Chinar with a wife and child,’
Crowley wrote. ‘I was no longer influenced by love for them, no
longer interested in protecting them as I had been.” He was lost
amid his conversations with the mighty men of antiquity, guardians
of the esoteric tradition. One by one they passed before his impas-
sioned gaze: Pythagoras, Plotinus of the school of Alexandria,
the initiate of the Mysteries; Avicenna, Paracelsus, Fludd, William
Blake. . . . He heard them all; every event in his life had been pre-
arranged by them to help him accomplish the Great Work.

From these trances he always sank back to earth in a cradle of
flame.

Part of Crowley’s ‘Walk Across China’ was undertaken on the
back of a Burmese pony. He admitted, and in print, that for a
time he was not in his right mind. Whether this was due to the
practice of a form of magical invocation which he called Augoeides?
—shouted out amid the deserts and hills of this part of Western
China—or to a fall of forty feet over a cliff (when his pony backed
and threw him), is not clear.

He was tormented with doubt about the meaning of his exis-
tence—doubt which he would in the end dispel with the thought
of his Holy Guardian Angel.

‘I am indeed sent to do something. For whom? For the Universe?
.+ « What shall T teach men? And like lightning from heaven fell
upon me these words: “The Knowledge and Conversation of the
Holy Guardian Angel.”’

Elsewhere he expressed the same thoughts in other words; he
was so far away from himself that Aleister Crowley became some
other, and strange, figure to whom he referred in the third person.
‘He had come to the point of conquering his mind [consciousness?).
That mind had broken up3 . . . passing from this, he became as
a little child, and on reaching the Unity behind the mind, found
the purpose of his life formulated in these words, The Obraining
of the Knowledge and Conversation of the Holy Guardian Angel’

Crowley’s Holy Guardian Angel, or Aiwass, was the only thing
that mattered. He must leave everything and everyone and follow
his demon.

He shaved his head to save brushing his hair and purchased an
opium pipe. In five hours he smoked twenty-five pipes, but with
no result whatsoever; then he discovered that this was because he
hadn’t been inhaling.

In Kandy with Allan Bennett he had tried laudanum and when

! In the middle of somewhere, but not China, for Yunnan is on the perip hery
of that vast country.

2 abyondns, from alyos =the morning light, the dawn. Crowley borrowed this
word from Tepl Muotipiwy, De Mysteriis, of Jamblichus, who was the greatest
of the anti-Christian philosophers.

3 The stage of (temporary) insanity.
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on his first visit to Burma he had eaten powdered opium. Now for
the first time he discovered the pleasures of smoking opium.

While in the town of Yunnan, he changed his mind about
sailing down the Yang-tze, the great river that flows across the
centre of China. He wanted to go back to Europe and raise another
expedition to Kangchenjunga. ‘I had,” he said, ‘the mountain, so
to speak, in my pocket. A party of average strength could make as
certain of strolling to the top as if it were the Strand.’ So he sailed
instead down the Red River to Tong-king, in French Indo-China,
experiencing en route what he called ‘an unpleasant incident’.

He had fallen out with the coolies who had carried him and Rose
about the valleys and hills of Yunnan. He did not say why, but in
the light of his treatment of the coolies of Kangchenjunga, we can
guess the reason.

‘It was not until we had left Manhao that I saw my chance of
getting even with the coolies. I had hired a dugout to take us
down the rapids of Ho-K’ou, and having got everything on
board, I proceeded to pay the head man the exact sum due to
him—Iless certain fines. Then the band played. They started to
threaten the crew, and prevented them from throwing off the
ropes. They incited the bystanders to take their part;and presently
we had thirty or forty yelling maniacs preparing to stone us.
I got out my .400 Cordite Express and told Salama to wade
ashore and untie the ropes. But like all Kashmiris, thoughtlessly
brave in the face of elemental dangers, he was an absolute coward
when opposed to men.

‘T told him that unless he obeyed at once I would begin by
shooting him. He saw that I meant it, and did his duty; while
I covered the crowd with my rifie. Not a stone was thrown;
three minutes later the fierce current had swept us away from
the rioters.’

On the 22nd March, 1906, they arrived at the sea-port of Hai
Phong. Crowley decided to go and see Sister Fidelis, who was
living in Shanghai. As he left for Hong Kong, the first stage of the
journey, he told Rose to go back to England. The ‘Walk Across
China’, which had taken four months, was over.

Eaters of Scorpions

CROWLEY spent twelve days in Shanghai with Sister Fidelis, and
then set off across the Pacific in the Empress of India. From
Vancouver he took the train to New York, where he was photo-
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graphed with a half-serious, half-nonchalant face, an eye-glass
dangling outside his jacket, a yellow bow-tie and his hair beginning
to recede from his forehead.

His attitude towards Rose was, at best, ambivalent, alternating
between love and hate, He’d left her in Tong-king and raced after
his demon, but somewhere between China and New York a
longing for her arose, and he wrote Rosa Coeli, Rose of Heaven.

When he arrived at Liverpool on the 2nd June, 1906, he was
sent reeling at the news that his little girl had died in Rangoon.
He blamed Rose: “She had neglected to cleanse the nipple of the
feeding bottle, and thereby exposed the child to the germs of
typhoid.” He experienced no remorse at having left her and Rose
in Tong-king. Duncombe-Jewell, Crowley’s former factotum, was
not surprised when he heard about it. He took a poor view of
Crowley as a father. To this unknown man of humble circumstances
is attributed the remark which outlives sorrow, that Nuit Ma
Ahathoor Hecate Sappho Jezebel Lilith had died of Acute
Nomenclature.

In order to stimulate the sale of his Collected Works (the third
volume of which was not published uatil 1907) Crowley had
offered, at the time the first volume was due to appear, a prize of
£100 for the best critical essay upon his writings, and announced
the competition with the school-boyish shriek of

The Chance of the Year!
The Chance of the Century!!
The Chance of the Geologic Period!!!

‘This method of propagating minor poetry,” commented the
Manchester Courter, ‘is not more remarkable than the publication
of such poetry by the Society for the Propagation of Religious
Truth.’

For two years no one had seized this chance of the geologic
period, but after Crowley’s return from China a young Regular
Army officer of the First Oxfordshire Light Infantry, home on
leave from India, informed him that he was competing for the prize.

It seemed to this young officer that the mantle of the great
English Victorian poets had fallen squarely upon Aleister Crowley’s
shoulders. It also seemed to him that Crowley’s creed, which he
called Crowleyanity, was the true millenium. With such enthusiasm
he became the first Crowleyan and wrote a long, turgid account
of Crowley’s genius—the fourth edition has 327 printed pages—
entitled The Siar in the West:

‘Crowley is more than a new-born Dionysius, he is more than
a Blake, a Rabelais or a Heine; for he stands before us as some
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priest of Apollo, hovering ‘twixt the misty blue of the heavens,
and the more certain purple of the vast waters of the deep.

‘Ithastaken 100,000,000 years to produce Aleister Crowley. The
world has indeed laboured, and has at last brought forth a man.
Bacon blames the ancient and scholastic philosophers for spin-
ning webs, like spiders out of their own entrails; the reproach
is perhaps unjust, but out of the web of these spiders, Crowley
has himself twisted a subtle cord, on which he has suspended
the universe, and swinging it round has sent the whole fickle
world conception of these excogitating spiders into those realms
which lie bebhind Time and beyond Space.’

The Star in the West (Crowley was this star) won the prize, it
was published as a book, and the author held out his hand for the
£100. But when, in 1904, Crowley had announced this competition,
he had had more money to spend (and had been more reckless in
spending it) than in 1907 after another trip round the world. Now
the greater part of his fortune had drained away, and he was
anxious to retain the few thousand pounds that still remained.

The cheque for £100 was not, therefore, written out until the
author of these hymns of praise grew suspicious and then alarmed:
some say that he never got paid at all.

The Star in the West is fairly well known among occultists and
those interested in the by-paths of literature. Its author, John
Frederick Charles Fuller, later wrote better books on military
matters, and achieved the rank of Major-General. He was one of
two Englishmen whom Hitler invited to his fiftieth birthday
celebrations.

There is no mention of Liber Legis in The Star in the West.
How, then, one might ask, was it possible for its author to proclaim
Crowleyanity? Probably Crowley’s physical pretence and person-
ality, and his unrestrained verses, so overwhelmed the young
Captain Fuller that he didn’t have to wait for the creed, the manu-
script of which was mislaid, and its significance at this time
unappreciated even by Crowley himself. According to Fuller,
Dante and Kant were small beer compared with the genius of his
demoniac friend. ‘Crowleyanity has led us through more marvels
than Dante ever bore witness to. . . .> “Thus has the great lion of
Crowleyanity set the little crab of Konigsberg and his lunar hut in
their appointed niche in the great solar mansion of eternity.’

That part of Crowley’s mind which was moulded by his parents
and upbringing, the apocalyptic part, believed in the divine origin
and literal meaning of The Book of the Law; and that part of his
mind which he termed ‘scientific’ was too coldly sceptical to believe
in anything at all. He never resolved the conflict. But to be able
to see oneself ‘scientifically’ is useful even for the purpose of turning
against one’s friends. Thus, when he had fallen out with Captain
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Fuller, he attacked him in The Winged Beetle with a lampoon which
enabled him to say the last word on their friendship, but which
delivered to Crowleyanity its death blow.

* L) *

In the 1920s, during days of depression and anxiety about the
future, Crowley looked back over the years for the time when, as
he said, ‘he went wrong’, and put his finger on the year 1907,
During 1907, however, he seemed to be in no particular doubt
about himself or his future. He had been ill, but continued, never-
theless, to perform his daily work of magic. About this time he
achieved his ambition of completing the Operation of Abra-Melin,
i.e. the bringing forth of his Holy Guardian Angel, Aiwass. The
Magical Record, or diary, however, contains but scant reference
to this great event. Instead we have:

‘Frater Perdurabo was crucified by Frater D.D.S., and on
that cross made to repeat this oath: “I, Perdurabo, a member of
the Body of Christ, do hereby solemnly obligate myself to lead
a pure and unselfish life, and will entirely devote myself so to
raise myself to the Knowledge of my higher and Divine Genius
that I shall be He. In witness of which I invoke the Great Angel
Hua to give me a proof of his existence. . ..”

‘Cut cross on breast and circle on head.’

There was more than one Crowley, for in him existed a number
of different and conflicting personalities. There was Crowley the
god, and Crowley the clown, and Crowley the English gentleman of
Trinity College, Cambridge, whose occupations, so far, had been
that of mountaineering, exploring, and poetizing. The role of
Crowley the English gentleman was in opposition to Crowley
in either of the other two roles: there is nothing gentlemanly about
a demoniac genius. In 1907 there was still time for him turn to
back. Rose had given birth to another child, Lola Zaza, and all
human and reasonable things were calling him. He was thirty-two
years of age. His boisterous roving past could be set aside as the
Sturm und Drang period of his life. He had still a chance of settling
down and getting on with the business of ordinary living. But he
kicked his mother-in-law downstairs instead—she had come to
visit Rose and the three-weeks-old Lola Zaza, who was ill with
bronchitis—and strode on glorifying the immortal gods.

One day when Crowley was stumbling about in the loft of his
London house, looking for a pair of skis, lo and behold his eyes
fell upon a flat brown paper parcel, the missing manuscript of The
Book of the Law.

* » *
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Crowley’s favourite rendezvous was a little chemist’s shop in
Stafford Street, managed by a man called E. P. Whineray. Crowley
had a very high opinion of Whineray. ‘He supplied me with
ingredients for some of my magical preparations, such as kyfi, the
mysterious incense of the ancient Egyptians; the perfume and oil
of Abra-Melin, the unguentum Sabbati, and the like. In particular,
he was at one time able to supply onycha.’

One evening Whineray told him that a certain English lord
who he knew wished to meet him. This was George Montagu, the
seventh Earl of Tankerville,

‘At that moment the man himself walked in. He took me
round to his rooms; and, to my stupefaction, blurted out the
most extraordinary story. I could hardly believe my cars. He
told me his inmost family secrets, and those of the most atrocious
kind, as if I had known him twenty years. He said that he was
bewitched by his mother and a woman friend. On the surface
these people were pious Evangelicals. The idea that they were
trying to murder him by witchcraft was a little startling, no less
so the alleged motive. Lord Tankerville had been the second
son. He claimed that his elder brother had really been the son
of some baronet or other; that his mother hated her husband, and
had become desperate when the heir-apparent had been killed
in battle., His mother had determined to kill her remaining son.

‘He saw witchcraft in every trifle. When the Countess happened
to sneeze he would deduce that his mother was on the job. He
had told his troubles to many people, and trusted them at first
quite blindly, and then without a word of warning would con-
clude from some harmless word or act that they had joined the
conspiracy against him.

‘Of course, it was a perfectly plain case of persecution mania,
accentuated by his old habit of brandy tippling and his newly
acquired one of sniffing a solution of cocaine, Apart from his
obsession there was nothing wrong with the man. He enjoyed
magnificent health; he was one of the best preserved men of fifty
to fifty-five that I have ever seen. He was deeply religious, with
more than a touch of mysticism and a really deep insight into
the Cabbala, which he understood although he knew little or
nothing about it. I thought I could cure him, and undertook
the task.

‘My plan in such cases is not to undeceive the patient. I pro-
posed to treat his story as literally true in every way, to fight
fire with fire, I said to him: “What you must do is to develop
your own magical powers so as to beat your mother at her own
game,’

‘He had considerable capacity for magick, and understood the
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object of the measures which I proposed. We began by chartering
a yacht. ...’

It was while he was ridding the Earl of Tankerville of his
obsessions in Morocco that Crowley, out on one of his lonely
adventure walks, ran into the Sidi Aissawa—eaters of scorpions—
who were performing their secret, sacred dances.

‘I came upon a crowd of about two hundred people in a
secluded spot., They were protected from intrusion by unofficial
sentinels, strolling (apparently without aim) among the trees
in a circle of a couple of hundred yards in diameter. I knew
more or less what to expect, and before being observed, looked
myself over to see that every article of my costume was correct.
I then began to recite what I had learnt from my Sheikh in
Egypt—“the Great Word to become mad and go about naked”.

¢ “Subhana Allahu Walhamdu lilahi walailaha illa allahu . . .

‘I passed the sentinels and mingled with the crowd. The
women were present, though they took no active part, and
merely helped to keep the ring. The circle was some thirty feet
across. Squatting on its edge were the usual musicians, playing
for dear life, while a number of men, armed with very small
light axes of peculiar workmanship, were dancing and yelling.
These axes were evidently not the ordinary tools used in daily
life, but manufactured for the purpose of the ceremony. With
these weapons the men cut themselves on the head (very rarely
elsewhere) until the blood was streaming from their scalps on
every side. They were, of course, quite unconscious of any pain,
and those of them who were actually blinded by the blood were yet
able to see,

‘The excitement of the crowd was as great as that of the
celebrants themselves, but it was rigorously suppressed. I cannot
say that the ring kept absolute silence; I doubt whether I was
sufficiently cool to make any reliable observations, and I certainly
was beyond the stage of intellectual curijosity. But the impression
was that the onlookers were deliberately abstaining from either
speech or gesture, I governed myself accordingly. But it was
hard for me to refrain from dashing down my turban, leaping
into the ring with a howl of “Allahu akbar!”, getting hold of an
axe, and joining in the general festivity.

‘It literally took away one’s breath. It scemed that I was
breathing with my heart instead of with my lungs. I felt myself
vibrating with the energy of the universe, It was as if I had
become conscious of atomic energy or of the force of gravitation.
I do not know how long I stood there holding myself in, but it
must have been over an hour. Suddenly I became aware of a
terrific reaction; I felt that I had missed my chance by not letting
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myself go, and perhaps be killed for my pains. At the same time
I was seized with a sudden sense of alarm. I felt myself to be
outside the spiritual circle. I was sure that someone would
discover me, and a swift shudder passed through me as I appre-
hended my danger. Fortunately, I had sufficient presence of
of mind to resume my mantra, and melt away from the multitude
as silently as I had descended upon it.’

To let himself go, to hurl himself over the brink of conscious-
ness, was an urge by which Crowley was constantly possessed. It
arose out of a state of tension which he normally relieved by sexual
intercourse, It is the key to his personality and his philosophy.

Crowley and Tankerville returned to England through Spain,
saw a number of wonders on the way, and parted the worst of
enemies. The latter was, it seems, uncured. ‘He classed me as
having joined the conspiracy against him of black magicians.” In
this matter it is only Crowley’s voice that can be heard, but from
one utterance of Tankerville’s recorded in The World’s Tragedy,
written in 1908, it seems that the noble lord could, when the
occasion demanded it, speak his mind.

¢, . . as Lord Tankerville said to me at eleven a.m. on the 7th of
July, 1907, “I’m sick of your teaching—teaching—teaching—
as if you were God Almighty and I were a poor bloody shit in
the street.”

The Brothers and Sisters of the A.-.A.-.

It was Victor B. Neuberg, the little eccentric poet, who, out of
his need for submission, facilitated Crowley’s development; he also
replenished Crowley’s empty coffers. ‘I cannot say what he looked
like,” wrote Crowley in his autobiography about Neuberg, ‘because
when God made him He broke the mould’.

The roles of the two men were complementary: the fascinating
and the fascinated. The one was looking for pupils; the other was
seeking a Master.

A number of expensively printed and bound books of verse now
began to appear: Konx Om Pax;* Amphora; The World’s Tragedy,
and other works. Crowley described 1908 as his annus mirabilis in
poetry. He also published under a pseudonym his salacious poems
Clouds Without Water (by the Rev. C. Verey. ‘Privately printed
for circulation among ministers of religion’). The preface to the
collection, Ambergris, told of his disappointment and growing
bitterness about the public’s indifference to his poetic genius.

1 Not Knox on Pox, as one bookseller’s catalogue had it.
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‘In response to a widely-spread lack of interest in my writings,
I have consented to publish a small and unrepresentative
selection from the same, With characteristic cunning I have not
included any poems published later than the Third Volume of
my Collected Works. The selection has been made by a committee
of seven competent persons, sitting separately. Only those
poems have been included which obtained a majority vote. This
volume, thus almost ostentatiously democratic, is therefore now
submitted to the British Public with the fullest confidence that
it will be received with exactly the same amount of acclamation
as that to which I have become accustomed.’

But his main publishing enterprise at this time was The Eguinox,
subtitled The Review of Scientific Iluminism, These bulky volumes
appeared twice a year, at the vernal and autumnal equinoxes. They
were not a review of illuminism, scientific or otherwise, but a kind
of Crowley scrapbook and exposition of Crowleyanity.

Crowley himself naturally took a high view of his magazine:

‘The Equinox,’” he said, ‘was the first serious attempt to put
before the public the facts of Occult Science, so-called, since
Blavatsky’s unscholarly hotch-potch of facts and fable, Isis
Unwvetled. It was the first attempt in history to treat the subject
with scholarship and from the standpoint of Science. No
previous book of its kind can compare with it for the perfection
of its style, and the rigidity of its rule never to make any statement
which could not be proved as precisely as the mathematician
exacts. . . . It did not command a large public but its influence
was enormous,”

Ever since Crowley had broken with Mathers he had had the
ambition to possess an Order of his own. A magician needs an
Order as a politician needs a Party. He acquired one in the following
manner : Mathers’ Golden Dawn was an occult brotherhood divided
into three parts, only the first, or Cuter Order, of which carried
the title of the Golden Dawn. When members reached the 5°=60
grade, they passed into the Order of the Rosy Cross. (Mathers,
with his 7°=40 grade, was of this Order.) The three remaining
grades of the whole hierarchy, Magister Templi (Master of the
Temple) 8°=30, Magnus 9°=20, and Ipsissimus 10°=10, came
within the Order of the Silver Star, Argentinum Astrum; but these
last three grades were of such an exalted nature that only the
Secret Chiefs themselves had attained to them. Now, after Crowley
had performed in China that ceremony which he called Augoeides
(see page 77), the gods had beckoned him to ascend to the grade
of Master of the Temple, although he did not formally accept the
position till 1909. In fact, he was, from 1906 onwards, one of these
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Secret Chiefs. Therefore his Order was that of the Silver Star, or
the A.". A, as it was called, and he announced it to the world in
the pages of The Equinox. Crowley had, with the publication of
his occult journal, swallowed MacGregor Mathers whole.

In each of the ten volumes of The Equinox runs an instalment, in
high-flown, symbolic language, of Crowley’s magical biography:
The Temple of Solomon the King. The author (according to Crowley)
was Fuller, but Crowley undoubtedly assisted in the composition
as well as supplying the information.

The Egquinox was mainly filled up with the writings from
Crowley’s unquenchable pen. Fuller, Neuberg, Ethel Archer (who,
in 1933, wrote a novel about Crowley and Neuberg called The
Hieroglyph), George Raffalovitch and Meredith Starr (like Neuberg
a minor poet) were some of the other contributors. By 1914 the
list of members of the A.°, A.’, adds up to the surprising number
of thirty-eight, most of whom hadn’t paid their subscriptions.
Included are the names of Miss Nina Hamnett, the artist; Miss
Gwendoline Otter (‘expelled’); Count Louis Hamon, better known
as Cheiro, the society palmist (‘owes us £4 4 0°); V. B. Neuberg,
‘An imbecile with no moral feeling’, and a certain Miss Florence
B— (‘Must marry or go mad’).

The Silver Star had much in common with the Golden Dawn,
for the simple reason that Crowley used, without acknowledgment,
the latter’s rituals and teachings. His magical weapons—sword,
wand, cup, bell, and burin—were consecrated in the goetic tradition
of the G.". D.". , and he used their pentagram ritual for banishing
evil spirits. The differences of the two Orders rose out of the fact
that Crowley preferred sex to ceremony.

His headquarters were now at 124 Victoria Street, London.
From this address The Equinox was published. Here the Brothers
and Sisters of the A, A, gathered and were put through their
magical paces. There is no account of their activities, except the
following—from an unpublished volume of The Confessions—which
gives us a glimpse of the workings of this mystic body.

‘On one occasion the God came to us in human form (we
were working in a locked temple) and remained with us, perfectly
perceptible to all our senses, for the best part of an hour, only
vanishing when we were physically exhausted by the ecstasy of
intimate contact with His divine person. We sank into a sort
of sublime stupor; when we came to ourselves, He was gone.

‘Again, at Victoria Street, a number of us were dancing round
the altar with linked hands and faces turned outwards. The
temple was dimly lighted and thick with incense. Somehow the
circle was broken, and we kept on dancing, each for himself.
Then we became aware of the presence of a stranger. Some of
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us counted the men present, and found there was one too many.
One of the weaker brethren got scared, or one of the stronger
brethren remembered his duty to science—I don’t know which—
and switched on the light. No stranger was to be seen. We
asked Brother Lucifer—as I may call him!—why he had broken
the spell, and each of us independently confirmed his story. We
all agreed about the appearance of the visitor. We had all
been impressed with the same feeling, that he did not belong
to the human species.’

The mysterious leader of the A, A.'., Brother V.V.V.V.V. (the
initials of his motto for his grade of Master of the Temple), other-
wise known as Sir Aleister Crowley (he was knighted, he said, for
his efforts on behalf of the Carlist cause),r could easily be recog-
nized by a single lock of hair on the forehead of his otherwise
shaved head, the symbol of the Sun’s viceregent: in other words,
the Phallus. Apart from this ecentric coiffure, Crowley’s handsome
face had glided away into flabbiness, and his athletic frame had
adorned itself with a paunch.

Oliver Haddo, the hero of Somerset Maugham’s novel The
Magician, who was drawn from Aleister Crowley, is described
as a big stout fellow with a taste for wild-looking clothes. This
novel gave Crowley considerable gratification.

‘Late in 1908 I picked up a book. The title attracted me
strongly, The Magician. The author, bless my soul! No other
than my old and valued friend, William Somerset Maugham,
my nice young doctor whom I remembered so well from the dear
old days of the Chat Blanc. So he had really written a book—
who would have believed it! . . . the Magician, Oliver Haddo,
was Aleister Crowley; his house “Skene” was Boleskine. The
hero’s witty remarks were, many of them, my own. ... But I
had jumped too hastily to conclusions when I said “Maugham
has written a book”.

‘I found phrase after phrase, paragraph after paragraph, page
after page, bewilderingly familiar; and then I remembered that
in my early days of the Golden Dawn I had introduced Gerald
Kelly to the Order, and recommended him a selection of books
on Magick. I reflected that Maugham had become a great friend
of Kelly, and stayed with him at Camberwell vicarage. Maugham
had taken some of the most private and personal incidents of
I The question of Crowley’s knighthood is an obscure one. ‘I obtained the honour of

Knighthood from one of Don Carlos’s lieutenants.” How a licutenant of that unhappy and
unsuccessful pretender could confer a knighthood, I do not know. However, Crowley
won the honour in this way: ‘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.’ The last Carlist uprising was in August,

1875, two months before Crowley was born; so his prowess exceeds Gargantua’s, unless
he had in mind a later and insignificant skirmish that the history books have passed over.
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my life, my marriage, my explorations, my adventures with big
game, my magical opinions, ambitions and exploits and so on.
He had added a number of the many absurd legends of which I
was the central figure. He had patched all these together by
innumerable strips of paper clipped from the books which I
had told Gerald to buy. .

The first indication of the break-up of Crowley’s marriage was
that Rose began to drink heavily. Their marriage had not, of course,
been a success: no marriage with Aleister Crowley, who styled
himself the Wanderer of the Waste, could be anything but a
disaster. Upon returning from Tangier in 1907 he found that Rose
had run up in five months a bill for 150 bottles of whisky with one
grocer alone.

His account of his domestic tragedy, as he called it, makes
sickening reading. The number of whisky bottles was probably an
exaggeration; and the reason which he adduced for Rose’s dipso-
mania was intended as an insult to her parents. In 1909 they were
divorced, after Rose had persuaded Aleister to make a small financial
settlement upon their daughter, Lola.r

Crowley’s attitude towards his wife is partly reflected in the
fourth, and final, poem which was inspired by her, Rosa Decidua,
A Fallen Rose:

Rose of the World!

If so, then what a world!

What worm at its red heart lay curled

From the beginning? Plucked and torn and trampled
And utterly corrupt is she . . .

The poem was printed and bound with a photograph of the
author and family and a copy was was sent to the judge, Lord
Salvesen, who had granted the decree nisi on evidence manu-
factured by Crowley.

In the autumn of 1911 Rose entered an asylum suffering from
alcoholic dementia. Her last years with Aleister had not been
bappy. It is said that he entertained his mistresses at home and, on
occasions, hung his wife up by her heels in the wardrobe.

During the spring of 1910 Crowley and his mistress, Edith
Y , a young Australian violinist, were staying in Dorset. One
day they performed a ritual for the purpose of evoking Bartzabel,
the spirit of Mars, Their host, who witnessed it, was impressed,
and he suggested to Crowley that he should make a public spectacle
of such rituals.

1 In 1909 Crowley had no money to give away, but he was due to inherit £4,000 on the
death of his mother. He therefore created a discretionary trust fund, the income of which,

when available, was to be divided between his daughter and himself at the discretion of the
trustees—George Cecil Jones and Oscar Eckenstein.
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This idea was further advanced when Crowley and Edith were
performing another ritual while under the influence of the drug
anhalonium. Crowley was reciting poetry, Edith was playing the
violin ‘against each other, before the Lord’.

Anhalonium, or anhalonium lewinii, was first analysed and
identified by the German chemist Louis Lewin. It comes from the
plant peyotl, the wonderful properties of which were known to
the old Indians of Central America, who worshipped it as a god.

‘No other plant,’ says Lewin, ‘brings about such marvellous
functional modifications of the brain. Whereas the poppy
gradually detaches the soul and the body with it from all
terrestrial sensations and is capable of leading them gently to
the threshold of death and setting them free, a consolation and
a blessing for all those who are wearied and tormented by life,
anhalonium procures for those who make use of it, by its peculiar
excitation, pleasures of a special kind. Even if these sensations
merely take the form of sensorial phantasms, or of an extreme
concentration of the inner life, they are of such a special nature
and so superior to reality, so unimaginable, that the victim
believes himself transported to a new world of sensibility and
intelligence.’

Crowley wrote seven rites, one for each of the planets, called
them the Rites of Eleusis, and, in the Autumn of 1910, they were
performed at Caxton Hall, Westminster, on seven consecutive
Wednesdays at 9 p.m. The advertised aim of the rites was to induce
a state of religious ecstasy in the audience, for a fee (for the course)
of £5 5s.

The Eleusinian Mysteries, performed yearly at Eleusis, were the
most celebrated of all the religious ceremonies of ancient Greece.
The legend which formed their basis is the well-known one of the
abduction of Persephone, daughter of Demeter, by Pluto. There is
no connection between Crowley’s Rites of Eleusis and the Greek
Eleusinian Mysteries. His rites have more in common with the
mediaeval morality plays, except that they are more like immorality
plays, for Pan, the antichrist, is exalced.

‘After depositing our hat and coat with an attendant we were
conducted by our guide to a door, at which stood a rather dirty-
looking person attired in a sort of imitation Eastern robe, with
a drawn sword in his hand, who, after inspecting our cards,
admitted us to a dimly lighted room heavy with incense, Across
this room low stools were placed in rows, and when we arrived
a good many of these were already occupied by various men and
women, for the most part in evening dress. At the extreme end
of the room was a heavy curtain, and in front of this sat a
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huddled-up figure in draperies, beating a kind of monotonous
tom-tom.

‘When all had been admitted the doors were shut, and the
light, which had always been exceedingly dim, was completely
extinguished except for a slight flicker on the ““altar’. Then after
a while more ghostly figures appeared on the stage, and a person
in a red hood, supported on each side by a blue-chinned gentle-
man in a sort of Turkish bath costume, commenced to read some
gibberish, to which the attendants made response at intervals.’

It was only gibberish to the reporter of The Looking Glass because
he couldn’t understand it.

I lift the mask of matter;

I open the heart of man;
For I am of force to shatter
The cast that hideth—Pan!

I bring ye laughter and tears,
The kisses that foam and bleed,
The joys of a million years,
The flowers that bear no seed.

I lift my wand and wave you
Through hill to hill of delight;
My rosy rivers lave you
In innermost lustral light.

Another hostile report of the Rites appeared in John Bull, then
quite a different journal from the present publication. In view of
the harshness of John Bull’s later attacks on Crowley, it is interesting
to note that they began with the highest appreciation of Crowley
as a poet.

The proprietor of The Looking Glass, a certain de Wend Fenton
(who in 1913 was fined £10 for sending indecent articles through
the post), saw good copy in Aleister Crowley. Further issues of
his paper attacked Crowley’s treatment of his wife, told the story
of his liaison with a milliner who worked in Burlington Arcade
(she had had, of course, an illegitimate baby by Perdurabo), and
dragged some of his friends in the mud for good measure,

Fuller urged Crowley to sue de Wend Fenton for libel, but
Crowley refused. ‘Resist not evil,’ he replied, quoting the scriptures.
Ten years later, and for the rest of his life, Crowley was obsessed
with suing publishers and persons for libelling him; but then the
bitterness had overflowed into his soul and the balance of his mind
gad been destroyed by a drug more powerful than anhalonjum—

eroin.

Just before the third number of The Equinox was due to appear,
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MacGregor Mathers served Crowley with an injunction restraining
publication. The secrets of the Hermetic Order of the Golden
Dawn (which Perdurabo, at his initiation, had solemnly sworn to
preserve) were being given out to the world in the pages of this
journal, The sections called The Temple of Solomon the King were,
more or less, literal transcriptions of the secret rites.

The case came before the late Mr. Justice Bucknill, who, to
Mathers’ great joy, and Crowley’s great surprise, confirmed the
injunction. Perdurabo promptly gave notice of appeal, and before
the case came to the Appeal Court for reconsideration made sure
of victory by consecrating an Abra-Melin talisman ‘to acquire the
affection of a judge’. Needless to say he won his appeal, and the
previous decision was reversed.

This was Crowley’s last skirmish with Mathers. In the next few
years, with the publication of further numbers of The Equinox,
most of the remaining rituals of the G.", D ., were divulged. The
head of the G.". D.", was now a broken man. The secrets of his
Order were available for all to profane. Eight years later Mathers
died. It is said, with more truth than is apparent, that Crowley
killed him.

On the 27th September, 1911, Rose Kelly was certified insane.*
Crowley heard about it some time during the following month and
juggled with the dates in order to establish that the occasion had
some magical (numerological) bearing upon his meeting Mary
d’Este Sturges, the companion of Isadora Duncan,

‘Late in the evening of the 11th October, within a few minutes
of midnight, he [Brother Perdurabo] was taken by the well-
known raconteur Mr. Hener Skene, to the Savoy Hotel in
London, and there introduced to a Mrs. Mary d’Este Sturges.

‘An astrological figure for this hour is subjoined.

[This chart is missing from The Magical Record.]

“This astounding figure is unintelligible without a reference to
certain previous figures. At Fra. P.’s birth, Luna, Caput, and
Neptune were culminating, Saturn in the 8th house; the only
figure above the horizon [and so on].

‘Of this heavenly disposition Fra, P. was of course ignorant
at the time; but he was in no wise ignorant of the profound and
occult emotion caused by the meeting, an emotion which was
not confined to himself alone.

‘On the 13th he took tea with the lady, and returning after
dinner, did not leave the suite until he had expressed (however
unworthily) the nature of his feelings. On the 14th he dined with
her, and after partaking subsequently of chocolate and rolls, left
for the North of England.’

T In spite of this she married Dr. Gormley whomn Crowley had entertained at Boleskine.
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In The Confessions we are told about his meeting, in the Savoy
Hotel, with Mary d’Este Sturges in a less mysterious manner.

A boisterous party was in progress. The dancer’s lifelong
friend, who I will call by the name she afterwards adopted, Soror
Virakam,! was celebrating her birthday. This lady, a magnificent
specimen of mingled Irish and Italian blood, possessed a most
powerful personality and terrific magnetism which instantly
attacted my own. We forgot everything. I sat on the floor like a
Chinese god, exchanging clectricity with her.’

Another love affair now began.

‘After some weeks’ preliminary skirmishing, we joined battle
along the whole front; that is to say, I crossed to Paris, where
she had a flat, and carried her off to Switzerland to spend the
winter skating. Arriving at Interlaken, we found that Miirren
was not open, so we went on to St. Moritz, breaking the journey
at Zirich, This town is so hideous and depressing that we felt
that our only chance of living through the night was to get
superbly drunk, which we did.’

To return to The Magical Record. It was the night of the 21st
November, 1911 ; they were staying at the National Hotel, Ziirich.

‘At about midnight she was in a state of excitement, exhaustion
and hysteria so fierce and terrible as to be almost alarming to
Fra. P. I must mention that he had hitherto regarded her only
as a voluptuous and passionate woman of the world, or perhaps
in part as a fellow-artist ; no thought of her use in his occult work
had ever crossed his mind.

‘However, the state described, one little removed from that of
an amorous but infuriated lioness, suddenly and without warning
gave place to a profound calm hardly distinguishable from pro-
phetic trance, and she began to describe what she was seeing.’

An old man with a long white beard had appeared to Sister
Virakam. In his hand he held a wand, on his breast was a large
claw, and on his finger a ring, beneath the transparent glass top
of which was a white feather of a bird of paradise. He told her to
make herself perfectly passive so that he might communicate with
her freely.

Crowley, who was not particularly interested in Mary d’Este’s
ravings, suddenly began to listen carefully. He had recognized
that she was in communication with an Intelligence—she called
him Abuldiz—who was trying to get a message through to him.

1Virakam, Sanscrit stem RAK, meaning ‘I construct, perform’,
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‘P. then began to “challenge” the old man.

‘The seer was not seeing clearly, and was terribly afraid of
the whole business.

‘He gave his name as Abuldiz.

‘He promised to come and “make all clear”, after seven days
at 11 p.m.’ (The Magical Record of Perdurabo).

The following day, the 22nd, Perdurabo and Virakam went off
to St. Moritz and engaged a suite in the Palace Hotel.

‘My first surprise was to find that I had brought with me
exactly those Magical Weapons which were suitable for the work
proposed, and no others. But a yet more startling circumstance
was to come, For the purpose of the Cairo Working, Ouarda
and I had bought two abbai; one, scarlet for me; one, blue, for
her. I had brought mine to St. Moritz; the other was, of course
in the possession of Ouarda. Imagine my amazement when
Virakam produced from her trunk a blue abbai so like Quarda’s
that the only differences were minute details of the gold
embroidery! The suggestion was that the Secret Chiefs, having
chosen Ouarda as Their messenger, could not use anyone else
until she had become irrevocably disqualified by insanity. Not
till now could her place be taken by another; and that Virakam
should possess a duplicate of her Magical Robe seemed a strong
argument that she had been consecrated by Them to take the
place of her unhappy predecessor.

‘She was very unsatisfactory as a clairvoyant; she resented
these precautions, She was a quick-tempered and impulsive
woman, always eager to act with reckless enthusiasm. My cold
scepticism no doubt prevented her from doing her best. Abuldiz
himself constantly demanded that I should show “faith”, and
warned me that I was wrecking my chances by my attitude.
I prevailed upon him, however, to give adequate proof of his
existence and his claim to speak with authority. The main pur-
port of his message was to instruct me to write a book on my
system of mysticism and magick, to be called Book Four, and
told me that by means of this book I should prevail against
public neglect. I saw no objection to writing such a book; on
quite rational grounds it was a proper course of action. I therefore
agreed to do so. But Abuldiz was determined to dictate the con-
ditions in which the book should be written; and this was a
difficult matter. He wanted us to travel to an appropriate place.
On this point I was not wholly satisfied with the result of my
cross-examination. I know now that I was much to blame
throughout. I was not honest either with him, myself, or Virakam.
I allowed material considerations to influence me, and I clung—
oh triple fool!—to my sentimental obligations towards Edith [Y].
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‘We finally decided to do what he asked, though part of my
objection was founded on his refusal to give us absolutely definite
instructions. However, we crossed the passes in a sleigh to
Chiavenna, whence we took the train to Milan. In this city we
had a final conversation with Abuldiz. I had exhausted his
patience, as he mine, and he told us that he would not visit us
any more. He gave us his final instructions. We were to go to
Rome and beyond Rome, though he refused to name the exact
spot. We were to take a villa and there write Book Four. I asked
him how we might recognize the right villa, I forget what
answer he gave through her, but for the first time he flashed a
message directly into my own consciousness. “You will recognize
it beyond the possibility of doubt or error,” he told me, With
this a picture came into my mind of a hillside on which were a
house and garden marked by two tall Persian Nuts.

‘The next day we went on to Rome. Owing to my own
Ananias-like attempt to “keep back part of the price”, my rela-
tions with Virakam had become strained. We reached Naples
after two or three quarrelsome days in Rome and began house-
hunting. I imagine that we should find dozens of suitable places
to choose from, but we spent day after day scouring the city and
suburbs in an automobile, without finding a single place to let
that corresponded in the smallest degree with our ideas.

‘Virakam’s brat was to join us for the Christmas holidays,
and on the day he was due to arrive we motored out as a forlorn
hope to Posilippo before meeting him at the station at 4 o’clock
or thereabouts. But the previous night Virakam had a dream in
which she saw the desired villa with absolute clearness. (I had
been careful to say nothing to her about the Persian Nuts, so
as to have a weapon against her in case she insisted that such
and such a place was the one intended.)

‘After a fruitless search we turned our a2utomobile towards
Naples, along the crest of Posilippo. At one point there is a small
side lane scarcely negotiable by motor, and indeed hardly
perceptible, as it branches from the main road so as to form an
acute-angled “Y” with the foot towards Naples. But Virakam
sprang excitedly to her feet, and told the chauffeur to drive down
it. T was astonished, she being hysterically anxious to meet the
train, and our time being already almost too short. But she
swore passionately that the villa was down that lane. The road
became constantly roughter and narrower. After some time, it
came out on the open slope; a low stone parapet on the left
protecting it. Again she sprang to her feet. “There,” she cried,
pointing with her finger, “is the villa I saw in my dream!”
I looked. No villa was visible. I said so. She had to agree; yet
stuck to her point that she saw it. I subsequently returned to
that spot and found that a short section of wall, perhaps 15 feet
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of narrow edge of masonry, is just perceptible through a gap in
the vegetation.

‘We came to a tiny piazza, on one side of which was a church,
“That is the square and the church,” she exclaimed, “that I
saw in my dream!”

‘The lane grew narrower, rougher, and steeper. Little more
than 100 yards ahead it was completely “up’, blocked with
heaps of broken stone. The chauffeur protested that he would be
able neither to turn the car nor to back it up to the square.
Virakam, in a violent rage, insisted on proceeding. 1 shrugged
my shoulders. I had got accustomed to these typhoons.

‘We drove on a few yards. Then the chauffeur made up his
mind to revolt, and stopped the car. On the left was a wide open
gate through which we could see a gang of workmen engaged in
pretending to repair a ramshackle villa. Virakam called the fore-
man and asked in broken Italian if the place was to let. He told
her no; it was under repair, With crazy confidence she dragged
him within and forced him to show her over the house. I sat in
resigned disgust, not deigning to follow. Then my eyes suddenly
saw down the garden two trees close together. I stopped. Their
tops appeared. They were Persian Nuts!

“The stupid coincidence angered me, and yet some irresistible
instinct compelled me to take out my note-book and pencil and
jot down the name written over the gate—Villa Caldarazzo. 1dly,
I added up the letters. Their sum struck me like a bullet in my
brain. It was 418, the number of the Magical Formula of the
Aeon, a numerical hieroglyph of the Great Work. Abuldiz had
made no mistake, My recognition of the right place was not to
depend on a mere matter of trees, which might be found almost
anywhere. Recognition beyond all possibility of doubt was what
he promised. He had been as good as his word.

‘I was entirely overwhelmed. I jumped out of the car and ran
up to the house. I found Virakam in the main room. The instant
I entered I understood that it was entirely suited for a temple,
The walls were decorated with crude frescoes which somehow
suggested the exact atmosphere proper to the Work, The very
shape of the room seemed somechow significant. Further, it
seemed as if it were filled with a peculiar emanation. This
impression must not be dismissed as sheer fancy. Few men but
are sufficiently sensitive to distinguish the spiritual aura of
certain buildings. It is impossible not to feel reverence in certain
cathedrals and temples.

‘Virakam of course was entirely certain that this was the villa
for us. Against this was the positive statement of the people in
charge that it was not to be let. We refused to accept this assertion,
We took the name and address of the owner, dug him out, and
found him willing to give us immediate possession at a small
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rent. We went in on the following day, and settled down almost
at once to consecrate the Temple and begin the book.

“The idea was as follows. I was to dictate; Virakam to trans-
scribe. . . .

In this place and manner was created Book Four, by Frater
Perdurabo and Soror Virakam, perhaps the clearest and wittiest
account of those two cloudy and solemn subjects, magic and yoga.
The spelling MAGICK, with the Saxon % added to the ¢, was here
used by Crowley for the first time, to distinguish his brand, which
was the Science of the Magi, from all counterfeits. Book Four
contains that brilliant essay, ‘An Interlude,” on the magical secrets
concealed in nursery rhymes—it is Crowley at his best.

‘I [Soror Virakam] wrote this book down from Frater
Perdurabo’s dictation at the Villa Caldarazzo, Posilippo, Naples,
where I was studying under him, a villa actually prophesied to
us long before we reached Naples by that Brother of the A" A",
who appeared to me in Ziirich. Any point which was obscure
to me was cleared up in some new discourse (the discourses have
consequently been rearranged). Before printing, the whole work
was read by several persons of rather less than average intelli-
gence, and any point not quite clear even to them has been
elucidated.

‘May the whole Path now be plain to all!

‘Frater Perdurabo is the most honest of all the great religious
teachers. Others have said: “Believe me!” He says: “Don’t
believe me!” He does not ask for followers; would despise and
refuse them. He wants an independent and self-reliant body of
students to follow out their own methods of research. If he can
save them time and trouble by giving a few useful “tips”, his
work will have been done to his own satisfaction. . . .’

After completing Book Four ‘the programme was cut short. The
secret contest between the Wiil of Virakam and my own broke into
open hostility. A serious quarrel led to her dashing off to Paris.’

From occasional lines in The Magical Record one can surmise
that the stress of magick was sometimes more than Sister Virakam
could bear, Thus:

‘Seer being excited by a half bottle of Pommery 1904 and by
Eros. . . . Towards the end [of the ceremony] she cried: “The
Beast!” amid her groans.’

After Mary d’Este Sturges had rejoined Isadora Duncan,
Crowley returned to Edith Y., for in the Summer of 1913 the
violinist and the magician set off for Moscow together at the head
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of a troupe of chorus girls whom Crowley called The Ragged
Rag-Time Girls.

He claimed the credit for organizing this party and devising the
show. On the 3rd of March they had appeared, he said, at the Old
Tivoli and ‘taken London by storm’.

If there was not some evidence for it, the whole story of Crowley
the Impresario would seem too incongruous to be credible. He did
not, however, sustain this role for long.

‘It was a sickening business,” he wrote, ‘but it brought me
into contact with a class of society to which I had been altogether
a stranger; from the coarse agent to the brutal producer and
vulgar performer—all alike in their absolute absorption in
money-making, all equally ignorant of and contemptuous of art
in itself, all equally mean, cowardly, callous, and unscrupulous
in everything that touched “the Show”,

‘At the Russian frontier, we plunged from civilization and
order headlong into confusion and anarchy. No one on the train
could speak a word even of German. We were thrown out at
Warsaw into a desolation which could hardly have been exceeded
had we dropped on the moon. At last we found a loafer who
spoke 2 little German, but no man knew or cared about the
trains to Moscow. We ultimately drove to another station. A
train was due to leave, but they would not find us accommoda-
tion. We drove once more across the incoherent city, and this
time found room in a train which hoped to go to Moscow at the
average rate of some ten miles an hour. The compartment con-
tained shelves covered with loose dirty straw on which the
passengers indiscriminately drank, gambled, quarrelled and made
love. There was no discipline, no order, no convenience.

‘At first I blamed myself, my ignorance of the language and
so on for the muddle in Warsaw; but the British Consul told
me that he had himself been held up there by railway mismanage-
ment on one occasion for forty-eight hours, When we reached
Moscow there was no one at the station who could take charge
of our party., We found a hotel for ourselves, and rooms for the
girls, more by good luck than design. About one in the morning
they sent for Edith to rescue them. She found them standing on
rickety tables, screaming with fear. They had been attacked by
bed-bugs. Luckily I had warned Edith that in Russia the bug
is as inseparable from the bed as the snail from his shell.

‘In a day or two things calmed down. Then there came sud-
denly upon me a period of stupenduous spiritual impulse—even
more concentrated than that of 1911, In a café I met a young
Hungarian girl named Anny T.; tall, tense, lean as a starving
leopardess, with wild insatiable eyes and a long straight thin
mouth, a scarlet scar which seemed to ache with the anguish
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of hunger for some satisfaction beyond earth’s power to supply.
We came together with irresistible magnetism. We could not
converse in human language. I had forgotten nearly all Russian;
and her German was confined to a few broken cries. But we had
no need of speech. The love between us was ineffably
intense., It still inflames my inmost spirit. She had passed
beyond the region where pleasure had meaning for her. She
could only feel through pain, and my own means of making her
happy was to inflict physical cruelties as she directed. This kind
of relation was altogether new to me; and it was perhaps because
of this, intensified as it was by the environment of the self-
torturing soul of Russia, that I became inspired to create for
the next six weeks.

‘I saw Anny almost every day for an hour or so. The rest of
my time I spent (for the most part) in the garden of the
Hermitage® or the Aquarium [where the Ragged Rag-Time Girls
were performing], writing for dear life. In Moscow, in the sum-
mer months, day fades into night, night brighens into day with
imperceptible subtlety. There is a spiritual clarity in the air
itself which is indescribable, From time to time the bells reinforce
the silence with an unearthly music which never jars or tires.
The hours steam by so intoxicatingly that the idea of time itself
disappears from consciousness.’

In this atmosphere Crowley wrote his poem on Moscow entitled
The City of God. The following January it was published in the
opening pages of The English Review:

Gold upon gold, dome above dome, faint arrow
Kindling sharp crescent, as the sunrays swept,
Save for one midnight moment when one narrow
Fierce ray, exhaling from no eye that slept
Of God, our God, the sun—gold upon gold,
Frond upon frond, fold upon fold
Of walls like leaves and cupolas like flowers,
And spires and domes that were as fabled fruit
Of the low lands beyond the pillared seas . . .
Then was I caught up into rapture—yea!
From heaven to heaven was I swept away.
And all that shadow city past,
And I was in the City of God at last.
This city was alive, athrob, astir,
Shaped as the sacred, secret place of Her
That hath no name on earth, whose whisper we
Catch only in the silence of the sea.
And through it poured a river of sunset blood,

I The Hermitage is not in Moscow, but St. Petersburg (Leningrad).
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Pulsing its coral and colossal flood
Throughout the city, and lifting it aloft. . . .

In Moscow at this time he also wrote the Hymn ro Pan, the best
known and most characteristic of his poems.

Sexual Magic in Victoria Street

DurING the last decade of the 19th century there travelled about
the East in search of esoteric knowledge a wealthy ironmaster and
high-grade mason called Karl Kellner. From one Arab and two
Indian yogis of the Tantric school—their names have come down
to us as Soliman ben Aifha, Bhima Sen Pratap and Sri Mahatma
Agamya Guru Paramahamsa—he learnt a profound secret.

This secret is, essentially, the same as that which Freud was dis-
covering through his investigations into the aetiology of hysteria;
namely, that sex was the key to man’s nature. In the history of
Western thought the time was ripe for the acceptance of such views,

Kellner was a dapper-looking Viennese with a soft, impression=
able air; he had neither the mystical gaze of his masonic brother,
Franz Hartmann, nor the smug look of those two other brethren,
Heinrich Klein and Theodor Reuss, all Grand Masters of the
Ancient and Accepted Scottish Rite, and the Rites of Memphis
and Mizraim, and probably of other masonic and Rosicrucian
bodies as well. On his return to Germany, brother Kellner
expounded the mysteries of yoga and the philosophy of the left-
hand path which he called sexual magic. If, he reasoned, sex went
to the heart of the matter, there was no need to wade through
ninety-seven degrees (of the Rite of Memphis) to expound this
mystery. The way to God, in the light of this newly acquired
knowledge, was so profound and yet so simple.

0, disciple!

Who seeks it, will suffer;
Wheo finds it, conceal it;

Who uses it, let no one know.
He who is a true philosopher
Shall remain unknown.

The great secret could be told in nine degrees at most. And
Brother Kellner proposed that they should rewrite all their rituals
and form a new secret order, reserved for the few initiated, of their
various masonic and Rosicrucian bodies. Thus, in the year 1902,
the Ordo Templi Orientis, or the Order of the Templars of the
East, was founded. It claimed it could communicate in nine
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degrees! the secrets, not only of Freemasonry, but of the Gnostic
Catholic Church, the Rosicrucians, the Order of the Knights of
the Holy Ghost, the Order of the Illuminati, the Order of the
Kanights of St. John, the Order of the Knights of Malta, the Order
of the Knights of the Holy Sepulchre, the Hidden Church of the
Holy Graal, the Holy Order of Rose Croix of Heredom, the Order
of the Martinists, the Order of the Sat Bhai, and many other
orders of equal merit, if of less fame.

In the Oriflamme, the organ of the O.T.O., the nature of the
teachings of this occult organization was in 1904 stated with calm
and surprising clarity:

‘Our Order possesses the KEY which opens up all Masonic
and Hermetic secrets, namely, the teaching of sexual magic, and
this teaching explains, without exception, all the secrets of
Nature, all the symbolism of FREE-MASONRY and all systems
of religion.’

Now, Karl Kellner claimed, with the customary vagueness and
mysteriousness of a leader of secret societies, that this new sexual
teaching had been communicated to him through the Hermeric
Brotherhood of Light, an international occult order which most
probably never existed. And this order had kept the sexual teachings
of another order, that of the Templars, which certainly once
existed, but which may never have taught anything of the kind.
(If a faction of them had done so, that teaching was never pre-
served to be handed over to Brother Keliner.)

The Knights Templars, whose monastic-military order was sup-
pressed amid a great and tragic scandal in the beginning of the 14th
century, supplied Kellner’s society with its title, but the Ordo
Templi Orientis was not the first secret society of modern times
to give out that it preserved the rites of the original Templars.

It is thought that the charges against the Poor Knights of the
Temple were no more wue that those against witches during
later times. Their confessions, extracted under torture, are
naturally suspect. On the other hand, that great authority on
witchcraft, demonology, and other quaint subjects, the Reverend
Montague Summers, considered that the truth of the charges
can hardly be denied; and he explained the Templars’ satanism
and homosexuality as due to their ties with the East, They were,
he said, Gnostic heretics. Briefly, they were alleged to have denied
Christ and to have spat on the Cross; to have given one another the
obscene kiss, the osculum obscaenwm, practised unnatural vice, and
to have worshipped an androgynous idol called Baphomet—a
name which has been the subject of much speculation and research.

T There was also a tenth degree of an honorary character to distinguish the ‘Supreme
and Holy King’ of the Order in each country where the O.T.O. was established,
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Whether or not the Templars really did these things—because
they were atheists or Gnostic heretics or sat at the feet of the
Old Man of the Mountains—I do not know. The only point that
matters here is that Crowley, and the rest of these Continental
‘Oriental Templars’, thought they did. If the Templars indulged in
a practice so horrible that the law will not allow its name to appear
in print, and made it part of a ‘religious’ ritual, then, according to
Aleister Crowley, they had indeed arrived at wisdom.

The appearance of Baphomet, the Templars’ idol, has been
described in different and contradictory ways. He was a face; he
was two faces; he was three faces; he had a beard; he was just a
bare skull without any face or beard at all. Another opinion was
that Baphomet had a beard all right, but that it was attached to
the chin of a goat, symbol of lust.

The Templars called him their saviour; he could make the
flowers grow, the earth to germinate. Because of him their coffers
were filled. . . .

An Austrian orientalist of the last century, Baron Joseph von
Hammer-Pirgstall, was the first to offer the true interpretation of
the word Baphomet after examining in particular the inscription
upon a coffer found in Burgundy. The name, he says, is derived
from two Greek words Pagri ufTeos, meaning the baptism of
Metis (Wisdom), or as Montague Summers has Englished it, the
Absorption into Wisdom. It is equivalent to the word Wisdom
itself,t

The translation of the inscription on the Burgundy coffer
examined by Baron Joseph von Hammer-Purgstall yielded: ‘Let
Metis (i.e. Baphomet) be exalted, who causes things to bud and
blossom! He is our root; it is one and seven; abjure the faith and
abandon thyself to all pleasures.’

In other words, Glorify Baphomet; he is the true god. Renounce
Christianity and Do what thou wilt,

One night in 1912 there came a tap on the door of Crou{ley’s
chambers in Victoria Street and a mysterious stranger with a

! There is no record of the word Bagt in the sense of baptism, whether in its
literal or figurative sense, either in the classical Greek dictionaries or the diction=
aries covering the Hellenistic period which includes the early period of Christianity.
And the word Pagt| written in English alphabetical characters would be BAPHE
and not BATHE; for the English equivalent of the Greek consonantal sound of
¢— which is the third letter of the word Ba¢h—is ph and not th (as in thin). I
cannot think of a single Greek word in which a change of letters or sounds like
the above has taken place. Therefore, I make so bold as to suggest that the first
component word is pdafos (BATHOS) =the depth or height, as measured up or
down. The word has always been used by the Greeks to describe the depth of
wisdom as well as of folly, of Paradise and Hades, of man and beast. The word
appears copiously in both meanings in Old, Early Christian and Middle Greek.
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handle-bar moustache and pince-nez asked to see him. It was
Theodor Reuss, head of the Ordo Templi Orientis since Karl
Kellner had died ‘in mysterious circumstances’ in 1905. (Being an
enterprising man and a patriot, Reuss was also a member of the
German secret service.)

He did not waste his words. Straightway he accused Crowley of
publishing the innermost secret of the O.T.O., the so-called
secret of the IXth degree,

Crowley denied it. He didn’t know, he said, what their secret
was,

Reuss replied by going to the bookshelf and taking out that
little book, each page of which is enclosed in a heavy black border,
called Liber CCCXXXIII: the Book of Lies. He opened it at the
page which begins, ‘Let the Adept be armed with his Magick Rood
and provided with his Mystic Rose’, and showed it to Crowley.

Crowley had, of course, been poking about in the same dark
corners of the mind as these German ‘Oriental Templars’. Naturally
he had discovered their secret, but it might equally be said that
they had discovered his. Reuss begged him never to reveal it
improperly: it was the most sacred secret in the world, Crowley,
moved by Reuss’s eloquence and the seriousness of what they were
discussing, solemnly swore he wouldn’t divulge it. It was, in fact,
the only secret he ever kept.
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The two adepts talked long into the night. ‘Since,’ argued
Brother Merlin (Herr Reuss’s magical name), ‘you know our
hidden sex teachings, you had better come into our Order, and
be its head for Great Britain,” Crowley, who never declined a dinner,
an adventure, or a title, readily agreed, and so, after a journey to
Berlin, he was transformed with due ceremony into ‘the Supreme
and Holy King of Ireland, Iona, and all the Britains that are in
the Sanctuary of the Gnosis’.! And with that keenness and audacity
of mind which sees, and seizes, the main point, he gave himself the
magical name, corresponding with his elevated position in this
mystic order, of Baphomet.?

In the same year, at the Special Convocation (held in Crowley’s
Fulham Road studio) of the Supreme Sanctuary of the Ancient
and Primitive Rite of Masonry, Crowley was elected Patriarch
Grand Administrator General 33°, 90°, 96° of the Order.

Crowley and Reuss pooled their other secrets. Brother Merlin
explained to Brother Baphomet the theory behind that school of
alchemy which uses sexual fluids and the ‘elixir of life’. And
Brother Baphomet made more explicit the (homo) sexual wisdom of
The Scented Garden of Abdullah the Satirist of Shiraz. He also
offered to rewrite the rituals of the Order of Oriental Templars—
they were then only in skeletal form—as Yeats had rewritten those
of the Golden Dawn for MacGregor Mathers, He was invited to
do so, and speedily transformed them into honeyed English,
inextricably wound them round The Book of the Law and made
them unintelligible—in any final sense—without a knowledge of
certain facts in the life of Aleister Crowley. In addition he wrote
for the Order his Gnostic Mass (ECCLESIAE GNOSTICAE
CATHOLICAE CANON MISSAE), in which the IXth degree
secret of the O.T.O. is presented in fairly obvious symbols, and
wound that, too, round the deification of himself,

And I believe in the Serpent and the Lion, Mystery

of Mystery, and his name Baphomet.

And I believe in one Gnostic Catholic Church

of Light, Love and Liberty, the Word of whose Law is
GEAHMA,

This Gnostic Mass was translated into German and published
in the Oriflamme, It was received by the rest of the Templars with

1 The name of the British section of the O.T.O. wasthe M.* . M. . M.’ .,
(Mysteria Mystica Maxima). X

2Tt is from Crowley that I have taken the story of his elevation to the throne of
Baphomet, As if the matter were not mysterious enough, he had to throw this contra-
diction into it: his book, Liber CCCXXXIII, was not published till 1913, a year after
Reuss’s visit! This makes nonsense of it all, but as there is no doubt that Reuss actually
called on him about the year 1912, one can either believe that he confused this book with
another—in most of Crowley’s writings Reuss could have recognized the secret of the
IXth dlegree—or that these two adepts were in a time-sequence one year in advance of the
normal,
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disquiet. They had not accepted The Book of the Law, and they
objected to Crowley swallowing their Order. Theodor Reuss came
in for a fair amount of criticism; but he also had found Crowley-
anity rather too much. The glorification of Aleister Crowley had
not been part of their bargain.

Two factors prevented Crowley’s expulsion from the O.T.O.
In spite of all its bombast and apparent activity, the Order was now
more or less ineffectual, existing largely on paper. When it had
been founded, it could count among its members that man of
genius called Rudolf Steiner, who had been its head for Austria;
but by 1914 the best German freemasons were cold-shouldering it,
and looking upon Reuss as a kind of cad. And before the question-
able character of Aleister Crowley could come up for debate, and he
could affront the Order by further acts of personal expression, he
moved out of their orbit by going to America.

The Wizard in the Wood

AT the outbreak of the First World War Crowley was in Switzer-
land. He quickly returned to England and made, he said, every
attempt to persuade the Government to employ him. But they did
not want Aleister Crowley. He attributed their refusal to his sinister
reputation, which for some years he had been painstakingly building
up. He had, it is true, some peculiar habits: that of giving women
the Serpent’s Kiss, for example, or of defecating on the drawing-
room carpet or on the stairs of a friend’s house. Like the Dalai
Lama, Crowley considered his excreta sacred.!

‘Good heavens, look at that!” exclaimed a certain Mrs. Madeline
B. to Isadora Duncan. The two ladies were sitting on the terrace
of a café in Montparnasse.

A man was passing, clad in a sky-blue knickerbocker suit, with
beret to match, and a walking-stick of the identical colour.

‘Oh, it’s Aleister Crowley,’ replied Isadora.

Crowley came over and was introduced to Mrs. B. As he took
her hand he said, ‘May I give you the Serpent’s Kiss?’

He didn’t wait for an answer, raised her wrist to his mouth and
bit the flesh between two teeth which (some say) had been especially
filed for that purpose. He drew blood and infected her.

This revolting habit is described in Crowley’s novel Moonchild:

‘She was fascinated ; she could not rise to greet him. He came
over to her, caught her throat in both his hands, bent back
her head, and, taking her lips in his teeth, bit them—bit them
almost through. It was a single deliberate act: instantly he
3 For information on this subject, consult Bourke, Scatalogrc Rites, 1891.
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released her, sat down upon the couch by her, and made some
trivial remark about the weather.’

The war had fulfilled one of the prophecies of The Book of the
Laww. Whilst the floods menaced the earth, the magical task of the
brethren (according to an encyclical from Baphomet to all those
within the Sanctuary of the Gnosis) was to build an Ark wherein
the Sacred Phallus may be hidden—‘so that although the Tradition
be destroyed in the destruction of the Brains that bear it, it shall
be possible for those coming after us to recover the Lost Word’.

On the 24th October, 1914, with fifty pounds and his wax paper
charter of Honorary Magus of the Societas Rosicruciana in America
in his pocket, Crowley departed in the Lusitania for the United
States. His reputation had preceded him. The World Magazine
had published in August an account of London devil-worshippers
and of their leader, Aleister Crowley.

‘I found myself in a large, high-ceilinged studio the atmosphere
of which was coloured a deep blue by the reek of a peculiar
smelling incense. In the first room stood row on row of books
bound in black and marked on their backs with queer, malformed
crosses wrought in silver. The second room was fitted up with
divans and literally carpeted with multitudes of cushions tossed
here and yon. In the third and largest room stood a tall, per-
pendicular canopy under which the high priest sat during the
celebration of black mass. Directly in front of it, on a floor
tessellated and mosaiced with parti-coloured patterns and
marked with cabalistic signs, stood the altar, a black pedestal
on top of which was affixed a golden circle. Across the latter
lay a golden serpent, as if arrested in the act of crawling. I heard
someone behind a curtain playing a weird Chinese-like air on
some sort of stringed instrument,

“The feel of the whole place was decidedly uncanny. . .. One
by one the worshippers entered. They were mostly women of
aristocratic type. Their delicate fingers adorned with costly rings,
their rustling silks, the indefinable elegance of their carriage
attested their station in life., It was whispered to me that not a
few people of noble descent belonged to the Satanists. Everybody
wore a little black domino which concealed the upper part of
the face, making identification impossible. Hung with black
velvet curtains, the place presented a decidedly sepulchral
aspect. The complexions of the women seemed as white as wax,
There was a fitful light furnished by a single candlestick having
seven branches. Suddenly this went out and the place was filled
with subterranean noises like the sound of a violent wind moving
among innumerable leaves. Then came the slow, monotonous
chant of the high priest: “There is no good. Evil is good. Blessed
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be the Principle of Evil. All hail, Prince of the World, to whom
even God Himself has given dominion.” A sound as of evil
bleating filled t