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I was very sorry when we h=d to return to England, We
took Granada on our way., I found the Alhambra entirely
familiar, although I had never been there before, It w.s not

a onme ‘'of the gene du deja wu, which is a passing pereention 1 |

: 1 ':'fer\i't from one court to another ns if. T hod lived there

before; I knew what I was coming to0 so acourstely that I
could hardly doubt that I had rezlly lived there at one
time or =mother. I remembered nothing of the circumstaf;ces;
excent that 1t must -have been my hobit to 0 to the Westorn
tower and look over the valley, the town sommolent nt the
foot of the hill, end the distant Sierrs, while the sun sank.
sunerbly sed among elouds which seemsd to have borrowed their
softness and brillisnce from sw .nsd?m.

Coke and I arranged to see the daneing of

who lived in the caves cuteide the oié:;, and 1 mede o somewhint

- elsborate study of the subject. The nrincipsl dences are

the Tsngo, which 18 cuite.different to thot with which we
have become familiar; the Fandango, 1;119 Oivilla Gltrmaj the
Joleairio Gltena, the Csohusa Gi 'anrﬁ’; the Moronyo, the Sir-
riiles, the Baile de 1a Flor, the Balle de 1s Boscxz, -nd the
Baille de la Bona.

‘it is = mistake to say, brutally, =e Seoience is inclined
0 f}:_),‘ that -;11 dasncing symbolizgﬁ praslon, I am alwoys
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annoyeéd with research that stoos hol f-mny. That 1g the
rent error of FPreud., 7hen he saysy culte correctly; that

dreans are phantasms of su vwressed sexusl des I:e, the

raestion remaing, of whet is sexusnl desire the phantsom? to
78 1t seeris no more than one of the weys of expreesing the
formala of creation, I Tegard chemical netion 2e identiesl .
A man and s women unite; =and the result is -~ ohild, which is,fﬁ
totally different from them though rormed of their elements,
Just so_the ¢ mb@nmti:m of hydrogen and Shlorine sroduces
hydrochlorie acid, They are gases: t ordin=ry tempersture
8 a 1iguid, None of ite ohemicsl and rhysie~l rescticng
identical with those of 1its elements, The -henomen: ~re
~nalogoue in very manf way e, but the essence of their similarity
is in the Qabalistic formula Yod, HE, Ve, ‘ —
‘ I have suceessfully eliminated the d1ﬁCer of obsezslon
B%y gaxusl 1déas in this wayt I refuse to ndmit that it is
the fundamental trmith, BScience in féilingj to follow mé BO /
far hna destroyed the idea of religion, =nd the clainm ‘:sf-v;:m—
kind to beessentizlly different from other memmalis, The
demonstration of sﬁtﬁromlogiats thet all relipious rites sre

celebrstions of the reproductive energy of nature is irre-

! -
fiteble; tut I, accepting this, oan etill aalutain thet

rites are wholly spiritusl, Their form is only sexusl because
] N\




the phenomens of reproduction are the most universslly
understood =nd pungently appreci-ted of =11, I believe
th2t when this position is genernlly scoented, mankind ‘,‘;;'113
be =bleé to go back with s good conscience to cerem:nisl
worshi», I have 1}:3*96:1.1‘ congtructed mimerous ceremonies
where it is frankly admitted th-t religious ent."m..c:i'-'sm\is
orinmarily sexusal in character,

merely refused to sto there, -

excitement is merely a degraded form of

heve thus harnessed the wild horses of humar
nassion to the choriot of the S jritusl Sun., I

these horses wings that mankind may no longer travel

fully upon the earth, shsken by every irregularity of the
gurface, tut course =t large through the boundless ether.
Tis is not merely & matter of actual ceremonies; I insict

th-t in private 1ife mem should not gdmit their psseions 0

5

be en end, indulging them snd so degrading themselves to L
the level of the other animals, OTr Huppreﬁsinqlthqﬁ and ' :
A

orezting neurvses, I ineist that every th:ughi, word =nd

‘ b
deed should be consciously devoted to the service of the

Great Work. "Whatsoever ye do, whether ye eat or drink, do =11

to the glory of God." : ,

one .night in Granads I met ome of these Gypsies,
= N




getting was supremely romantio. The burden of his l1ife fell
from the shoulders of the poet. T exnerienced that sponténecus
end irresistidble stroke of love wi.ich o y exiete when the
beruty of the human form and the be-uty of the rest of

ture are 'nurrg-:ni:ed automntica ly. It wus one of those
experiences which merely come even to the moat romantio poets,
znd to them only tou few tines in & decnde, Fuller clways

maintained that the lyric in which I celebrated that night

was the grestest that had ever been written o¥ ite kind, 1

¢zn do no less then ask public oninicn to exsmine his

judgment,

Your hair was full of roses in the dewfall =25 we dnnoed,
- The soreeress enchanting and the naladin en’crdxcod.

In the atarlight 28 we wove us in & wedb of silk snd steel
Immemorial as the marble in the halls of ‘L‘».x."«.bdil, =
In the nleasaunce of the roses with the fountains and the vews
*here the snowy Slerra scotlied us with the breezes and the dews!
In the starlicht as we tremdbled from.a lamgh to a caress
And the God came warm u-on us in ur »nogan allegresse.

W=n the Bzile de la Bonz too seductive? Did you feel .

Through the silence and the softness 211 the tenslon of the steel}
Tor your hsir was full or roses, snd my flesh wde full of thorns
ind the midnight came upon us. urtu a million erazy mornus,

AhY my Gypsy, my Gitzna, my Ssliys! were ygu fzin
For the danoe to turn to e:rnestt O the sunny land of Eneint
iy Gitana, my Saliya! more delicious then 2 dove!

7ith your hair aflame with roses and your lips zlight with love!
fhall T see you, shall I kiss you onee again? 1 wander far
Pron the sunny lznd of summer to the ioy Poler 8tar, /

shz11 find you, I shall have you! I am coming bagk =osi

the filth snd Yog fto seek you in the sunny land of




I shall find you, my Gitans, my S8nliy=!.ae of old
"ith your heir afleme with roses and your body gay with pold,

I shall find you, I shall have you, in the summer and the south
ith cur aseion in your body and wur love u on ur mouth -
"1th our wonder snd our worshi: be the world aflame anew!

y Gitana, my S8zliya! I am cuming back to you!

Thig yenr was indeed my gnnus mirabilis in poetry, It

.

bei;an with "Clouds #ithout Water,® to which I uuve lready

czlled attention in-the matter of its technicue, The .uestion

of 1ts inepiration 1s not less interesting. At Coulsdon,

at the very moment when my conjugal cloud=burct st impending,

@

I hed met one of the most excquisitely besutiful young
by unglish standardes, that ever breathed and blushed, She d
wmeal to me only as a mzn; she was the very incarnation
f my dreams as a poet, Her néme wee Vera; but she called
herself 'Lola.' To her Ihdeuicsted nGorgoyles® with z 1ittle
sepoem, and the cuetrain (inm the spirit of C tullue) "Eneel
down, Gezr maiden o! mine." It was zfter her thet my wife

called the new baby!

Lols w-s the ins iration of the first fouy sections

1 AN A ;
of *Clouds ¥ithout 7ater." Somehow I lost sight of Ler, and
{n the fifth seotion she gets mixzed up with snother girl who

inspired entireiy gections six ~nd seven. But the Lem WLs
X

etill incomplete. ‘1 asnted = dramstic climax, and for %le




I hed to po to met = third model, HNumber two was an old

friend, I hed known her in Paris in 1902, She was cne of

the intimates of my fisncde, She was studving sculnture

under Rodin, and wae unquesti onably his best woman punil.

was ~trangely sﬁ.emotiﬁz. Her brilli=nt beamty snd wholesomn

Jighland flamboysnee were com-licatod with -~ sinister
b i

versity. ohe took delipght in getting married men

thelr wives, and the like, Love h-d no s~wvour

she was emusing rain or izmzﬂ.;‘)iz»if:zaﬁ-f ‘

isnorant of her intentions rhen she

BT E o

2T, but once in her studio she lost mo tire, and "The Bl:

8," "The Adept,” and "The Vamplre® describe with
acocuracy our relations, &he initicted me into the torturing
pleasures of algolagny on the sniritual »nlsne. She gshowed me
how to *.ntens:aif:\e pnasion by self-restraint, The forml- is
entirely analogous to the physiocal formuls of the Arzbe, fhe

made me wonder, in fact, i1f the secret of Puritoniem was not

heighten the intensity of love by putting obatnoles in ite

4

1 regard the S.r%:»g; entirely morbid and objectionsble,
Artificial lrfx-eadiznfzj\ﬂ to nsture are necessarily ab disnstrous

iral ‘ones, The essence of my objection to English ideus

of morality is just thisi fthnt sexusl relations sre over
! (
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enphasised, and assune an entirely digproportionate

value. The formula of the averahg novel is to k;ep the
reader in suspense about the love affalrs of the characters.,

I oonfsss frankly that, I cannot read sucﬁ.ﬁtuff with patience.
he goal %o bs attained is so petty What do I caras mhether

John and Mary_jah married on paze 400-or not? I am utterly

&

bored by the sentimental parts of Ls Vicomte de Braselonne

@

and Louise de La Vallisre. *I adors/Duuas, but I have to skip

amorous intrigues. I 1like opon alr adventurc and sreat

105 bhe destinies of

(%}
=
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pollitical coups, where the cveant dete

en -he tries

thousands of lives. I cannot stand Jtevanson W
to write about love. (And to think hﬁat the Sinems people
introduced a love interest intc Treasure Island - and even
Dr. Jekyll! - Feaugh')

I do not mind a teckmround of love properly subordinated
to the true interests of life; 'buth do nct know ény
single book of vhich it is the mein theme which does not
diszust me. Romeo end Jul}et'seeas tol me the feeblest of

‘Shakespeare'p tragedies. As You Like It and Twelfth Night,

11d summer Night's Dream end The‘Tempegg are oﬁly tolerable

because the adventures are in themselves amusing, and -
Shakespeare does not take the love itself too seriously.

An I-reproaching myself, then, for having written as

Y
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I hove on the subject? Hy defance is duplex, In ths

firet place, I have no objection to lvriecszl love. *I

arise from dreams of thee" and %0 lover, I am 1c>ne1j horet
are legitimate, It is the ssorament by which men enters into
commanion with God,

There remain my narrative ond dramatic booke on love,

*The Tale of Archais® ig simply jejune; I apologlize and

pase on, "The Mother's Tragedy," "The Fatal Force,®

“Jazebel ,* "Tannhlhicer,¥ all tre-t love not =s an object in

iteelf, but on the ¢ ntr: TY, a8 ¢ droson rezdy to dewour

wny cne less than 3t, Ceorge, “i‘}i“f’?" i1s partly excusable,
bec=uce 1% is reslly o lyric, when : is eald and dons, In
zny c-se, I do not value the book wvery highly, It is
ridioulous to meke any thing insortant depend on the z;.p;mtite:?;__
- of an Americsn matron, The same may be sald of "The S¢or

=nd the Garter.' "Why Jepus Wept® exhibits love oz the rozd

to ruin. Tt 1s the sentimental point-of-view cbout it which
is the catnstrophe of sxi- Peroy's cureer, -ac it was ih thrt
of Le Vicomte de Brag ’glénug. In *Orfieys,” i‘ove; it is true,
inspires the poet to great deeds of e sort; but it ends in

disanpointment »nd lesds him %o death,

The 1ong =nd the short of the matter is, that love is




8 go0od eervant but a bad mester

« It ought to be underetood
in every detail on évery »lane, and then employed zg a
we2pon t0 earve one's way to fortune, I think it is de;;. Xal s
ing to make one's 2y by women 1like ramig and Porthgs, or
to allow the vagaries of women to wreck onelg Iife, ap in
the case of m. I sm, in short, more Puritan than the

Puritans, Parsifal summarizes my philogophy, It migt not

&1 J Y
'

be forgotten that the Enight wag cuite hanny in playing with
the girle in Fundry's ;_;f.rdé,n; merélgs refused to let Lis
tention be di strected; and At is the eneryy of love which
hezls the wound of Anfortas, The lznce is to be di ped into
the cup for one purpose only; the sttzinment of Spiritual
and the regenerztion of humanity.
back ﬁo my sculptress! To her I dedicated ®Rodin

and "Clouds Without Zater® itself - not openly;

nur love affair being no business of other people, and in
any case belng too much ginger for the bol -polloi, but im’
such. weys 28 would have recommended themselves to @dgsr Allen
Y L %
Poe, & >
There remains a tragic and abominable story to be told.

She suddenly decided that she had betier get married; not

being able t'o marry me, she did the next best thing, found




=nother explorer ~nd drsyied him to the alter., This men
left shortly afterwards on an expedition which involwved tis
being very many months beyond resch of co:munioation. He
hed a rival brother officer, who sonehow dlscovered one of
the crybtogrfms. (As 2 matter of fapt, 1t was 2 sim-le one;
holh~ﬁ merely to teke 2 rule rnd drow = atraight line to
moke the name and surname of the girl st-nd out en toutes
lettres.) It mipght eeem th-t such o men would not know hd;
to draw a line anywhere, but he drew this line - and srranged
that = cony of the book thus marked should be handed to the
hugband by snother member of his naorty after he h=d cut hie
corrminication with the world, verh- s for vears, In point of
frnot, 1% proved to be for @ver;

vow sz to seation eight of "Clouds Without WYater,*

#he Initiation.® I herdly know why I should have felt it

negess~ry to conclude on such nn & palling chord, The powers
of 1ife and death combine in thelr most frightful f rme to
compel the lovers to sgek refuge 'in suicida, which they, how-
ever, regard as vietory. "The poison takes usi l«(¢t7C Va/aLif
The Angwer is ta‘t the heappy ending would have been bansl.
The érageﬁy of Zroeg is that he 1o dbgged-by ﬁnteioa. It is

the nosf terrible of all anti-climsxes to hove %o return to
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the petty life which
the option of coming
my service, I chose
ly model was
known in London socie
heroine of "Felix, "
loyal friends of Oso
subtlety =and distinctior
nd horror,

being hersclf

me the

paselon sorang up for the few
i

recuired ins iration for my climax, I could only heighten the

intoxication of love by spurring it

to insani

This, in faot, 18 a final oriticim

such, and justifies all that n bout it by the .

Buddha - and even by the Church, It justifies my own

sttitude thot love must be resolutely torn from the throne
{

in the hum=n heart whieh it h s usuroed, One migt not aet

: 4 b

one 'y affections on things below; one must find an snguer

to old sge and death, sonly those asre ha.py who have de=

sired the unattsinable.® Love being the sublizotion of the
1

y

humen Tg0, 1 1; followe that the Bio itself .mst be surrondered.




The limitati ns of 1life on e: rth are intolerasble The

v

CE L

conseiousnees is unendurable for 211 those who have bepun
to understand the universe. Man is so Infinitesimally r ane

vetl he feels himeelf eapsable of such coloas-1 attainment.

— There are only two courses o en to intelligent men:
gent men;

il

either they met oset themselves to overconie mortslity
211 that that imilles, attaolment to the things of
1ncl_pﬁdir1.- their nzn ~ersunnlities; A

edze of the sngulsh which they c:n no

the feiry stories of religion =nd the

It 13 for this resson that 2ll truly

in annihilating themselves comnletely

there is no room in their consciousness
tion as to whether that work ieg not in fo
trke to drink or drurs., Sensitivenesgs is the

~

of genius, and the more sensitlve s man is, gcteris poricns,

the greater his rotentizlity,

Certzin very inferior intellects ;‘:errﬁrde themselves to

accent the conventional oonsolations, and some of these wneo le,

like Lord Kelvin, s metimes monage to build waterti ht compart-

ients in thelr breins; by an act of will they refuse to 'é":‘mm

the 1ight of their knowledge upon the dnrk chimbers of their

¥
/
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1., Sume, like Schopenhri:el LT O the resliration
their inocurasble 111 with.stecly 3h»;n“b~ some, like B
orce on igsue for thenselves in mys ism; and, their
»rosress being slow, they are sble to persuade
he progress which constantly encoursge: w111 ovall them
0 the and, 0Othe?s8, like myvself -henkz to advants e
fforded by the nocessibil ‘ty .f the wisdom of -ntiguity in
lern translations) see nltost from the firet that the pro-
'ive solution 1gs unsgntisfactory, and deternine to grasp the

Bat there many, who, like

of cren

ruary, 1908, when I wrote the five books of "The vorldls

L5 & ———

treradv® in five consscutive d-ys nt Gastbourne. +his is
——— e .

»

evond 211 cuestion the high-water mark of my imaginstion,

~

™Y

metrical fluency, my wealth of expressiun, and my cower

a1 briiﬁinf together the most incongruous deds so =g to
enrich my matter to the atmost, At the some time, I euoceedj
ad in re-ching the greatest helght of g-irituesl enthusisen,

¥ ;
haman indignati




eVeIy nossibility of emotion from innocent faith ana
It wuld be impogeible

to give any ides of this book by quotztions within a

scnable spsce, I must content myself by cquotirg the

to one epeech which

L 4

criticism'of Prank Harris 7ith repaord

I sent nimg —
k 1t very 8od

cood ng Glethe ¥

"I =mccept your -vem nt nee ,
indeed, It mzy be mystic, mut
Ch well, then! Here it ig:
"Hear then! Ry abrasax! thebar.,,..”

(World's Tragedy pp. 17-13. Judte to "it is done,”

R







Besides all these activities of my own, I came into

a new world, Wy Operation of the Sacred Magic was not
sterile. After returning from korocco, the Spirit came
upon me and I wrote a number of books in a way which I-
hardly know how to describe. They were not taken from
dictation like thguyook of the Law, nor were they my own
composition. I cannot even call them automatic Qriting.
I can only say thst I was not wholly conscious at the
time of what I was writing, and I felt that T had no rirht
to."change" 80 much as the style of a letter. Phey were
written with the utmost rapidity without pausing for thouzht
for a single moment, and T have not ;resumed to revise thenm.
verhaps °‘plenary inspirstion' is the only adequate phrase,
and this has become so .discredited that reople are loth
to admit the possibility of such a thing,

The prose of these books, the chief of which are

 "Liber Cordis Cincti Serpente, The Book of the Heart girt

with the Serpent”, and "Liberi vel Lapidis Lazuli", is

wholly different from anything that I have érivfen myself.,
It is characterized by & sustained sublimity of which I am
totally incapable, and'it over-rides all the intellectual

objections whiech\ I should, myself, have raised. It does




not admit the'need to explain itself to any one, even to
me. I cannot doubt that these books are the work of an
intellircence independent of my own. The former describes
the relation of the Adept with his Holy Guardian Angel s
the latter is "the chuntery emancipstion of a certain
Adept from his !eptshza......the birth words of a Master

of the Temple.’ nd, like "The Wworld's Tragedy", it is

difficult to zive a very good idea of them by brief quo-
tations:
21; I, and ¥e, and Mine were sitting with lutes

in the market place of the great city, the city
of the violets and the roses.

22. The night fell, and the music of the lutes
was stilled. :

. The tempest arose, and the music of the lutes
was stilled.

The hour passed, and the music of the lutes
was stilled.

But Thou art Eternity and Space; Thou art
Matter and Motion; and Thou art the negation
of all these things.

For there is no Symbol of Thee. Ly
: (Liber IXV, Cap. III)

Excellent is Thy love, Oh Lord! Thou art
revealed by the darkness, and he who gropeth
in the horror of the groves shall haply catch
Thee, even as a snake that seizeth on.a little

singing-bird. -

7
] \




" 49, I have caught Thee, O my soft brush; I am
like a hawk of mother=of-emerald; I cateh
Thee by instinet, though my eyes fail from
Thy zlory.
(Liber VII, Cap IV,)

&ven this did not exhaust my creative enefgy. As in
Cairo in 1902 T had stsrted the Lover's Alphabet, on the
ground that the most primitive kind of lyrics or odes was
in some way the most appealing and immortal, so I decided
to write a series of hymns to the Blessed Virgin Mary in
the simplest possible style. I must not be thouﬁbt ax-
actly insincere, though I had certainly no shadow of
belief in any of the Christian dogmas, least of all in
this adaptation and conglomeration of Isis, Semele, Astarte,
Cybele, Freya, and so many othefa; I simply tried to see
the world through the eyes of a devout Cstholic, very muéh
as I had déne Witb the decadent poet of "ﬁhite stains”,

the Persian mystic of the "Bagh-i-Muattar™; and sc on, I

was, in fact, adopting snother alias - in the'widestwsense

of the word.

-
I did not see why I should be confined to one life.

How can one hope to understand the world if one persists
in regarding it from the conning-tower of one's own persona-

lity? One can incrégse one's knowledge'and nature by

¥
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travelling and reading; but that does not tell one how
things look to other people. It is all very well to visit
5t. Peter's énd the Vatican, but what would be really
interesting would bg to know how they look to the Pope,

The greatness of a boet consists, to a considerable extent,
in his ability to see“;Le world through another man's eyes;
and my training in science is always suggesting to me

that I éhould invent a technique for doinq.anything that

T want to do.

My technigue for borrowing other people's spectacles
was to put myself in their place/altoqether, either by
actually adopting a suitable alias or by writing a book
in their names. It is a common and legitimate literary
device.v All that I did waé to carry it out » little more
conscientiously than does the average writer. 3o, in this
case, I was trying to discover what Catholics felt by callt
me to my Muse to give me the language suitable to the
oceasion. No, I was not insincere in any propef “sense of
the word, though I certainly had my tongue in mf cheek to
a certain extent, as appears from the fallowing,

When in Holland in '97, I bad written a Christuas

bymn in which the Netivity was treated realistically., I

- ’
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now found that Christian piety had taken away the entire
poetic beauty of Bethlehem by decléring that the Virgin
suffered no pain. (It is really astonishing how these

idiots managed to remove any touch of sublimity from this
stupid story!). I therefore had to change "Her bitter P
anguish hath sufficed" into "her joyful ardour hath sufficed”,
and otherwise desrade my poem to a blasphemous imbecility,

in order to comply with the conventions of the Church. ‘
Apart from that, what I had written in a spirit not far
removed from ribeldry was found wholly satisfactory.

I had written, in 1899, while staying with Mathers in
Faris, a hymn to Isis to be used in the ceremonies of Isis-
sorship which he wes at that time proposing to revive in
Paris. 1 changed the word 'Sistron' to 'cymbal' and the
word 'Isis' to 'Mary'. The hymn required no further alter-
ation. I think that rather significant. '

Once more, I made a translation of the Fatihah, the '

most sacred chapter of the Qu'ran, I replaced the name of

God by that of kary, and once again found*faVour with‘the

Vatican.

I quote a few isolated stanzas:

\ The red sun scorches up. our veins;
.The white moon makes us mad;
Pitiless stars insult our gains
with clamour glad.

N




At the foot of the Cross is the Mother of God,

And Her tears are like rain to enliven the sod,
#hile the Blood of the Lord from His Body thst runs
Is the heat of the summer, the fire of i%s suns.

See where the cherubim pallid and plumed
Swing with their thuribles praises perfumed!
Jesus is risen and Wary assumed :-

Ave Marial

O sorrow of pure eyes beneath
The heavy-fringed ecstatic 1lids,

Seeing for maiden sonz and wreath
Sphinxes and pagan pyramids!

0 Mary, like a pure perfume -

Do thou receive this failing bresth,

And with Thy starry lamp illume

The darkling corridors of deathl

Having thus composed fifty-two classics, some of which,

by the way, are very fine technically and none of which are
marred by the atrocities of grammar and rime which we nat-
urally associate with all but a few hymns, the question of
publication arose. I thought I would present them as the

work of a fsmous actress (there was some truth in thisl)

who wished to remain amonymous. I took them to&%ra'wilfred

veynell, of Burns & Oates. In talking them over with him,
I found it a little awkward to speak of the author. I did
not wish to say ‘he™ and I would not say 'she'., Meynell

noticed this, and said in his loftiest manner, ghich is
J .




very lofty ihdeed:

"My de-ah young friend, you need not hesitate for

the choice of a pronoun. It is quite evident to any one

with any sense of literatu-sh that these chawming hymns
were written by a woman!"™

I was hard putrto it not to exclaim:

"Turn the animile round, Bill, and let the lidy see
'is....." I forget how that particular 'story of the
showman' runs., .

However, I kept my face straight, and he published
them under the title of "Amphora". The Daily Mail gave
me a beautiful long review., I especially appreciated:

"These poems indicate a mind full of earnest
aspiration towards his spiritual Queen, a
mind of an engaging n&ivete, untroubled by
- the religious and philosophical problems
which weary more complex intelligences.”
Father Kent wrote a very laudatory criticism in "'The Tablet"
and (to my joy!) selected for quotation some stanzas from
the mangled masterpiece of 1897. The rest of the Press
followed suit. The Scotsman spoke of : L ;
"An engaging simplicity and fervour of feel;
ing, and a graceful, refined literary art.

The Daily Telegraph said :

"Tho many have a touch of mysticism, most
havggg simplicity of expression and earnest-
ness of devotion that will commend them to

7
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the author's corelizionists.”

The Catholic Herald praised my:

"Very bigh level of poetic imagery.”
The Catholic Times touched high-water msrk; and subse-.

quently, when I re-issued the volume under the title of
"Hail, Mary" and my own name, it stood to its guns, and
said: .

"Needless to say they breathe a spirit of deep

pilety and filial love towards our Heavenly

¥other., Hany beautiful and touching thoughts

are embodied in the v-rious verses, wich can-

not but do good to the pious soul.”
. The most beautiful of all the jokes was, perhaps, a
little cruel. Alice Meynell had always held me in the
utmost horror as several degrees worse than Swinburne, and
she had been entrapped into giving the most extravagant
praise to "Amphora". When it transpired that I was the
author, her confusion was pitisble. The incident shows,
‘by the way, the utter stupidity of the whole business. My

art wes always mydart, and to a lover of art it should

nave made no difference whether I happened thb bg an anti-

norian or an anti-Parnellite.

.aere was besides such creative work and the editorial
work which Fuller and I had undertaken on behalf of the '
Order, the task of reconstituting it in its original purity.

. + i
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Under Mathers, the Grades had become meaningless: to be

an Adept had meant no more than to. be a peer of the realm
does in modern times. = It was for me to s%eep away 511 this
nonsense, to re-establish the ordeals, in épirit and in truth.
I was at first ignorant enough of Wagick to imagine that
this could be-done by the simple process of replacing sham
formalities by real ones. I proposed, for example, to test
people's courage by putting them in actual contact with the
four elements, and so on, ds was aprarently done in ancient
Lgypt; Dbut experience soon taught me that an ordeal, how-
ever severe, is not much use in genuine 1nitiation.' A man
can always more or less brace himself up to meet a situation
when he knows that he is on his trial. A man might have a
certificate of ability to swim half a mile; and yet be
utteriy unable, for a dozen different reasons, to save a
friend from drowning when the need arose.

Of course it sounds totally impossible to administer
ordeals of the real kind required, but I found by experience
that I did not even have to zive the mattér 4 moment's
thought. WMy Magical Self took complete charge of the
busin;as without wasting a moment or disturbing me., It may
be through soﬁb act of my own, it may be entirely without
my intention, fhatAaspirants to the Orderifind themselves

3 3 5
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in circumstances where they are tested in the qualities
necessary to their stage of initiation. There is thus no
possibility of evading the intentions of the Order. It

is not conducted consciously by any men soever, but by
mysterious forces automatically set in motion by the force
of the obligations themselves.

For example: The oath of a Frobationer apparently
involves no.difficulties of =ny sort; no penalties are
stated, or implied; the aspirant merely wledgés hirself
"to perform the Great work, which is to obtain the know-
ledge of the nature and powers of my own being." He is
not required to reach any particular stage of knowledge
by the end of his probation;' he is free to choose such
practices as appeal to him; and..provided that his record
shows thét he has devoted a reasonable proportion of his

spare time to the Work, he is unhesitatingly passed to

the degree of Neophyte., It gsounds as if it were impossible |

-

for any one to fail. Yet, actually, only eight percent :
manage to get through the year of probation. - The reason
.1s that no sooner dbea a man make up his mind to enter
the Fath of the aise than he rouses automatically the
supreme hostility of every force, internal or external,.

in his sphﬁre.




I further restored the orizinsl rule of the Order that

its members should not know each other officially, and have

as little to do with each other as possible. Theoretically,

a member should know only his introducer and those whom he

himself inbroduceg; In the present conditions of society

it 1s practically impossible to maintain this rule with

absolute strictness, but I keep as near to the ideal as pos- <

sible. I d4d relax the rule, to a certein extent, in 1910

- it was the greatest mistake I had ever made, and the

mischief done at that time has never been wholly repaired.

svery month I live T am the more amazed at the praeterhuman

I have never known a

wigdom and foresight of the Order.

mistake to be made;

whereas my conscious powers are con-

If I had no other evidence of the author-

stantly at fault.

ity of the people to whom I am pledged, it would be supplied

by Their wisdom.

It happened that at the funeral of 3Seladin, Fuller had

met a youth nsmed Neuberg, Victor Benjamin of@thgt ilk, who

was at Trinity College, Cambridee, and knew my work. Hav-

ing to go to Cambridge one day on some business or other,

I thought I wouldllook the lad up. I was not sure of the

name, and there were seversl similar 'bergs'in the Univer-

sity regisﬂer, but having drawn my bow ‘at a venture, the



first arrow struck the King of Israel between the harness

at the very first shot. I use the words 'King of Israel’
advisedly, for Neuberg was certainly a most distinguished _
specimen of that race. He was a mass of nervous excitement,
having reached the ége of twenty-five without learning how

Yo manage his af‘ui;;. He had been prevented from doing

g0, in fact, by all sorts of superstitions about the terrible
danzer of leading a normal wholesome life, The neuroses thus
created had expressed theuselves in a very feeble trickle

of poetry and a very vehement gust of fads,

He was an agnostic, a vegetarian, a mystic, & Tolstoian,
and several other things all at once. e endeavoured to
express his spiritual state by wearing the green star of
Jsperanﬁo.\though he could not speak the language; by re-
fusing to wear a hat, even in London, to wash, and to wear
trousers. #henever addressed, he wriggled cc;vulsively,

and his lips, which were three times too large for him, and

had been put on hastily as an afterthought, emqytgg the most
extraordinary laugh that had ever come my way; to these

advantages he united those of being extraordiua;ily well

read, overflowing with exquisitely subtle humour, and being
one of the best natured people that ever trod this planet.

o
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But from the first moment I saw him. I saw far more
than this; I read an altogether extrsordinary capacity
for Magick. We soon drifted into tilking sbout the subject,
and I found that he already practised a zood deal of spirit-
ualism and cléirvoyance. The former was his bane. The ;
habit of makiﬁg himself spiritually passive and. inviting the
entire Spirit world to obsess him, proved finally fatal
to him. Despite all we could do to protect his aura, we
found it impossible to stop the leak altogéther, so that
at any moment he was liable to become possessed of the

devil. He soon learnt how to protect himself as soon as

he recognized that he was being attacked; but the spirits

became very cunning, and were at pains to persuade him not

tb take the proper measures of protection. I believe, de-
so»ite all this that he would have sqcceeded eventually in
mending his aura, but in the principal ordeal of the Neophyte
he was 80 seriously damaged that he was never bhe same man
again. During the next few years I saw & vreat deal of
him, and his spiritual adventures will serve both as
diversion and warning on many a page to come.

Rehownjz;ng the possibilities of Neubergz, I decided to
utilize them ior the benefit of the Order, and of himself.

/i
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The first task was to get rid, as far as possible, of his

physical defects, which turned out to be very serious. One

day during our walk through 3pain we came upon a waterfall,

and, the weather being oppressively hot, we decided to take

a dip. In this way I(discovered that he was suffering from

varicocele very badly indeed, and as soon as we zot to

-anland I sent him to my doctor, who advised an operation,

which was duly performed. He had also pyorrhoea so badly

e
that my dentist said that if he bad delayed the visit three

weeks he would not have had a tooth left in his head.  Atten=-

tion to these points, and to the physical cause of his

neurosis, made a healthy man of him. OCne defect remained;

and that was incurable, being a slight spinkl curvature,

The change in him was extrsordinary. He lost all his ner-

vousness; he became capable of enduring great physical

fatigue, of concentrating mentally, and of dismissing the

0l1d fads which had obsessed him. Incidentally, by removing

his inhibitions, I released the spring of his menius, and . B

in the next few years he produced some of the finéstﬁpoetry

of which the iknglish language can boast. He had en extra-,

ordinary delicacy of rhythm, an unrivalled sense of percep-

tion, a purity and iq#ensity of passion second Yo none, and

a remarkable command of the English 1amr,u‘iager.
; .




"But the other voice was silent, and the noise
of waters swept me
Back into the world, and I lay asleep on a hill-
side
Bearing for evermore the heart of s goddess,
And the brain of a man, and the wings of the
morning
Clipped by the shears of the silencejy s0 must
« I wander lonely,
Not know of the light till I enter into the
darkness."

e

He possessed the magical sift of conveyinz an idea of

tremendous vividness and importance by means of words that

are unintelligible to the intellect.
"] go as Thunder that come but as 3 bird "
(And then the girl came as a bird, and he went as a worm =

but I anticipate.)







Heuberg wus the moving s irit of one of those societies
wiich are always epringing up in universities. They never
tzke root; becsmuse desth ocomes to 21l alike =t the end of
three vyears, 80 to spesk.' People who stay up for o fourth
yonr sre Anclent L';:ZI‘L"@I‘C, but lazck the ~.:er. to hold the
wedding guest., Of course people over-lup; btut the cenerations
Hi‘allow each other so culckly ond the spirit of youth is so
inpotent to stamp itself upon history, that 1t is o rare —lece
of luck when any of these clubs or L'f-UGietir;‘Jl:'.’lVB beyond
.seven years at the outside, leuberg's voclety, the Fan
gociety, did make its mark on ‘the finiversity; but that

not ite falt, It was simply thnt he found peorle idiotic
enough to mske it invulnerable ziainst the arrows of

oblivion by dipping it into the Styx of persecution.

» +he
t

ik

thing could have been more helnful than the zttitude of

+
[

Dexn of Trinity, an idiot and inept. I hove noticed th
eovle who dislike me are invariably rendered so blind by
1ice that they glve themselves away znd make t“ﬂelvu:

ridienlous. /( 0

There is an institution at Cambridge czlled '“_Cicuu,"

Jzmbridge Intercollegiate Christian Union, It 1~ o baptial

thing, compaet of hypocrisy snd seoret vice, Now iy

gonnection w

1th the P=n Society wase of the slightest. I
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have merely been invited to re-d »avers, I think altorether

three times, on mysticiem or kindred a;szjectg. Wothing more
harmlese can be insgined, but the Clecu went out of its

nd, T am compelled to remark =t this ‘yoint‘ thot ome of
that the urholdery of reliyion snd morality, which are
frecuently not =t all-in cuestion, inetend of disputing with
their opronents, assesll them witn tne weorcons of secretd
glznder. "This men," they s=y, "wants to tzke a penny off
the income tox. It is oertzin thiet he hnbituslly bresks
the Seventh Commsndment.,® 1In this instence the Cicou did
not know or care what it was that I had read to the Fan
sclety, They merely stated that I hy motized the entire
agseibly and took & mesn :.clvant:.jé of them, It did not
me ter té them that what I was suppoged to have done is
imposeible in naiure, at léast to uvne of my very mediocre
POWETE .

However, the Senior Dean of Trinity, the Rev, R, B

ParTy, started to make trouble, I went to 5é9 Mim, and

osked him what aocusations he had %o make sgainet me, He

nerely beoﬁme'oonfﬁ;ed, tried to bluster, would not comnit
-t — 3

himself, and finally sald that he had given orders thnot I

wag not to’ be ndmitted to the -recicts of t?xq/ Collece, On

N




the following moFhing T weifed in the Gre=t Court for him

to comé out of Chapel =nd galled him a liar to his face in
ront of everybody. It then began to dawn ur-on him that he
1 no nower to exclude me from Trinity, I heing = iife
wenber of the College. ' He summoned the »resident; secretary
nd treasurer of the Sceiety, and threatened to send them
down, But as it happened they none of them belonged to
rrinity, and he had no more power over them then he had over
the ueen of Madesgascar, He must have been o renlly excep=
nnl fool, even for a Don, not to have found out such
ecsential facte before entering uron his camnsign, Ie
ultinetely rasorted to the meanest wasible course of =aotion,
did not dare to attack Neuberg, whose relntions were
f:3h.1t3r-;f Jews and might be relied unon to moke every kind of
tyouble if he interfered with the hope of Israel; Iut he
ti;rar‘xtened 4 man named Normsn Mudd, whose parents were ooOT
nd without influence, with the loss of his mathematical
scholarship, 'Unfortunately again, Mudd was the malnstay .
Le hove of the Oollege for the forthooming Tri’f-os& ad Mudd
{imself had the heart of a 1ion, He dsred the Desn %o do
dammdect in the most uncompronising langunge. Onge fu.;élin‘
the wretched oreature had to draw in hie horns, Only after

3 did he

8
Y.
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o left the battle=field to seek other vietorie
} ! .




succoed in bullying Mudd into resignation from the Soclety by

crirhtening hies father, MMudd gave his promiese to have no

more to do with it - and nromptly broke it. The Pan Sccliety

won all slong the line,

The victory wos nll\ the more sifnsal

tl‘;_n society oalled the Heretics, who h

in that sn imita-
d been trying to run
71th the }z\*re anA hunt with the hounds like the “.:tiomligt
had melted =way into the ‘Ehirmc’.vt kind of

mist at the first intimetion from the mthoritles thot their
sxcaedingly mild programme of helf-boked infidelity was dig-
~le=sing to the powers that were. The whole incident wns
trivial in its way, but it taught me an im ortsnt lesson of
sliocy. The more upright and uncompromising one is, the
~afer one 1s from attack.

w08t despiosble subterfuges, but they will not have the
courage to come into the open, and they A11 in one way oOFf
’;n-:)thel; £211 into the pit which they dlg., It is true that
sne can spperently be damaged by secret slander, when the
enery become foolhardy by ooen mlgrvepr:esentntian,r bt if

ne 1s -orking in the eternal one may be sure that they harm

no one but themselves. Suppose, fOT example, thot 1 atteck

Llovd George by saying ‘that he had undergone seven verrs!




enzl servitude for burglery, and suppose Lloyd CGeorge
treats me with the contempt I deserve. Well, at the moment
there may be a few people 8illy enough to bellevs such
nonsense, =nd to think that his allowing the statement fo
70 unchallenged makes if. srobable that there is some truth
in 1t. Put oonsider what the biographers will say? They
711 discover thsat Lloyg George's time wzs fully atcounted
or without the pen:l eervitude, =nd they will simply
sonder what spirit of insanity »os

"':.-..,‘f,iculou;;. a nig-statement, They will
in understandins that he, preoccu fied with

mld not be bothered to leave his work to chustise

inotner consideration ariges in this connection, It

lwaye difficult to disgover who h.s reaslly & Ad what

bout one, snd even 1f one succegeds it is not slways the
best npolicy to refute the falsehoods, If people were

b

attacking one by meraly falsifying oOr exaggerating actual
incidents, defense would be sossible; but when people are
bound merely by the limits of their vile imsginatigns, 1t
is not ezsy to keep poge with them. vhat is the use of
Lloyd George proving thet he did not undergo yenal Servi-
tude for burglary if I, can retort, "Perhaps not, ut you
ere hanged for sheep éte“nn{,;!“ 7o defend oneself apainst

—
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the accusations of a knave ie to seek justice from the
verdict of fools, .If one's work and one's reputation de-
~endg on the opinion of people at the moment, it is of
course, necessary to meet them on their own ground. At
~every election the most ;idiculous falsehoods about the
czhdidates are sedulous}x_circulated at the last moment;
1f«wgaible, too late to allow time for refutation. The
elec'ion may doubtless depend on such infected activities,
But when one is working in the eye of Gsd,'when ne
c-res nothing for the o~inion of men, either =t the moment
or at any other time; when one hae surrendered for ever
one's personal interests and become lost in one's work, 1t
ig merely wéste of time and derogatory to one's dignity to
pay attention to irrelevant 1n§ervn3tions about one's in-
dividusl affairs, One keeps one's powdeT and shot for people
who attack one's work itself. And even this is often use-
less. The Buddha told his disciples not to combat erroT.
If 1% had only seven heads like the Lennean hydira it might
be poseible to sterilige the necks after each o;erﬁfi??
sufficiently long to finish the job before they grow aéain.
But modern hydras have not this pitiful paucity of talking

machines. Hardly a month passes but I hear some new an@

perfectly fantastic yarn about myself, sometimes flaitering,
3 J i : . . .
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times the reverse, but

Neeriy adlusye uIA\:ll‘Ul‘}' be

-

often zg not, bezring inte: nsl evidence of its

rdity. I have been sufficiontly amsed to wish
collection of these leseuds, but I find that my
memory refuses to record rubbish of thls kind, It insists
having some peg whereon to hang its old clothes,
I &% not sure wie ’cﬂér it was Henry Maudsley who &hows
et the mind develons not by accretion but by co-ordina=
tion, It seems that there is a certain number Of lgeoy
?. 18, 1f I mey use the metaphor, in which isolated fa0ts
: be gtored, snd that thie number ig stricotly limited,
he efficiency of the arrzngement may ¢ mbtless be inore
rectize and the use of mnemonics, but sco.er oI loter
:aeé to the end. A man of i",-r;
ment . of ic' ‘qi:;ze to acquirln.'; knowiedie
teinly thet he nhas 1o MOTO pigeon holes
»refore he cannot acquire any new knowledge

forgetting some of the old,

o

This, by the way, ghows the tremendous importance of

elective study, One of the few gleanms of intelligsnct s&ku}m

in the worke of uon.n poyle is wheTe i'i.‘r.zarlock Holmeg is
ignorant that the u‘th goes round the sun, and on being told,

s thet he will =t :me try to forget it, The o= se chosen

Wil




axhibite the chooe 88 im )
er as imbeocile, for elementary astronomy
srtal M7 oy
gertainly imvortant to the detective, But. the general
idea is sound,
Mt there is fortunctely snother means of asculring
] Jeo oy s d vyl W . |
wledre than esimoly assimilating facte, In Arabic. there
triliteral verbal roots which represent fundamental
e A - - " 3 3
g. Any such Toct may be madified in czbout ninety
end the idea i modified noodrdingly.

o

Toattora
LQULUd Gy

long 2 between the esecond und third

. obtain the idea of the sgent, nd so on, Thus by learn-

one hundred reots gnd £ty methods of modifice—
-~ ’

hae not one hundred =nd fifty

ind ig able to retsin sim le impressions

be roférring them to s second stage of thought. One does

L

t have to remember the formilas of the nsraffins; one can
1y one's rule -nd recover the forzotten fzot, or even

deduece the existence of r faot unknown, This zecond stape

f thought oan be qunvlemented by & third, snd so0 T The
-4

13es is co-ordinaztion, ax-ctly =g the divereii}y of the ocolls

the central om;trcéc of the unity

8 3

¢ the body are subject to
1t is to be noticed, moreover, that a great

pradually reduiced by nroctice,

70 .

of thils contrel hes been
] . ' 7
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nany cases extendinz over generations,
soious astion, The neasure of the exc
achieveznent in emulating
(0n the other hand, bthe best x
instruanent by which they ¥
aczgou into light.  This is the object of many of the prac-
tices of Yoga. The student endeavours to regain control of
ig reflexes. It hes already been described {'“ he reverses
gerista;;ic action of the alimenbtary |
- Maudsley's idea (I develon & similer ti
is roughly speaking, to orgenise humanit: o If they were
salls in the body. Sciencs is in the rreatest danver of
iisintegration, because the agcunulation of facts 1s so over-
elminz that no man can hbpe tc assimilate even one-tenth
nzr cent of what is known. Each specialist is moing gaily
nhead with hig particular stunt, and the further he gzoes
‘he farther he gets from the main body of knowlean; hence
the more likelf he is to dévelop disproportionately - and
al80-to ain at the hegemony of his own wpet subject. [
other words, even our best cells are tending to aot Ilke

tae cells of cancer.

The effeoct of the progress of seience in the last

The old sanctions have

hundred years is already visible.
J
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already disappeared. The teras which appeared to the
Vietorian so siaple and intelligible, such as Matter,
Space, Truth, have completely falled to resist analysis,
Henri Poincaré, in many ways the zreatest mind Sf our time,
has brought us bagk)to the academlc sceptielisa of Pyrrho.
He does not even content himself with knooking Truth on
the head with a single weapon. Not only is Truth a matter
v g

»f convenlence; but 1t can never be absolute Truth, ean
1ever be more than probable in the =zat
the word; and even so, the calenlation
sonventions and definitions so entirel
clear that the argument is eircular. 3But w
is every reason to suppose that the ldea of Trut!
is 1ittle more than a disease of lanzuage.l

On the other hand, a few enlightened intelligences,
seeing olearly the absclute debacle in which this ioy
expanse of frozen thought was bound %o bresk up, have.

determined vigorously to find a modus vivendi for Athena.

They deliberately abandoned materialism for ﬁya&iggmn,

e France, Le Jardin D'Epicure, p. 276:
1i'ug§.pgg:::t Dieu dans la mesure ou elle partiocipe
de 1'absolu.” Otherwise: "Le souffle est agsi: surce
celiu qui brille auAsoigseagcgguiogogzﬁéi :gﬁgfleegst
?ilsfggetggtfigali?ﬁommof‘prendra place dans le, feu divigé
gburoe et foyer’ae la vie, et cette p}aog lui sgfau%?igr
sur la vertue qui luli a ete donnee d'?teudre g? goaoe
eﬁaud, sette petite ame invisible, & travers 1'esp v

libre."’




evea in those departments of thought where there seemsd
the least need for any such aocommodation, and they thus
caue Lo create a new mabhqmgtios and a new logic where
infinite (or rather transfinite) ideas might be connen~
surable with those of ordinary thought. I refer (needless
to say, I hope) to the recent-work of such thinkers as
the lon. Bertrand Russéii. The necessity of some sush
intervention was emphasized in the most surpfising way
by the result‘oi‘vthé- experiment of ljchelson and Morley.
Physics itself cocked a snook at its professors by calmly
offerin; a con&rad}euiot in terms
It was not eéou@n to
»y those of Rieman and Lobatshewsky. and the .aechanics
of Newton by those of Einstein. The substitution was
evidently xéan;ngless 8o long as any of the axiozs of
thought and the definitions of its teras survived. It
7as not the metaphysicians this tiame who were pleking
hnoles in a vacuum; it was ghe mathematicians and

>hysicists, to say nothing of the ehemists, who fourd

che ground completely ocut away from under their feet.

Sinultaneously froam all sides Necessity cuarged at the

head of its cavalry witP {rresistible élan.
There oould dhiy'bé\one result. It i3 to-day
Laplicitly admityed by all advanced thinkers in every




salence that the Teason 1s no more than an exoeedingly
iaperfect instrument whose methods are entirely em-
pirical, whose terms lack precision, and whose theses
cangel each other out. I might claim a good deal of
credit for having written out, as far back as 1902, a
reasonably ocomplete demonstrationl of this conelusion
whose premisses were not stated by the official leaders

of thought till long afterwards., Yet £he theory of
initiation on which Buropean Adepte base uﬁeir systems
(deriied, possibly, from tae Egyptians and Cnalﬁeani

by way of the Gaostics, Pythasoras and the Neoplatonists),
that of Lao-tze in China, and taat of the Vedantists in
India, alike imply something of the sort. Iy claina to
originality 1s oonfined to the nature of oy proof, whieh

I drew froa facts of a siullar order to tiose which have
finally driven .aodern soience and matheaaties to thoelr
oresent position; whereas the Ancleants, as far as we know,

based thelr thesis on an intuitive perception of the

1. Pertinent is & note made by me in Granada éprin@ the
dances of the GCypsies. "The proof that the reason is 1
always contradictory is in itself a sontradiction., This
ie no objection....indeed one expeois it. Theuquestion .
s one for the prectical man not the theorist.” zhe fac
that a flaw is essential in every argument, even :hgne
lirected against the valldity of argument, provesdi el
very point which would at firag stgh:asg:gu:glb:ase;gzg .
“raminondas and the Oretans., Berira . .
-}eg%ﬂgggdiﬂ for analyzing this and siamilar pa(;égx:féﬂ
"is theory of "zig-zagginess" 1s profoundly stimulating,
and he is not fear from the kingdom of heaven.




incompetende of reason and on their experience of
results of illumination.

But the moderns must still take one step to bring
themselves into line with myself and my masters; they
aust "leave the poor old stranded wreck" of inpeliect,
and "pull for the ahorg: of a satisfactory conception
of the cosmos in the lifeboat of Magick. The process
of mental dav;lopment sketohed a few parasraphs earlier
nas been carried as far as it is possible to dd. The
data supplied by the senses are now suffioiently complete
to make it evident that their implications are re-entrant.
It was bad enoqgh when they scemed to lead into blind
alleys, when the utmost analysis of any phenomenon
5roua£c us up against a blank gall of utter unintellipgi-
bility. It is.far worse now that it has becone apparert
that all our terms are interchangeable.

T was onoe challenged in a lecture to give a.derini-
tion of the word 'Will'. I offered to do S0 on sondition
that the questioner should in his tura supply & deﬂ}n%ﬁicn
of each word that was used in mine. He oollapfﬁd"'xt is

obvious that to define the unknown 8 can only be done by

saying either a = b or\a = ed. In the rfirst case one

siaply defines one unknown as another: nothing is gained.

In the second odse, ¢ and 4 thenselves require detxpitlon




as ef .and gh, respectively. The process may be extended;

it 1is bound to end by the exhaustion of  the alphabet,

r = za. The relativity of the whole series of ejuations
tien becomes apparent. The conelusion is that easqy and
every bterm is a thing ;u itself, unknown and unknowable
nd though to some extént appreheasible by intuition,
only to the exteu; in which it is direetly and indefin
ably cognizable by oneself.

Such 18 only one of the lnnumerable ways in which
it may be demonstrated that conscious thought is con-
fused on the one hand, and arbitrary on the other, There
is, therefore, no possible escape save by the development
of a faculty of mind whioch shall nqt be manifestly imbecile

aAb of these ways. This brings us back bto the tradi-
tional task of the initiate -.bhe developaent of the
lleschamah.

I devoted a great desal of time to various essays
denonstrative of the general truth above set forth 1
and to this practical problea. I took all the mysxicfl
and maglcal praetices of all religlons all over %the
vorld, and those of the secret teachers and asbociations
o whioh I had access. I have little hesitation in

.su:ing that I have not oaitted any practice of importance.

b

i
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1. “Ihe Soldier and the Hunohbamok, ? and 1" states it
nost vlearly




I stripped these nethods of all their dogzmatic top-

ianper, all their raclal and elimatic li-ltations, and
all the compliecations which had been introduced in the
course of time or through the idlosyncracies of their
inventors. I further freed)them from the weight of the ,
promised rewards which were supposed to follow on their
perfoémance. I wrote down the result of the sliplest
and most dignified pross at .ay command, clarilying Lhe
instructionsby separatlng thea into sootions.

I guided myself by the prineiple that thc object
of any useful practice soever must necessarily be to
zeb rid of scme limitation. Thus the real object of
Asana is evidently to release the body from the paln
which is its normal oharacteristic; that of Mantra
%ova to smooth the choppy sea of thought by induecing
its movament to take the fom of rbytﬁmioal billows.

In this way I set forth the initiated baachinv of all

&L

aces and all arts in a uniform and consistent body of

sriting . being careful nowhere to imply any theory

soever.

he Sephiroth and
In this book it is spokén of the :
the Paths: of Spirits and Conjurations; oﬁ 90%
Spheres, Planes, and maly other things whice uu

or may not exist. (Lsbes 6]




May be,
It has not been possible t )
b to construct this

?ouk on a basis of pure Scapticismf This Aatigrs

less, as the practlice leads to Scepticism, and it

may be through it. ‘ 4 5

(Liber Thisarb)

This work extended over a number of years, but the
fundamental princ;pleﬂ were lald down at this tiﬁ > X9
15 just to say that the publication of these instruetions’
completely revolutionized oocult training. It may not
seex 80 very important on the surface to have adhered
to the point of view without alterins the practice, but
in reality the difference is vital. TFor instance, there

is a book, Liber Jugorum, in which the student taxes an

oath to exoclude a certain thought, word or act, for a
ﬁiven*periqd, and on every ocecasion of forgetfulness
to eut himself.on the wrist with a razor.

It is obviously easy to mistake such a practice
for one of an esoetiol nature, but no greater orror could
be made. Thére i{s no iaplication of wrong-doing And
sunishment; the only idea of the prastice is to ea?b%?

the performer to establish control over his mind, TFor

ne does not swear to refrain from some evil

in feot, no suoh thing as evil except

this reason

thing - there is,

: o i ining of
1. 16 s gz%*q'uscebio': i.e, proper ?gog&xg L i

diet and exerclises are

it objeot on whioh he 18 concentrating.

lation %o the one

-

~




relatively - but he is not exXpected to choose anythine

~f" & .
of the sort. Indeed, he would not be encourared to do

so. His intention to obtain control s*ouli not be.re
- enforeed by the desire to free hiaself fronm samne parti
oular habit. Such an emancipation would not Laply per-

———
fect mastery. It 1s necessary to acquire the power to

abstain from anything in a perfectly arbitrary way.

Few of these practices have in faot any direct
bearing on the question of attalament; they stand bto
it as*mhé soldlier's drill does to fighting. Attainment
icans something different for every man, and it would be
‘"usumptuous on the part of the teacher to point the
way., The A .. A % differs from all ornan17a lons in
lany respects, buf no;t of all in this: that it mekes
0 attempt to set up a standard. There are, as a matter
of fact, one.-or two points which all men who tread the
Path of the Wise must face; but even so these points

wighb'appear to any two men in a totally different liﬁht.&

4







In 1908 I began to be a little restless. The
Himalayas had cured me of the habit of zoing to the Alps.
I could not play any longer with dolls after'wooing such
grown-up girls as Chogo Ri and Kangchanjengo. I tried
to settle down in the Latin Juarter, finding a real home
at 50 Rue Vavin with ¥, and ¥adame Bourcier, people in
whom the spirit of the early days of D'Artagnan was still
vlive. There is a peculiar relation between the best 7
bourgeols of this type and the wandering gentilhomme who
is seeking his fortune in one way or another, and requires
a pied & terre., It is one which implies zreat mutual re-
spect and affection, and alas, the qualities which make
such relations possible are becoming very rare in the world.
Despite all its draw-backs, there wus never a better social
: system than the feudal, so far as it derived {rom the pat-
Hriarchal. In getting rid of its abuses, we have also got

rid of the noblestsprings of action and the most congenial.

code of mesnners. The #ar destroyed this relétiah altogether.

The Bourciers ended by beingz as disgusting as any other
¥rench peoples
K~, e
Rationalism'in any form is the most fatal enemy of the

human race., Consider the mere quesﬁioq of duelling. It is

7
! \




quite undeniable that one proves nothinz by running some-
one through with a sword. The practice w%s therefore
entirely illorical. At the same time, its existence made
people careful how they behaved., It was a barrie? against
vulgatity and cowardice, which szre the chief qualities
_observable in human relations to-day. It is true that.
duelling produced a type of bully, but he »as not worse,
and was far less objectionable, then his succezsor.
Duslling moreover offers redress for sersonal wronss.
'Tbe theory that God defends the rizht was not 3o sbsurd as
it sounds, for it recuires an exceptionally callous man to
risk his life in a bsd quarrel, however sure he may be of
his mastery of the rapier. But to-day a man has no redress
but the law courts, where there is no.quesbion at all of
God defendiné the richt. The worse case 2 man has the more
likely he is to win it, provided that he haé stolen enough

money to fee the best lawyers. The modern bully, so far

from riskinq his 1ife, is careful tp arrange th:t be should

risk nothing. He so disposes his affairs that damsZes can-
not be obtained from him, und,-in any case, the penalty
falls not on the fesponsible people but on a nameless man
of straw. The most ggtraqeous and insolent villainy can

go,unpunished,for decades. . y

N




Consider the notorious case of Bottomley, whom every-
body ih London knew to be a thief and a blackmailer, yet
he had to be tried four times before he was convicted, and
in the mean time he was within an ace of becoming Prime
. ¥inister o©f sngland. He\ could not bhave raised a five-pound
no?g in the whole of the CE%} of London, yet he was able to
swindle the public to the tune of mady tundreds of thousaﬁﬁs
of pounds. He blackmailed one prominent man after another
week after week; but no one could sue him for libei because
he was bankrupt twenty times over. (I remember, incidentally,
being introduced to him at Romsno's at lunch’;ﬁe day. He
wanted to consult a letter, and took a mass of papers from
his inside pocket. Among them were no less than gixteen
bankrupt notices.) I remember ay father-in-law dismissing
a curate for some perfectly disgraceful conduct. The man
went to Bottomley and next week was a page in John Bull
deseribing how the Rev. F. F. Kelly swindled his servant

girls out of their savings.

Fortunately for Bottomley, Gerald Kelly was in&ungland;

Otherwise 1 should have gone to Romano's and broken a wine
Bottle on the scoundrel's head. It may be said that the
Law of Criminal Libel offers a redress, but it is notoriously

e
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hard to secure a conviction. Almost the only man that has

been sentenced in recent times is Cecil Chesterton, who was

absolutely honest and believed himself to be acting in the

real interests of the public. Besides, in the case of news-

paper libels, one can never get at the wman really responsible,

One finds -in the dark some poor devil who never heard of

the article for which he is being prosecuted.

Things became so bad in France that a law had- to-be

passed compelling eny newspaper which attacked a-man to

It is an

allot double the amount of space to his reply.

admirable law; it secures {air play to the victims with=-

out demanding, as in kngland, that he should ruin himself

in legal expenses oa a wild goose chase: But the spirit i

of fair play seems completely %o have deserted Zngland.

During the war the law was strained and violated in every

way to prosecute the Quakers, though they had been promised

special protection. There is no consistency in public

opinion, no conseience in the public press. OUne year

Vichael Collins was being denounced as a traitor 1& the

pay of Germany, &8s a cormon gunman and assassin, and so on.

Pwelve months later he was the saviour of Ireland, the

darling of f%nglend, thé»young romentic poet appointed by

Y-
N




Providence in the crisis. If he had not ben shoty he would

probably be a gunman amd all the rest of it by now.

Nor is there any zenerosity towards brave enemies, as
there was even a quarter of a century ago. There were few
Englishmen who had not'a soft place in their hearts for De
tet. But to-day, not content with the judicial assassina-
tion of Sir Roger Casement, we try to destroy his good name
by circulating, secretly, so that his friends have no oppor-
tunity of :answerineg the charges, an alleced diary of his in
which he reveals himself as indulsine in the pet -vice of the
Znglish upper classes. The result is that Casemené’s memory
is treasured as that of a martyr. Besides beinz more honest,
it would have been better policy té ad@&t the obvious fact
that Casement was a danqerous'fanatic #hose brain had been
thrown into diéorder by disease and hardship. It never pays
to 111 treat a man who represents, however unworthily, a
cause, We used to recosgnize this. Wwe did all in.our ngér
to prevent ¥Wilde from getting himself -into srison 3Pt‘Pis

was too strong for us, At the same time we
should not have yielded. His imprisonment popularized and
Justified his offenée,\perpetﬁated his memory, and bushed
artificially into the first class an unoriginal and unwhole=-

gsome writer who ;s hardly worthy to be included in fhe third.,




I was indeed restless. In April I wandered from
raris to Deal and played golf enthusisstically. Rose was
going from bad to worse. I had qsgun to learn to detect
the smell of alcohol, but her cunﬁing wes 8o extraordinary
that I was never able to catch her in the act of drinking.
_ During the whole period, in fact, I only did so twice.

The second occasion makes an interesting story. It shows
the extent to which the obsessing demon csn conceal his
presence. :

It was one evenine in our house at 21 warwick Road.,
Rose and I were sitting in my library on the ground floor
in the front of the house. The dining room and kitchen
were in the basement, the whiskey béin@ kept in the side-
bozrd. Rose said that she would go and lock up the house,
and went doénscairs. I put off my slippers and followed
stealthily. The staircase was partly illuminated, a shadow
being cast diagonally across it. I heard the dining~poom
door open, and began to deacend. Rose came quicrlyApack‘
and looked up the stairs; but luckily I was in the shadow

and she did not see me. 3he then went very quickly back

into the dining réol.-leaving the door open, and I went
i

down the stairs as qu@ckly as possible, hoping to cateh her

in the act. As I reached the foot, whence I could see into
N




the dining room, I heard the noise as of a door being

closed, Rose was standing by the sideboard; but there

was no evidence of her act except an empty wet glass,
Juring the few seconds it had taken me to descend the
stairs, she had openga the sideboard, uncorked the bottle,
.poured out and drunk the whiskey, and restored everything
to its normal condition., It was an act of prestidigitation
and nothing else.

I was at my wit's end. 3he was no bebter thaﬁ before
éhe went to leicester. I thought I would try moral pres-
gure, and took counsel of Fuller, lickenstein and Gerald
Kelly, as well as her doctor. They were none of them very
hopeful, but they agreed that it_iiqﬁi do some zood to leave
her, and refuse to return until guarantees were given that
she had stopéed drinking. There did really_seem some hope:
the power of love might work the miracle, and certainly my
love for Rose was stronger than ever, although cut away
completely from its physical support. I have alwrys been
peculiarly sensitive about trifles in .y rapports’ with
women; the most trivial thing can put me off completely.
(Alexander Harvey Easwa superb story "The Mustache" in
#hich this psyc@ology\ia admirably set forth.) I could have
borne her death mdre philosophicelly. 1 was cons?antly




tortured by the "memory of the Rose-red hours". I was
not allowed to forget. There was the possibility of
paradise at my elbow, and there was nothing there but the
reek of hell. ) |

I reel back beneath the blow of her breath

As she comes smiling to me, that disgust

Chenges her drunken lust

Into & shriek of hate - half conscious still

(Beneath the obsession of her will)

Of all she was - before her death, her death!
I hated to go away; In my diary, 4April 26th,-1 find:

Gerald at twenty-one. wonders I didn't put

my foot down a year ago. But Rose's tender-

ness is such, and I love her so dearly.
However, I left on the 28th for Paris,

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. 3o he‘bed really
written a book - who would have believed it! I carried it
off to Scott's. In my excitement, I actually peiq far it.

I think I ate two dozen oysters and a pheasant, and
drank a bottle of No. 111, one of the bappiest champagnes

in the famous - can you say ‘caterer's?' Yes: - I mean

caterer's cellar. Yes; I did myself proud, {or the

}




‘vagician, Oliver Haddo, was Aleister Crowley; his house
'Skene' was Boleskine., The hero's witty remarks were,
many of them, my own. He had, like Arnold Bennett, not
spared his shirt cuff.

But I bad jumped too hastily to conclusions when I
said "Maugham has written a book". I found phrase after
phrase, paragraph after paragraph, page after page, be-
wilderingly familiar; and then I remembered that in my
early days of the G.. D.. I had introduced Gerald Kelly
to the Order, and recommended him a selection of books on
¥agick. I reflected that Maugham had becoﬁe a great friend
of Kelly's, and stayed with him at Camberwell vicarage..
kaugham had tsken some of the most private and personal
incidents of my life, my marriage, my explorations, my

adventures with big game, my Magical opinions, ambitions

k and exploits, and so on. He had added a number of the

nany absurd legends of which I was the central figure, He :
had patched all these together,by jinnumerable strips of
paper clipped from the books which I had toﬁé Gerald to
buy. I had never supposed that plagiarism could have been

so varied, extensive and shameless. "The Memoirs of a

" Physician", "Thgﬁlsland of Doctor Moreau", "The Blossom

and the Pruit”, &nd numerous other more or less occult works
’ J




of fiction had supplied the plot, and many of them the
incidents. "The Kabbalah Unveiled", "The‘Lifé of Paracelsus",

"The Ritual and Dogma of Transcendental Magic", and others

had been transcribed, whole pages at a time, withlsuch

slight changes as "fa&%ﬁd" for "resulted in failure", and
wgccasional additions of omissions.

I like Kaugham well enoush personally, though many
people resent a curious triek which he has of saying spite-
ful things about everybody. I always feel that he, like
myself, makes such remarks without malice, for the sake
of their cleverness. I was not in the least offended by
the attempts of the book to reﬁresent me as, in many ﬁays,
the most atrocious scoundrel, for he had done more than
justice to the qualities of which I wés proud; and despite
himself he béd been compelled, like Balaam, to prophesy
concerning me, He attributed to me certainvcharacteristics
which he meant to represent as abominable, but were actually
superb. .

He represented me as having treated my wife as Humas
makes Cagliostro treat his, with the object of producing
homunculi, artificial living human beings - "Was it for

.
these vile monstrosities that Margot was sacrificed in

" “all her loveliness?" - Well, comeliness is chesp after all.
}
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To discover the secret of 1life, who would not pitch two-
thirds of our 'maudite racg’iinto the ﬁobtomless pit of
oblivion, for which, in any case, they are bound?

"The Magicien" was, in fact, an apprecietion of my
genius such as I had never dreamed of inspiring. It showed
me how sublime were my ambitions, and reassured me on a
point which sometimes worried me - whether my work was
worth while in a worldly sense. I had at times feared lest,
superbly as my science had satisfied my own'soui, it might
yet miss the mark of meking mankind master of its destiny.

%ell Maugham had bad his fun with me; I would have
mine with him. I wrote an article for Vanity Fair (December
30th, 1908) in which I disclosed the method by which the
book had been manufactured, and gave parallel passages.
Frank Harfis would not believe that I was sericus. He swore
I must be making it up. He could not Bwiieve that any man
would have the impudence to publish such strings of plagiar-
ism. I had to bring a little library round to the office
to prove my proposition, and Harris sat and stared, and
gasped like a fish at each fresh outrage. He cut down the

article to two and a half pages, but even so it was the

\
most demning exposure of a literary crime that had ever been

known. No author of even mediocre repute had gver
) - ¢
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risked\his reputation by such flagrant stupra.

Maugham took my riposte in good part. ‘ﬁe met by chance
s few weeks later, and he merely remarked that there were
many thefts besides those which I had pointed out. .I told
bhim that Harris had cut> down my article by two-thirds for
lack of space. "I almost wish", I said, "that you were
an important writer."

I bad begun, I do not in the least remember how, to
try my hand at_short stories. &mven to-day having written
more than seventy such, I do not quite understand why this
form of art should appeal to me. I take fits of it. I
zo for a month without thinking éf the subject at all, and
then all of a sudden I find myself'with ideas and writing
them down. I entirely agree that the short story is one
of the most deiicate and powerful forms of expression. It
forms a link with poetry because one can work up to ecstasy
of one kind 6r another in a more lyric manner than is pos-
sible in a novel; the emotion evoked. is doubtless more
limited, but it can be made for this very reason bettér

defined. The ecstasy of "Wuthering Heights", "The House

vith the Green Shutters”, and "Tess of the D'Urbevilles"
1

is altogether on a larier gcale, It is built up of more

v
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and more varied haterial; and it is evidently possible to

obtain a great general effect. On the other hand, the
novel loses in poignancy. Such incidents as the hand at

the window in "Wuthering Heights" and krs. Gourlay's excla-

mation in Douglas's masterpiece, are almost out of keeping
with the general plan.

In Paris I wrote "The Soul Hunter”, the diary of an

insene doctor who has drugged his enemy, certified his
death, gof possessicn of the corpse, embedded itlin plaster
of Paris, and vivisects the brain in order to discover the
seat of the soul - a nice Christmassy idea.

Paris disgusted me. I tried to find peace at Morét,
but found only boredom, and went off to Venice with a bad
throat which gave me the idea of the story "Cancer?" in
this a distinguished painter imagines himself to have
cancer of the throat - and anywhere else of which he is
reminded by some trifling irritation. (EBugéne Carriére
is doubtless respomsible in parﬁ for'the theme., ) @eﬂﬁorka
himself into all kinds of mental fever, but luckily goes
to a doctor - drawn from my own doctor, Hdmund L. Gros,
the famous Americsn physician of Paris - who pronounces
him neurasthenic but otherwise healthy and prescribes a

.
motoring tour, Qending his own brother to take charge of
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the patient. They reach the Pyrenees. He is s8¢ exhilarated
that he can think of nothing better to do than cut ﬁis
throat. Another Christmassy idea.
Venice bored me as badly as Morét. Phét was,yln fact,‘
he ‘essence of my sgories: that I was incurably sad about
Rose. 8o I got back to Paris, and forgot my sorrows in the

kindness of Nipa Olivier snd various friends. I wrote "The

Dream Circean", This is a bigeer and better story than ei-

ther of the others. A young man full of romantic ideas of
" honour and pufity has an adventure in which he rescues a
girl from the malice of her méther. 'his involves a fight
with the servant. But after ge has won he c~nnot find the
house. He searched vainly, Pnd;becomes g monomaniac, Then
he meeté £liphas levi, who bromises to cure him, provided
that he swears never to enter the street where He imagined
the house to be as long as he should live. He is, in fact,
cured; but one day after Levi's death be find; himself in
the neighbourhood of the street, and decides to|@a€? through
it merely to celebrate the fact that he is cured,rand that

it means no more to him than any other street. Instantly

the old obsession seizes him, and for the rest of his life

he searches through rParis for the girl with zolden hair,

though he knows quite well that even if be found her she
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would be an old woman.

Rose's family and my friends had put pressure on her,
and her father .rote to me that I could come back, .which
I did; but T found that she had simply become more cun-
ning than ever. .

It was really beyond belief. It had been hard %o
convince myself thut she was in the zrip of this disease.
I had been told about it in more or less plain terms by

quite a number of people, and had merely been angry with

them. Now, when I knew it myself, found other people

equally incredulous. Haynes to%i me that he simply could
not believe the facts, though he knew 211 about her two
months at Leicester, and the rest.- Her doctor told me
that she wbulq come to him ané beg him, with tears in her
eyes. and tones of desperate sincerity, to cure her; and
all the while she would be drinking under cover of her
handkerchief. I ook her down to Sandwich for a fortnight
in June and July, but there was nothing to be donek ?ne
could not even watch her. She would go out in the ‘early
hours of the morning and appear at the breskfast table
hardly able-to speak.l ;
I went back to Pardis on July 8th. I worked on "Clouds

Without water",s"Sir Palamedes", "The #orld's Tragédy" and




~

a

"Mr. Tood". In particular, I wrote the autobiographical

preface to "The korld's Tragedy", some ten thousand words,

at a stretch; and certain lyriecs, mostly about Dorothy,

of whom more in a moment. "kr. Todd™, as the name implies

is a personification of Danh, and the idea of the play

is to introduce him as Deus \g Machina, uelping the chara-

cters one by one out of their varicus troubles. The idea

sounds a good one, but apart from availinz nyself of my

opportunities for dcuble entendre ("I was told the other

day that he held a lot'of land in ILondon, and has more

-

than the Duke of Westminster!"), I could not make i

tenants

The. repetition of the idea was bound to be .

much. of 1%.

rather ridiculous. It is my cne failure in this period.

The truth.doubtless is that I had used up the energy

e,

iccumulated in my wanderings, &nd written myself out:

as far ss anybthing big was concerned. I was in excellent

form with lyrics, and wrote several as good as anything I

hed ever done. In particular "After Judgment", to khe -

honour and glory of Dorcthy, will stend in Gnglish litera-

ture as one of the mest passionate poems in the 1anguage.

It was certairly bime that I went for a walk in the

country. Paris is not a stimulant to a pozt of my calibre;

I need to be fsch to face with God and see Him, and( live.




for when it is said that no man shall look upon His face

and live, the emphasis must be on the word 'man'. It is

privilege of the poet that his lifes is fed by direct

i
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cowmunication with Nature, as a chils of. its

mother. The man who is separate from Nature, and is nou-

y the gross food of hi

econd-rate stuff, I fecel the necessity

n

only

o

0

of being absolutely shut off ‘rom the cxternal universe -

"y life 4is hid with Christ in Sod", to borrow the phrase-

the

a

Christian mystic. I received my inspiration

iirectly, without even needing -

which to nang it. iy consciously conceived werk is always

inferior; it only exists bacause when I come Uc the point

of actual writing, my pen runs away with me.

So I wanted to get back to the tzll timber, but I 4id

not know where to go. My course was determined by the

necessities of Neuberg's initiation. He bad joined me in
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lari and I proceeded to instruct him'without losiﬂg a .

moment. Hs had taken an Honours degree in Medieeval ‘and

sodern Languages, and he cculd not order his dinger. I

remember his asking for. red cabbage by the name of "rouge

K5-baghe" — which is the .nearest I can get to it phonetically.

He had been marned against drinking absinthe ang we




told him that was quite right, but (we added) many other
drinks in Paris are terribly danserous, espécially to a
nice young man like you; there is only one really safe,
mild, harmless beverage and you can drink as much of that
as you like without runningz the slightest risk, and what
you say when you want it is "Gsrcon! un Pernod." I
forbear to remsrk on the result, beyond mentioning that
I took Nina and a lady whom I will call Dorothy, as she
figures under that name in numerous lyries, %o the Bal
Bullier. He had had two double absinthes, and they made
him bold. (One of my wittiest remarks w-s made one Boat
Race Night at the impire when accosted by two charming
ladies. I exclaimed to my friend, "That which hath made
them bold hath made me drunk.") .

Neuberg ﬁished to acguire the affections of one of
my two zirls, but he could not tell them apaét,—and he
wooed them alternatively in the most extravagantly Jje ijune
fashion. Thanks to bis various phobias, be had never made
love satisf=ctorily to any woman in his life. He &1d?not
know what to say or do. He made all sorts of clumsy ad-
vances, which the gzirls cruelly repressed. Dorothy re-

1
proached him sadly:

"surely, Hﬂ' Neuberg, you would not say such1ﬁ}ngs to

-y

N

your Dons' wives at Cambridge!"




Ra 5 L S il s
Baffled in this irection, he made a.supreme appeal

to Nina by offering her two francs and tweaty-five
centimss.

Wwe then went to our rsspective hotels to bed, and the
reaction began. rﬂs was in bed the whole of the next day,
and when I ézlled cn him the morning of the day sfber that
I found nothing had been done cas veil over the
natural resnlts of his indiscretion. But that was Neuberg

: filthiest animal that I
have evar known. His gifts wer upernatural. I remember
ziving bim a saucer to clear it had a very small quan-

]

tity of yellow oil pair 1 hat was left ove:r from
;d.ntin; some tzlisman. He was & leng vaile awey, and we
went into the bedrsom Lo see how he w.s getting on. The
saucer seemed a2s full of paint as before, like the widow's
nay, more he had repested the miraclg of the loaves:'

fishes, for be had covered the whc?% of his dress and

serson with this peint. It was all cver&thf‘washstand,

over the walls and flqor, and even to gsome sxtent on
the ceiling. .This is not a joke; this is not an exagzération;
it actually happened. I do not offer any explanation; I I
doubt if thnere is one. I simply state tbe facts, and leave

the world’to admire. G
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bDorothy would have been a grandeApd@slon bad it not

been that my instinct warned me that she was incapable of
true love. 3She was incomparably beautiful, nuéustus John
has pasinted her again and again, and no more exquisite
loveliness has ever adorned any canvas. she was capable
of simulating the mreatest extravazances of passion. Indeed,
the btransports were genuine enough; but they were c¢arefully
isolated from the rest of life, so that she was in no way
compromised by them. At the time I rather resented this;
I was inclined to call her shallow and even to feel somewhat
insulted; Dbut now 1 see that she was in reality acting
iike an adept, keeping the planes well zpart. She was an
uziremely good friend, though sine never allowed her friend-
ship to interfere with her interests. In otber words, she
#as a thoroughly sensible and extremely chsruing girl.

. She was, in additlion, one of the best companions that
a man can possibly have. without pretence of being a blue=-
stocking, she could hold her own in any couverJ%tién about
art, literature or music. 3he was the very soul of g{iety,
and an incomparable comedienne, One of my most delightful
mewgories is bthe maécbiug of our wits. It was rapture to

compete with her in what we cslled "leg-pulling", which
j {



may be defined ns inducing some one to make a fool of

himself., We carried this out with all due regard for

bonour and g:od feeling; we never did any one ﬁﬁy harm,

and we often did peaple a msreat deal of ~ood.

Neuberg wss, so to speak, born for our benefit, and

this is what we did. #e began thus: T told Neuberg with

the utmost delicacy that Dorothy had been wounded to the

heart by his gross manner of wooing, nct only because of

-her almost morbid modesty, but because she had fallen in

love with bhim at first sizht.- I urged him to make amends

by paying respectful court to her, which he proceeded to

do, she playing up to it with sublime fantasy, but pre-

tending the sreatest reluctance to admit that she was in

love with him. [Little by little she yielded, and they

became engaged. (She bhad a husband round the corner, but

one ignores such flim-flam in ¥ontparnasse.)

In the meanwhile I went on the other tack, and urged

Neuberg to take the obvicus measures to get rid éf ghe cause

of his neurosis, and ultimately persuaded him to go down to

the Rue des Luatre Vents and ask an old friend of mine -

named Marcelle bto udhertake his cure. No sooner hid he
done this than I preténded to discover his engaggment to

}
Dorothy, and brought to him a sense of the grievous wrong

-
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which he had done her by his infidelity. I persusded him
that the only manly and honourable course was to tell ber
frankly what he had done. 30 we arranged a dinner party

at which he should do 80, Bhe insisted on his roing into
every possible detail of his mis demeanour. Considering
that he was the shyest man alive with women, and that;
furthermore, he supposed her to be even more delicate in
repression, the dinner was excruciatingly funny; I admit-

. ted with sombre remorse my shsre in “ersuadinz him to
disgrace himself and Dorothy took the sevsrest view of my
conduct. I as the older man, I in charge of his conscience,
I regsponsible to his parents, etc., etc. She said she would
never speak to me agsin, and walked home up the Boulevard
with Neubergz, with me hanging on the outskirts, pleading
and gesticulating to be forziven, and always receiving the
moét austere rebuffs. At the same time she could not for-
give Neuberg either. He took it absolutely to heart; he
folt that he had ruined both his life and rﬁers,&na'that he
would never be able to =zet over having insulted the fairest
and dearest and purest of God's creatures. Of course he

would never speak toé me again either.

I let him suffef for two or threé days.'thgn one
} s “\‘




afterncon I went scross to his hotel, and told him that
this nonsense had zone on lone enough; and it was time
for him to learn SOﬁethina'ofwijfe; I told him the facts:  —
He regarded them as outrageous lies. I pointed out a
hundred indications that they were true, but he wés absolu~
tely convinced of her Qurity and my infemy. I reélized
that I was waating ny breatﬁ.

"Come across the road," I said uearily; "and see with
yodr own eyes,"

I was almost oblized to use sctual fdrce, but he came;
and there w=s Dorothy, unadornedi, smoking 2 cigarette on
my bed. The boy wns absolutaly stuanned. sven with the
evidence in front of his eyes, he was loth to admit the
truth. His ideal of woman was shattered thorouzhly and

for ever.

The boy had suffered frightfully, but that was not my |

fault. It was the fault of his own romentic ideslism; and g
bed I not destroyed it in this drastic way, fe jiould have
been the prey of one vampire after another aé long as he
lived, As it was, his physical heslth became superb, his
nerves sto ped playing him tricks, he got rid of all his
fads about food, dress, and conducf}‘his geniu; soared free

v
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of all<its silly inhibitions; his magical pow:'rs developed

unhindered by the delmsions bred of insisting that Nature

is what one thinks it cuzht to be, and his relations with

humenity became reasonsble,

I have told thié story at lenzth not merely because

-1t is amusing in itself, thouch that were sufficient excuse,

but because it affords an excellent example of the way I

z0 to work to bring my pupils in touch with reality. 1

saw to it that he came to no actuazl harm; at the éame time

-lvput him through the mill with unsparing severity. Ris

no zood making two bites at a éherry, and cartial initia-

tion is sometimes worse than no initiation at all. COCne

must not leave a loophole for the Lord of Lies.







Peace Leing made, and Neuberg trained, so far as Paris
offered a suitable theatre, I determined to put him up against
eality of another kind. ile had always been accustomed to have
everything come to nhim; he had been allowed to. assume twut.

( ¢
the world wus constituted for his counvenience and comfort. He
nad never met any real people at all. He admitted, so to
speak, the existence of a baker, but he did not really under-
stand that bread was made with flour and tnut flour was made
irom corn by a miller (whom he aad aitaerto regarded merely ds
tne father of a miller's dauggaer in a poem), and Toat corn
was grown by actual human beings. 5o 1 proposed to him tO
walk through tne wildest parts of Spain. W#e agreed Lo start
from Bayonne with less than five pounds between us, and man-
aged to make our way to Madrid on foot, wvoiding as Br 48

possible the line of the railway.

We left Paris for Bordeaux on the last day of July, went

on to Bayonne the next morning, and started the same .after-
noon for the frontier, reaching Ustaritz that njght. Three
days' walk took us across the Pyrenees to Pampléha. The
people of the mountain villages seemed to have uo exper-
ience of strangers,<especially of strangers on foot. Of
course we were mot very beautiful obaecta to the initia-

ted eye. 1'was in my climbing clothes, save that I




reblaced tweed by buckskin breeches, the same pair as I

am wearing to-day. As for Neuberg, I cannot say what he

looked like, because when God make him he broke the hould.

50 the people almost everywhere outside the larger

towns supposed us to be beggars. It tcok me some time

to discover why my requests for fcod and shelter were re-

ceived

with such disfavour. I spoke Spanish fairly well

but naturally

as soon as I picked up my Mexican memories;

the people didn't tell me to my face what was the matter;

‘and having been accustomed to be treated everywhere as a

great lord,

it never entered my head for a moment that

they could suppose anything else. #hen I found out, I

said to myself: Well, that is .easy enough: I will show

them some money. However, they still regerded us with

zreat suspicion. They gave us what we wanted, but did

not seem in the least happy about it. Further investiga-

tion, however, finally revealed that having money, they

thought we must be brigands. #e let it go at that.* 4

However, misunderstandings were not yet over, Three

times on the road we were srrested as snarchists. The

soldiers could not unde}stand why any one should want to

go to Madrid except to kill Alphonso, and I suppose there

is somethinw really to be said for this point of viéw.

.




They gave us no real annoyance, our pass;ports being as
impressive ag they were unintelligible., Of course, they
didn't really think we were anarchists, and tbey.would not
have cared if we had: been; but most of these unhappy men
were marconed for indefinite periods in qhaatlyfdistricts
m’where there was absolutely no amusement of any kind. To
arrest us was a good excuse to have some one te talk to.
That, incidentally, is more or less the case with idle
‘officials everywhere, but in countries like ingland and
America they have to pret;nd to take their silly formalities

serious}y. and so what was originally no more than

desoeuvrement becomes deliberate annoyance. The pettier

minds get to enjoy the exercise of this tuppeny-ha'penny
authérity, and the regulations which were perhaps instituted
in'an emergency survive their usefulness, 1ike'the vermi-
form appendix, and become the most tedious and irritating
tyranny. :

The Pyrennean Frontiers of Spain at this pof&t‘%re'de-
lizhtfully picturesgue, though the mountains are anything
bﬁt imposing. (Damn those Himalayas; /they have spoilt me

for scenery.) OSome Jf the mountain villages are filthier

and more savage than anything even in German Switgzerland.
H}
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The people are neither polite nor picturesque =-.they snarl

and stink,

we had a longish day into Pamplona, forty-two kilo=-

meters, and got the iirst decent meal since leaving Bayonne,

I'ne poverty of the country is really pitiful. As George

-

Borr¢w recounts, the Church sucks the life blood of the

people. One can quite understend the moralizing of Protestant

travellers. Prosperity varies inversely with piet&.‘ Italy

is only flouriahing to-day in those districts where the

alimentary canal of industry has beep cleared of the taeniae

of Christianity. The only city of Spain which holds its

" own with the rest of the world to-day is Barcelona, a notor-

ious hot bed of infidelity and Free-sasonry. It is to the

last degree unfortunate that these things should be connec-

ted in the minds of the unthinking with anarchy and other

cults implying social disorder. Lord Morley was an a;heist,

iuxley an agnostic, and Edward the Seventh a Free-¥ason;

but it would be hardto pick three men moré genuinely one -

lightened or more truly conservative.

1t is Rome herself who is always trying to prove that

servile bigotry is the only gugrantee of national credit

and personal good faith. Having been thoroughly beaten in

the nineteenth centyry by the geologists, physicists,




%

biologists, anthropologists, chemists end astronomers,
Christianity has endeavoured to make the people forget that
science has not 1eft‘dcwma 2 leg to stand on, and.to per-
suade the world that the alternative to submission to Rome,
or at least to the'prﬁcticnlly anonymous and amorphous ag-
eregation of nonconformist nonentities, is Judaism (conceived
as a bullion-bloated bogy) and Bolshevism, Christianity is
trying to rally the forces of decency and érder to the solled
standard, black with the blood of the innocents, the infants
of science and freedom which have been trampled back inte

the stinking slime of su}eratition and slavery of which it

is the symbol.

The supreme danger of our century is this dilemms. vwe
are being compelled to havéto chose Yetween militarism and
commercialism., The first duty of thinkers is to demonstrate
that the antithesis is not exclusive. There 1s no reason
why we should not bave an aristocracy of birth and brain,
independent of the strusgle for life, and a dempcracy of
labour and love, independent of the strusggle fof,life, and

a democracy of labour and love, independent of formal ad-

hesion to creeds. The solution is given by "Do what thou

i1t shall be the whole of the Law.” ‘The object of education

Y
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should be to enable a child to discover his True Will, to
find out what he is fit for, and develop his‘ faculties with
strict reference to the execution of that True will.

The attempt to standardize the ambition of humanity has
naturally produced universal disc ntent. It should be re-
coznized that there are an infinite number of ways of attain-
ment, and that the world is big enouzh and diverse enouzh to
zive every one his fair sLare of ha.piness. The one proviso
is that happiness should not be defined for us by doématiSa
and measured in terms of motor cars. The most dangerous
delusion of the devil is that the soul can be satisfied by
the fulfilment of formulae, that one's neighbour's goods are
desirable. "Thou shalt not covet" is sqmetninz more than a
law of God; it is & piece of common sense advice. We have
all of us the geans of satisfaction ready to our hands if
we only had the sense to avsil ourselves of it, but we
stupidly grab at the things which we do not want in the
least, for no better reason than that .other people tel; us
that we cannot do without them. .

An analagous absurdity, and one enormously costly, in
conventionality. The city clerk invokes debts and discom-

3

fort in order %o complyiaith the code which demands that e
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should wear a hidecus and humilisting costume of cheap and
nasty cloth made artificially costly ﬂy the affectation of
elegance., He ruins himself in order to look like a second
rate waiter when he wants to affect smartness. 1In a
bundred ways, so-called civilized people pawn their possi-
bilities of happiness, convenience, and even economie
security, for the sake of something for which we ecannot
even find a name which is not on the face of it a cynical
Jest, :

In pursuance of this policy, the Jesuits are fomenting
discord in every part of the world where Catholicism is not
a permanent obsession., They are behind the perennial per-

turbations of Ireland, pointing the moral of the Russian

revolution, attacking the fundamental principles of Justice

in Francé from the Dreyfus case to the affaire Caillaux

creating a partito populsre in Italy, to counteract the
loyal. orderly, and tolerant programme of Fdscismc, and
finding themselves beaten. they .acquiesced, and c.ptured the
movement. Mussolini aoon became a fire-breathing dragon,
with strings in their hands. They are trying bo identify
Ferrer with tbe anarchists in Spain, persuading the employers
of labour in the bnited States that the best workmen are

2
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those who have betrayed their comrades, and even in kngland
contrasting their methods of educetion with that of the un-
sectarian government schools to the disadvantage of the latter.
As soon a&s inglish hardihood and common sense are informed
of this latest intrigue the invsriable result will follow.
There is a curious fatality attached to the schemes of
fome. Their strategy is impeccable, and their tactics are
carried out with super-Napoleonic mnastery of circumstsnce.

Yet somebow or other, it elways happens that the result is

fhe exact opposite of that on which they calculated., The

most recent and glaring example is the attempt to smash

Frotestantism and irrelizion in the Great War. The strong-

holds of Rome shared the fate of fbe masterpieces of
? Brialmont: Austria was compietely disinteerated. Russia,
whose generai volitical principles were in harmony with
Papal pretensions, was reduced to a bleeding pulp on which
the maggots of murderous Marxians grew fat, Rebéllioug
Italy recovered its lost ground and became a ViCtiPijﬂs anti-
Papal power whose youth were actually proposing at'ope time
to expatriate the Pope to Canadé. Germany, which had just
re-admitted the Je;uiys, was starved into revolution and

chaos. fngland has, to a great extent, got rid of the Popish

}
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plots in Ireland which galled her, and Ulstgr has become
pgrmanently predominant. Only in the United Stetes has

Qéxe not received the rebuff, and even there Free-Masonry
has awaked to the danger of ultramontanism, and developed
from a social and business society into an anti-clerical
Political association which combines all the subtle strength
of a secret society with the weight of wealth and prestige
of power.

: In Spain there is certainly less stupidity of this
kind, but the people hand over their hearts' blood to Herod.
They sacrifice their happiness—and their humanity at the
shrine of superstition. Hell swallows up their hopes. The
motiverof their lives is fear. Tﬁe Spgniard wraps himself
in his pride. and holds himself alcof from actual affaire

as much as he can. The social and economic.power is in the

hands of the women, and the women, are under the dominion of

the priests.

There is no hope for Spain; Dbecause her men liye either

in the past, as Pizarro, or in the present with ¥ efr favour-

em; they have

ite matador. The future means nothing to th
. gle-hold

no motive for wrenching themselves away from the stran

of St. Peter. The wéﬁen, on the other hand, are entirely

v
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absorbed in the petty affairs of the parish as far as the
present is concerned, and for the future are pre-occupied

with purgatory. The priests, with their praeterhuman
patience, go steadily ahead, year after year, enjoying the
first fruits of the éountry. Remorselessly and relentlessly
"~ they drain the people of their substance. Ko matter how
steadily the tide of fortune might flow towards the Peninsula,
they would always be equal to the task of keeping it in a
_conditidn of pernicious anaemia. I wrote an artiéle des-
criptive of the unhappy stste of the people for Frank Harris,

but he refused to publish it. Here is his letter.,

"I cannot do all Spain as grumblej you spit
on it and hiss at it. After ali it is only
the beautiful or great or extraordinary that
endures, and we all forget the petty miseries

of 1ife as soon as we cam.
Yours sincerel;.

Frank Harris

pure Beauty.

1 d ur best for me w'h is
Wiy mes = Yours F. H"

From Pamplona it is three days easy walkiné to Logrono.

we left our hotel after dinner and walked in the cool of the

night about ten kilometers to & place which we christened

"Bats! Culvert" in honour of our shelbter. It was big enouzh

almost to be called é tunnel. Delightfully warm and dry, I
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do not blame the bats for their choice of habitation,

The road to Logrono is very varied and picturesque.

In particular there is one fine rock peak which reminded me
of Tryfan. We found the days terribly hot and dusty. In
order to tesf our éndurunce to the highest point, we talked
to each other about the ices of Trinity College Kitchen,
which are the best in the world, with those of Rumpelmayer
in Paris for a poor second, and the rest absolutely nowhere.,
The walk did me all the good imaginable, but the diet was

a 1ittle too much for my young friend, who developed chronic
indigestion. —

The people live in the most poverty-stricken circum-
sténces; they cannot even understand that there may be
others differently situated. In onc place they tcld us at
the hotel that they could give us nothing whatever to eat.
The courtyard was ruaning wild with poulﬁry. and I told the
woman %o slay a couple of birds and roast them. TI% must
have faken me a Zood quarter of an hour to get it {ntq her
nead that this was a serious order, and by thé,tima the

meal was servéé the entire village had collected to see the

eccentric millionaires who spent one and fourpence on food
b

at a stroke. : .

Logropo will always live in my memory. @he situation

\
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of the “town is very impressive, with its large lazy river,
almost dry at that season of the year, affording a measure of
the landscape. The people were, if anythinz, lazier still.
The entire population seemed to be sprawling on the terraces
of the cafés drinking the wine of the country, a btype of
Burgundy which has more than a little merit. It is a strong,
r&ﬁgh, harsh wine; but the flavour of the soil is as '
apparent as that of peat in Irish whiskey, and it has the
advantage qf being absolutely zenuine. ‘

I am barbarian enough to prefer the local Spanish and
Ttalian wines to all but the fine vintages of the French,
Civilization has produced its usual result on its initiates.
The French winemskers employ too much chemistry for my
liking. I require vitality in food and ‘drink, and I believe
that this quality is a spiritual thing. I belleve that the
reverence with which all fine wine is treated ‘has a magical
effecf in ripening. I believe that the gaiety of the peasant
who trod the grapes transmits itself magically to the
product. I believe that the brilliance of "old masfers”

partially depends upon the loving care and reverence with

which they have been treated for centuries. I beligve that

an idol becomes a receptacle of power by virtue‘of the

worship paid and offerings made to it.
]

When people have
o .
i
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finished laughing loudly and rudely at remarks of this sort,
I remind them of the virtues of favourite Quns, fishing rods,
cricket bats and zolf clubs. ‘A stranger can distingzuish at
the first glance the treassured weapon from the neicomer, on
the one hand, and the despised and neglected abject on the
_other, -

The spirit of Logrono was so broad and idle that it
was very hard to drag ourselves away from it, but we managed
it somehow and walked in the cool of the evening of August
9th to a place that we called "Jack straw's Castle”, at the
opening of a magnificent raviné through mizhty cliffs of
earth.

The following day the road led over a high pass, a
barren wilderness of bizarre beauty. It was nearly night-
fall when we\reached a wretched hamlet, so poor that there
was really no food to be had. There was not even any pre-
tence at an inn, and it was only long negotiation and the
display 6! wealth beyond the dreems'of avarice, in the shape
of a silver dollar that we persuaded the 1nhabitéptn'to let
us have a cup of goat's milk spiece, a small scrap of dry
bread, and a bed in the straw in a horribly dirty barn.

1 .
It was a glorious mesl and a very heave? of repose. On the

¥



third day we completed the 150 kilometers on the road from
Logrono to Soria. The last few hours of the walk were made
splendid by the thunderstorm which I have already described.

I should have liked to stay in Soria for aﬁ unlimited
time. The town is a stupendous relic of the rugzed grandeur
of the past. The people were,beyond all praise, sympathetic,
and I cannot even begin to describe my appreciation of the
cook in our hotel. It may have been that he was benefited
by the proverb, "Hunger is the best sauce", but I cannot help
that. .

Wwe now found ourselves in dasnger of striking the main
road, so we turned aside from the direct line to Madrid, and
struek out for Burdo de Osma. Our first night was spent at
a place which we called "gdtches' Kitchen Village". e got
lodgingsin\a house whose sinister aspect was only surpassed
by that of its inhabitants. W#e were so doubtful about their
intentions that we barricaded ourselves for the night in

the main room, There were considerable alarums and excur=-

sions; but when they found we meant business Jhey decided

to leave us alone, and in the moPfning everyone was all
smiles. «e had forty-four kilometers to walk, most of the
way over scrub deeert without a drop of water or a hin% of

shelter. It was extraordinarily dreary and wearisome.

Y
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Burgo de Osma is a lovely little town tucked away in
a fold of the cloak of Howhere. Ve had arrived at the
psychological moment. It was about to celebrate its annual
two days of festival.

When civic life is still integral it never lacks
interest. It is when the provinces begin to aid the capital
that decay sets in. The philosophy of the Book of the Law
is necessary to preserve states from the disintegration
which inevitably follows upon ovar-centralization;. An
association of sovereign independent units, each absolutely
respecting itself and others, the whole linked by their
common interests, forms a cosmos comparable to that of the
stars and the atoms. It is self-éustaining because it does
not imagine that its elamenté should be subordinated to and
merged in any one of them. Human affairs are analogous.
The stable state is composed of a strong aristocracy, where
the King is primus inter pares. When he becomes Le B0 Rst
soleil the scaffold is not far away. it -

Similarly, as soon as a city like London begins to
inerease beyond the point wheré 1t obtains adequate nouri-

shment from the country without straining its resources, it

soon finds itself having %o live by means of desperate shifts,

j y
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and as soon as these bezin to break down the end comes very
suddenly. The strength of the United States was in fhe
doctrine of State sovereiznty. The gradual usurpation of
this power by the ngeral authority, especislly under the
megalomaniac uilson,“is bound to result in a tyranny which

" will neglect the -very diverse interests which it governs,
and the lower station of each unit will lead to the collapse
of the whole unwieldly monster. The worst tendency of the

~ human mind is expressed in religion by monotheism; which is
ideal centralization. Naturg affords a better example of a
stable economy. 1t is true that the planets are subordinate
to one sun; but even 80 each planet hes 1ts separate
character and orbit. The stars sre independent individuals
related to .each other by cértain bonds which serve to sus-

tain them in independence. As soon as a system becomes

centripetal it is on the highway to dissolution.
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The smaller towns of Spain have preserved their distinct

characteristics, their amour propre. They are nét ehtirely‘

gervile suburbs of ¥adrid. rney do not drain tnsmselves of

their best blood to aupply the court with sycophants. It is

for this reason that, although Spain has been torn by civil

and dynastic wars, 4% maintains a certain rugzed resistance

to the forces of autocracy on the one hand, and to revolution

on the other.

Burgo de Osma was an excellent example of the cell on

whose welfare and whose differentiation from sister gells,

the integrity of the organism depends. The pride of the

Spanish charactar is the most valuable factor in its preser-

vation. Spain, almost alone of uuropean countries, does
"not exude a hord of emigrants upon America. The pride of
the individual is personal, family and local as well as

He prefers haughty poverty t
yet restore him to his former

0 servile'proﬁperity,

national.
greatness,

and this quality may
when the tide of economics flows once more in his direction,

after Surope has been ruined by the expedients which t 4

ss her artificial system of centralization

present buttre

and standardization. | '
At the moment, Spain:was deeply exerciged with the
matter of base cojnage. 1t appesars that & certain CaPinet
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to the forces of autocracy on the one hand, and te revolution
on the other.
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' Spanish character is the most valuable factor in its preser-
vation. Sbain, almost alone of Kuropean countries, does
‘not exude a hérd of emigrants upon America; The pride of
the individual is personal, family and local as well as

national. He prefers haughty poverty to servile prosperity,
and this qualify may yet restore him to his former greatness,
once more in his direction,

when the tide of economics flows
s which ét 4

after Surope has been ruined by the expedient

present buttress her artificial system of centralization

and standardization. .
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Minister had a brother in Mexico who eked out a precarious
livelihood by exporting brass bedsteads, The calibre of the
uprights was such that silver pesos could be neatly packed
therein, and the influence of the Winister prefented the
Custom House being surprised at the weight. These silver
pesos were of the same quality as those from the Government
mint; and at the then price of silver, there was over 100%
profit on each coin put into circulation. It was quite
impossible to distinguish the good money from the bad,
excep£4that the coiners had thoushtlessly struck one dollar
of Amadeo II, who lived so long ago that hié coins should
have been more worn than these were.
As we approached Madrid we found the people increasingly

suspicious and unwilling to accepf our pesos, and in the ..

. last hunéred kilometers or so it was extremely difficult to
gzet them to take our money at all, and, therefore, to get
food or shelter. But when we came to the city itself,

instead of the nuisance reaching a climax, we found that 1;

disappeared altogether. The Madrilenes were@no;'going to

worry their heads as to whether money was good or bad. It

doesn't mattei, they argued, so long as we agree to take 1t{

.
and all the desperate efforts of tpe Government tocall in

the bad cpinage fell flat.

e
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This incident gave me a gzreat deal to think over. It
enlightened me more than a little as to the.nature of money.
I do not know why it is that cne of the commonest things
in the world, which goes through the hands of literally
everyone except Buddhigt monks, should be so difficult to
understand. I may say that the events of the War in subse-
© ; quent years have convinced me more than ever that there are

| very few people alive who understand the nature of wealth,
money, or any of the subjects connected thareﬁith, who

realize what are the true factors in national prosperity.

The subject is full of paradoxes, and I heard more nonsense
talked about reparations than I had heard even about the
war itself.
For instance, all the more intelligent people assume
it as a general principle that ¥ork in itself means Wealth.
lb They cannot distinguish between work and the wealth produced
by it. This was at the bottom of most of the afguments
that Germany could not pay. Of course there is only one way
in which victory can be made torpay; and that is Py‘?ettling
on the land of the vanquisbed and making them aerf;. We
should have got rid of our surplus of unemployed by expatriat=-

o ing the Germans from\their western provinces and settling

them with our own people, to form a province of mixed French

] y
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and English such as might form a barrier for generations
agalnst the Hast of Lurope., I do not‘say that this programme
is enlightened bumsnittrianism, but it is certainly practical
patriotism in the ordinary sense of the word.

Forgive the 'digression! We were at Burgo de Osma and
the fiesta was in full swing. I enjoyed every minute heart-
ily. Por the first time I was able to sce a bull-fight with-
out the accretions of snobbishness when the famous matador
steps forth to exhibit his skill in the pressnce of Royalty,
and the game is not a game but an excuse for aervility and
intrigue. It was all the difference between house football

at a public school and a Cup Final. I was able to understand

the direct appeal which the éport makes to the primitive

passiong.

Thére was no excitement and no disgust for me. I had
reached a spiritual stage in which Sanna - pure perception e
had ousted Vedana - sensation - I had learnt to look on the |
#orld without being affected by events. I was gble to
observe what went on as few pecple can, for thé4average,man's
senses are deceived by his emotions. He gets things out of
proportion, ;ndwhe exaggerates them even when he is eble to.

appreciate them ;t all. I made up.my mind that it should be

j ' /
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an essential part of my system of initiation to force my

pupils to be familiar with just those things which excite

or upset them, until they have acquired the'power of perceiv-

ing them accurately without interference from the emotions,

It is all a branch of the art of concentration, no doubt;

but it is one which hasibeen very much neglected, and it is

of' supreme importance when the aspirant arrives at the higher

levels, where it is a question of "making no difference between

any one thing and any other thing", and uniting oneself with

each and every possible idea. ior as long as aﬁythinq soever

escapes assimilation there remains separateness and duality,

or the potentiality of such. Evil can only be destroyed by

"love under will"; and so long as‘it is feared and hated,

S0 long as we insist on attributing a real and irreconcilable

existence to it, so long will it remain evil for us. The

saue of course applies to what we call 'good'. Good is

itself evil in so far as it is separate from otbgr idees.
Through this course of initiation I was brought into

sreat happiness. I was able to p?rcéive a fact wq§cg.1 had \

never guessed: that blood on the shoulder of a bull in the

spanish summer sunlight is the most beautiful colour that

exists. In the whole bf my memories I had only one fact to
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set agains§ it: the green of 8 certain lizard who ran

across my path on a hill-side in Mexico. It is, in fact,
very rare to see pure colours in Nature; they are nearly
always nised or toned down. But when they do appear they

—

are overwhelming.

fhis is probably why precious stones have such an
influence on most people. Personally, I regard them with
mediocre interest, I prefer a colour to be vital; that is,
not so much inherent in the material of an object as produced
by its_movement and (a fortiori) of its life. Thus no jewel
has ever given me the Joy that I find in pools of clear
sea water under the rocks, in crimson Jjellyfish, in scarlet
'ane:ones, in shoals of violet fish - in.the sunsets which
perform two hours of oratorio ever night at Cefalu, especially
furing the autumn;. but most of sll in these pure colours of
life,

It is,by the way, interesting to observe that pure
olour is compsr&tively common in the microscopic world, and
it seems to me more than passible thag_thé smallest inﬁecgs
¢nd even animalculae may possess a cqmplete language of 1r1-
lescence. It is 2ai1d by some philosophers that the sense
of colour becomes less important as we advance in b§e scale
of evolution. It is at least certain that in so-called

Y
S

}




305

civilizéd countries the tendency is for the world: to become
drab and grey, and it is slso considered a mapk of gzood
taste to like quiet harmonies and to be shocked by gorgeous
splashes of colour. It is argued that whistler's qdarter-
tones of gzrey demand finer perceptions than Gauguin's blaz-
ing splotches.
I am doubtful whether this argument is not that of

the fox who lost his tail. The delight of the savage in
barbaric glitter accords naturally with his fierce péssions,
and our own acquiescence in shadowy hues may testify to

our disillusionment with the Joys of 1life - which, incident-
ally, comes less from our philosophical superiority than
from our inability to enjoy them. Are we really satisfied
to have abaﬁdongd - or lost! our manhood? Are there not
mnoments when we>wou1d give all our telephones, our hygienic
sanitation, our policed politeness, for one red hour of
baresark madness? Does not the popularity of"novels of
adventure, of jungle life, even of crime, indicate he
regret of modern society for the days when life still seemed
to be worth 1iving? Do not the bravest souls still cling to
the blood-stained suéergtitions which science has disproved

and ethics condemned? Is not the "corybantic Christianity",

}




es Huxley called it, of the Salvation Army, nearer to the
heart of the people than the etiolated cuit of the mealy-
mouthed Master affected by humanitarians, vegetarians, and
anti-vivisectionists?
And may it not Se that humanity will have to choose
“between a reversion to savagery and extinction at the hands
of more truculent types? we have replaced the courage of
chivalry cunning. e scatter indiscriminate death over
women and children from a safe distance; but‘instead of
keeping our murderous cunning as a mystery in the hands of
8 privileged priesthood, we have democratized destruction.
4 few far-seeing writers have already hinted that the negro,
utterly incapable of ethica} development but perfectly
competent to understand the elementary science necessary to
prépare the a paratus of'devastation, may one day take it
into his head to avenge his age-long wrongs upon us "no!
white trash”. In such a day our moral superiority - if
superiority it be - wili count for nothing. we‘phg}l be only
the weak er for having log8t the animal love and'tenacity of
life,

For my part, my disposition is almost comically gentle,

I have always found it impossible to support the contemplation

y
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of the sufferings of others. This characteristic was at

the root of my revolt against Christianity, with its callous

and even Joyful acquiescence in the eternal damnatioh of the

vast wmajority of mankind. It has, without doubdbt, determined

the whole course of my lif;;‘ nothing has seemed to me worth‘
doing except to reliéﬁe the sufferings of mankind. I thousht
“to do this by Jjoining a community pledged, like the Knights

P

of ¥onsalvat, to the preservation of a sacrament which
should fortify us in knight-errantry. I was rewarded by

ng made the medium of the communication of ‘a universal
formula "Do what thou wilt shall be the whéle of the Law!"
which every man may apply to every problem of his life, and
solve it.

But at the sam= time I feltlfrom the beginning that

ny sensitiveness implied zréve moral weakness, and I set
myself to correct it. This is at the bottom of my persis-
tent search for dangerous asdventures, of my matching myself
against mountains, pestilence, wild beasts, andudldep men.
i1so women! I have succeeded in acquiring a ceqfatn power

of doing the manly thing in any conjuncture of circumstance

while retaininz innate sensitiveness and sympathy. I

learnt the lesson off chivalry; to strike, and strike home,

#“ithout malice.
]
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My reward has been not only in feeling myself master of
my environment but in regaining the attitude toward life
which civilization has eaten away. I have known the primitive
bleasures of the Paladin. T have exulted in pitting my
own strength and skill against nature, in daring every kind
of danger, enduring every kinid of hardship, and, even more,
in forcing myself to face ideas which T most leared and
loathed, and making them quall before my clance and serve
ny purpose. I have thus done violence to ny nature in a
thousand ways, for I an congenitally timid, slothful, '
fustidious, and adroit in evasion; but it was necessary
for me in order that I might attain complete initiation.

I .was chosen as a symbolic sacrifice to create a type of
humanity fit to conguer its environment during the Aeon
of Hors, which began in 1904 with its formulas of force and

fire, 1ts secular Deity. the Crowned and Conquerine Child.

I have tried to make myself a model for mankind to emulate.

I have tried to show in my own life that the utmost refine-
ment of thou?ht the most exalted aspiraficns to holiness,
are not incomp&tible with the strongest and most primitiJa
assions: that the most enlightened and sympathetic idealism
ioes not demand the suppréssion of moral and physical firm-

ness, and that philosophical ‘scepticism may co-exist with

ractical action so decisive and so appropriate to the nﬁedg
’ ‘/
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of the moment.as to seem shortsighted, cdllous and brutal.

The bull-fight “at Burgo de Osma turned my mind to
thoughts of this kind. I saw that the spirit whichrbegina
by suppressing brutal SPQEEF ends by emasculating man al-
together. His moral independence and even his instinct
of self-preservation must atrophy unless nourished by de-
light in bis animal 1ife. As long as he is a mamral, he
nust keep intact the instincts proper to his type. He must
not nourish his spirituality or his idealism at the expense
- of his instrument of perception. In other words, he must
dfaw a very bhard and fast line between the part of him
which is God and the part of him which is brute. We want
the highest spiritual type to endure, to flourish, to
dominate the baser types - very good. The condition of
success is that the most spiritual man should te the most
vigorous, virile and intelligent, with the keenest possible
deiight in his biological efficiency.

The error of almost universal opinion on this point
comes from mixing up the plames. Feople fail Qb e e
the solidity of an instrument hes nothing to.do with the
subtlety of its purpose; yet the analogy from scientific

instruments should make the point clear. When we want to

magination,
it

verify the most immaterial intuitions of the i
]




for instance, the almost metaphysical theories of Einstein's,

we make our telescoped as materially perfect as pos=ible;
we make them gleantiey we insist on the utmost degree of
rizidity; we emphasize thgi{ material properties in every
voszible way. We do qot argue that the subtlety of our
speculations demands that the instruments by which we test
vghem should be made of zossamer, even when we require the
inest and most attenuated instruments, such as cross wires
or delicate measures, we chose their material of the most
resistant substances. The more delicately ethercal our
determinations, the more we demand the perfection of
physical properties.
The analogy applies to man. Nietzsche well said that

the best thoughts are those that come with walking. I
nyself wrote in "The Book of Lies", "I distrust any thoughts
uttered by any man whose health is not robust"”. Yet, as
I sa& later in the chapter:

"Do we not kmow that the most robust of men ex-

%E:;se:g,tggrggfssgze;légd copulate in sillence.

#hat better proof of the fact that all tbought

is dis-easge?” :
The dilemma (as thus stated) is disquieting. It does in
fact condemn conscious thought as evidently a symptom of
discontent. It can only be justified on the ground that

] {
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even the perfect animal should be develoning %o = higher

type, and that his thoughts Help him to formulate .this

problem, and to solve it,. Hence it is

said that every idle

thought 1s sinful, and that "for every idle word that men

shell speak they shall pive an account thereof on the Day

of Judgment.” But when the Psalmist says "I hate thoughts"

he is éﬁeakin@ like a Yogi, whose task is to stop thinking

8o that he uay hear the voice of his soul, Tt mav be in

fact that man is already perfect in his way relatively to

this planet, as constituted at present; he is certainly

-

capable of solving every spiritual riddle that the 3phinx

ropounds.

B
The gods have made s point of vrovinz this in my person.

They have led me to complete comprehension of the Cosmos so

far as I am capable of perceiving it, and they have done this

hile leaving me as capable of enjoying wine, women, apd

athletics as the beefiest Blue that ever stroked = boat.

in fact, more so, since my spiritusl apprehension ensbles

me to extract the quintessence of joy from the most triv;al4

incidents of dsily life. But this would have been imposzible

had I not been taught to make the anslysis which destroys

Buddha's proposition. "Everything is sorrow.” Before ac-

complishing this, my pleasures were always spoilt §y we
4 2 s
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reflection that they dependea on suffering, The besuty

of & woman always reminded me of the long sgony %o whieh

che was doomed as goon 88 it began to fade, Foie gras
cried aloud the sufferings G¢f _the geese of Strasboufg.
sven wine whispered oftthe hard lives of the reasants who
rroduced it, But initiated wisiom nas tauzht me that
e;éry phenomenon must be percaived per se, without fette?-
inz 1t with a chain of argument. The woman whom I pitied
kad her own compensationsy; the catiznt peasants had-
rleasures beyond my comprehension; even the zoose with
itz diseased liver might be less n%”licted with morbid
thoughts than those which ¥2re possibly due to the slug=~
7ishness of mine!

This was one of the lessons which I learnt in the
\byss; that I'had no rizht to connect phenomena. The
*¥istence of each was its own complete justification, and
the ?eét service I could do to my conscious being was to
“elp him to concentrate on his own completeness by teach-
12z him to cut himself clear of the cords of causafﬁty:

-4r environment oppresses us chiefly because of our exag-

rerated ecoism. We imagine that the universe has nothing

.
to do but make impressions on our consciousness, If these

¥
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seem painful to us, we pity ourselves; if to them we
shed tears of sympatbys In this way we weave the web of
universal woe. It is all moonshine. The real cause of
our pain is that by allowing our ngo'to expand, we press
against the rest of the universe, which otherwise would
leave us in peace,
% There is another way to look et this matter.
"And Adonai ssid: The strong brown
reaper swept his swathe and rejoiced. The
wise man counted his muscles, and 'onﬂered
and understood not, and was sad.
Reap thou, and rejoice!"
(Liver LXv, I, 56)
And azain, the value of any phenomenon depends upon the
point of wview,
"Then was the Adepnt gzlad, and lifted
nis arm, [ol! an earthjuake, and plazue,
and terror on the earth.
A casting down of them that sate in

high places; a famine upon the multitude.
ind thé grape fell ripe and rich into

his mouth."” -
(Iiver IXv, I, 57, 58)

Every time one breafhes, one causes the deata og_

countless corpuscles. The life of the individual is a

continual holocaust of the substance of his body, Jjust

28 the existence of an empire demands the immolation of

its citizens. Yet each cell, like each citizen, may be
j : yo
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conscious and acquiesce in the Purpose of the whole of

»hich it forms part, Proudly, and gladly. we have no rizht

to assume that others suffep merely because we see them in

circumstances such as would cause us suffering,

Arain, we can transceng our own suffering by reaching
the realization of our True Selves., #%e discover that our

sorrow,” 1ike the idess of time ang space, is but one of

the conditions of our becomins conscious of ourselves, It
is therefore an illusion created by ourselves for our bwn
C“ﬁVPnignce. %e can Zet rid of it by veturnine (in Sémadbi)
to. our eternal essence; and so 800N A8 we are aware of

thfs it seems no Yonger worth while to waste e thought on
the subject., Tt is too much trouble to 7et rid of suffer-
inz, and indeed it is no longer psinful when we have appre-
ciated its true nature, The same kind of thousht leads us
U0 acquiesce in the universal anguish. Zach individual can
et rid of his own illusions as we have done for ourselves.
It becomes senseless to labour to alleviate their distress;
the true remedy is to teaeh them the truth about themselfes,

and the technique of realizing it.







I began to understand some of the passages in the Book

of the Law which had revolted me.

These are dead, these fellows; they feel not.
#e are not for tbe poor and sad: the lords of
the earth are our kinsfolk.

We have nothing with the outcast and the un-
fit: 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.,

Mercy let be off: damn them who pity! Kill
and torture; be upon them! ' v

Ihroughout the Book pity and compascion, the master
virtues of Buddhism, are condemned in the most scathing lan-
gusge. 1 began to understand that to pity any one was to

refuse to recognize his sovereignty and perfection, to affirm

bis inferiority, to be deceived by appearances. The truly

noble attitude to others is to fespect them absolutely as

one's equals; to fight them if occasion arose. "As brothers
fizht yel" But let us fight without malice, without pretend-
ing that there wnas an absolute right and wrong in the quarrel;
but only a relative right end wrong, an appesrance due to our

looking at some section of the universal illusion trom‘two

different points of view.

t to t
When the war brokeyput in 1914 I tried my utmos ge




the world to look at the matter in this light. I have always
disliked Germany and the Germans, their social system, their
methods of thought, their personal habits, and pretty well
everything else about them. As an fnglishman I was as keen
as mustard to knock them into the middle of next week. But
I wanted it done in ‘the spirit of the Boat Race. We don't

__ start every spring to say that Oxford men are blackguards and
scoundrels, and cads and cheats., If they beét us we don't
accuse them of foul play, and if we win we don't boast that
God has vindicated Justice. we don't mob a stranger who is

" reading a book bound in dark blue. Ve don't rag our own men
who happen not to be keen on rowing, and compel them under
pain of social ostracism and physical violence to give up
their lives to trying for a place in the Eight.

In the war I didn't see a penny to choose between the

moral attitudes of the various nations. It was at least pos-
sible for the noblest men of both nations to believe their own

cause just, and for the most cynical to see its rottenness.

But I wanted the war to be fought in a soldierly spirit. I |

saw no use in the cempaign of lies and abuse, for in the

5 -
sophistry of the diplomatists. I thought we should fight
with cool heads without pretence, for the one thing that was

\ ~
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really at stake, the ultimate issue concealed behind all the
prcteatationéx that is, the preservation of the national
Soul and the hegemony of Kurope. As Austin Harrison said:
"ye are fighting for our golf and our weekends." That is,
for an attitude towards life. I was ready to fight over the
right to spend Thursday to Tuesday at Deal. I cared nothing
for the pompous political Pecksniffery about the 'sanctity
of treaties' which every one knew to be swindles; the ‘pight
of little nations', which both sides were using as cat's paws;
and the machine-made morslity which really meant the.sucbess
of one's shoal of sharks and the control of markets for our
ménufactufes.

The curse of my life, from a practical point of view
has been my pqrsistent.optimism about humanity, both as indi-
viduals and in the mass. I always trust people; I always
expect them to be actuated by the highest motives; to be de-
voted to truth and jealous of honour. I have been deceived,
betrayed, and robbed again and azain, but there is still some=-

thing in me which refuses to believe that even those whom I

know from actual experience to be conscienceless cads,rpra,

not highminded wentlemen, inexplicably led to act as théy have

done by some delusion. 1 go on trusting people after detecting

them in the vilest baseness.
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I am equally unpractical about the herd. I sincerely
pelieved in 1914 that every one would understand that England
was in deadly danzer, and would instantly drop all private in-
terests and rally as one man, wholeheartedly to the Standard.
ind by the 'Standard' I meant the—ideal :ngland of the poets,
the ingland which Shakespeare showed us in John of Gaunt's
gpeech in matchless eloquence, yet no less in the rough lang-
uace of the soldiers at Agincourt. The ingland which I loved
ans the land which Milton had consecrated to liberty, which
syron and Shelley had left because they loved it so,péssion—
,ntely-that they could not bear to see it trampled under the
noof of the German usurper and his servile, corrupt and tyran-
nical tools. I loved the sngland of Dibdin, Campbell, Thomson,
and their brother bards; the ingland ‘which had stood up to
which had won Canada by the spade and

- Napoleon and broken him,

India by the sword. I loved the lngland which I irrationally

associated with the freedom of the individual, religious and

nolitical tolerance, security of life and property, hearty

&ood will between all classes, SO that a Duke and a plowman

night play cricket every Saturday afternoon as equalg. o

I believed in the existence of this country and this

I 4id not believe in the reality of the ranting,
3
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vlustering kngland of Rudyard Kipling with its blatant patriot-
ism; in the eallous, avaricious kngland of commerce, or the
currish, envious #ngland of.bhe demagozues. The facts nailed
me to the cross. There was no voice but that of unctuous
hypoerisy, asinine brag, slanderous stupidity, venomous malice,
party prejudice, treasonable intrigue, ignoble pacifism, mani-
acal patriotism, or conscienceless cunning. The England that
I loved might exist, and doubtless did,.in the breasts of
many of the simple-minded sheep that were driven to the sham-
bles to be butchered by the incompetence of their offiders and
the confusion caused by the squabbles at headquarters. But
like the sheep in the Bible, they were dumb. The only animals
' that spoke were of the odiy species that speak in the Bible -
snakes and asses! They produced a picture of ikngland which
no true HKnglishman could see without hoping that oblivion
might follow destfuction. The shame of being a son of the

soil which bred the politician, the pressman, and the profiteer

was almost unendurable.

¥y wanderings about the world have fixed my love for .

sngland even more firmly in my heart. In Spain, 1 begang
acutely aware of the fact, since I had spent so many months

at home, more than ever before since I became an adult. In
1




ny loneliness I was able to analyze my love somewhat as I
have done above, and I burned in spirit to cleanse my country
of her corruption, The respectability of the self-righteous,
from the Rationalist Press Association to the Primitive

¥ethodists, must be ravaged by reality. It was based on
ignorance and fear.  The sQobbishness and servility of every
class, except the folk who lived in fresh air and respected
themgélves without refusing respect to their social superiors,
mnust be swept away and dumped in the dust bin of contempt.

It is all based on failure to realize that "Svery man
and every womén is a star.™ Brixton need not envy Bayswater,
‘or Bayswater Belgravia, if it would only be itself. ' Limehouse
ought to glory in being Limehouse, a unique idea, sovéreign
in its splendour. kiddle-class manners and morals, supersti-
tious reverence for symbols of superiority like the cut of a
.cwat, the selectness of a street, the precedence at a party,
the prestige of a pedigree, a title or a bank account, must
8ll perish. I am myself every kind of a snob. I value every-
ching Ejan and have, part megalomaniac, part collectbr ofv

curios.” I am proud of my nationality, my family.ipy‘Preqd;ng,
: 4

s

my education, my attainments, my manners; I even quarter my

chield with my vices and follies. 1 fend them tokens of some

1
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kingship as a Hapsburg might boast of his lip.

But this kind of snobbishness is all right; I never want
to be somebody else. I would not’ cross the street for a
peerage, or leave my dinner to become as rich as Rothschild;
and all I ask of other people is that they should realize

their own unigue and individusl supremacy. I know that I am

one of the eternal gods, and it annoys me to have to meet

<other zods who either fail to honour me, and therefore hate

or despise me, or else fail to know themselves and therefore
treat me with adoration instead of respect, servility instead
of friendship; who offer me obedience when I need comrade-

ship, the stone of service when I hunger for the bre=d of

lovef

The man who is truly great does not want to be surrounded
'by inferiors. Adulation, or even honest adﬁiration, will not
8ervé his turn, though the latter helpé to sustain in those

moments of dire doubt which assail all men in the very measure

of their nobility. The greater a man is, the less can he

find satisfaction in his performance, for the clearer his’
e he sees his short-

How can & man who has read a sbill;ng nandbook oé 4

perception of perfection the more sever

comings.
rt of ambition, or one who understands

astronomy retain one ©

1




what i1s implied by the existence of a piece of chalk think
anything in the world worth doing? Yet & man may reasonably
love his children and bis country with the animal part of
him, dust cleaving %o dust; and he may make such emotions,
symbols of a spiritual reality, as a mathematician makes a
. merk on a piece of paper, serve to remind him of infinite
aqq even unimaginable truths. The danger is in mistaking the
sizn for the substance. Here once more we return to the °
original problem propounded by the bull-ficht: we must
live our silly lives aright.

"This thing is God: to be man with thy might

To grow straight in the strength of thy spirit,

and live out thy life as the Light."

The inadequacy of language and the arbitrariness °§.1°3
symbolism are no excuse for careless caligraphy and slip-shod
prose. For my vart, I have always aimed at the loftiest
poetry and toiled at the technique. The Book of the Law
offers this solution of the age-old dilemma. . By doing one's
true %Will, each element, fulfilling its own function, on its

own plane, without arguing about the purpose of the whole,

satisfies its own.equatiohs. constitutes its quctﬁlto_the
)

total. And who shall say that the end may not justify the

obscure beginning? .-




This error of confusing the planes is the most common'
gource of trouble and danger to the initiate. It is absurd
for the body to decline food, on the ground that it must die
gsooner or later and what's the use; or for the mind to re-

frain from thought because it knows that "summa scientia

nihil scire". It is equally absurd for the soul to allow
itself to be disturbed in its sovereign splendour and serenity
by éaking the phantasms of the phenomenal world at their face
value. It must understand that, while all separate existence
is in a sense evil, one spectre is no worse than another.
Cruelty and moral depravity of all kinds depend for théir un-
pleasantnese on the point of view of the observer and a host
of other circumstances. A man slashing at his brother;s
bowels with a knife may merely be repovinq his appendix;  and
some . apparently weak and cowardly action may really have for
its motive the noblest obligations of honour, and for ite
driving force the determination to conquer and control the
natural instincta of the lower self. Consider the meekness
of Ferrovius in "Androcles and the Lion", the behaviour of
the Devil's Disciple, the heartless of Brand.

So I sat in the shade and saw the gallant men facing the

rallant bulls, saw the gey ladies with flaming faces and

\n




fluttéring fans, heard the applause or anger of the people,
felt their excitement thrill my own flesh with billows, salt
and stinging, of a 8ea whose every pulse was pufple with
slaughter. And yet I sat aloof; the bull-fight was no more
and no less an event in the—order of nature than the calm
peace of the moon, the'gentle gaiety of the stream, the
moveless majesty of the mountains, or the superb and sacfed
solitude of the stars. I reflected that the stars theméalvea
were dreadful orbs of flame; that the moon's mildness wit-
nessed its weariness. I saw that life was change; and change
was life; that every vidence was the measure of some energy,
and that the value of self-control depends upon the spirit

of the stallions which it bas broken to the rein.

Ihe boasted virtue of the modern bourgeois is of the
same kind as that of the impotent man who prides himself on
naving masteréd his passions. f a man is to be worth any-
thing he must possess the strength of llercules, and refrain
from abusing it. 7The craft of Ulysses can never stoop to

deceit. Qe must possess all possible passions, develop them

to the utmost of which we are capablie, yet neverrhet‘then

lovse except to serve the primary purpose of our existence.

jo 1 understood the merit of the matador as he slipped the
%
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espada swiftly and smoothly in that straight channel betﬁeen
the bones of the great bull which is the only way to strike
him to the heart. He had quintessentialized the stfength‘
and skill of yesrs, speeding their soul in one effortless
stroke. And I understood the stTenzth of the Spanish éharac—
ter: how honour means so much because it implies the control
of such fierce force.

In England the virility of love, hate, sport, adventure,
has been deprecated as brutal, therefore has honour come to
mean no more than good repute in the eyes of one's neighbour.

Yo Anélishman ever commits suicide because he has been be=-
trayed into an act unworthy of his standard of conduct; he
can always find excuses for himself or shift the responsibi-
lity upon the shoulders of his circumstances, his hereditary
- traits, his health, or his saviour; and as for the opinion
£ others, none ébuld be 80 deadly that it resists the balm‘
of the verdict of twelve stupid shop-keepers and a few
iollaps of dauages. Our wife elopes with the butler, our
laughter pilférs pocket-handkerchiefs, our son cheats ab cards,
+e ourselves become fraudulent bankrupts. We do not*yoniy;-
everything is soon smoothed over. We do not keep souls - we

vsep shops. We leave our love affairs‘iq;the hands of our
3 7
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lawyers, and our honour to be assessed in pounds, shillings
and pence by a dozen dullards, too stupid even to scorn our
shame after a lawyer has played his G on the fiddle he has
strung with our bowels. Good government, well-policed
citizens, Tennysonian emasculdtion of love, pacifist hnaemia.
‘humanitarian horror of animal food and rough sport, religious
lukewarmness - all these things are evidence, not of evolu-
tion, but of etiolation. '
The war showed how far our degeneration had gone. The
strong man does not abuse his enemy or justify wrath by tak-
1ng-a high moral ground; he fights coolly, silently, and
sternly. The very violence of his passlions demandé the
strictest self-control. Our weakness made us curse and
complain and vilify. We were compelled to take the strong-
est measures, to force men to do what decent men would have
done without bains asked. we vented our impotent rage upon
the Quaker, and sent men like Bertrand Russell to jail for
trying to tell a truth which would have gserved our cause.
#hen I protéated against the bystericgl headlines and flam-
boyant falsehoods, 1ibels which carried their own q_[pmg,radic-
tions in every line and agonized appeals to the mosf depraved

emotions of the most degraded elements of the mob, I was
\




told by ?ur leaders that the campaign must be run on those
lines. People would not fight unless they were first mad-
dened by hate so that they lived in a nightmare of frenzied
fear.

I am afraid they were right. We were only saved by
the fact that the Germans were equally insane. Their Hymn
of Hate, their shooting of Edith Cavell, their attack on
the Lusitania, and finally their spurlos versenkt campaigﬂ.

showed that their nerves were even shakier than ours. The
Kaiser said at the very outbreak of the war that thé nation
with the steadiest nerves would win. He should have said,
the nation with the rottenest nerves will lose - for that

is what happened. We all became mad dogs, and we only won
because we were more stupid than the enemy. Their system

of education was so much better than ours that they under-
stood what was happening, and they could not stand it. They
were within an ace of victory., Ludendorff told the Kaiser

that the next push would smash us for good and all. Three

days later he went back with his tail between his legs and

said: "We sre beaten: the men won't attack.” Thet being
so, they could not even resist. The savage Senegalese and

Scots, the mean vindictive French, and the enthusiastic
v




snglish, encouraged by the idea of American assistance,
sweﬁt irresistibly eastward, with the insensate spirit of a
battered boxer, too exhausted to feel pain and fatigue any
more, who suddenly realizes that his opponent is an even
worse case and only needs to be brainles:ly battered.

Yes, I prefer the desperate gambling of the Spaniard,
with his hand on his knife, %o the genteel clerk playing
halma with his washed-out wife, and the savage reélitj of
the bull—ring to the serene sedateness of the Oval. I don't
think Waterloo was won on the playing £1elds of KXton, but
behind the chapel where two pugnacious little peefé pummelled
cach other as viciously as fighting cocks, and shook hands
when it wss over, became fast {riends, drank, drabbed, and
diced for sheer devilry, and fougbt the French not for
lofty moral reasons, but hecause he was a rotten frog-eater,
and because, whatever he was, a scrap was a scrap. But now

that we are so civilized and Christian, we feel that it is

wrong to fight, and can only be induced to do so when doped X

+ith the hashish of hypoeritical hysterics, fortified by ex-
travagant promises of-reward and frenzied faaq? 3f fantastic
calamities, the whole consolidated and broughﬁ'to a point by
ﬂrastic/Iaws which not only deprive us of every fragment of

1




liberty and indepeundence, but herd us, brand us, corral us,
and finally butcher us like the cattle we have become since
we exchanged the ingland of Shakespeare, Marryat and Burton
for the lingland of Kipling, Hooley, Northcliffe and
Bottomleys forgot the passion of ?ord and ‘ebster for the
sentimentalism of Tennyson and Hicéggs, the rugged religion
of Cromwell and Nicholson for’the satin consolations of Sir
ﬁilliamuﬁarrett and the Hev, R, J. Campbell, and instead
of hunting boars and wolves chase the zolf ball to its lair;
or, at best, the leather to its place between the posts..
The easencevof the fear and hatred with which T am
regarded by the majority of my compatriots is based on.the
?act that I have stepped naked into the arena of actuality,
that I have dared and done the deeds of which they fear even
to dream, and told them truths which remﬁnd them of the
réality which they spend their liveé in trying to cheat, and
sritten in unquenchable words of fire the blazing }etters on
the wall which announce the doom of dastards and degenerates,
by exulting in thé enjoyment of the pascions which have

perished, of cringing compliance with the conventions which

they hone will conceal them, grotect them from the facts of

llfe.




sven the little while I have veen in London had shown
e that I was enviéd, feared, and loathed. The mere name
of wagick scared the majority, none more than the rational-
ists and sceptics who boasted tnat they were free from all

such superstitions. Wy poetry has shocked by its sincerity

‘and thoroughness. Feople felt“instinctive;y that I might

be us dangerous as dhelléy. My eccentricities, which were
moéﬁly matters of convenience, such as wearing a white silk
shirt with a soft collar, a degd of darkness unknown in
those days, convinced people that I must De addicted to all
sorts of undsual vices, and they extended the connotation
of the word 'unusual' to include 'unspeakably horrible',
just as a woman who exposed her race in the streets of a
Wohammedan city would be classed as an utterly shameless
#anton. Lven my climbing was considered rather discreditable
because I did it myself insteaé of paying peasants to pull
me up peaks, in the ortuiodox fashion.

I found in fact that wnatever I did, bowever conventional,
was somehow infused with my personality and excited derisive
or‘bostile remarks. If I didn't dress for dinner I was aping
Bohemianism; 4f I did, my hidden motive was to sa yze the
fashion. HNaturally, f£inding that my sincerest endeavours

1
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failed to 'lease anybody, I left off bothering about it. 'It
has cert%inly savad ne a lot of trouble. My shyness is, of
course, incurable; - but I have suffered from it much less
since -1 made up my mind that I should attract étbcntion in

a parfectly fitting (rock coat just as much as if I appeared
-in cloth of gold with a furban and & diamond aigrette. I
‘ound it less embarrassing to make myself conspicuous; for

T could conscle nmyself that people were looking at my'clofhea,

not at me, and it was only uyself that resented attention.

During this walk across opain, 1 bad much 1gisure for

meditation on such subjects =s I have Leen discussing in the
l.strfew pages. I was pledged to do my work in the world,
and that meant ay becoming a public character and one sure
to arouse controversy. I thduth out my plan of campaign
juring this walk. I decided first of all, that the most
important point was never to forzet that I was a gentleman
and kéep iny bonour the more spotless that I was as:uming a
uosition whose proiessors were rarely well born, more rarely
well bred, hardly ever sincere, and still less freguently
nonest even in the most ordinary sense of the wordk -

It séemed to me that my first duty was bo proﬁa to

the world that 1 was not teaching Magick for moneyf 1
X
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promised myself always to publish my books on an actual

loss on the ©08% of production - never to accept a farthing
for any form of imstruction, giving advice, or any 6thef
service whose performance depended on uy marical attainments,
I regarded myself as having sscrificed -y career and my ‘
fortune for inbiation, and that the reward was so stupen-
dous tha% it made the price pitifuily mean, save that, like
the widow's mite, it was all I had., I was therefore the
wealthiest man in the world, and the least T could do -was
to bestow the inestimable ireasure upon my noverty-stricken
fellow meh.

I made it also a point of absolute honour never to
comnit myself to any statement that I could not prove in
the same sense as a chemist can prove the law of Combining
ieights, Not only w-uld I be careful to avoid‘deceiving
people, but I would do all in my power to prevent them de-
ceiving themselves, This meant my declarine war on'the
spiritualists and even the Theosophists, though I agreed
#ith much of Blaqéﬁsky'a teschinzs, as uncompromisingly as
I had done on Chri;élanity. |

I further resolved to uphold the disnity of Magick by

réssinw into its service écience and philoscphy, as well-
: 3
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the noblest inglish thet I could comrand, and to present

it in such & form as would of itself comnmand respect and

sttention. I would do mething cheap: I would be conbent
#ith nothing seccnd rate.

I thought it also a point o7 bonesty not to yreténd to
be "better" than I was. I would avoid concealing my faults
and~foibles. I would have no cne accept me on false pretences.
I would not compromise with conventiality; even in cases
where as an ordinary man of the world, it would have been
netural to do so. In this connection there was also the
poinf that I was anxious to prove that spiritual progress
1id not depend on religious or moral codes, but was like any
other science. Magick would yield its secrets to the
infidel and the libertine, just as one does not have to be
o churchwarden in order to discover a new kind of orchid.
there are, of course, certain virtues necessary to the
iazician; but they are of the same order ss those which
take @ successful chemist. Idieness, carelessness, drunken-
nessy; the like interfere with success in any gerious busi-
ness, but sound theology and adherence %o the code &f 4
lampstead as against that of Hyderabad sre only important
i the man's mind is upset by worrying about whether his

ol or his body may su}fer if his views ar erroneous or his

‘onscience reliagle- ; y







‘The conolusion Of ay aeditations was that I ought

to make a Magigal Retirement ag 800n as the wall was

over. I owed it to ayself and to manking to prove

fornally that the foruulae. s initiaetion would wofk

at will. I oould not\ask people to experiment with my
asthods until I hagd assured myself that they were suf- :
»ficiont. When I looked back on ny career. I found it

sjard to estimate the importance of the part played by

such oirqumstanoas a8 solitude and constant oaa;uniaatiog
with nature. I resolved to see whether by application

of my methods, purged from all inessentials and understood
in the light of common sense physiology, psychology and
anthropology, I ocould achieve in a place like Paris,
within the period of the averaze man's annual holiday,
what had ocome as the olimax of so many years of asdventure.
I also felt it proper to fit myself for the task whioh I
had QndertakenMin publishing the Equinox, by purifying and
consecrating myself to the utmost, and to fortifyine myself

7ith as much magical force as I mizht be able to fnvqko.

‘he result of this resolve will appesr in its proper place,
Our short spell of rest at Burgo de Osme sufficed me

1 .




The occnelusion of Ay aeditations was that I ought
%0 make a Magical Retire 2ent as soon as the wall: vas
over. I owed ‘it o ayself and to mankind to prove
fornally that the foriulae of initiation would ﬁork
at will. I oould ROt ask people to experiment with my
iethods until I hag assured myself that they were suf-
ficient. When I looked back on ay career. I found ié
aard to estimate the importance of the part played by
such elrousstarices as solitude and constant oaﬁ;unicabibn
with nature. I resolved to see whether by application
of my methods, purged froa all inessentials and understood
in the 1light of common Sense physiology, peychology and
antiropology, I oould achieve in a place like Paris,
within the period of the averaze man's annual holiday,
what hed ocome as the olimax of so many years of adventure.
I also felt it proper to fit myself for the task whioh I
"ad undertaken in publishing the Equinox, by purifying and
conseorating myself to ;EE utmost, and to fortifyine myself

'1th as much magical force as I mizht be able dp invoke.

‘he result of this resolve will appear in its proper place.
Our short spell of rest at Burgo de Oama sufficed me

1
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to ¢olleot in my mind the nuaberless conclusions of the
very varied trains of thought which hed oceupied my mind
durlng our fortnight's tramp. They shaped themselves
into a conseious purpose. I knew ayself to be on the
brink of resuming my creative. tarlg in a way that I had
never yet done. Till now I had written what was given
.;ae by the Holy Ghost. Ev;erythiné; I did was sui generis
and"had no eonscious connestion with any other outbursﬁ
of ay genius; but I understand that from this time on
I should find myself writing with a sense of reswonai—,
aility, that my work would be coherent, each item
(however complete in itself) an essential part of a
pyramid, a monument whose orientation and proportions
should proeclaim my purpose. I should do nothing in
future t‘.ha;t was not as definitely directed to the

* exeoution of hy True Will as every step through Spain
was taken with the objeot of reach:ing Madrid; and I
reflected that many such steps must seem wasted, many
leading away from the beeline, that I did not know the
road and had no idea what Madrid would be like when I&
reached 1t. All I could do wes to take each step
steadily, fearlessly, firmly and deterainediy, truétiqg

to the scanty Lnformat.ion\t-o be gathered froa signposts
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and strangers, to keep more or less on the risht road.
and to take my chance of being satisfied with the unknown
city which I had ohosen as my goal with no reason beyond
iy personal whim.

Thus I made our march symbolize life. There were
other analogies: We had to endure every kind of hard-
ship.huartily and to take our fun whers we found it
without being dainty. We learnt to enjoy every incident,
to find something to love in every strange face, %o
admire even the dreariest wilderness of sunburnt scrub.
‘e knew that nothing really mattered so long as we gobt

‘ to Madrid. The world went on very well without us, and
its fortunes were none of our business. The only thing
that oould annoy us was interference with our intention
to get tovuadrid, thouzh we didn't want to go there

-exoept insofar as we had taken 1t into our heads to get
our faces towards it.

Allvthese‘lossona would be of value when I got to
London. I meant to tell mankind to aspire to a new
state about which I could tell them little or nothing& .
to teaoh them to tread a long and lonely path which
might or might not lead thither, %o bid ﬁhun dare to

encounter all possible perils of nature unknown, tp
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abandon all their settled manners of living and cut
thenselves off from their past and their environment,
and to attempt a Quixotie adventure with no resources
beyond thelr native strength and sagacity. I had done
it myself, and found not only that the pearl of great
price was worth fer more than I possessed, but that the
very perils and privations of the QJuest were theuselves
ay dearest memories. I was certain of this at least: »
that nothing in the world exoept this was worth doing.
6 turned our steps from Burgo de Osma. It would:have
besan pleasant to halt, but there was nothing to keep us.
We were gled to rest and glad %o go on. The marbh to
Madrid was the only thing that mattered. So should it
be with my life. BSuecess should not stay my footsteps.
Whatever I attained should restore my énergies and
spur me to more streanuous strides.

l We marched steadily to Aranda de Duero, Milagros,
and ﬁany another village which (to itself the ceptre of
the world) was to me, even then, but a milestone, and
is now no more tham & forgotten nage which I exhude
from my diary. The only impressions of this part of the

sarch to Madrid are Big Stone Bivouac where ve tried to
shelter from a bitter'wind, sleeping till the Qald awoke

) \
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us, and then trying to wara ourselves by exereise until
fatiguo sent us onoé faore to sleep. An alternation of
discomforts, which was repeated half a do;en tizes
during the night. The meaory is delightful. All the
pleasant incidents of the period have passed into ob-
livion.

About fifty kilometers from lMadrid we passed a

amagnificent range of rooks. The sailing fertile valley

does not count; it is the naked rugged aspiration of

the grim granite that leaves its mariks in the mind. It

‘was for the peasants to think of their fields and see

nothiing of the universe but their orops and the coins
which they hoarded at harvest, only to pass into the

pouch of the priest and pay for & parcel of earth in
which they might conceal their oaroasés fron the eye

of the vulture.

On August the 2nd, we found ourselves in Madrid,

and turned wearily into tag first hotel we came to in
Fuemn del Sol. HNeuberg was by this time a pretty siok
man. He could not stand the rough food and the fatiizue
and the exposure, though he stuck to it with the utmost
ganensss, He had the passive patient couraze of the
Jew in its fullest dé%elopment. Howavo?, there was no

¥
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need for any further display of this virtue, and I put
nim to bed and told hia to stay there and repair his
ravaged intestines on delieate food until they were
strong enough to support hiam through the next ordeal.
As for myself, I was as fit as I had ever been in my
1ife, and appreciating the extreme barbarism of the
wilderness was the best possible preparation for swing-
ing over to the other extreme and feeding my soul on

the refinements of art.

As a oritie of art I have curious qualifications.

My early life left me ignorant of the existence of any-
t%hing of the sort beyond Landseer's Dignity and Imp_qdénoe.
. T suppose I ought to have deduced the existence of art
from this alone had I been an ideal logician. Suoch
horrors imply their opposites, However, even in my
enancipation I never discovered art as I did literature.
It never ocourred to me that there might be & pl.astio
langusge as well as a spoken and written one. I had no
conception that ideas could be conveyed through this
mediun. To me, as to the multitude, art aeant nothing|
more than literature. :
The first pieture that awakened me was Manet's
wonder Qlympe, onttmli.utihmy demonstrated by Goruld
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Kelly to be the greatest Plcture ever painted. I could

see nothing but bad drawing and bag taste; and yet

something told me that I wag making a mistake, When

I reached Rodin shortly afterwards I understood him

at once, besause the Sculpiure and architecture of

the East had propare@ me. I knew that they were the
expression of eertaln religious enthuslasms, and it

wwas sasy for ae’ to make the connection and say:
"Rodin's seulpture gives the impression of elemental
energy.” Yet this was subooasolous. In my éoems v

-1 have treated Rodin from a purely literary standpoint.

As time passed my interest in the arts ingreased.

I was stlll careful to avoid contemporary literature
lest it should influence my thought or style. But I
saw no harm in making friends with peinters and learning
to see the world through their eyes. Having already
seen it through my own in the course of my wanderings,
I was the better able to observe olearly and Judge

impartially. Perhaps this eircumstance itself had

biassed me. It is at least the case that I hav1 no use
< N

for artists who have any touch with tradition en‘d‘ see
Nature secondhand. I think I have kept my head pretty
Square on my shoulders in the turmoil of the receat




revolutions. I find myselr able to distinguish be-
tween the artist Whose eccentricities and heresies
interpret his individual Peculiarities from the self-
advertlising quack who tries to be original by outdoing
the most outrageous heresiarch of_the moment.

In the galleries of the Prado there is no occasion
to tgpubln about such matters. The place fills one with

uttermost peace; one -oes there to worship Velasquez

and Goya, not to argue. Perhaps I was still too ingenuouc

to appreciate Goya to the full. On the other nand,vthéré
may be something in my impression that he is badly re-
‘presented at Madrid. Mueoh of his work struck me as the
., mechanical masterpieces of the clever ocourt painter,
Possibly, moreover, there was no room for nim in my
8pirit, seduced, as it was, by the vivid variety of
Velasquez. Las Meninas is worshipped in ‘a room conse-
erated solela to itself, and I spent more of my moraings
in that room, and let it soak in. I decided then, and
aight coneur still had I not learnt the absurdity of
trying to aseribe an order to things which are each ,[
unique and absolute, that Las Meninas is the greatest
pleture in the world. It certainly t;augpt. me to know
the one thing that I care'to learn about painting:. that




the subjedt of e picture is merely an excuse for ar-
ranging forms and colours in Such a way as %o express
the inuost self of the artist, :

I had madeé several ®xperiments with hashish gince
ay return from China, always with excessive predant!.on.
Some of these had bgen Somewhat unexpeetedly succass-
ful. I found that my habit of analyzing and oontrol?
ling my mind enabled me to turn the effeot of the drué
to the best acoount. Instead of getting :I.nboxionsd
I became quite abnomall,,r able to push introspection
to the limit. The results of these experiments had
been slowly sorted out and interpreted in the'courae
of months, I found a striiking analozy between this
toxic exolitement and the more legitimate methods of
mental development, but each threw light on the other.
I sat up all one night embodying the essence of my
knowledgs in an essay, Ihe Psychology of Hashigh,
whleh I have already given some account .

Leuberg was well enough to gat about after two

or three days in bed but it was clear that he&wag in

Lo state to encounter new hardships. We gave up the
idea of na].king to Gibraltar, and on August 28th left
liadrid for Granada. I had kept the promise of Lo Gitana
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and the oity gopt its promise to me. But 1t is not

safe to stay too long on the summit of Happiness,

Two days later we went on to Ronda, almost the only
interesting thing about whioh is its physieal geography,
which twenty-four hours allows one £o absorb easily.

e went on the next day to Gibiraltar. It did not tvake
us long Lo find out that we had left freed&m behind us,
It was hot; the lsvanter was blowing and taking all

tue amarrow out of one's bones. I was utterly tired:

I sat down, I was perceived by a rock scorpion (as

they call the natives of the fortress, a detestable and
dispicable breed, whioch reminds one quite unreasonably
of* the Eurasian) who saw a chance to sting somebody.
He began by hectoring me, and ended by arresting me.
When we got to the police station, and the aerseant\\
found that we were st;ying at the best hotel in the
town, and inspeoted our papers, we received the propér :
apologies; but I didn't forget that if I hadn't been a -
privileged psrnon'I might have been sent to prison for
sitting down when I was tired and 111. That is part

of the price we pay for the privilege of paying exhorbi-

tant taxes to support a swarm of useless jacks in office.

5
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Of course I may be looking at this incident in &
totelly wrong light. The policeman may have nistaken
my act as symbolic of a wish to linger in Gibraltar,
and deduced that I must be«{l(_a“@;erously insane. Next
to Avon, it is probably\’ the most ghastly place on the
globe. 1In a previous inecarnation I either insulted a
ﬁﬁddha, or wounded a universal iloly King, or killed my
father and mother - at least I can surcest no better
an hypothesis to explain my havins been held u-> some-
times as mﬁch as four days at a tine waiting for a
steamer. The only way to keep from acute dolirious
lelincholia is to indulge furiously in the only two
articles purchasable in the place which even promise
to palliate one's panzs. One can buy cheap editions
of fearful and wonderful fiotion and packets of the
best Butterscotoh. By exhibiting these two drugs
continuously, one can produce in oneself a kind of'
coma which takes one through the tediun.

We orossed to Tangiers without delay, and I rg- .
velled once more and rejoiced to feel myself back anong
the only people on earth with whbm I have ever felt
any human affinity. H{ spiritual self is at home in

China, but my heart and my hend are pledged to the Arab.

v
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I Hnd begun to train Neuberg seriousiy in Magiok
aud Mystiolam. The firet point was. of course, to get
rid of any prejudioces ang Superstitions. This was not
too diffioult, he being a profegsed agnostic. But the
.sscond point was to train him in the teohnique. This
was well enough as far as Mazlok was concerned, for he
naiﬁrally possessed the poetic and dramatis instinets,
the sense of the fitness of sesture, and so on: end,
more lmportant than all, it cave natural to him to.
arouse in himself the right kind of entuuslastic energy
in the right way. ;

In addition, he possessed a peouliar faculty which
I have only found in anything like the saue degree in
one other man in my life. He was a materializing
@ediua in the striotest sense; that is, he could con-
dease ldeas into sensible forms. He could not do it
at all by himself, because he lacked the power to
¢ollect at one point all the available materials of
the required kind, as may b‘ done by consentrated
will, and thereby to ereate such a state of strain

in the atmosphere that the evoked forces must relieve

it, if they possibly can] by & change of state. Just




so carbon dioxide, if forced into a closed ¢ylinder baloﬁ
the oritical temperature, relieves the intolerable pres-
sure by liquefying. - Here the carbon dioxide corresponds
to the invisible forces in the masical atmosphere, sepa-
rated from its other components._collected in one placé,
sonfined and directed by the Magician., The oritieal
tequraturc oorresponds to such magical conditions as
quiet and laviolability; the ¢ylinder to the constraint
imposed by the Magiclan to prevent the dissipation of
als inveked ideas. v
Such indeed is an outline cof the theory of ce.l.li.nc;
" forth spirits to visible appearance (by 'visible' we always
intend audible - too dangerously often tangible, and too
unpleasantly often sapable of producing impressions on
thie olfaotory nerves.) In practice, however, there is
.souething laecking to success. Just as if you dry benzine
continudusly for a decade, it no longer boils at 65%, or
.hatevar‘it is, but at 200° or more; .and just as you can
super-saturate a solution of Glauber's salts, and it will
net erystallize out unless 1£ is shaken or a glass roﬂ .
introduced, so one may do one's utmost to call forth the

- {oreces of a planet and-there maintain their immunity froa

sensory perceptions until! they are supplied with some basis




which they can use as the ckeleton of sensible shape.

Neubelrg supplied tne @issing link, as I might
have expested from his Peréonal reseanblance to that
Darwiniean desideratum, There was sone substance in
hin whioch was on the borderland besween the manifest
world of matter and the astral world of sensation.
In his presence I founa it quite easy Lo producs
;;eno&éa&l phantasms of almost any idea, from gods
to demons, whieh I happened to need at the moment.
I had of dourse a very wlde exparience of so-called
asterial manifastations; but for the most part these
fiad been independent of my will, and often contrary
to 1t. I havs already mentloned a number of sugh
saenomena in connection with the Abramelin Operation,
I had succeeded in suppressing them by preventing my
'ﬁvical force from ‘leaking away. A miracle annoyed
e as it annoys an electrician to find that his ourrent
is escaping, perhaps giving shock® to people who have .
strayed in its path. His first thought is to detest
and correet the Lmperfeetion of his insulation. Years «( .
hed passed without my magical energy breaking loose:
1 hed persuaded 1t to work through the proper channels.

o

Cerelessness showed itself once more in Shanghai.

B




1 was l?voking oertain forces with Soror F. in her
cirele. After I had constrained them to some, I pro-
cecded to make a oircumambulation with the oSJect of
giving them the desired direction, and when I came to
the West of the oircle, I noﬁtvbd that Soror F, had -
" profanely left her slippers inside it. These, not
being conseerated objects, hed no business there; so
I pushed them gently over the gfpntier with my foot.
They were selzed and flung furiously to the celling
with such force that they broke off some of the plaster.
There was no possibility that my foot had supplied the
motive power even nad I kicked them away in a ragé
instead of pushing them as guletly as I ocould - which
I naturally d4id, to diminish the disturbance. There
had been several other minor incidents of the saie
sort on subaaquént oceasions; but I took messures,
as before, to suppress them.

The manifestations which Neuberg helped to produce

were of an eantirely different character; they ocourred '

in sonformlty with my will. I was able to work mor‘ by
sight and less by faith than I had ever doane befare.

In even the use of the proper material bases for
L




salfestation, such as the inoense of hbramelin, Dittany
of Orete, and blood , had raraly resulted in more than
‘balf formed fagces”, partial end hesitating presentations
the desired phantom whose substance seemed to hover
frontlier of the worlde {rather like the Cheshire
The slouds of iacense used to grow denser in such
'.'-'ir,:gz_as rather to suggest a shape than %o show one. I
sould never be sure, even when ny physical eyes told me’
wasg prasent, whether nmy inasinaticon and my
not playing tricks with my optica upparatus.
alnost always vanishe :
ipon Ghem, and thers was no means of sayi
act, by releasing them from the consiraint of ay will,
nad enabled thea to escape, or whethar
inspegtlion had not simply dissipated an 1L
With Neuberz, on the contrary there could be no
loubt whatever as to the physiocal character of the
beings whioh we evoked. On one ococasion Lhe Gol came
to us in humen form (we were working in a locked Semple)
and remained with us, perfectly paroepbible to all oq@ L
senses, far the best part of an hour, only vanishing

“han we were physicslly exhausted by the ecstasy of

intimate contact with His divine person. e sank‘into




& sort of.subline 3ﬁupor; when we came to ourselves,
he was gone.

Agaln, at Viotoria Street, a anuaber of us ware
danoing round the altar with linked hands and faces
turned outwards. The tauple waguaimly lighted, and
Qmiax with incense. Somehow the circle broke, and
we K8pt on deneing, eaoh for hiuself. Then we became
aware of the presence of a stranger. Some of us
counted the men present, and found there was one oo
many. One of the weaker brethren got scared, or one

.of the stronger brethren remembered his duty to science
- I don t know whioh - and switohed on the lizht. No
stranger was to be seen. Ve asked Brobher Lucifer -
as I may eall him! - why he had brokeﬂ the spell, and
‘each of us iudapepﬁeutly confirméa his story. Ve all
agreed about the appearande oif the visitor. We had all
been impressed with the same feeling, that he did not
belong to the human speclies. '

I have mentioned two only of very maay experienc

of the seme kind, choosing those which ssex the nost

convineing and cauplete. More often we kept the mani-

festation at a dscorous distance. Thore i3, of sourse,

extreme danger in coming into contact with a demon of a

]




malignant or unintelligent nature., It should, however,

be said that such demons only exist for imperfectly initiated
vagiclans, The adept ought to be able to identify himself
absolutely with all beings alize.' Invocations should always
ins;st on identification, 1If tnis—;e duly done no harm can
ensure, just as lightning caﬁnot hurt lightning.

I must confess to pride and pleasure in these perfor-
mances, I had practically abandoned the attempt to obtaiﬂ
material manifestations. It was difficult to do, dangerous
in the doing, aAd duﬂious when done, [ had learant to:compel
a -gpirit to carry out my commands or instruct me on any
matter of which [ was ignorant, without being at the pains
go demonstrate his presence to my senses, just as I tele-
zraph instruetions to my solicitor or write to some scholar
for information, in full faith that-the results will be as
reliable as if I had taken the trouble to arrange a personal
interview, T am inclined to think that my work with ﬁeubers
was rather a retrdgraasian. It made me hanker after phenumsqa,
tempted me to distrust the subtler modes of realizabionm 4

sfter he had left me, I felt myself rather lost for a
little while, and I had to learn the ioueon all over agaln

that the finer forms of manifestation are not less but more

actual than the grosser; that the intangible ideas and

J




inaffablf intelligences of the most ethereal eupires of

the empyrean are stronger and more solid the less pulp#ble

they are to the lowex modes of apprehension, it is hard

to explain, and harder to learn, that Truth abides ia the

iowost sanctuary of the loul afitmay aot be told, sitﬁer

by speech or by silence; ‘yet all attempts to interpret it

distort it progressively as they adapt themselves to the

perceptions of the mind, and become sheer caricatures by

the time they are translated into terms of bodily. sensation.

Now the reality of things depends on their truth, and thus

it is that it is not a philosophical paradox but a matter

of experience that the search for Truth teaches us ﬁo dis-

trust appearances exactly in proportion as they are positive.

“hysical faota betray tieir nallucinatory nature by their

. consistent refusal to comply with the requirements of reason,

and thought admiﬁs its transparent falsity by violating its

own laws at every turn, :
Materialists olaim that the senses are the sole source

of knowledge{ Good! Then the most absurd and impossible’

idea of a madman or a metaphysician must be derived from'

sensory impressions no less than a brick, We habitually
use our mental faculties to oriticise and correct our sensory

impressions. At what pofnt, then, does our judgment cease

7

} {
N




to be raliable: Which 19 more real; the orick, the facts

indirecily learnt from the brick, asuch as its chemical and

electrical Propsrties, the laws of nature which T deduce

from the sum of such facts, or tne mystical moonshine which

meditation on all these evokes? ““

I' feel that I should demonstrate these theses with the

utmost emphasis, Consider, first, the material world, a

thing is never true to itself. 4 flower changes all its

attributes with every changing condition of ¢ircumstances

totally independent of it; with every variation of light

its colour is altered. Its shape depends on the lens

through which we observe it. The mioroscope turans it iato

an entirely different object., Its scent cannot be desoribed

intelligibly in any language, and we Nave no warrant whatever

that any two men would agree on the subject., It means one

thing to us, another totally different to the bee; the more

one observes it, the more we are bound to admit that we do

not know and cannot know, what it i1s in itself; and the

only possible oanclﬁsion is that it is in reality nothing

(a

inexplicably affects divers sensoria in various unintelligible

4t all beyohd an unknowable focus for our attention which

ways, Desides our incompetence to define it, its existence -

¥
presents problems which lead to\prcposltioqs 80 absurd in

]
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themselves and so irreconcilable with each other, that
the course most consisteat with common sense is tovconjec—
ture that 1t is an hallueination created by a kink in our
consciousness, . ‘
- Thought has this advantage over sensation in the matter
of reality, that it asserts its own existence implicitly.
To doubt or deny that it exists is itself thought, (The
paradox is my own), I thought it the simplest and deepest
instance of the fundamental self-contradiction inherent in
intellect, Lertrand Hussell proves the same point by
ex;mples which I do/hot doubt are more formally perfect
and logically impeccable. (It led him to construct his
remarkable theory of zig-zagginess,) 'I'ne upshot is that
every proposiﬁfon involved depends oa postulates, by
assuming the truth of which we can prove the proposition
to be false; Most men dismiss such demonstrations as
intellectual conjuring tricks. but they are nothing of -

the sort. The irritable refusal to discuss them shows how

the conclusion wounds man's pride of intellect. It drlvdg 9

better men to despair, and the best to discover an instrument

of apprehension which is not thus self-condemned as incompetent
3
and insane. ‘




In my great initiation in the Jahara, I was told in
one vision, "Above the Abyss" (that is, to that Intelligibls

Intuition between which and the intellect there is a great gulf

fixed) "a thing is only true in so far as 1t coatains its
own contradiction in itself," The inI;iute must learn to
use this faculty. Its first advéntage is to deliver one
from the dilemma set forth above. We need no longer doubt
that white is white, because that proposition implicitly
asserts that white i1s black. Our new instrument assures
us that the whiteness of white depends on the fact of its
tlackness. This statement sounds more than absurd; it is
4 meaningleas assertion. But we have already seen that
the axioms of the intellect involve absurdity. They only
impose upon us at first because they happen to be our per-
sonal property. Tné intuitions of the ﬁeschuaah are
guaranteed Dy interior certainty, and they cannot be criti-
- cized for the simple reason that they have themselves com-

pleted the work of criticism of the most destructive kind
Buddhist psychology

before presenting themselves at all,
has analysed many of these characteristics of super-

consclousness, and even arranged them in an order corres-

ponding with spiritual developmgnt.
I may say that I have toiled for many years to express




ideas of this order in terms intelligible to the normal
consciousness and susceptible of aprrehension by the
normal intellect. 3Sucocess has Scarcely been complete;
only on rare occasions has the f£1ash fixed itself on the

. film when the lens was in focus, and the exposure correct.
I am acutely aware that many of my most arduous and ardent
Jtéempts to interpret mystical experience have resulted -
in blurred images, sometimes perhaps grandiose and suggestive -
but that is_no compensation for obscurity and vagueﬁesa.
May I present one effort which I myself am able tb hold
more or less clearly in amy ordinary oousciousness?>

The Buddhists descrive the closest ayproximation to

true observation of anything, by saying that it is seen in
the four-fold foruless state, which they define in the
Tollowing terms: Any proposition about an object is simul-
taneously perceived as being both true and false, but
also nsibher true nor false. To perceive an eyjeot in
this manner implies that the observer has attained the last
possible degree of spiritual dsvelOpmeAt which permm&s,gny
positive point of view soever, Such a man is but onQ-atop

from the threshold of - Arahatship, He has only_to destroy

this conception of things, as is done in this four-fold

‘ i
) R




formless state, to attain the trance Nerodha-3ammapatti,

in which all being and fomm is absolutely annihllated 8o
much so that the trance is only distingulshable from Nibbana
by the fact that one comes out of it.

.It was on October 2nd, 1919 that I first attained to
this Piagah-sibht of the Promised Land, Pari-Nibbana, I
was spending the night in Fleischmann's Turkish Baths in
New York. It was my custom in all such places to practise
the tenth clause of my vow as a Master of the Temple, "To
Interpret every phenomenon as a particular dealing of God
with ny Soﬁl," by foreing advertiseuents and other public
qnpouncementa to yleld some spiritual significance. I
would either apply the Qabalah to the words and manipulate
the numbers so as.to reach a state of mind in which some
truth might suddenly ‘spring in the sllence, or I would
play upon the words as if they were oracles, or else force
the filthy falsehoods of fraudulent dollar-dervishes to
tfanarigura themselves at the touch of my talisman into
myaterious messages from the Masters. @

I had awakened at dawn and meditated awhile upon tais

four-fold formless state. -I was merely trying to make out

what could possibly be meant by piling coantradiction on
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formless state, to attain the trance Nerodha-ﬁammapatti,
in which all being and form is absolutely annihilated, so
much so that the trance is only distinguishable from Nibbana
by the fact that one comes out,_of 1it,

It was on October 2nd, 1919 that I first attalned to
this Pisgah-sight of the Promised Land, Pari-Nibbana, I
wasmﬁpanding the night in Pleischmann's Turkish Baths in
-New York. It was ny custom in all such pluces to practise
the tenth elause of my vow as a Master of tue Temple, "To
Interpret every phenomenon as a particular dealing of God
" with my Soul,"™ by foreing advertiseasents and other public
announcements to yleld some spiritual slgnificance. I
would either apply the Qabalah to the. words and manipulate
the numbers so as to reach a state of mind in which some
‘truth might suddenly spring in the silence, or I would
play upon the words as if they were oracles, or else force
the filthy falsehoods of fraudulent dollar-dervishes to
transfigure themselves at the touch of my talisman into
mysterious messages from the Masters., ' * i

I had awakened at dawn and meditated awhile uponytﬂia

. four-fold formless state, I was merely trying to make out

what could possibly be meant by piling oogcradiobipn on




contradiction, as the definition 41d. I d1d not understand

it in the ledst, and I had net the slightest integtion of

trylng to reach realization of it. At that time all such

meditation was entirely out of my line, but accidents will

happen even in the best reguldtedkﬁ;mioul circles, and

the following extracrdinary éxperienoe knocked me sideways,
I -gquote verbatin my Magical record:

"I was putting on my bath-robe after welighing,
and turning a sleeve inside out, when umy masgeur,
an holy man positively trembling on the brink of
arahatship, cried to me that both sides of it were
inside, and both outside. I replied humbly that .

I was seeking for a side that was neitner inside nor
outside - and then like « flash I saw that I had
it! Oh Glory Ineffuble of Realization! (Oh Right
Thinking!) TFor either side is bota inside and
outside because I can use it as such, and it is
nelther inside nor outside with regard to the dis-
crimination which might be made by an uninitiate
between any one thing and any other taing,

"Now this quaiity is not in the robe, which
has two sides easily distinguished by hemmings,
maocnining, etc., to say nothing of orientation
in space, but in me, and arises from my positive
deteruination not to notice whether my back reads
"Btolen from the Flelschmann Baths” or no. Now I am
not indifferent to comfort. I notice whether the
robe is thick or thin; 1ts observed qualities
depend upon a weakness 1n me, all qualities zoever
in the robe must therefore disappear as soon as
I am strong enough to ignore them; and thus any
self-sufficiency or "attalnment" destroys my
consciousness of any separate existence, G.u.F,”

I sincerely believe that the above account of a state

of mind, in itself utterly incompatible with ordinary'




intgllecbual apprehension, has for once been caught;
and its charactarisaics cerrectly observed and intelligibly
expressed in sugh a way as to give at leaét sbme rudimentary
idea of one type of intuition with whose laws those of the
réason have nothing whatever in common, |

I do not wish to press the point. In these 'lonesome
- latter days' there are people in the world who ¢can scarcely
define the difference between Dedekindian and Cantorian
cuts. and whose nights are not disturbed by anxiety about
the truth of rermat's last theorem. 4 fortiori, we had
'bstter 8woop on the Straits of Gibraltar and tell a tale
of Tanglers., (I will confine myself to mentioning that I

got a charming letter from my exquisite Dorothy, to which

B¢ ?eplied by the poem Telepathy in The Winged Leetle.)

In point of fact, we may not be‘mnch better off even
nere, lost true tales worth telling are either incredible,
improper or both. Opne of the reforms which I introduced
into the A..A.,. was the abolition of all obligations of

secrecy. They were never useful except as temptations

to people to break them. The secret knowledge ugs-ﬁuito

adequate warders. I have learnt that I have only to tell
the truth about almost anything to be set down at once as a
liar., It is far begtar to throw dust in the eyes of the

animals whose faces are turned to the ground, byyoasual
, p
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frankness, If you have a secret, it is always dangerous
to let pecple suspect that you have acmething to hide,

50 much for Neuberg's capacities in Masziok, Ih
llysticiam he was fatally handieapped by his congenital
dislike of discipline, order, punctimiity, and every
moral quality that goes with science., I started him on

Yoga about this time. One incident is instructive, ™is
’ dally hour for practising isana arrived one day when we
were crossing to Europe on the steamer., He refused to do
ids work; he could not bear to attract the attention
of the other people on hoard and appear ridiculous. ‘
(Nedberg: Ridiculous!! © all ye gods and little fishes:)
I, being responsible for him as his oly Guru, verformed
the practice in his stead. MHe experienced remorse and shame,
ﬁhlqh did him good; but several other incidents determined
me to impose on him a Vow of Holy Obedience.

I must point out the virtue of this practice. Tech-
nically it is identical with that in vogue in the Soclety
of Jesus. The pupil must obey his teacher, perinde ac
cadaver. But the moral implication 1s wnolly antagonistic$» 4
The Jesult is taught that obedience to his superior and
humility before him are virtues in themselves pleasing to
God., In the A A the superior is, so to speak, the

J




sparring partner of the pupll., His funection is to discover

the prejudices, fears and other manifestations of teudency

walch limit the pupil, by observing the 1nst1nct1ve reactions
which may follow any order. The pupll discovers his own
weaknesses, which he then proceeds to destroy by analyﬁing
them, somewhat as Freud has recently suggested - sclence
is always discovering odd soraps of magical wisdom and
making a tremendous fuss about its cleverness! - as well as
to master it by habituslly igmoring its ianidition, If
the superior is anything of a psychologist, he should be

le to teach the averare weakling fairly perfect selr-
uontrol in three months at the outuide, lHeuberg improved
. enormously in consequence of the practice, and his final
breakdown was due to a straia of racial congenital cowardice
too deeply seated for eradication. He at least gained thig:
that he was brOugﬂb face to face with t his fundamental moral
deficiency in his character. For the rest of his life he
must explate nis infirmity, that his suffering may teach
him the necessity of tackling it from the beglnning in his

L

It was time for me to get back to England, HNeuberg

next incarnation,

was to join his relations at S5t. 3ebastian, and as soon as

he was gone, I wrote rhe Jkggggr and the Hunchback ! and 7

On the 13th of December, Twu days later ! lert Hlympuhh
) - §

oy the "Marlborough,”

-
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