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You bear a traitor’s bra
You bear a liar’s bra
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ADAPTATION OF “
” TO THE NEEDS OF THE BRETHREN

ffort of mine certain “
” have objected, saying, “

accursed thing.”

Let me, however, tell these “ ’s clothing,”
these “ ”, carried

that they are “
” (Rev. xxii. 

hey are “
”

* See preface to “ Hymns for the Little Flock.”



), and that they “

” (Rev. xxi. ), “
” (Mark. ix. 

Let me only add that they are “
” (Matt. viii. 

“
” (Matt. xxiii. 

bringing forth “ ” (Gal. v. 
especially “ faith, hope and charity.” “

” (1 Cor. xiii. 

“ .”

At the name of Barton, Raven’s host doth flee,
‘Arthy’s following, on to victory,

Stoney’s scoundrels shiver at Our howls of rage,



Raven’s lot can never ’gainst the lord prevail,
We are his brave followers, you are Satan’s tail.

Christians’ necks our footstool, Heaven itself Our throne

— —

—

—



“ Green Alps.”—

Joy’s fulness is fainting for passion and sorrow.



Over Winter’s eclipse,





In the wood’s deepest dell
—

Torture’s red torch shall flare



“ ”



“ ’TIS PITY—”
—

The charcoal’s vaporous fume

Come, nestle with me in sweet Death’s hot womb

—

—



“ ’TIS PITY—”

In Love’s exultant leaping



“
Make barren our lives.”—

sun of love shone through my love’s de

“ ”—

—

Where love’s breath chars and scorches like a coal.
—

A lost, lost soul, a soul in Satan’s bands,







; love’s posture perfectly



But thou come with me o’er the gate of death.

—



Fit for our candle, and by devils’ might

Till, like king Satan’s sympathetic breath,



Rise o’er the wor

But cling as hard as serpent’s wedlock is,







—

Loves that are not, as are mortals’, hued







For death, the anodyne of pain, for sleep, earth’s trivial



They murder with the old perfume that maddens all men’s



hell’s princeliest boon,

To thy mad petals, green and gold like angels’ wings,

God’s essence fills

To lure a soul to hell, to draw some saint’s charred lust,

Another sacrifice to sin, another poet’s heart to

While Sorrow’s tears would overwhelm the warriors of



—

Life’s 





Circe’s

dance’s



harlot’s



And with our laughter’s nails refix his torn flesh faster to



haggard sun’s 

sin’s 
—

—



Race of Cain, for hunger’s need,



—

And to earth cast Heaven’s Lord

God by Fate’s treachery shorn of liturgies



Familiar healer of man’s suffering

—

Of the belated sot, ’mid surging steeds



œ

Who in girls’ eyes and hearts 

Staff of the exiled, the inventor’s spark,

They turn their eyes to ocean’s distant ring



O Bacchus, soother of men’s ancient pains.

To hide a whip ’neath flowing robes are fain,



—
Was’t that the corpse, swollen out with a lascivious breeze,



whene’er he plies

Star of my eyes that are, and still my nature’s sun,



When thy bruised broken body’s horrid weight

Lift up on high, a butt for all men’s hate —



On roads o’erstrewn with branches and fresh flowers

—

Grant that one day my soul ’neath Knowledge



In it all creatures’ thirst relief hath found

—

—
My love’s a bed of needles made to pierce,

As in my musing thought’s vague random dart
I slowly poised my dagger o’er my heart,
I saw in full noon o’er my forehead form



—

“

”

dominates cloud tops or demon’s cry)—

Had I not seen, ’mid their obscene herd led,



unto which a gambler’s fingers cling

Holds in the reverent poet’s lifted soul

And pride, this treasure of all beggar’s strife

“ ”

—



* Versified from the Manuscript called “ ש ש .”





O thou Beauty’s Self,

“ Eli, Eli, lamma sabachthani,”





“



”
Now, by Initiation’s dangerous path

o drown this glory with earth’s quivering gloom.











Typhon’s replacer



In His great Name, your God’s, I say, arise

invocations given in Dr Dee’s famous record of magical 





THE HERMIT’S HYMN TO SOLITUDE

Of thine own light in thine own soul’s eclipse



THE HERMIT’S HYMN TO SOLITUDE



THE HERMIT’S HYMN TO SOLITUDE

I sat and listened, if God’s voice should break

—

Only the spirit’s axis, will,



THE HERMIT’S HYMN TO SOLITUDE

Thy name for Sorrow’s, or for Death’s or Fear’s
—

wed, nor as Wisdom’s heard



THE HERMIT’S HYMN TO SOLITUDE

Beyond eternity’s

And being in thee, as in my hermit’s hood
—



the sorrow of the silence of the sunset, when the world’s 



Leads from the wan moon’s image, shadowy in the air,
—

—

—

—



—



like from the heaven’s unreverberant 

—



Lord of the Lion’s house of strength, exalted
In the Ram’s horns

œ



—

—

œ



œ
Poet’s pavilion.



—







ove, and my wings feel no wind’s 

I have no limbs as a God’s to close thee in and hold

Not a golden shower is my love, but a child’s tear of distress.



Give me the strength of a panther, the tiger’s strenuous 

The lion’s limbs that span there some thrice the turn of the 

—

As the long shore’s rugged length that battles with the sea.

r’s golden





—



Oh, brand how worse than Cain’s

—

—

How keen the music of my body’s song
How white the blossom of my body’s light



In the deep fountain’s s

Deep through sleep’s chambers to the gate of Hell,



The legend, “

Here are the lustres and the flames of death.”

For He was silent as my body’s kiss,

The vast creation round him cried “ ”,



!  and in a well’s untroubled pool
—

!  “ ”
—

—

“ Take back,” I cried, “ ”



“ I wield Thy Power.”  With my magic rod

“

My cloud is mighty as thy mystic Fire.”

“ ”

To gaze for ever on the ocean’s face,



—
—

—



within the forest’

Shot from the West, cadence of Daylight’s word



glow dies, leaves cold Citlaltepetl’s steep.

Cyclopean, that is dead, now, as a man’s desire.

’

Over a sadder lake than Sicily’s—



Of music’s light, the desolate nightingale



the world’s whole heart is listening

Hover like wolves behind the summer’s breath.



And mighty crest of Orizaba’s snow

—

Gorged with the day’s indecent festival.

—



And thou who tak’st it, shall be subtly drawn



Sprang, ’mid deep thunderous throats of majesty,

Than the sea’s crest volcano

Queen of all laughter’s lands



Life of the earth, God’s chi Man’s bride, the light of the 



Of the day’s amber fallen to 







Creation’s sated sigh

Life’s miserable lie.



He sits, holds bed’s last slattern

—
—

Springs from Apollo’s bowstring to his heart

“
—

”



fire’s cheerful light

Where the white sea runs o’er the sandy neck

—



; the storm’s wild tune

Across the moor’s inhospitable heather
—

— —

—

—

—
!  “ ”



no one’s there

My whole soul’s life out as some shadow brushed

—

Groans like a ghost’s, the desolate house of fear
—

d book, the blackness blazoned o’er

And dreadful names of necromancer’s lore

When the hissed whisper came, “
They’re coming ” and “ They’re coming ” when the wind

— —



—
“ ” 

— —

—
—

—

Rings in the voice above the storm’s wild roar
It cries “ ”



Like a white bird’s song bright and bold

As silent as the grave’s.



Like to a man’s
— —

In the man’s brain



Death, and nought died.  The king’s brow fell.

Swan’s throat, dove’s eyes, moon’s breast, and woman’s 

“ ”
The girl’s warm song of the Siesta’s hour.

The king’s slow steps advance.



—
—

serpent’s glory, and— —

Shaped like an Oread’s breast arose beyond,

—
—

Nor moon’s benignant might.

Bound in no tyrant’s yoke

Life’s enviable span



Only death’s joys assuage

Reaching from aeons wrote they “
Men hate, the children suffer.”  In the place

—

—
—

“

curved Arabian character.”
Whereat the king, “
In its own cry its cause.”

(For so men called the city’s name

But the king’s mood was otherwise this day.
Along time’s river, fifty years away,



With gold hair curling like the spring sun’s gold,

And lithe with all a young fawn’s loveliness.

Beyond that city’s joy

hra’s father) “
love’s own city, give me leave to wing

I turned the shallop’s prow

—

—I would travel to that land.”
—



The king’s thought turned at last

Whose texture was a woman’s hair

Of gleaming light, but the moon’s s

“ I am not weary of the soul of spring”
He said, “

No seed of sorrow,” yet his heart was stir

Through summer’s idle days.



All the dear beauty of art’s soul sublime

At the white water’s edge
Where the king’s pinnace lodged

Bore the moon’s own bright brow

From the orb’s utter crown
O’er the horizon

Than in a maiden’s dream

—



The cedar’s branching hair,
The comet’s glory, and the woman’s smile,

Without the lute’s own word.

“ ”
(He mused) “

—

—

”



After the bride’s night, lost in subtler snows

—

The moon’s face stoop and draw



Even for love’s sake all the wealth of love)

Of this one’s love grew up in him



Of even the air’s profane caresses,

—

Nor can the poet’s eye



With sleep’s own secret eyes and eyelashes,

— —

But death’s veil draws, life’s mother to discover,



Far on the misty ocean’s verge flares out the Southern 

As forest green by thunder thinned meets fire’s emblazonry.



In nature’s bosom, in God’s face, I read 

Here, in the Law’s impassive shrine, no hope is of release.

Thy face as a maid’s in a glass





Whispers “
I am alone.”

The night is taken from love, and love’s guerdon

And the fool’s and the wise man’s anguish



“ ”

(Nature’s self)
h in woman’s raiment,

“



“ ”

And themselves the Maenads on my shoulders”
willed’s folly lights the laugher

In the mockery’s self i

Theirs who penetrate the poet’s purpose

—

So that laughter’s self grows gross and hateful.



“ ”

Style “ ”

Cries, “ ἀγ ὡς ταχιστα,  του χρονου δε
σοι φθονω ”—“

”

“

”



“ ”

—

All hath past beyond the soul’s delusion.



“
me.”



“
me.”

“

But hate will cease if love increase,” so 

The truth that “ ” those others do not 

— —



—
emperate and truthful ain’t,



Who thinks “ I did the wrong,” laments his going on the Path 

Who thinks “ ” and goes rejoicing on the Path 



Amata’s path is Earnestness, Dispersion Death’s disciples 

entration’s 

follow after vanity, those men of evil wisdom’s sect



He mounts to wisdom’s palace, looks serene upon the 

pointed thought’s re



Mara’s dominion t

Where’er it listeth runneth thought, the tameless trembling 

—

travelling, bodiless, hidden i’th’ heart, 

Mara’s chains.



Mara with wisdom’s shaft assail

emned of all, and void of sense and understanding’s 



O who shall overcome this earth, the world of God’s and 
Yama’s power

The seeker shall subdue this earth, the world of God’s and 
Yama’s power

Breaking dread Mara’s flower
Death’s monarch shall not meet his sight.

—

As the bee gathers nectar, hurts not the flower’s colour, 



To others’ failures, others’ sins done or good deeds un

—



So ’mid the slothful worthless ones, the Walkers in 
Delusion’s power,

—



ST PATRICK’S DAY 

The iron Saxon’s blo

—



ST PATRICK’S DAY

—

—

Columbia’s

—

—



ST PATRICK’S DAY

For Ireland’s wrong, for Ireland’s ri

What pity knew the Saxon e’er



THE EARL’S QUEST

; the wind’s dark fingers warp



THE EARL’S QUEST

So deemed the weary Earl of the wind’

Of the path’s hate, and faced the wind, and saw

Like a black panther’s, and efface the East.



THE EARL’S QUEST

Over such eyesight as the Earl’s for murk.

He had esteemed such foolish devil’s craft

Its debt but headlong in his charger’s track

And the loud populace exclaimed “ ”,



THE EARL’S QUEST

Place his old hands upon the Earl’s, decree

—

—

—



THE EARL’S QUEST

— —

—
—

—

ory of god’s mouth ; “
Is not, nor the beginning.” 

—

a stake’s control,



THE EARL’S QUEST

Midway, a hermit’s hut stood solitary,

—

“ ”

Quoth the wise Earl, “

“

“ —

— —

“ — —

“ Hangs, veil of glamour, on my ‘ Quisque vult,’
The morion’s motto

—

“ may be adventure’s loss



THE EARL’S QUEST

“

“ Hid deep i’ the forests they would wand

—

“
—

“ Here’s for the hoste
there’s pelf to pay the score

“ —
Avaunt, old Merlin’s nonsense lore

”

— —

—



Why, there’s Convention’s corral
Here’s shame’s barbed wire
Here’s freedom’s falconry

There, labour’s danger—



o’er the tripod the pale priestess moans

I await thy oracle as the Delphian stone’s

—



—

“ There’s all my fortune.” “
”  Wearily, “ I am gay.”

“ ”  Simply, “ To die young.”



TO “ELIZABETH ”

“ There is no peace for him who lingereth.”

Either were vain.  The great magician’s soul



“ ‘ ποικιλοθρον’ , ἀθανατ’ ’ Αφροδιτα. ”
Σαπφω

“—
—”

—

O thou art simply perfect, don’t you know

—



e wheel is bounded by the world’s great girth.

Redeemed by no man’s sacrifice or worth,



Let God’s highest heaven receive the man who dies—

—

None by the chance of fate’s august decree.

—



—



—
—(he said), a lie of Hell’s, and all a partial course of 

any man’s that in fair Crete tracked through the laby



King’s Chamber, by the tomb of slain Osiris, in the

of life’s universal war chasing the pious pilgrim.  First

all the man’s work



ffort’s

Rapture’s royal throne is 

—







—



’s withdrawn

In that pallid grave dawn of Apollo’s

e air’s grey censer with perfumes intenser



My self into God’s.

—



—



—



—

“ ‘ ’

Aphrodite’s aid, they eventually succeeded in averting the curse
Zeus.  ‘ ’

—
‘



’

“
are concerned, we consider that the author of ‘

’ holds the first place among the latter day poets.”—

“

of unusual quality called ‘ Songs of the Spirit,’ by Aleister Crowley 

—

that saying of Amiel’s, ‘ ’â ’—

; others, such as ‘ ’ and that strange 
‘ Philosopher’s Progress,’ which begins

‘

Death’s face is as the face of Sleep
And Lust is likest Love,’

t least Blake’s impenetrable simplicity of form, and their 



; and ‘ ’ is by no means unworthy o

; but the verse of ‘ ’—
—

We venture to quote from a poem dated ‘ ’ some line 
exemplifying Mr Crowley’s talent —

‘

Let me pass out beyond the city gate.’

ieces that seem to us the most remarkable.  Such are ‘
Ill Dream,’ of which the glowing imagery seizes and holds

; a ‘
Aprile,’ containing some fine lyric flights ; ‘ The Initiation,’ 
‘ Succubus,’ a record of fearful obsessions in a metre which, in
spite of a few unaccountable lapses, we think extremely effective.”
—



“

nality, and that they forget Emerson’s dictum that the greatest genius

‘ Beethoven,’ or ‘ Mendelssohn,’ or ‘ n Bach.’

singer.  To our mind, whatever may be said of the earlier effort, ‘
of the Spirit,’ the present book is not distinctly Swinburnian.

‘ ’ is a poem expressive of admiration of Swinburne,



‘ ’ is, of course, a tragedy.  ‘ ’ comprises 

may, perhaps, ‘ prove nothing,’
puzzle the mere utilitarian.  ‘ ’ may be given 

poet’s verse and sentiments:—

‘

’

Three scourges for man’s soul, that know no balm.

Over men’s hearts, the second scourge, above

These twain are bitter.  But the last is Love.’

chances in the future.  He has shown at least the foot of Hercules.”
—

The Mother’s Tragedy, etc.

“



and ‘ ’ is also a dramatic poem of singular power, 

Most men who have thought deeply on life’s problems recognize that 

—

—
poems, ‘ ’ and ‘ The Whore in Heaven,’ will 

for his volume is ‘ privately printed.’  The 
epilogue, ‘ A Death in Sicily,’ is really a magnificent poem—

really gifted poet as ‘ immoral.’ ”—

“

“ Carmen Sæculare,’
—



‘
My spirit.  It is well.’

“

—

‘
Yea, Mammon’s shrine is cleansed

—God’s fire destroys the town
London admits God’s air.’

“
—

‘

And thou, foul oligarchy of the West.’

“ —

‘ !  Because thy Freedon hath rebelled.’

“

—

‘

— ’

“

exalted thoughts.”—

A remarkable “ Pilgrim’s Prog ” in dramatic form.  This
work may be regarded as the culmination of the Author’s



author’s.  The Essay has since been reprinted with added 

anion to “ Jezebel.”  The present low price is due to

“ Mr Aleister Crowley’s previous work has been eccentric, and 

‘ ’ (Chiswick Press, pp. 

—

‘

g, to my overthrow.’

—

‘



That hidden insult, spake at last.’

The other pieces include a grandiose sonnet on Rodin’s statue of 
; ‘ Melusine,’ in which mannerisms and affectations pre

; and ‘ The Dream,’ a smooth piece of verse that leav

in verse by Count Vladimir Svareff.”—

The “ ” is a masterpiece of learning and satire.



free library, every workman’s club, every hotel, every reading

—



writes, “ A little masterpiece.”

—



—

—

As some of Mr Crowley’s works are rare or alto





—



THE MOTHER’S TRAGEDY.    

COLLECTED WORKS.  TRAVELLER’S INDIA PAPER
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