Li ber CCXLI
Publication in Class C

Aha!

The Sevenfold Mystery of the Ineffable Love; the Comng of the Lord in the
Air as King and Judge of this corrupted Wrld;

VWher ei n

Under the form of a Discourse between Marsyas an Adept and O ynpas his Pupi
the Whole Secret of the Way of Initiation is laid open fromthe Beginning to
the End; for the Instruction of the Little Children of the Light.

Witten in Trenbling and Humility for the Brethren of the A'. A '. by Their
very dutiful Servant, an Aspirant to their Subline Order,

Al ei ster Crow ey
THE ARGUMENTATI ON

A LITTLE before Dawn, the pupil conmes to greet his Master, and begs
i nstruction.

Inspired by his Angel, he demands the Doctrine of being rapt away into the
Know edge and Conversation of H m

The Master discloses the doctrine of Passive Attention or Witing.

This seenming hard to the Pupil, it is explained further, and the Method of
Resi gnati on, Constancy, and Patience inculcated. The Paradox of Equilibrium
The necessity of giving oneself wholly up the the new el enment. Egoi sm
rebuked.

The Master, to illustrate this Destruction of the Ego, describes the Visions
of Dhyana.

He further describes the defence of the Soul against assailing Thoughts, and
shows that the duality of Consciousness is a blasphemnmy against the Unity of
God; so that even the thought called God is a denial of

God- as-He-is-in-Hi nsel f.

The pupil sees nothing but a blank mdnight in this Enptying of the Soul. He
is shown that this is the necessary condition of Illum nation. Distinction
is further made between these three Dhyanas, and those early visions in

whi ch things appear as objective. Wth these three Dhyanas, noreover, are
Four other of the Four Elenents: and many nore.

Above these is the Veil of Paroketh. Its guardians.
The Rosy Cross lies beyond this veil, and therewith the vision called
Vi shvarupadar shana. Moreover, there is the Know edge and Conversation of the

Holy Guardi an Angel .

The infinite nunmber and variety of these Visions.



The inpossibility of revealing all these truths to the outer and uninitiated
wor | d.

The Vision of the Universal Peacock--At nadarshana. The confusion of the
M nd, and the Perception of its self-contradiction.

The Second Veil--the Veil of the Abyss.

The fatuity of Speech.

A discussion as to the neans by which the vision arises in the pure Soul is
usel ess; suffice it that in the inmpure Soul no Vision will arise. The
practical course is therefore to cl eanse the Soul

The four powers of the Sphinx; even adepts hardly attain to one of them
The final Destruction of the Ego.

The Master confesses that he has lured the disciple by the pronise of Joy,
as the only thing conprehensible by him although pain and joy are
transcended even in early visions.

Ananda (bliss)--and its opposite--mark the first steps of the path.
Utimately all things are transcended; and even so, this attai nnent of Peace

is but as a scaffolding to the Pal ace of the King.

The sheaths of the soul. The abandonnment of all is necessary; the adept
recalls his own tortures, as all that he |loved was torn away.

The Ordeal of the Veil of the Abyss; the Unbinding of the Fabric of M nd,
and its ruin.

The distinction between philoso hical credence and interior certitude.

Sammasati--the trance wherein the adept perceives his causal connection with
the Uni verse; past, present, and future.

Mastering the Reason, he becomes as a little child, and invokes his Holy
Guardi an Angel, the Augoei des.

At madar shana arising is destroyed by the Opening of the Eye of Shiva; the

anni hilation of the Universe. The adept is destroyed, and there arises the
Mast er of the Tenple.

The pupil, struck with awe, proclains his devotion to the Master; whereat
the latter bids himrather unite hinself with the Augoeides.

Yet, followi ng the great annihilation, the adept reappears as an Angel to
instruct nmen in this doctrine.

The Mpj esty of the Master descri bed.

The pupil, wonder-struck, swears to attain, and asks for further
i nstruction.

The Master describes the Eight Linbs of Yoga.



The pupil lamenting the difficulty of attainnment, the Master shows forth the
sweet ness of the hermt's life.

One doubt remains: will not the world be able instantly to recognise the
Saint? The Master replies that only inperfect Saints reveal thenselves as
such. O these are the cranks and charl atans, and those that fear and deny
Life. But let us fix our thoughts on Love, and not on the failings of

ot her s!

The Master invokes the Augoei des; the pupil through synpathy is al nost rapt
awnay.

The Augoei des hath given the Master a nessage; nanely, to manifest the New
Way of the Equi nox of Horus, as revealed in Liber Legis.

He does so, and reconciles it with the Od Way by inviting the Test of
Experiment. They would go therefore to the Desert or the Muntains--nay!
here and now shall it be acconpli shed.

Peace to all beings!
AHA!

Master, ere the ruby Dawn

Gld the dew of |eaf and | awn,

Bi ddi ng the petals to uncl ose

Of heaven's inperishabl e Rose,

Brave heral ds, banners flung afar
OLYMPAS. O the |lone and secret star,

| come to greet thee. Here | bow

To earth this consecrated brow

As a | over woos the Moon

Aching in a silver swoon,

I reach ny lips towards thy shoon,

Mendi cant of the nystic boon!
MARSYAS. \What wilt thou?

OLYMPAS. Let mine Angel say!
"Utterly to be rapt away!"”
MARSYAS. How, whence, and whither?
By ny kiss
OLYMPAS. Fromthat abode to this--to this!"
My wi ngs?
Thou hast no wi ngs. But see
MARSYAS. An eagle sweeping fromthe Byss
Where God stands. Let himravish thee,
And bear thee to a boundl ess bliss!
OLYMPAS. How should I call hin? How beseech?
Silence is lovelier than Speech.
Only on a windless tree
MARSYAS. Falls the dew, Felicity!
One ripple on the water nars
The magic mrror of the Stars.
My soul bends to the athletic stress
OLYMPAS. O God's immrtal |oveliness.
Tell me, what wit avails the clod
To know the nearness of its God?



First, let the soul be poised, and fl edge

Truth's feather on mind s razor-edge.

Next, let no nenory, feeling, hope
MARSYAS. Stain all its starless horoscope.

Last, let it be content, tw ce void;

Not to be suffered or enjoyed;

Motionl ess, blind and deaf and dunb---

So may it to its kingdom cone!

Dear master, can this be? The wi ne
OLYMPAS. Enbittered with dark discipline?

For the soul |oves her mate, the sense.

This bed is sterile. Thou must fence
MARSYAS. Thy soul fromall her foes, the creatures

That by their soft and siren natures

Lure thee to shi pwreck!

OLYMPAS. Thou hast said:
"God is inall. "
MARSYAS. I n sooth.

OLYMPAS. \Why dread
The Godhood?
Only as the thought
Is God, adore it. But the soul creates
MARSYAS. M sshapen fiends, incestuous nmtes.
Slay these: they are fal se shadows of
The never-wani ng noon of | ove.
OLYMPAS. \What thought is worthy?
Truly none
Save one, in that it is but one.
Keep the mind constant; thou shalt see
Ineffable felicity.

MARSYAS. Increase the will, and thou shalt find
It hath the strength to be resigned.
Resign the will; and fromthe string

WIll's arrow shall have taken wi ng,

And from the desol ate abode

Found the i mracul ate heart of Cod!
OLYMPAS. The word is hard!

All things excite

Their equal and their epposite.

Be great, and thou shalt be--how snall!

Be naught, and thou shalt be the All!

Eat not; all neat shall fill thy nouth:

Drink, and thy soul shall die of drouth!

Fill thyself; and that thou seekest

Is diluted to its weakest.

Enmpty thyself; the ghosts of night

Fl ee before the |iving Light.

VWho clutches straws is drowned; but he

That hath the secret of the sea,
MARSYAS. Lives with the whole lust of his |inbs,

Takes hold of water's self, and sw ns.

See, the ungainly al batross

Stunbl es awkwardly across

Eart h--one wi ng-beat, and he flies

Most graceful gallant in the skies!



OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

So do thou | eave thy thoughts, intent
On thy new nobl e el enent!

Throw the earth shackles off, and cling
To what inperishabl e thing

Arises fromthe Married death

O thine own self in that whereon

Thou art fixed.

Then all life's loyal breath

Is a waste wind. Al joy forgone,

| nust strive ever?

Cease to strive

Destroy this partial I, this npan

O an hurt beast! Sores keep alive

By scratching. Health is peace. Unknown
And unexpressed because at ease

Are the Most High Congruities.

Then death is thine "attainnent"?

Can do no better than to die!

I ndeed, that "I" that is not God

Is but a lion in the road!

Knowest thou not (even now!) how first

The fetters of Restriction burst?

In the rapture of the heart

Self hath neither lot nor part.

Tell me, dear master, how the bud

First breaks to brilliance of bl oom

What ecstasy of brain and bl ood

Shatters the seal upon the tonb

O hi m whose gain was the world's |oss

Qur father Christian Rosycross!

First, one is like a gnarled old oak

On a waste heath. Shrill shrieks the w nd.
Ni ght snothers earth. Stormswirls to choke
The throat of silence! Hard behind

Gat hers a bl acker cloud than all

But | ook! but I|ook! it thrones a bal

O blistering fire. It breaks. The | ash

O lightning snakes himforth. One crash
Splits the old tree. One rending roar!---
And night is darker than before.

Nay, master, master! Terror hath

So fierce an hold upon the path?

Life nust lie crushed, a charred bl ack swath,
In that red harvest's aftermath!

Life lives. Storm passes. Cl ouds dislinmn.
The night is clear. And now to him

VWho hath endured is given the boon

O an inmeasur abl e nmoon.

The air about the adept congeals

To crystal; in his heart he feels

One needl e pang; then breaks that spl endour
Infinitely pure and tender

--And the ice drags hi m down!

But may

Qur trenbling frane, our clunsy clay,
Endure such angui sh?
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OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

MARSYAS.

OLYMPAS.

In the worm

Lurks an unconquerabl e germ

I dentical. A sparrow s fal

Were the Destruction of the All!
More; know that this surpasses skil
To express its ecstasy. The thril
Burns in the nenory like the glory

O sone far beaconed pronontory
Where no light shines but on the conb
O breakers, flickerings of the foam
The path ends here?

I ngenuous one!

The path--the true path--scarce begun.
When does the night end?

When the sun,

Crouchi ng bel ow the hori zon,

Flings up his head, tosses his mane,
Ready to | eap.

Even so. Again

The adept secures his subtle fence
Agai nst the hostile shafts of sense,
Pins for a second his mnd; as you
May have seen sone huge westler do.
Wth all his gathered wei ght heaped, hurl ed,
Resi stl ess as the whirling world,

He holds his foeman to the floor

For one great noment and no nore.
So--then the sun-blaze! Al the night
Bursts to a vivid orb of light.

There is no shadow, nothing is,

But the intensity of bliss.

Being is blasted. That exists.

Ah!

But the nmind, that nothers nmists,

Abi des not there. The adept nust fal
Exhaust ed.

There's an end of all?

But not an end of this! Above

All life as is the pulse of |ove,
So this transcends all | ove.
Ah me!

Who nay attain?
Rare soul s.

| see

| mmged a shadow of this |ight.

Such is its sacranental mnght

That to recall it radiates

Its synbol. The priest elevates

The Host, and instant blessing stirs
The hushed awaiting worshi ppers.

Then how secure the soul's defence?
How baffl e the besi eger, Sense?

See the bel eagured city, hurt

By hi deous engi nes, sore begirt



And gripped by lines of death, well scored
Wth shell, nigh o en to the sword!
Now comes the | eader; courage, run
Cont agi ous through the garrison
Repair the trenches! Man the wall
Restore the ruined arsenal
MARSYAS. Serve the great guns! The assailants bl ench
They are driven fromthe forenost trench
The deadliest batteries belch their hell
No nmore. So day by day fought well,
We silence gun by gun. At |ast
The fiercest of the fray is past;
The circling hills are ours. The attack
Is over, save for the rare crack,
Long droppi ng shots from hi dden forts;---
--So is it with our thoughts!
The hostile thoughts, the evil things!
OLYMPAS. They hover on nmjestic w ngs,
Li ke vultures waiting for a man
To drop fromthe slave-caravan!
Al'l thoughts are evil. Thought is two:
MARSYAS. The seer and the seen. Eschew
That suprene bl aspheny, nmy son,
Remenbering that God is One.
OLYMPAS. God is a thought!
The "thought" of God
MARSYAS. |Is but a shattered enerod:
A pl ague, an idol, a delusion,
Bl aspheny, schism and confusion!

OLYMPAS Bani sh ny one high thought? The ni ght
I ndeed were starl ess.
Very right!
But that inpal pable inane
MARSYAS Is the condition of success;
Even as earth lies black to gain
Spring's green and autum's fruitful ness.
OLYMPAS | dread this mdnight of the soul
MARSYAS  Wel cone the heral d!
How cont r ol
OLYMPAS The horror of the m nd? The insane
Dead nel anchol y?
Trick is vain.
MARSYAS Sheer manhood nmust support the strife,
And the trained WIIl, the Root of Life,
Bear the adept triunphant.
OLYMPAS  El se?

MARSYAS The reason, like a chine of bells
Ri pped by the lightning, cracks.

OLYMPAS  And these
Are the first sights the magus sees?
The first true sights. Bright inmages
Throng the clear nind at first, a crowd
O Gods, lights, armes, |andscapes; |oud
Rever berations of the Light.
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But these are dreans, things in the m nd,
Reveries, idols. Thou shalt find

No rest therein. The former three

(Li ghtni ng, nmoon, sun) are royally
Limnal to the Hall of Truth.

Al so there be with them in sooth,
Their brethren. There's the vision called
The Lion of the Light, a brand

O ruby flame and enerald

Waved by the Hernmeneutic Hand.

There is the Chalice, whence the flood
O God's beatitude of bl ood

Fl ames. O to sing those starry tunes!
O col der than a nmillion noons!

O vestal waters! Wne of |ove

Wan as the lyric soul thereof!

There is the Wnd, a whirling sword,
The savage rapture of the air

Tossed beyond space and time. My Lord,
My Lord, even now | see Thee there

In infinite notion! And beyond

There is the Disk, the wheel of things;
Li ke a bl ack boundl ess di anond
Whirring with mllions of w ngs!

Mast er!

Know al so that above

These portents hangs no veil of |ove;
But, guarded by unsl eepi ng eyes

O twice seven score severities,

The Veil that only rips apart

When the spear strikes to Jesus' heart!
A mighty Guard of Fire are they

Wth sabres turning every way!

Their eyes are mllstones greater than
The earth; their nouths run seas of bl ood.
Whe be to that accursSd nman

O whomthey are the iniquities!

Swept in their wath's avenging fl ood
To black inmmtigable seas!

We to the seeker who shall fai

To rend that vexful virgin Veil

Fashi on thyself by austere craft

Into a single azure shaft

Loosed fromthe string of WII; behold
The Rai nbow! Thou art shot, pure flane,
Past the reverberated Name

Into the Hall of Death. Therein

The Rosy Cross is subtly seen

Is that a vision, then?

It is.

Tell me thereof!

O not of this!

O all the flowers in God's field

We nanme not this. Qur lips are seal ed
In that the Universal Key

Lieth within its mystery.

But know thou this. These visions give



A hint both faint and fugitive
Yet haunting, that behind them | urks
Some Wor ker, greater than his works.

Yea, it is given to himwho girds
His loins up, is not fooled by words,
Who takes life lightly in his hand
To throw away at WIIl's conmand,

To know that View beyond the Veil

O petty purities and pal e,
These visions | have spoken of!
The infinite Lord of Light and Love
MARSYAS Breaks on the soul |ike dawn. See! Seel!
Great God of M ght and Maj esty!
Beyond sense, beyond sight, a brilliance
Burning fromHi s gl owi ng gl ance!
Form ess, all the worlds of flane
Atons of that fiery frane!
The adept caught up and broken;
Sl ain, before His Nane be spoken!
In that fire the soul burns up
One drop fromthat celestial cup
Is an abyss, an infinite sea
That sucks up imortality!
O but the Self is manifest
Through all that blaze! Menpry stunbles
Like a blind man for all the rest.
Speech, like a crag of |inmestone, crunbles,
VWhile this one soul of thought is sure
Through all confusion to endure,
Infinite Truth in one small span:
This that is God is Man.
OLYMPAS Master! | trenble and rejoice.
Bef ore His own authentic voice
MARSYAS Doubt flees. The chattering choughs of talk
Scatter like sparrows from a hawk.
Thenceforth the adept is certain of
OLYMPAS  The nystic mountai n? Light and Love
Are Life therein, and they are his?
Even so. And One suprene there is
Whom | have known, being He. W thdrawn
Wthin the curtains of the dawn
Dwnel | s that conceal ed. Behold! he is
A blush, a breeze, a song, a kiss,
A rosy flanme |ike Love, his eyes
Bl ue, the quintessence of all skies,
MARSYAS Hi s hair a foam of gossaner
Pal e gold as jasm ne, |ovelier
Than all the wheat of Paradise.
Othe dimwater-wells his eyes!
There is such depth of Love in them
That the adept is rapt away,
Dies on that nouth, a gl eam ng gem
O dew caught in the boughs of Day!

OLYMPAS The hearing of it is so sweet
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| swoon to silence at thy feet.

Exhaust

The Word!

Had | a mllion songs,

And every song a mllion words,
And every word a mllion neanings,

I could not count the choral throngs
Of Beauty's beatific birds,

O gather up the paltry gl eanings

O this great harvest of delight!
Hast thou not heard the word aright?
That world is truly infinite.

Even as a cube is to a square

Is that to this.

Royal and rare!

Infinite light of burning wheels!

Ay! The imagi nation reels.

Thou nust attain before thou know,

And when thou knowest--M ghty woe

That silence grips the willing |ips!
Ever was speech the thought's eclipse.
Ay, not to veil the truth to him

Who sought it, groping in the dim

Halls of illusion, said the sages
In all the realns, in all the ages,
"Keep silence. " By a word should cone

Your sight, and we who see are dunb!

We have sought a thousand tinmes to teach
Qur know edge; we are nocked by speech
So | ewdly nocked, that all this word
Seens dead, a cloudy crystal blurred,
Though it cling closer to life's heart
Than the best rhapsodies of art!

Yet speak!

Ah, could | tell thee of

These infinite things of Light and Love!
There is the Peacock; in his fan

I nnurrer abl e pl unes of Pan

Oh! every plume hath countl ess eyes;
--Crown of created nysteries!---

Each hol ds a Peacock like the First.
How can this be?

The nmind' s accurst.

It cannot be. It is. Behold,

Battalion on battalion rolled!

There is war in Heaven! The soul sings still,
Struck by the plectron of the WII;

But the mind' s dunb; its only cry

The shriek of its Iast agony!

Surely it struggles.

Bitterly!

And, mark! it nmust be strong to die!

The weak and partial reason dips

One edge, another springs, as when

A nelting iceberg reels and tips



Under the sun. Be m ghty then

A lord of Thought, beyond wit and wonder

Bal anced--then push the whol e m nd under,

Sunk beyond chance of floating, blent
MARSYAS Rightly with its own el enent,

Not lifting jagged peaks and bare

To the unsynpathetic air

This is the second veil; and hence

As first we slew the things of sense

Upon the altar of their Cod,

So nust the Second Period

Slay the ideas, to attain

To that which is, beyond the brain.
OLYMPAS To that which is?--not thought? not sense?

Know edge i s but experience

Made conscious of itself. The bee,

Past master of geonetry,

Hat h not one word of all of it;

For wi sdomis not nother-wit!

So the adept is called insane

For his frank failure to explain.

Language creates fal se thoughts; the true

Breed | anguage slowy. Follow ng
MARSYAS Experience of a thing we knew

Arose the need to nanme the thing.

So, ancients |ikened a man's m nd

To the untaned evasive w nd.

Some fool thinks names are things; and boasts

Al oud of spirits and of ghosts.

Religion follows on a pun!

And we, who know that Holy One

O whom| told thee, seek in vain

Figure or word to make it plain.
OLYMPAS Despair of man!

Man is the seed
MARSYAS O the unimagi nabl e fl ower.

By singl eness of thought and deed

It may bl oom now--this actual hour!

OLYMPAS The soul nmde safe, is vision sure
To rise therein?
Though cal m and pure
It seem maybe sone thought hath crept
Into his mnd to baul k the adept.
The expectation of success
Suffices to destroy the stress
O the one thought. But then, what odds?
"Man's vision goes, dissolves in God's;"
O, "by God's grace the Light is given
MARSYAS To the elected heir of heaven. "
These are but idle theses, dry
Dugs of the cow Theol ogy.
Busi ness is business. The one fact
That we know is: the gods exact
A stainless mrror. Cleanse thy soul
Perfect the will's austere control!
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For the rest, wait! The sky once cl ear
Dawn needs no pronpting to appear
Enough! it shall be done.
Bewar e!

Easily trips the big word "dare.
Each man's an Okdi pus, that thinks

He hath the four powers of the Sphinx,

W1, Courage, Know edge, Silence. Son
Even the adepts scarce win to one!
Thy Thoughts--they fall like rotten fruits.

But to destroy the power that nmakes
These thoughts--thy Self? A man it takes
To tear his soul up by the roots!

This is the mandrake fable, boy!

You told me that the Path was joy.
Alie to lure thee!l

Mast er!

Pai n

And joy are twin toys of the brain

Even early visions pass beyond!

Not all the crabbed runes | have conned
Told ne so plain a truth. | see,
Inscrutable Sinplicity!

Crushed like a blind-worm by the hee

O all | am perceive, and feel

My truth was but the partial pang

That chanced to strike ne as | sang.

In the begi nning, violence

Marks the extinction of the sense.
Angui sh and rapture rack the soul

These are disruptions of control

Sel f - poi sed, a broodi ng hawk, there hangs
In the still air the adept. The bul

On the firmearth goes not so snooth!
So the first fine ecstatic pangs

Pass; bal ance comes.

How wonder f ul

Are these tall avenues of truth!

So the first flash of light and terror
Is seen as shadow, known as error

Next, light conmes as light; as it grows
The sense of peace still steadier glows;
And the fierce lust, that linked the sou
To its God, attains a chaste control
Intinmate, an atomic bliss,

Is the last phrasing of that Kkiss.

Not ecstasy, but peace, pure peace!

I nvisible the dew sublines

From the great nother, subtly clinbs
And | oves the | eaves! Yea, in the end,
Vision all vision nust transcend.
These gl ories are nere scaffol ding

To the Cl osed Pal ace of the King.

Yet, saidst thou, ere the new fl ower shoots
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The soul is torn up by the roots.
Now come we to the intimate things
Known to how few! Man's being clings
First to the outer. Free fromthese
The inner sheathings, and he sees
Those sheathings as external. Strip
One after one each lovely lip
Fromthe full rose-but! Ever new
Leaps the next petal to the view
What binds them by Desire? Di sease
Most dire of direful Destiny's!

| have abandoned all to tread

The brilliant pathway overhead!

Easy to say. To abandon all

Al nust be first | oved and possessed.
Nor thou nor | have burst the thrall
All--as | offered half in jest,
Sceptic--was torn away from ne.

Not without pain! THEY slew ny child,
Dragged ny wife down to infany
Loathlier than death, drove to the wld
My tortured body, stripped nme of

Weal th, health, youth, beauty, ardour, |ove.
Thou has abandoned all? Then try

A speck of dust within the eye!

But that is different!

Life is one.

Magic is life. The physica

(Men nane it) is a house of cal

For the adept, heir of the sun

Bonbard the house! it groans and gapes.
The adept runs forth, and so escapes
That ruin!

Snoothly paralle

The ruin of the mnd as well?

Ay! Hear the Ordeal of the Veil

The Second Veil! ... O spare nme this
Magi cal nmenory! | pale

To show the Veil of the Abyss.

Nay, | et confession be conplete!

Master, | bend ne at thy feet---

Why do they sweat with bl ood and dew?
Bl i nd horror catches at ny breath.

The path of the abyss runs through

Thi ngs darker, disnaller than death!
Courage and will! What boots their force?
The mind rears like a frightened horse.
There is no nenory possible

O that unfathomabl e hell

Even the shadows that arise

Are things to dreadful to recount!
There's no such doomin Destiny's
Harvest of horror. The white fount

O speech is stifled at its source.



Know, the sane spirit keeps its course
By this, that everything it thinks
Hat h causal or contingent I|inks.
Destroy them and destroy the ni nd!
O bestial, bottom ess, and blind
Black pit of all insanity!

MARSYAS  The adept nust make his way to thee!
This is the end of all our pain,
The di ssolution of the brain!
For Io! in this no nortar sticks;
Down cone the house--a hail of bricks!
The sense of all | hear is drowned;
Tap, tap, isolated sound,
Patters, clatters, batters, chatters,
Tap, tap, tap, and nothing matters!
Sensel ess hal | uci nati ons rol
Across the curtain of the soul
Each ripple on the river seens
The madness of a maniac's dreans!
So in the self no nmenory-chain
O causal wisp to bind the straws!
The Sel f disrupted! Bl ank, insane,
Bot h of existence and of | aws,
The Ego and the Universe
Fall to one black chaotic curse.

OLYMPAS So ends philoso hy's inquiry:
"Summa scientia nihil scire.
Ay, but that reasoned thesis |acks
The inpact of reality.
MARSYAS This vision is a battle axe
Splitting the skull. O pardon ne!
But my soul faints, my stomach sinks.
Let nme pass on!
My being drinks
OLYMPAS The nectar-poi son of the Sphinx.
This is a bitter nedicine!
Bl ack snare that | was taken in!
How one may pass | hardly know.
Maybe time never blots the track.
Bl ack, black, intolerably black
Go, spectre of the ages, go!
Suffice it that | passed beyond.
| found the secret of the bond
Of thought to thought through countless years
Through many lives, in many spheres,
Brought to a point the dark design
O this existence that is mne.
I knew ny secret. "Al | was"
| brought into the burning-glass,
And all its focussed |ight and heat
Charred "all | am " The rune's conplete
When "all | shall be" flashes by
Li ke a shadow on the sky.

Then | dropped my reasoning.
Vacant and accursed thing!
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By my WIIl | swept away

The web of metaphysic, smled

At the blind | abyrinth, where the grey
A d snake of madness wove his wld
Curse! As | trod the trackl ess way
Through sunl ess gorges of Cathay,

| becane a little child.

By nanel ess rivers, swirling through
Chasns, a fantastic bl ue,

Mont h by nonth, on barren hills,

In burning heat, in bitter chills,
Tre ic forest, Tartar snow,

Smar agdi ne ar chi pel ago,

See ne--led by some wi se hand

That | did not understand.

Morn and noon and eve and ni ght

I, the forlorn eremte,

Called on Hmwith mld devotion

As the dew drop woos the ocean.

In ny wanderings | cane

To an anci ent park afl ane

Wth fairies' feet. Still wapped in | ove
| was caught up, beyond, above

The tides of being. The great sight
O the intolerable Iight

O the whol e universe that wove
The labyrinth of Iife and | ove

Bl azed in me. Then sone giant will,
M ne or another's thrust a thrill
Through the great vision. Al the |ight
Went out in an imortal night,

The worl d anni hil ated by

The opening of the Master's Eye.
How can | tell it?

Master, master!

A sense of sone divine disaster
Abases ne.

I ndeed, the shrine

I s desol ate of the divine!

But all the illusion gone, behold
The one that is!

Royal Iy roll ed,

| hear strange nmusic in the air

It is the angelic choir, aware

O the great Ordeal dared and done
By one nore Brother of the Sun!

Master, the shriek of a great bird
Bl ends with the torrent of the thunder.

It is the echo of the word

That tore the universe asunder.

Master, thy stature spans the sky.
Verily; but it is not |

The adept dissol ves--pale phantom form



Bl own fromthe black nouth of the storm
It is another that arises!
CLYMPAS Yet in thee, through thee!
MARSYAS I am not
OLYMPAS For me thou art.
So that suffices
MARSYAS To seal thy will? To cast thy |ot
Into the lap of God? Then, well
Ay, there is no nore potent spell.
OLYMPAS  Through life, through death, by I|land and sea
Most surely will |1 follow thee
Fol | ow thysel f, not nme. Thou hast
An Holy Guardi an Angel, bound
MARSYAS to lead thee fromthy bitter waste
To the inscrutable profound
That is H's covenanted ground.
Thou who hast known these master-keys
OLYMPAS O all creation's nysteries,
Tell me, what followed the great gust
O God that blew his world to dust?
I, even | the man, becane
As a great sword of flashing flame.
My life, informed with holiness,
Consci ous of its own |oveliness,
Like a well that overflows
At the limt of the snows,
Sent its crystal streamto gl adden
The hearts of ne, their lives to nadden
Wth the intoxicating bliss
MARSYAS (Wne mxed with myrrh and anbergris!)
O this bitter-sweet perfune,
This gorse's blaze of prickly bloom
That is the Wsdom of the \Way.
Then springs the statue fromthe clay,
And all God's doubted fatherhood
Is seen to be suprenely good.

Live within the sane sweet sun
Leave t he shadowworl d al one!

OLYMPAS There is a crown for every one;
For every one there is a throne!
That crown is Silence. Sealed and sure!
That throne is Know edge perfect pure.
Bel ow that throne adoring stand
Virtues in a blissful band;
Mercy, majesty and power,
Beauty and harnony and strength,
MARSYAS Triunmph and spl endour, starry shower
O flanmes that flake their lily |ength,
A neckl et of pure light, far-flung
Down to the Base, from which is hung
A pearl, the Universe, whose sight
I s one gl obed jewel of delight.
Fall en no nore! A bowered bride
Bl ushing to be satisfied!
OLYMPAS Al this, of once the Eye uncl ose?
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The gol den cross, the ruby rose
Are gone, when flamng from afar
The Hawk's eye blinds the Silver Star

O brothers of the Star, caressed

By its cool flanes frombrow to breast,
Is there some rapture yet to excite
This prone and pallid neophyte?

O but there is no need of this!

I burn toward the abyss of Bliss.

| call the Four Powers of the Nane;
Earth, wind and cloud, sea, snoke and fl ane
To witness: by this triune Star

| swear to break the tw -forked bar

But how to attain? Flexes and | eans

The strongest will that |acks the neans.
There are seven keys to the great gate,
Bei ng eight in one and one in eight.
First, let the body of thee be still,
Bound by the cerenents of will,
Corpse-rigid; thus thou mayst abort

The fidget-babes that tense the thought.
Next, let the breath-rhythm be | ow,
Easy, regular, and sl ow,

So that thy being be in tune

Wth the great sea's Pacific swoon
Third, let thy life be pure and calm
Swayed softly as a w ndl ess palm
Fourth, let the will-to-1ive be bound
To the one | ove of the Profound.

Fifth, let the thought, divinely free
From sense, observe its entity.

Wat ch every thought that springs; enhance
Hour after hour thy vigilance!

I ntense and keen, turned inward, miss
No at om of anal ysi s!

Si xth, on one thought securely pinned
Still every whisper of the wi nd!

So like a flame straight and unstirred
Burn up thy being in one word!

Next, still that ecstasy, prolong

Thy neditation steep and strong,

Sl ayi ng even God, should He distract

Thy attention fromthe chosen act!

Last, all these things in one o'erpowered,
Time that the midnight bl ossom fl owered!
The oneness is. Yet even in this,

My son, thou shalt not do am ss

If thou restrain the expression, shoot
Thy glance to rapture's darkling root,
Di scardi ng nane, form sight, and stress
Even of this high consciousness;

Pierce to the heart! | |eave thee here:
Thou art the Master. | revere

Thy radi ance that rolls afar,

O Brother of the Silver Star!

OLYMPAS. Ah, but no ease may lap ny |inbs.
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G ants and sorcerers oppose;

QOgres and dragons are ny foes!
Levi at han agai nst ne sw s,

And lions roar, and Boreas bl ows!

No Zephyrs woo, no happy hymms

Paean the Pilgrimof the Rose!

| teach the royal road of light.

Be thou, devoutly erenite,

Free of thy fate. Choose tenderly

A place for thine Acadeny.

Let there be an holy wood

O enbowered solitude

By the still, the rainless river,
Underneath the tangled roots

O mpjestic trees that quiver

In the quiet airs; where shoots

O the kindly grass are green

Moss and ferns asl eep between,

Lilies in the water |apped,

Sunbeans in the branches trapped
--Wndl ess and eternal even!

Silenced all the birds of heaven

By the low insistent cal

O the constant waterfall

There, to such a setting be

Its carven gem of deity,

A central flawless fire, enthralled
Like Truth within an eneral d!

Thou shalt have a birchen bark

On the river in the dark;

And at the m dnight thou shalt go

to the md-stream s snoot hest flow,
And stri ke upon a gol den bel

The spirit's call; then say the spell
"“Angel, mne angel, draw thee nigh!"
Maki ng the Sign of Magistry

Wth wand of l|apis lazuli

Then, it may be, through the blind dunmb
Ni ght thou shalt see thine angel cone,
Hear the faint whisper of his w ngs,
Behol d the starry breast begemmed
Wth the twelve stones of the twelve kings!
Hi s forehead shall be di adenmed

Wth the faint |light of stars, wherein
The Eye gl eans dom nant and keen.
Thereat thou swoonest; and thy | ove
Shall catch the subtle voice thereof.
He shall informhis happy |over:

My foolish prating shall be over!
Onow | burn with holy haste.

This doctrine hath so sweet a taste
That all the other wine is sour.

Son, there's a bee for every flower.
Li e open, a chanel eon cup

And | et Hi m suck thine honey up
There is one doubt. When souls attain
Such an uni magi ned gai n



Shall not others mark them wi se
Beyond nmere nortal destinies?
Such are not the perfect saints.
Whil e the imagination faints
Before their truth, they veil it close
As am d the utnopst snows
The tall est peaks npbst straitly hide
Wth clouds their holy heads. Divide
The pl anes! Be ever as you can
A sinmpl e honest gentl eman!
Body and manners be at ease,

MARSYAS Not bl oat with bl azoned sanctities!
Who fights as fights the sol dier-saint?
And see the artist-adept paint!
Weak are those souls that fear the stress
Of earth upon their holiness!
They fast, they eat fantastic food,
They prate of beans and brotherhood,
Wear sandal s, and | ong hair, and spats,
And think that nmakes them Arahats!

How shall man still his spirit-stornf
Rati onal Dress and Food Reform
OLYMPAS I know such saints.

An easy vice:

So wondrous well they adverti se!

O their mean souls are satisfied

Wth wind of spiritual pride.

They're all negation. "Do not eat;

VWhat poison to the soul is neat!
MARSYAS Drink not; snoke not; deny the will!

W ne and tobacco make us ill. "

Magic is life; the WII to Live

Is one suprenme Affirmative

These things that flinch fromLife are worth

No nore to Heaven than to Earth.

Affirmthe everlasting Yes!

OLYMPAS Those saints at |east score one success:
Perfection of their priggishness!
Enough. The soul is subtlier fed
Wth neditation's wine and bread.
Forget their failings and our own;
Fix all our thoughts on Love al one!

Ah, boy, all crowns and thrones above
Is the sanctity of |ove.

In H's warm and secret shrine

Is a cup of perfect w ne,

Wher eof one drop is medicine

Against all ills that hurt the soul
A flam ng daughter of the Jinn
Brought to ne once a wingSd scroll,
Wherein | read the spell that brings
The know edge of that King of Kings.
Angel, | invoke thee now

Bend on nme the starry brow

Spread the eagl e w ngs above



The pavilion of our |ovel
Ri se fromyour starry sapphire seats!
See, where through the quickening skies
The oriflame of beauty beats
Her al di ng | oyal |egionaries,
Whose flame of gol den javelins

MARSYAS Fences those peerl ess pal adi ns.
There are the burning | anps of them
Splendid star-clusters to begem
The trailing torrents of those blue
Bri ght wi ngs that bear nine angel through
O Thou art |ike an Hawk of Gold,
M racul ously mani fol d,
For all the sky's aflame to be
A mirror magical of Thee!
The stars seem conets, rushing down
To gemthy robes, bedew thy crown.
Li ke the noon-plunes of a strange bird
By a great wind sublinmely stirred
Thou drawest the light of all the skies
Into thy wake. The heaven dies
In bubbling froth of light, that foans
About thine ardour. All the dones
O all the heavens cl ose above thee
As thou art known of ne who |ove thee.
Excel | ent kiss, thou fastenest on
This soul of mine, that it is gone,

Gone fromall life, and rapt away
Into the infinite starry spray
O thine own AEon ... Alas for ne!

| faint. Thy nystic mgjesty
Absorbs this spark.
Al hail! all hail
OLYMPAS \White splendour through the view ess veil
| amdrawn with thee to rapture.
St ay!
MARSYAS | bear a nmessage. Heaven hath sent
The know edge of a new sweet way
Into the Secret Elenent.

OLYMPAS Master, while yet the glory clings
Declare this nystery nagical!
| am yet borne on those bl ue w ngs
Into the Essence of the All.
Now, now | stand on earth again,

MARSYAS Though, bl azing through each nerve and vein,
The light yet holds its choral course,
Filling ny frame with fiery force
Li ke God's. Now hear the Apocal ypse
New- f| edged on these reluctant |ips!

OLYMPAS | trenble |ike an aspen, quiver
Li ke light upon a rainy river!
Do what thou wilt! is the sole word
O law that ny attai nment heard
Arise, and lay thine hand on God!
Arise, and set a period



MARSYAS

OLYMPAS

MARSYAS

Unto Restriction! That is sin

To hold thine holy spirit in!

O thou that chafest at thy bars,

I nvoke Nuit beneath her stars

Wth a pure heart (Her incense burned
Of guns and woods, in gold inurned),
And | et the serpent flane therein
Alittle, and thy soul shall wn

To lie within her bosom Lo!

Thou woul dst give all--and she cries: No!
Take all, and take nme! Gather spice
And virgins and great pearls of price!
Worship me in a single robe

Crowned richly! Grdle of the globe,

I love thee! Pale and purple, veiled,
Vol upt uous, swan silver-sail ed,

I love thee. | am drunkness

Of the innpst sense; my soul's caress
Is toward thee! Let my priestess stand
Bare and rejoicing, softly fanned

By smpoot h-1i pped acol ytes, upon

M ne iridescent altar-stone,

And in her |ove-chaunt swooningly

Say evernore: To ne! To ne!

| am the azure-lidded daughter

O sunset; the all-girdling water;
The naked brilliance of the sky

In the vol uptuous night amI!

Wth song, with jewel, with perfune,
Wake all ny rose's blush and bl oom
Drink to nel Love ne! | |ove thee,

My love, ny lord--to ne! to ne!

There is no harshness in the breath

O this--is life surpassed, and death?
There is the Snake that gives delight
And Know edge, stirs the heart aright
Wt h drunkenness. Strange drugs are thine,
Hadit, and draughts of wi zard wi ne!
These do no hurt. Thine hermts dwel
Not in the cold secretive cell

But under purpl e canopies

Wth mghty-breasted m stresses
Magni fi cent as |ionesses--

Tender and terrible caresses!

Fire lives, and light, in eager eyes;
And massed huge hair about themlies.
They lead their hosts to victory:

In every joy they are kings; then see
That secret serpent coiled to spring
And win the world! O priest and king,
Let there be feasting, foining, fighting,
A revel of lusting, singing, smting!
Work; be the bed of work! Hold! Hol d!
the stars' kiss is as nolten gold.

Har den! Hold thyself up! now die---
Ah! Ah! Exceed! Exceed!
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And | ?

My stature shall surpass the stars:
He hath said it! Men shall worship ne
I n hi dden woods, on barren scaurs,
Henceforth to all eternity.

Hail! | adore thee! Let us feast.

| am the consecrat ed Beast.

| build the Abom nabl e House.

The Scarlet Wwnan is nmy Spouse--

What is this word?

Thou canst not know

Till thou hast passed the Fourth Ordeal
I worship thee. The npon-rays flow
Masterfully rich and rea

Fromthy red nouth, and burst, young suns
Chanting before the Holy Ones

Thi ne Ei ght Mysterious Oisons!

The last spell! The availing word!

The two conpl eted by the third!

The Lord of War, of Vengeance

That slayeth with a single glance!

This light is in me of ny Lord.

His Name is this far-whirling sword.

| push His order. Keen and swi ft

My Hawk's eye flanes; these arns uplift
The Banner of Silence and of Strength--
Hail! Hail! thou art here, my Lord, at |ength!
Lo, the Hawk-Headed Lord am:

My nenyss shrouds the night-blue sky.
Hail! ye twin warriors that guard

The pillars of the world! Your tine

I's nigh at hand. The snake that marred
Heaven with his inexhaustible slime

Is slain; | bear the Wand of Power,

The Wand t hat waxes and that wanes;

| crush the Universe this hour

In ny left hand; and naught remains!
Ho! for the splendour in my nane

H dden and gl orious, a flane

Secretly shooting fromthe sun.

Auml Ha!--ny destiny is done.

The Word i s spoken and conceal ed.

| am stunned. What wonder was reveal ed?
The rite is secret.

Profits it?

Only to wisdomand to wit.

The other did no |ess.

Then prove

Both by the mmster-key of Love.

The lock turns stiffly? Shalt thou shirk
To use the sacred oil of work?

Not fromthe valley shalt thou test

The eggs that |ine the eagle's nest!
Cimb, with thy life at stake, the ice,
The sheer wall of the precipicel!

Master the cornice, gain the breach
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And | earn what next the ridge can teach
Yet--not the ridge itself may speak
The secret of the final peak.

All ridges join at |ast.

Admitted,

O thou astute and subtle-witted!

Yet one--1oose, jaggSd, clad in mst!
Anot her--firm snooth, |oved and ki ssed
By the soft sun! Qur order hath

This secret of the solar path,

Even as our Lord the Beast hath won
The nystic Nunber of the Sun.

These secrets are too high for ne.
Nay, little brother! Conme and see!
Nei ther by faith nor fear nor awe
Approach the doctrine of the Law
Truth, Courage, Love, shall win the bout,
And those three others be cast out.
Lead ne, Master, by the hand

Gently to this gracious |and!

Let me drink the doctrine in,

An al |l -heal i ng nedici ne!

Let me rise, correct and firm

Steady striding to the term

Master of my fate, to rise

To inperial destinies;

Wth the sun's ensangui ne dart
Spear-bright in ny blazing heart,

And my being's basil-plant

Bri ght and hard as adamant!

Yonder, faintly |um nous,

The yel |l ow desert waits for us.

Lithe and eager, hand in hand,

We travel to the lonely |and.

There, beneath the stars, the snoke
O our incense shall invoke

The Queen of Space; and subtly She
Shall bend fromHer infinity

Li ke a | anbent flane of bl ue,
Touchi ng us, and piercing through

Al the sense-webs that we are

As the aethyr penetrates a star!

Her hands caressing the black earth,
Her sweet lithe body arched for |ove,
Her feet a Zephyr to the flowers,

She calls ny nane--she gives the sign
That she is mne, suprenely mne

And clinging to the infinite girth
My soul gets perfect joy thereof
Beyond the abysses and the hours;

So that--1 kiss her lovely brows;

She bathes ny body in perfune

O sweat .... Othou nmy secret spouse,
Conti nuous One of Heaven! illune

My soul with this arcane delight,

Vol unpt uous Daughter of the Night!
Eat me up wholly with the glance
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O thy luxurious brilliance!

The desert calls.

Then let us go!

O seek the sacramental snow,

Where like a high-priest I may stand
Wth acol ytes on every hand,

The | esser peaks--ny will w thdrawn
To invoke the dayspring fromthe dawn,
Changi ng that rosy snoke of |ight

To a pure crystalline white;

Though the m st of mind, as draws

A dancer round her |inbs the gauze,
Cl ot he Light, and show the virgin Sun
A | enon-pal e nedal |i on!

Thence | eap we | eashless to the goal
Stainl ess star-rapture of the soul
So the altar-fires fade

As the CGodhead is displayed.

Nay, we stir not. Everywhere

I's our tenple right appointed.

Al the earth is faery fair

For us. Am | not anoi nted?

The Sigil burns upon the brow

At the adjuration--here and now.

The air is laden with perfunes.

Behol d! It beams--it burns--it bl oomns.
* k k k%

Mast er, how subtly hast thou drawn
The daylight fromthe Gol den Dawn,
Bi dden the Cavernous Mount unfold
Its Ruby Rose, its Cross of Gold;
Until | saw, flashed from afar

The Hawk's eye in the Silver Star!
Peace to all beings. Peace to thee,
Co-heir of mne eternity!

Peace to the greatest and the | east,
To nebul a and nenuphar

Li ght in abundance be increased

On them that dream that shadows are!

Bl essi ng and worship to The Beast,
The prophet of the lovely Star!



