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DEDICATION AND COUNTER-DEDICATION 

 

xi

To you, Konx Om PaxóLight in Extensionóis your natural home.  
You have written these essays by my pen; not on you need I bestow 
them; butóñ 

To all and every person 

in the whole world 

who is without the Pale of the Order; 

and even to Initiates 

who are not in possession of the Password 

for the time being; 

and to all those who have resigned 

demitted, 

or been expelled 

I dedicate 

this Revelation of the Arcana 

which are in the 

Adytum of God-nourished Silence. 
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While, on the other hand: 

St. Paul spoke up on the Hill of Mars 
   To the empty-headed Athenians; 
But I would rather talk to the stars 
   Than to empty-headed Athenians; 
Itís only too easy to form a cult, 
To cry a crusade with ìDeus Vultîó 
But you wonít get much of a good result 
   From empty-headed Athenians. 

The people of London much resemble 
   Those empty-headed Athenians. 
I could very easily make them tremble, 
   Those empty-headed Athenians. 
A pinch of Bible, a gallon of gas, 
And I, or any otherguess ass, 
Could bring to our mystical moonlight mass 
   Those empty-headed Athenians. 

In fine, I have precious little use 
   For empty-headed Athenians. 
The birds I have snared shall all go loose; 
   They are empty-headed Athenians. 
I thought perhaps I might do some good; 
But itís ten to one if I ever shouldó 
And I doubt if I would save, if I could, 
   Such empty-headed Athenians. 

So (with any luck) I shall bid farewell 
   To the empty-headed Athenians. 
For me, they may all of them go to hell, 
   For empty-headed Athenians. 
I hate your idiot jolts and jars, 
You monkeys grinning behind your barsó 
Iím more at home with the winds and stars 
   Than with empty-headed Athenians. 



 

THE WAKE WORLD 
A TALE FOR BABES AND SUCKLINGS 

(WITH EXPLANATORY NOTES IN HEBREW AND LATIN FOR THE USE 
OF THE WISE AND PRUDENT) 



 

 
QUíRAN. 

          . . . . un cantique 
Allégorique, hébraïque, et mystique. 

             PANNY. 

Except ye become as little children, ye shall in no 
wise enter into the Kingdom of Heaven.óANON. 
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IDRA SUTA VIII 
    Ra-asa isalamanu para-di-zododa ol-kari-nu aäö  iali-pire-gahe  
qui-inu enai butamonu od inoasa ni pa-ra-diala; kasaremeji ugeare 
kahiralanu, od zodonake lukifatanu paresa ta vavale-zodirenu tolhami. 
. . . Irejila kahis-a da das pa-aotza busada caosago, das kahisa, od 
ipuranu teloahe karekareka ois-alamahe lonukaho od Vovina karebafe? 

AVÉ. 

 
   African Proverb. 

De las cosas mas seguras, mas seguro es duvidar. 
          Spanish Proverb. 



 

 

óóó tua scienza 
        Che vuol, la cosa è più perfetta Ō 
        Più senta íl bene, e cosi la doglienza. 
                      DANTE. 

AAAŌŌŌZŌRAZAZZZAIEŌZAZAEEEIIIZAIEŌZŌAKHŌ 
EOOOYTHŌEZAOZAEZĒĒĒZZĒĒZAOZAKHŌZAĒKHEYEIT 
YXAALETHYKHóThis is the Name which you must speak in the 
interior world. 

    JESUS CHRIST. 

 
MAHAPARINIBBANNA SUTTA. 

Hy is noch visch, noch vleesch: de wyste van  
ons allen 

En weet niet wat hy is: hy kan oock licht 
ontvallen. 

DANIEL HEINZ. 
       Dianae sumus in fide 

           Puellae et pueri integri 
          Dianam pueri integri 
           Puellaeque canamus. 

               CATULLUS. 

 
TAO TEH KING (HWAINANíS V.L.) 

'Asterej men 'mfi calan selannan 

¢y ¢pocruptoisi faennon e�doj 

Ñppota plhqoisa malista lampV 

gan �pi pasan 
     SAPPHO. 
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THE WAKE WORLD 

Y name is Lola, because I am the Key of Delights, and the  
other   children in my dream call me Lola Daydream.  When I  

am awake, you see, I know that I am dreaming, so they must be  
very silly children, donít you think?  There are people in the dream 
too, who are quite grown up and horrid; but the really important  
thing is the wake-up person.  There is only one, for there never could 
be any one like him.  I call him my Fairy Prince. He rides a horse 
with beautiful wings like a swan, or sometimes a strange creature  
like a lion or a bull, with a womanís face and breasts, and she has 
unfathomable eyes. 

My Fairy Prince is a dark boy, very comely; I think every one must 
love him, and yet every one is afraid.  He looks through one just as if 
one had no clothes on in the Garden of God, and he had made one, 
and one could do nothing except in the mirror of his mind.  He never 
laughs or frowns or smiles; because, whatever he sees, he sees what 
is beyond as well, and so nothing ever happens.  His mouth is redder 
than any roses you ever saw.  I wake up quite when we kiss each other, 
and there is no dream any more.  But when it is not trembling on mine, 
I see kisses on his lips, as if he were kissing some one that one could 
not see. 

Now you must know that my Fairy Prince is my lover, and one day 
he will come for good and ride away with me and marry me.  I shanít 
tell you his name because it is too beautiful.  It is a great secret be- 
tween us.  When we were engaged he gave me such a beautiful ring.  

M Virgo Mundi. 
 
 
 
 
Adonai. 
 
Pegasus. 
Sphinx. 
 
V.V.V.V.V. 
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It was like this.  First there was his shield, which had a sun on it and 
some roses, all on a kind of bar; and there was a terrible number  
written on it.  Then there was a bank of soft roses with the sun shining 
on it, and above there was a red rose on a golden cross, and then there 
was a three-cornered star, shining so bright that no-one could possibly 
look at it unless they had love in their eyes; and in the middle was an 
eye without an eyelid.  That could see anything, I should think, but  
you see it could never go to sleep, because there wasnít any eye- 
lid.  On the sides were written I.N.R.I. and T.A.R.O., which mean  
many strange and beautiful things, and terrible things too.  I should  
think any one would be afraid to hurt any one who wore that ring.  It  
is all cut out of an amethyst, and my Fairy Prince said: ìWhenever  
you want me, look into the ring and call me ever so softly by name,  
and kiss the ring, and worship it, and then look ever so deep down 
into it, and I will come to you.î  So I made up a pretty poem to say 
every time I woke up, for you see I am a very sleepy girl, and dream 
ever so much about the other children; and that is a pity, because 
there is only one thing I love, and that is my Fairy Prince.  So this is 
the poem I did to  worship the ring, part is in words, part is  
in pictures.  You must pick out what the pictures mean, and then it all 
makes poetry. 

THE INVOCATION OF THE RING 

ADONAI! Thou inmost D, 
Self-glittering image of my soul 

Strong lover to thy Brideís desire, 
Call me and claim me and control! 

I pray Thee keep the holy tryst 
Within this ring of Amethyst. 

For on mine eyes the golden ! 
 Hath dawned; my vigil slew the Night. 

Sigilla annuli. 
1. Cognominis 
666. 
2. I Ordinis. 
3. II Ordinis 
4. III Ordinis. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Incantatio. 
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I saw the image of the One; 
 I came from darkness into L.V.X.  
I pray Thee keep the holy tryst 
Within this ring of Amethyst. 

I.N.R.I.óme crucified, 
 Me slain, interred, arisen, inspire 
T.A.R.O.ó me glorified, 
 Anointed, fill with frenzied D! 
I pray Thee keep the holy tryst 
Within this ring of Amethyst. 

I eat my flesh: I drink my blood 
 I gird my loins: I journey far: 
For thou hast shown 9, +, 
 o, 777, kam»lon, 
I pray Thee keep the holy tryst 
Within this ring of Amethyst. 

Prostrate I wait upon thy will, 
 Mine Angel, for this grace of union. 
O let this Sacrament distil 
 Thy conversation and communion. 
I pray Thee keep the holy tryst 
Within this ring of Amethyst. 
 

I have not told you anything about myself, because it doesnít really 
matter; the only thing I want to tell you about is my Fairy Prince.   
But as I am telling you all this, I am seventeen years old, and very 
fair when you shut your eyes to look; but when you open them, I am 
really dark, with a fair skin.  I have ever such heaps of hair, and big, 
big, round eyes, always wondering at everything.  Never mind, itís 
only a nuisance.  I shall tell you what happened one day when I said  
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the poem to the ring.  I wasnít really quite awake when I began, but 
as I said it, it got brighter and brighter, and when I came to ìring of 
amethystî the fifth time (there are five verses, because my loverís 
name has five Vís in it), he galloped across the beautiful green sunset, 
spurring the winged horse, till the blood made all the sky turn rosy 
red.  So he caught me and set me on his horse, and I clung to his  
neck as we galloped into the night.  Then he told me he would take 
me to his Palace and show me everything, and one day when we were 
married I should be mistress of it all.  Then I wanted to be married  
to him at once, and then I saw it couldnít be, because I was so sleepy 
and had bad dreams, and one canít be a good wife if one is always 
doing that sort of thing.  But he said I would be older one day, and 
not sleep so much, and every one slept a little, but the great thing was 
not to be lazy and contented with the dreams, so I mean to fight  
hard. 

By and by we came to a beautiful green place with the strangest 
house you ever saw.  Round the big meadow there lay a wonderful 
snake, with steel gray plumes, and he had his tail in his mouth, and 
kept on eating and eating it, because there was nothing else for him  
to eat, and my Fairy Prince said he would go on like that till there 
was nothing left at all.  Then I said it would get smaller and smaller 
and crush the meadow and the palace, and I think perhaps I began to 
cry.  But my Fairy Prince said: ìDonít be such a silly!î and I  
wasnít old enough to understand all that it meant, but one day I should; 
and all one had to do was to be as glad as glad.  So he kissed me, and 
we got off the horse, and he took me to the door of the house, and we 
went in.  It was frightfully dark in the passage, and I felt tied so that  
I couldnít move, so I promised to myself to love him always, and he 
kissed  me.  It was dreadfully, dreadfully dark though, but he said not to 
be afraid, silly!  And itís getting lighter, now keep straight forward, 
darling!  And then he kissed me again, and said: ìWelcome to  
my Palace!î 

I will tell you all about how it was built, because it is the most 

 
 
Advenit 
Adonai. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Regnum Spatii 
Palatium Otz 
Chiim 

Draco ylt 
 
 
 
 
 
Ceremonium 
0°=0° 
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beautiful Palace that ever was. On the sunset side were all the baths, 
and the bedrooms were in front of us as we were.  The baths were all of 
pale olive-coloured marble, and the bedrooms had lemon-coloured 
everything.  Then there were the kitchens on the sunrise side, and 
they were russet, like dead leaves are in autumn in oneís dreams.  The 
place we had come through was perfectly black everything, and only 
used for offices and such things.  There were the most horrid things 
everywhere about; black beetles and cockroaches and goodness knows 
what; but they canít hurt when the Fairy Prince is there.  I think a 
little girl would be eaten though if she went in there alone. 

Then he said: ìCome on!  This is only the Servantsí Hall, nearly 
everybody stays there all their lives.î  And I said: ìKiss me!î  So  
he said: ìEvery step you take is only possible when you say that.î  
We came into a dreadful dark passage again, so narrow and low, that 
is was like a dirty old tunnel, and yet so vast and wide that everything 
in the whole world was contained in it.  We saw all the strange dreams 
and awful shapes of fear, and really I donít know how we ever got 
through, except that the Prince called for some splendid strong 
creatures to guard us.  There was an eagle that flew, and beat his 
wings, and tore and bit at everything that came near; and there was  
a lion that roared terribly, and his breath was a flame, and burnt up 
the things, so that there was a great cloud; and rain fell gently and 
purely, so that he really did the things good by fighting them.  And 
there was a bull that tossed them on his horns, so that they changed 
into butterflies; and there was a man who kept telling everybody  
to be quiet and not make a noise.  So we came at last in the next 
house of the Palace.  It was a great dome of violet, and in the centre 
the moon shone.  She was a full moon, and yet she looked like a woman 
quite, quite young.  Yet her hair was silver, and finer than spidersí 
webs, and it rayed about her, like one canít say what; it was all too 
beautiful.  In the middle of the hall there was a black stone pillar, 
from the top of which sprang a fountain of pearls; and as they fell 
upon the flood, they changed the dark marble to the colour of blood, 

Domus X. 
v. Regnum 
v. Porta 
4 Loci secundum 
Elementa. 

 
Qliphoth. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Via t vel Crux. 
 
 
 
 
Cherubim 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Domus IX  
v. Fundamentum 

 
 
 
Yod 
v. Membrum 
sancti fúderis 
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and it was like a green universe full of flowers, and little children 
playing among them.  So I said: ìShall we be married in this  
House?î and he said: ìNo, this is only the House where the business 
is carried on.  All the Palace rests upon this House; but you are  
called Lola because you are the Key of Delights.  Many people stay 
here all their lives though.î  I made him kiss me, and we went on to 
another passage which opened out of the Servantsí Hall.  This passage 
was all fire and flames and full of coffins.  There was an Angel blowing 
ever so hard on a trumpet, and people getting up out of the coffins.  
My Fairy Prince said: ìMost people never wake up for anything 
less.î  So we went (at the same time it was; you see in dreams people 
can only be in one place at a time; thatís the best of being awake) 
through another passage, which was lighted by the Sun.  Yet there 
were fairies dancing in a great green ring, just as if it was night.  And 
there were two children playing by the wall, and my Fairy Prince and 
I played as we went; and he said: ìThe difference is that we are  
going through.  Most people play without a purpose; if you are 
travelling it is all right, and play makes the journey seem short.î  
Then we came out into the Third (or Eighth, it depends which way you 
count them, because there are ten) House, and that was so splendid 
you canít imagine.  In the first place it was a bright, bright, bright 
orange colour, and then it had flashes of light all over it, going so fast 
we couldnít see them, and then there was the sound of the sea and 
one could look through into the deep, and there was the ocean raging 
beneath oneís feet, and strong dolphins riding on it and crying aloud, 
ìHoly!  Holy!  Holy!î in such an ecstasy you couldnít think, and rolling 
and playing for sheer joy.  It was all lighted by a tiny, weeny, shy 
little planet, sparkling and silvery, and now and then a wave of fiery 
chariots filled with eager spearmen blazed through the sky, and my 
Fairy Prince said: ìIsnít it all fine?î  But I knew he didnít really mean 
it, so I said ìKiss me!î and he kissed me, and we went on.  He said: 
ìGood little girl of mine, thereís many a one stays there all his life.î  
I forgot to say that the whole place was just one mass of books, and 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Via c v. Dens 
 
 
 
 
 
Via r v. Caput 
 
 
 
 
 
Domus VIII 
v. Splendor 
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people reading them till they were so silly, they didnít know what they 
were doing.  And there were cheats, and doctors, and thieves; I was 
really very glad to go away. 

There were three ways into the Seventh House, and the first was 
such a funny way.  We walked through a pool, each on the arm of a 
great big Beetle, and then we found ourselves on a narrow winding 
path.  There were nasty Jackals about, they made such a noise, and at 
the end I could see two towers.  Then there was the queerest moon 
you ever saw, only a quarter full.  The shadows fell so strangely, one 
could see the most mysterious shapes, like great bats with womenís 
faces, and blood dripping from their mouths, and creatures partly 
wolves and partly men, everything changing one into the other.  And 
we saw shadows like old, old, ugly women, creeping about on sticks, 
and all of a sudden they would fly up into the air, shrieking the funniest 
kind of songs, and then suddenly one would come down flop, and you 
saw she was really quite young and ever so lovely, and she would have 
nothing on, and as you looked at her she would crumble away like a 
biscuit. Then there was another passage which was really too secret 
for anything; all I shall tell you is, there was the most beautiful God-
dess that ever was, and she was washing herself in a river of dew.  If 
you ask what she is doing she says: ìIím making thunderbolts.î  It 
was only starlight, and yet one could see quite clearly, so donít think 
Iím making a mistake.  The third path is a most terrible passage; itís 
all a great war, and thereís earthquakes and chariots of fire, and all 
the castles breaking to pieces. I was glad when we came to the Green 
Palace. 

It was all built of malachite and emerald, and there was the loveliest 
gentlest living, and I was married to my Fairly Prince there, and we 
had the most delicious honeymoon, and I had a beautiful baby, and 
then I remembered myself, but only just in time, and said: ìKiss me!î  
And he kissed me and said: ìMy goodness!  But that was a near thing 
that time; my little girl nearly went to sleep.  Most people who reach 
the Seventh House stay there all their lives, I can tell you.î 

 
 
 
Via q v.  
Cranium 
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v. Victoria 
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It did seem a shame to go on; there was such a flashing green star 
to light it, and all the air was filled with amber-coloured flames like 
kissed.  And we could see through the floor, and there were terrible 
lions, like furnaces for fury, and they all roared out: ìHoly!  Holy!  
Holy!î and leaped and danced for joy.  And when I saw myself in the 
mirrors, the dome was one mass of beautiful green mirrors, I saw 
how serious I looked, and that I had to go on.  I hoped the Fairy 
Prince would look serious too, because it is most dreadful business 
going beyond the Seventh House; but he only looked the same as ever.  
But oh! how I kissed him, and how I clung to him, or I think I should 
never, never have had the courage to go up those dreadful passages, 
especially knowing what was at the end of them.  And now Iím only a 
little girl, and Iím ever tired of writing, but Iíll tell you all about the 
rest another time. 

Explicit 
Capitulum Primum 

vel 
De Collegio Externo. 

 
 

PART II 
 

I WAS telling you how we started from the Green Palace.  There are 
three passages that lead to the Treasure House of Gold, and all of 
them are very dreadful.  One is called the Terror by Night, and 
another the Arrow by Day, and the third has a name that people are 
afraid to hear, so I wonít say. 

But in the first we came to a mighty throne of grey granite, shaped 
like the sweetest pussy cat you ever saw, and set up on a desolate heath.  
It was midnight and the Devil came down and sat in the midst; but 
my Fairy Prince whispered: ìHush! it is a great secret, but his name is 
Yeheswah, and he is the Saviour of the World.î  And that was very 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Via o v. Oculus 
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funny, because the girl next to me thought it was Jesus Christ, till another 
Fairy Prince (my Princeís brother) whispered as he kissed her: ìHush, 
tell nobody ever, that is Satan, and he is the Saviour of the World.î 

We were a very great company, and I canít tell you all of the strange 
things we did and said, or of the song we sang as we danced face out-
wards in a great circle ever closing in on the Devil on the throne. But 
whenever I saw a toad or a bat, or some horrid insect, my Fairy 
Prince always whispered: ìIt is the Saviour of the world,î and I saw 
that it was so. We did all the most beautiful wicked things you can 
imagine, and yet all the time we knew that they were good and right, and 
must be done if ever we were to get to the House of Gold.  So we en-
joyed ourselves very much and ate the most extraordinary supper you 
can think of.  There were babies roasted whole and stuffed with pork 
sausages and olives; and some of the girls cut off chops and steaks 
from their own bodies, and gave them to a beautiful white cook at a 
silver grill, that was lighted with the gas of dead bodies and marshes; 
and he cooked them splendidly, and we all enjoyed it immensely.  
Then there was a tame goat with a gold collar, that went about laugh-
ing with every one; and he was all shaved in patches like a poodle.  
We kissed him and petted him, and it was lovely.  You must remember 
that I never let go of my Fairy Prince for a single instant, or of course 
I should have been turned into a horrid black toad. 

Then there was another passage called the Arrow by Day, and there 
was a most lovely lady all shining with the sun, and moon, and stars, 
who was lighting a great bowl of water with one hand, by dropping 
dew on it out of a cup, and with the other she was putting out a terrible 
fire with a torch.  She had a red lion and a white eagle, that she had 
always had ever since she was a little girl.  She had found them in  
a nasty pit full of all kinds of filth, and they were very savage;  
but by always treating them kindly they had grown up faithful and 
good.  This should be a lesson to all of us never to be unkind to our 
pets. 

My Fairy Prince was laughing all the time in the third path. There 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Via s  
v. Sustentaculum 
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was nobody there but an old gentleman who had but his bones on out-
side, and was trying ever so hard to cut down the grass with a scythe.  
But the faster he cut it, the faster it grew.  My Fairy Prince said: 
ìEverybody that ever was has come along this path, and yet only one 
ever got to the end of it.î  But I saw a lot of people walking straight 
through as if they knew it quite well; he explained, though, that they 
were really only one; and if you walked through that proved it.  I 
thought that was silly, but heís much older and wiser than I am; so I 
said nothing.  The truth is that it is a very difficult Palace to talk 
about, and the further you get in, the harder it is to say what you mean 
because it all has to be put into dream talk, as of course the language 
of the wake-world is silence. 

So never mind! let me go on.  We came by and by to the Sixth 
House.  I forgot to say that all those three paths were really one, be-
cause they all meant that things were different inside to outside, and 
so people couldnít judge.  It was fearfully interesting; but mind you 
donít go in those passages without the Fairy Prince.  And of course 
thereís the Veil.  I donít think Iíd better tell you about the Veil.  Iíll 
only put your mouth to my head, and your handóthere, thatíll tell any 
body who knows that Iíve really been there, and itís all true that  
Iím telling you. 

This Sixth House is called the Treasure House of Gold; itís a most 
mysterious place as ever you were in.  First thereís a tiny, tiny, tiny 
doorway, you must crawl through on your hands and knees; and even 
then I scraped ever such a lot of skin off my back; then you have to 
be nailed on a red board with four arms, with a great gold circle in  
the middle, and that hurts you dreadfully.  Then they make you swear 
the most solemn things you ever heard of, how you would be faithful 
to the Fairy Prince, and live for nothing but to know him better and 
better.  So the nails stopped hurting, because, of course, I saw that I 
was really being married, and this was part of it, and I was as glad  
as glad; and at that moment my Fairy Prince put his hand on my 
head, and I tell you, honour bright, it was more wake up than ever 
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before, even than when he used to kiss me.  After that they said I 
could go into the Bride-chamber, but it was only the most curious 
room that ever was with seven sides.  There was a dreadful red 
dragon on the floor, and all the sides were painted every colour you 
can think of, with curious figures and pictures.  The light was not  
like dream light at all; it was wake light, and it came through a 
beautiful rose in the ceiling.  In the middle was a table all covered 
with beautiful pictures and texts, and there were ever such strange 
things on it.  There was a little crucifix in the middle, all of diamonds 
and emeralds and rubies, and other precious stones, and there was a 
dagger with a golden handle, and a cup full of the most delicious 
wine, and there was a curious coin with the strangest writing on it, 
and a funny little stick that was covered with flames, like a rose tree 
is with roses.  Beside the strange coin was a heavy iron chain, and I 
took it and put it round my neck because I was bound to my Fairy 
Prince, and I would never go about like other people till I found him 
again.  And they took the dagger and dipped it in the cup, and  
stabbed me all over to show that I was not afraid to be hurt, if only  
I could find my Fairy Prince.  Then I took the crucifix and held it up 
to make more light in case he was somewhere in the dark corners,  
but no!  Yet I knew he was there somewhere, so I thought he must  
be in the box, for under the table was a great chest; and I was  
terribly sad because I felt something dreadful was going to happen.  
And sure enough, when I had the courage, I asked them to open the 
box, and the same people that made me crawl through that horrid 
hole, and lost my Fairy Prince and nailed be to the red board, took 
away the table and opened the box, and there was my Fairy Prince, 
quite, quite, dead.  If you only knew how sorry I was!  But I had with 
me a walking-stick with wings, and a shining sun at the top that had 
been his, and I touched him on the breast to try and wake him; but  
it was no good.  Only I seemed to hear his voice saying wonderful 
things, and it was quite certain he wasnít really dead.  So I put the 
walking-stick on his beast, and another little thing he had which I  
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had forgotten to tell you about.  It was a kind of cross with an oval 
handle that he had been very fond of.  But I couldnít go away without 
something of his, so I took a shepherdís staff, and a little whip with 
blood on it, and jewels oozing from the blood, if you know what I 
mean, that they had put in his hands when they buried him.  Then I 
went away, and cried, and cried, and cried.  But before I had got  
very far they called me back; and the people who had been so stern 
were smiling, and I saw they had taking the coffin out of the little 
room with seven sides.  And the coffin was quite, quite empty.  Then 
they began to tell us all about it, and I heard my Fairy Prince within 
the little room saying holy exalted things, such as the stars trace in 
the sky as they travel in the Car called ìMillions of Years.î  Then 
they took me into the little room, and there was my Fairy Prince 
standing in the middle.  So I knelt down as we all kissed his  
beautiful feet, and the myriads of eyes like diamonds that were hidden 
in his feet laughed joy at us.  One couldnít lift oneís head, for he was 
too glorious to behold; but he spoke wonderful words like dying 
nightingales that have sorrowed for the fading of the roses, and 
pressed themselves to death upon the thorns; and oneís whole body 
became a single eye, so that one saw as if the unborn thought of light 
brooded over an eternal sea.  Then was light as the lightning flaming 
out of the east, even unto the west, and it was fashioned as the swift-
ness of a sword. 

By and by one rose up, then one seemed to be quite, quite dead,  
and buried in the centre of a pyramid of the most brilliant light it is 
possible to think of.  And it was wake-light too; and everybody knows 
that even wake-darkness is really brighter than the dream-light.  So 
you must just guess what it was like.  There was more than that too;  
I canít possibly tell you.  I know too what I.N.R.I. on the Ring  
meant: and I canít tell you that either, because the dream-language 
has such a lot of important words missing.  Itís a very silly language, 
I think. 

By and by I came to myself a little, and now I was really and truly 
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married to the Fairy Prince, so I suppose we shall always be near 
each other now. 

There was the way out of the little room with millions of changing 
colours, ever so beautiful, and it was lined with armed men, waving 
their swords for joy like flashes of lightning; and all about us glitter-
ing serpents danced and sang for joy.  There was a winged horse 
ready for us when we came out on the slopes of the mountain.  You 
see the Sixth House is really in a mountain called Mount Abiegnus, 
only one doesnít see it because one goes through indoors all the way.  
Thereís one House you have to go outdoors to get to, because no 
passage has ever been made; but Iíll tell you about that afterwards; 
itís the Third House.  So we got on the horse and went away for our 
honeymoon.  I shanít tell you a single word about the honeymoon. 
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PART III. 
 
YOU mustnít suppose the honeymoon is ever really over, because it 
just isnít.  But he said to me: ìPrincess, you havenít been all over the 
Palace yet.  Your special House is the Third, you know, because itís 
so convenient for the Second where I usually live.  The King my 
Father lives in the First; heís never to be seen, you know.  Heís very, 
very old nowadays; I am practically Regent of course.  You  
must never forget that I am really He; only one generation back is  
not so far, and I entirely represent his thought.  Soon,î he whispered 
ever so softly, ìyou will be a mother; there will be a Fairy Prince 
again to run away with another pretty little Sleepy head.î  Then I saw  
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that when Fairy Princes were really and truly married they became 
Fairy Kings; and that I was quite wrong ever to be ashamed of  
being only a little girl and afraid of spoiling his prospects, because 
really, you see, he could never become King and have a son a Fairy 
Prince without me. 

But one can only do that by getting to the Third House, and itís a 
dreadful journey, I do most honestly assure you. 

There are two passages, one from the Eighth House and one from 
the Sixth; the first is all water, and the second is almost worse, be-
cause you have to balance yourself so carefully, or you fall and hurt 
yourself. 

To go through the first you must be painted all over with blood up 
to your waist, and you cross your legs, and then they put a rope round 
one ankle and swing you off.  I had such a pretty white petticoat on, 
and my Prince said I looked just like a white pyramid with a huge red 
cross on the top of it, which made me ever so glad, because now I 
knew I should be the Saviour of the World, which is what one wants 
to be, isnít it?  Only sometimes the world means all the other children 
in the dream, and sometimes the dream itself, and sometimes the 
wake-things one sees before one is quite, quite awake.  The prince tells 
me that really and truly only the First House where his Father lived 
was really a wake-House, all the others had a little sleep-House about 
them, and the further you got the more awake you were, and began to 
know just how much was dream and how much wake. 

Then there was the other passage where there was a narrow edge  
of green crystal, which was all you had to walk on, and there was a 
beautiful blue feather balancing on the edge, and if you disturbed the 
feather there was a lady with a sword, and she would cut off your 
head.  So I didnít dare hardly to breathe, and all round there were 
thousands and thousands of beautiful people in green who danced and 
danced like anything, and at the end there was the terrible door of the 
Fifth House, which is the Royal armoury.  And when we came in the 
House was full of steel machinery, some red hot and some white hot, 
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and the din was simply fearful.  So to get the noise out of my head, I 
took the little whip and whipped myself till all my blood poured down 
over everything, and I saw the whole house like a cataract of foaming 
blood rushing headlong from the flaming and scintillating Star of Fire 
that blazed and blazed in the candescent dome, and everything went 
red before my eyes, and a great flame like a strong wind blew through 
the House with a noise louder than any thunder could possibly be, so 
that I couldnít hold myself hardly, and I took up the sharp knives of 
the machines and cut myself all over, and the noise got louder and 
louder, and the flame burnt through and through me, so that I was 
very glad when my Prince said: ìYou wouldnít think it, would you, 
sweetheart?  But there are lots of people who stay here all their 
lives.î 

There are three ways into the Fourth House from below.  The first 
passage is a very curious place, all full of wheels and ever such strange 
creatures, like monkeys and sphinxes and jackals climbing about them 
and trying to get to the top.  It was very silly, because there isnít 
really any top to a wheel at all; the place you want to get to is the 
centre, if you want to be quiet.  Then there was a really lovely passage, 
like a deep wood in Springtime, the dearest old man came along who 
had lived there all his life, because he was the guardian of it, and he 
didnít need to travel because he belonged to the First House really 
from the very beginning.   He wore a vast cloak, and he carried a lamp 
and a long stick; and he said that the cloak meant you were to be 
silent and not say anything you saw, and the lamp meant you were to 
tell everybody and make them glad, and the stick was like a guide to 
tell you which to do.  But I didnít quite believe that, because I am 
getting a grown-up girl now, and I wasnít to be put off like that.  I 
could see that the stick was really the measuring rod with which the 
whole Palace was built, and the lamp was the only light they had to 
build it by, and the cloak was the abyss of darkness that covers it all 
up.  That is why dream-people never see beautiful things like Iím tell-
ing you about.  All their houses are built of common red bricks, and 
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they sit in them all day and play silly games with counters, and oh! 
dear me, how they do cheat and quarrel.  When any one gets a million 
counters, he is no glad you canít think, and goes away and tries to 
change some of the counters for the things he really wants, and he 
canít, so you nearly die of laughing, though of course it would be 
dreadfully sad if it were wake-life.  But I was telling you about the 
ways to the Fourth House, and the third way is full of lions, and a 
person might be afraid; only whenever one comes to bite at you, there 
is a lovely lady who puts her hands in its mouth and shuts it.  So  
we went through quite safely, and I thought of Daniel in the lionsí 
den. 

The Fourth House is the most wonderful of all I had ever seen.  It  
is the most heavenly blue mansion; it is built of beryl and amethyst, 
and lapis lazuli and turquoise and sapphire.  The centre of the floor is 
a pool of purest aquamarine, and in it is water, only you can see every 
drop as a separate crystal, and the blue tinge filtering through the 
light.  Above there hangs a calm yet mighty globe of deep sapphirine 
blue.  Round it there were nine mirrors, and there is a noise that 
means when you understand it, ìJoy!  Joy!  Joy!î  There are violet 
flames darting through the air, each one a little sob of happy love. 
One began to see what the dream-world was really for at last; every 
time any one kissed any one for real love, that was a little throb of 
violet flame in this beautiful House in the Wake-World.  And we 
bathed and swam in the pool, and were so happy you canít think.  But 
they said: ìLittle girl, you must pay for the entertainment.î  [I forgot 
to tell you there was music like fountains make as they rise and fall, 
only of course much more wonderful than that.]  So I asked what I 
must pay, and they said: ìYou are now mistress of all these houses 
from the Fourth to the Ninth.  You have managed the Servantsí Hall 
well enough since your marriage; now you must manage the others, 
because till you do you can never go on to the Third House.  So I 
said: ìIt seems to me that they are all in perfectly good order.î  But 
they took me up in the air, and then I saw that the outsides were 
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horribly disfigured with great advertisements, and every single house 
had written all over it: 

FIRST HOUSE 

  This is his Majestyís favourite Residence. 
  No other genuine.  Beware of worthless imitations. 
  Come in HERE and spend life! 
  Come in HERE and see the Serpent eat his Tail! 

So I was furious, as you may imagine, and had men go and put all 
the proper numbers on them, and a little sarcastic remark to make 
them ashamed; so they read: 

Fifth House, and mostly dream at that. 
Seventh House.  External splendour and internal corruption 

and so on. And on each one I put ìNo thoroughfare from here to the 
First House.  The only way is out of doors.  By order.î 

This was frightfully annoying, because in the old days we could 
walk about inside everywhere, and not get wet if it rained, but nowa-
days there isnít any way from the Fourth to the Third House.  You 
could go of course by chariot from the Fifth to the Third, or through the 
House where the twins live from the Sixth to the Third, but that isnít 
allowed unless you have been to the Fourth House too, and go from 
there at the same time. 

It was here they told me what T.A.R.O. on the ring meant.  First it 
means gate, and that is the name of my Fairy Prince, when you spell 
it in full letter by letter.  

There are seventy-eight parts to it, which makes a perfect plan of 
the whole Palace, so you can always find your way, if you remember 
to say T.A.R.O.  Then you remember I.N.R.I. was on the ring too.  
I.N.R.I. is short for L.V.X., which means the brilliance of the wide-
wide-wake Light, and that too is the name of my Fairy Prince only 
spelt short. 

The Romans said it had sixty-five parts, which is five times thirteen, 
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and seventy-eight is six times thirteen.  To get into the Wake World 
you must know your thirteen times table quite well.  So if you take 
them both together that makes eleven times thirteen, and then you  
say ìAbrahadabra,î which is a most mysterious word, because it has 
eleven letters in it.  You remember the Houses are numbered both ways, 
so that the Third House is called the Eighth House too, and the Fifth 
the Sixth, and so on.  But you canít tell what lovely things that means 
till youíve been through them all, and got to the very end.  So when 
you look at the ring and see I.N.R.I. and T.A.R.O. on it that means 
that it is like a policeman keeping on saying ìPass along, please!î   
I would have liked to stay in the Fourth House all my life, but I  
began to see it was just a little dream House too; and I couldnít rest, 
because my own House was the very next one.  But itís too awful to 
tell you how to get there.  You want the most fearful lot of courage, 
and thereís nobody to help you, nobody at all, and thereís no proper 
passage.  But itís frightfully exciting, and you must wait till next  
time before I tell you how I started on that horrible journey and if I 
ever got there or not. 
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Now I shall tell you about the chariot race in the first passage.  The 
chariot is all carved out of pure, clear amber, so that electric sparks 
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beautiful soft ermine fur.  There is a canopy of bright blue with stars 
(like the sky in the dream world), and the chariot is drawn by two 
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sphinxes, one black and one white.  The charioteer is a most curious 
person; he is a great big crab in the most lovely glittering armour,  
and he can just drive!  His name in the mysterious name I told you 
about with eleven letters in it, but be call him Jehu for short, because 
heís only nineteen years old.  Itís important to know though because 
this journey is the most difficult of all, and without the chariot one 
couldnít ever do it, because it is so farómuch further than the  
heaven is from the earth in the dream world. 

The passage where the twins live is very difficult too.  They are  
two sisters; and one is very pure and good, and they other is a horrid 
fast woman.  But that just shows you how silly dream language isó
really there is another way to put it: you can say they are two  
sisters, and one is very silly and ignorant, and the other has learnt to 
know and enjoy. 

Now when one is a Princess it is very important to have good 
manners, so you have to go into the passage, and take one on  
each arm, and go through with them singing and dancing; and  
if you hurt the feelings of either of them the least little bit in the 
world it would show you were not really a great lady, only a dress 
lady, and there is a man with a bow and arrow in the air, and he 
would soon finish you, and you would never get to the Third House 
at all. 

But the real serious difficulty is the outdoors.  You have to leave 
the House of Love, as they call the Fourth House.  You are quite, 
quite naked: you must take off your husband-clothes, and your baby-
clothes, and all your pleasure clothes, and your skin, and your flesh, 
and your bones, every one of them must come right off.  And then 
you must take off your feelings clothes; and then your idea clothes; 
and then what we call your tendency clothes which you have always 
worn, and which make you what you are.  After that you take off your 
consciousness clothes, which you have always thought were your 
very own self, and you leap out into the cold abyss, and you canít think 
how lonely it is.  There isnít any light, or any path, or anything to 
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catch hold of to help you, and there is no Fairy Prince any more; you 
canít even here his voice calling to you to come on.  Thereís nothing 
to tell you which way to go, and you feel the most horrible sensation 
of falling away from everything that ever was.  Youíve got no nothing 
at all; you donít even know how awful it is.  You would turn back if 
you could only stop falling; but luckily you canít.  So you fall and 
fall faster and faster; and I canít tell you any more. 

The Third House is called the House of Sorrow.  They gave me new 
clothes of the queerest kind, because one never thinks of them as oneís 
own clothes, but only as clothes.  It is a House of utmost Darkness.  
There is a pool of black solemn water in the shining obsidian, and 
one is like a vast veiled figure of wonderful beauty brooding over  
the sea; and by and by the Pains come upon one.  I canít tell you 
anything about the Pains.  Only they are different from any other 
pains, because they start from inside you, from a deeper, truer kind  
of you than you ever knew.  By and by you see a tremendous  
blaze of a new sun in the Sixth House, and you are as glad as glad  
as glad; and there are millions of trumpets blown, and voices crying: 
ìHail to the Fairy Prince!î meaning the new one that you have had 
for your baby; and at that moment you find you are living in the first 
Three Houses all at once, for you feel the delight of your own dear 
Prince and his love; and the old King stirs in his Silence in the First 
House, and thousands of millions of blessings shoot out like rays of 
light, and everything is all harmony and beauty below, and crowned 
about with the crown of twelve stars, which is the only way you can 
put it into dream talk. 

Now you donít need to struggle to go on any more, because  
you know already that all the House is one Palace, and you move 
about in your own wake world, just as is necessary.  All the paths up 
to the Second House openóthe path of the Hierophant with the 
flaming star and the incense in the vast cathedral, and the path of the 
Mighty Ruler, who governs everything with his orb and his crown 
and his sceptre.  There is the path of the Queen of Love which is 
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more beautiful than anything, and along it my own dear lover passes 
to my bridal chamber.  Then there are the three ways to the Holy 
House of the Old King, the way by which he is joined with the new 
Fairy Prince, where dwells a moonlike virgin with an open book, and 
always, always reads beautiful words therein, smiling mysteriously 
through her shining veil, woven of sweet thoughts and pure kisses.  
And there is the way by which I always go to the King, my Father, 
and that passage is built of thunder and lightning; but there is a holy 
Magician called Hermes, who takes me through so quickly that I 
arrive sometimes even at the very moment that I start.  Last of all is 
the most mysterious passage of them all, and if any of you saw it you 
would think there was a foolish man in it being bitten by crocodiles 
and dogs, and carrying a sack with nothing any use in it at all.  But 
really it is the man who meant to wake up, and did wake up.  So that is 
his House, he is the old King himself, and so are you.  So he wouldnít 
care what any one thought he was. 

Really all the passages to the first Three Houses are very useful;  
all the dream-world and the half-dream world, and the Wake-world 
are governed from these passages. 

I began to see now how very unreal even the Wake-world is, 
because there is just a little dream in it, and the right world is the 
Wide-Wide-Wide-Wake-World.  My lover calls me little Lola Wide-
awake, not Lola Daydream any more.  But it is always Lola, because 
I am the Key of Delights.  I never told you about the first two  
houses, and really you wouldnít understand.  But the Second House is 
gray, because the light and dark flash by so quick itís all blended into 
one; and in it lives my lover, and thatís all I care about. 

The First House is so brilliant that you canít think; and there, too,  
is my lover and I when we are one.  You wouldnít understand that 
either.  And the last thing I shall say is that one begins to see that 
there isnít really quite a Wide-Wide-Wide-Wake-World till the 
Serpent outside has finished eating up his tail, and I donít really and 
truly understand that myself.  But it doesnít matter; what you must  
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do is first to find the Fairy Prince to come and ride away with you, so 
donít bother about the Serpent yet.  Thatís all. 
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ALI SLOPER; OR, THE FORTY LIARS 

A CHRISTMAS DIVERSION 

 
———— 

DRAMATIS PERSONÆ 
(With suggestions for cast) 

ALI SLOPER (aged 120 years) .  .  Mr. Christian Rosencreutz.
BONES (ìGreatly Honoured Frater 

C.C.R.î) . . .  .
  

Mr. W..d..n Gr..ssm..th. 
MRS BONES . . .  .  Miss C..m..ll.. Cl..ff..rd. 

BABY BONES (aged fifteen months) {Mr ..sc..r ..sch.. or 
Miss L..c..l.. H..l. 

BONES (ìGreatly Honoured Frater 
N.L.î) . . .  .

  
Miss L..ly Br..yt..n. 

IMAGINARY CHAIRMAN, WAITS, ETC.  Any imaginary actors. 
DR. WAISTCOATíS FAMOUS TROUP OF PANTOMIMISTS (ìTHE 

FORTY LIARSî): 
Whitehead. . .  .  Equilibrist. 
Dina and Doni . .  .  Knockabouts. 
Daath. . . .  .  Sensation Baby. 
Nehushtan. . .  .  Serpentine Dancer. 
The Ales (Ralph, Mike, and 

Sam)  . . . .
  

Serio-Comics. 
Lucy Furr and Florrie Farr  .  Egyptian Duettists 
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THE MYSTERIOUS MATHERS in his great sketch, ìTHE FAMILY 
VAULTî 

(Mr. Mathers will borrow any required properties from the audience.) 

  ìI reside on Abiegnus, and my name is ëFloddení James. 
  I am not up to small deceits or any sinful games: 
  And Iíll tell in simple language what I know about the bounder  

That broke up our Societyóand also broke the founder!î 
———— 

The Clippers . . .  Eccentrics 
Happy Hal Barthe with Tim

Urah and Ike Baker .  .
 
 

 
Quick Change Artists. 

Le Marbre  .  .  .  Lightning Calculator. 
Mac and Mic .  .  .  Face Artists. 

———— 
THE YONLY YEATS. 

What are Yeats? 
———— 

Berridge and his Magic Clasp.   
Mo Locke and Bill Feegur  Serios. 
Miss Schnaar .  .  .  Diseuse. 
Shaddai L. Hye in his great songs: 

    ìThe Yonisuckle and the Bee.î 
    ìNew every morning is the love.î 
    ìHire a member, hire a member.î 
    ìHowís that for Hye?î and 
    ìLINGAM LONGER, LUCY.î 

Dr. Jellinek  .  .  .  Contortionist. 
Barry Ether  .  .  .  Society Reciter. 
La Chic Ina  .  .  .  In her famous 

GLORY SONG. 
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Harry Canpin The India-rubbed-faced Man. 
May Imm  . The only genuine Mermaid exhibiting. 
Constance Sylphide, the living skeleton, in her songs ìIím

the Empress of Rosher,î etc. 
Tabicat .  .  

The  
Freaks. { 

Supermen  .  
———— 

 Nogah .  . ìThe little bit of sweet-stuff.î 
 Lieber Herr Gott with his trained beasts; includes the Uni-

corn from the Stars, only one in Europe. 
 Adam Cadman Low Comic. 

———— 
The Terrible Tetragrammaton 

Græco-Jewish Wrestler. 
———— 

GRAND PATRIOTIC SPECTACLE 
Warlike PreparationsóGeneral Eloah arrives from Temain of Edom 

óColonel Holiun summoned from Mount ParanóThe Wilderness  
of SeiróThe Tents of CushanóA Dervish strongholdóGeneral 
Tetragrammatonís flying columnóCity of Meroz I.V. desert in  
a bodyóA traitor in the camp?óMelchizek Pashaís cunning  
moveóThe river Kishon sweeps away the Moabites (by Mr. Frank 
Parker)óBattle at lastóDesperate stand of the Kings of Edomó
Marshal Jahís flank attackóEverlasting Mountains scatteredó
Perpetual Hills bowed (by Mr. Frank Parker)óCharge of the  
gallant KarnaimóRout of the EdomitesóThe Dukes in full flight 
óAnd Grand Finale ìBlowing up of the Tower of Babelî (by Mr. 
Frank Parker). 

ìGOD SAVE THE KING.î 
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SCENE 
Practicable Drawing-room littered with innumerable sheets of double 

Elephant Whatman paper, about to be an impracticable Table of 
Correspondences.  A roaring fire.  Sofas and Chairs. 

In presenting this play before a British audience, the Manager 
should come forward and say: ìLadies and Gentlemen, owing to 
the severe indisposition of the Author, no obscene jests will be 
found to occur in the dialogue of this play.  The actors have, 
however, been instructed to pause and wink at frequent intervals, 
when you are at liberty to imagine an unusually profound and 
peculiarly foul double entendre.  We have also gone to the expense 
of hiring people to sit in the stalls and start the laughs, so that 
there is no excuse whatever for any of you to complain of having 
passed an unprurient evening.” 

The scene rises.  The BONES FAMILY and MR. BOWLEY sitting 
round the fire.  Up stage, MRS. P..TR..CK C..MPB..LL chased  
by MR. M..RT..N H..RV..Y runs off R. and barks her shin on  
a chair. 

Mrs P. C.  I am not happy!  I am not happy!  O Glwyndyvaine, what 
shall I say? 

Mr. M. H.  Most people would say Damn, ma belle Mygraine! 
Mrs. P. C. [Aside.]  If Maeterlinck gives me a name like a headache, 

will not Shaw call me simply a cough-drop?           [Exit. 
Prompter. [Angrily.] The Truth! 
Mr. M. H.  The Truth!  The Truth!  The Truth! 

            [Exit.  Blare of Trumpets. 
Mrs. Bones.  A truce to this theatrical folly!  More coffee, Mr. 

Bowley? 
Bowley.  Please.  I hope you will forgive me, Mrs. Bones, but in 

honour of the festive season, and as relaxation of our severe labours 
upon the Table of Correspondences, I have taken the liberty of 
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engaging Dr. Waistcoatís celebrated troupe of Variety Artistes to 
perform at intervals during the evening. 

Mrs. Bones.  Iím sure weíre very much obliged by your kindness; I 
trust it did not cost you too much. 

Bowley.  Waistcoat is an old friend of mine, you know; connected 
with the Straightsóthe Dover Straightsóon the motherís site.  Non 
Omnis Moriar is his motto.  Very likely; but on the other hand, heís 
never really quite alive; so one can bargain with him to great 
advantage. 

Mrs. Bones.  Well, Iím sure it will all be most delightful.  We get 
very little of the old-fashioned Christmases now. 

Bones.  Two thousand years hence we shall all be saying the same 
about Bowleymas Day in the sunset of Bowleyanity. 

Bowley.  Respect my modestyóPyrrho-Zoroastrianism, if you 
please. 

Mrs. Bones.  More coffee? 
Bowley.  Please.  You do not ask what your husband means. 
Mrs. Bones.  I give you two up. 
Bones.  To-day we celebrate Christís birth; then, Bowleyís. 
Bowley.  I hide my blushes in thy breast, O babe!  [Does so; the  

child weeps.]   Take it, for Godís sake!    [Done.  The child smiles. 
Mrs. Bones.  But I thought your birthday was in October. 
Bowley.  It is; and why did I arrange it on that date?  Because I  

knew that I was the Messiahópass the baby, please!óand that  
people would celebrate the day according to my word. 

Mrs. Bones.  But why?     [BONES signals wildly to her, but in vain. 
Bowley.  Because children born in summer thrive best. 
Mrs. Bones.  But why? 
Bowley.  Brother, you waste alarm.  They have ears and hear not.  

But I am not talking; I am making my Table of Correspondences.  I 
drink to my Table of Correspondences. 

[Drinks.  BONES picks up a book on Indian Mysticism.  Thun- 
der.  Slow music. 



KONX OM PAX 32

Bowley.  More coffee, please.  I attribute the Baby to Malkuth.   
Mrs. Bones, may I paint the baby bright yellow all over?  Heedless  
of Motherís sighs and groans He painted blue the Baby Bones, in  
the well-known porphyrean of the late John Keats, on whom be  
peace.  At this stage in my careeródrop that silly Babu twaddle!óI 
offer you the following desperate alternative, greatly honoured Frater!  
We will go on with the Table, or I will read you my latest glorious 
masterpiece entitled Amath.  The Hebrew for Truth, Baby!  Reflect,  
O bat-eyed child, upon the circumstance that Amath adds up to 441, 
which is the square of 21, Eheieh, divine name of Kether, also mystic 
number of Tipherethóvide Tiphereth clause in ìJîóìI will devote my-
self to Great Work,î etc., you rememberómeaning Truth is of Kether 
the end and of Tiphereth the means, also Aleph is the Fool, Kether, 
Mem the Hanged Man, Tiphereth; and Tau the Sign of the Cross and 
the Virgin of the World.  May be read by Tarot (McGregor Mathers) 
Fools hang Virgins!  What about wise men?  Hush, baby dear!   
Wait till youíre an Arahat on Ararat, and then youíll know all about it,  
you beetle-headed little bitch!  Nothing like early and clear in- 
struction, Mrs. Bones.  Train up a child and a moustacheówhy donít 
you get Cecil some Pommade Hongroise?  I attribute Pommade 
Hongroise to Gemini; and it is called the Waxen or Sticky Intelli- 
gence, because it sticketh together everything that is stuck together,  
and disposeth in right conformation the hairs that are beneath the 
supernals in that Orifice of the Nose of the Most Holy Ancient  
One which is called His Nose, and distributeth tens of thousands  
of severities upon the Inferiors.  This is that which is written.   
Psalms, xcix, 4.  ìThe nose which is not a Nose.î  And again ìHis 
Noseî; wherein no mention is made of the Most Holy Ancient One,  
but only of Tetragrammaton.  Also we have heard in Barietha that this 
is spoken of the ShellsóQliphoth you would call them, Baby!  As it  
is written, She sells sea shells.  Nay, Mrs. Bones, if I be drunken, it  
is of the Wine of Iacchus, the Dew of Immortality, the Lustral Foun-
tain in the chalice of the Stolistes or Stolistria.  Or rather attribute it  



ALI SLOPER; OR, THE FOURTY LIARS 

 

33

to your own Mince Pie, and its Awful and Avenging Punitive  
Currants!  But as I say, your alleged husband trains neither his child  
nor his moustache; and I will contend with him, I will fight and over-
come him; yea, I will inflict upon him my celebrated essay upon 
Truthóand he shall never rise again!  It is written in the manner of 
Immanuel Kant?  Ay, but of Immanuel Kant in bed with Bessie 
Bellwood.  The hands are the hands of Schopenhauer, but the voice is 
the voice of Arthur Roberts. 

Listen to the Jataka, O child of wonder and the innocent eyes, and  
if you yell you will be deposited in the coal-hole.  Superlatively 
Honoured Fratres and Sorores of the Order of the Tin Sunsetó 
compare Charles Baudelaire our Lord!óassist me to open the temple 
ómy mouth, Mrs. BonesóMouth is part of body, and body is Temple 
(Colossians, iv, 15), you may say I need no assistanceóin the Grade  
of Ten equals One and donít you forget it!  [Reads from MS.] 

tma1 
An essay upon Truth by the boy O.M., Member of the Order of the 

A∴A∴ 

To the first paragraph of ìAscension Dayî (dearly beloved brethren), 
it is written as a Fingerpostóand worthy is it to be graven with a 
needle upon the eye-corners so that whoso would be warned should be 
warned!  ìWhat is Truth? said jesting Pilate; but Crowley waits for  
an answer.î 

He did more than wait: he took active measures to discover; and 
though an answer in the Key of Affirmation would, in its very 
exordium, beggar human language, yet we may do a certain amount to 
destroy some of the minor fallacies that obscure the vision of our 
weaker brethren, not, alas! veiling their eyes from Truth, but from the 
 

1 The views in this essay have been deliberately left as they were originally written 
on 18th December, 1906, by Aleister Crowley.  The discussion which follows represents 
with great essential fidelity the actual argument which was held after its perusal on 
Christmas Day.  The stage directions in the essay represent the facts. 
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perception of the Great Falsehood.  Just as in chemistry the school- 
boy blunders over the law of Combining Weights, and finds difficulty 
in accepting it, only to discover that the real difficulty of the chemist  
is that the law is not true; just as the golfer painfully corrects his pull 
and his slice, only to learn that the pull and the slice are the master-
strokes of the game; just as the brilliant and studious person arrives  
at the summit of his academic career, only to discover (if he have 
sufficient wit left over from the process) that the qualities required for 
success in life are a set different from, and even incompatible with, 
those which gave him his fellowship; so also we may help those weaker 
brethren who animadvert scornfully upon the circumstance that a  
poet, a philosopher, an adept, an emancipated man of any sort, rarely 
speaks the truth in the sense that the witness in a divorce case is 
expected to, by indicating to them the true nature of those sparks of 
light shaken off from the invisible Crown of Glory, sparks which they 
have mistaken for corpse-lights or marsh-vapours, surroundingóthey 
think it an inexplicable paradox!óone who, in all other respects, is so 
high and pure a being. 

The first point is, it takes two to make a lie. 
A. says to B.: ìI have emptied all the water from the bottle,î and tells 

the truth. 
Student C. says the same words to Professor D., and lies.  The bottle 

and its contents being the same in each case.  [BONES laughs 
contemptuously and is frowned at.]  Because B. wants a drink and 
Professor D. a bottle free from moisture.  This is a malicious lie if 
Student C. is trying to excuse his slackness, and the accident of his 
having truly emptied the bottle would not absolve him. 

This is Confusion of the Matter of Speech. 
[BONES opens his mouth—and shuts it again with a severe 

effort. 
E. says to F.: ìJohn the Baptist had red hair,î and lies (whether  

in point of fact his hair was red or not), because he has no just ground 
for saying so. 
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Confusion of the Modality of Assertion. 
When the Auditor is in an inferior position as to knowledge, this 

ranks as a malicious lie. 
Mrs. G. says to Father H. in the confessional, ìI have not flirted  

with Mr. I.,î and lies, because (on the theory) Father H. has a right  
to know.  [BONES interjects, ìFlirted!  Autres temps, Autres mots!  
Youíre improving, Frater!î  Reader replies ìPig!î]  But she says the 
same words with truth to Mrs. J., who is merely asking out of curiosity.  
For if she changes the subject, or is rude, it is tantamount to a 
confession, and Mrs. J. has no right to trick or force one from her. 

This is called Keeping the Vow of Secrecy which one has sworn to 
oneís own Soul.  [BONES protests violently, and is reminded that dis-
cussion follows, never interrupts, the Paper.]  But why insist?  The  
so-called casuists of the Christian Church have exhaustively investi-
gated this subject; and all they say is none the less true because it is 
subtle or immoral, as the stupid and puritan pretend.  Cardinal  
Newman may have had his faults, but he is at least a pleasant con- 
trast to Gladstone and Kensit.  If my truth is not the truth of the Divorce 
Court, it is because my world (thank God!) is not the Divorce Court.  I 
prefer Christ to Sir Gorell Barnes as an authority on the  
Seventh Commandment; and the Spiritual Interpretation of facts is  
the formula ìSolveî of the Theurgic Alchemist.î 

What is a poet?  What are his powers? 
   He can watch from dawn to gloom 
   The lake-reflected sun illume 
   The yellow bees in the ivy-bloom; 
   Nor heed, nor see, what things they be . . . 
Let Mr. Straightforward and Mr. Veracity and Mr. Scorn-to-tell-a-lie 

and Mr. George Washington Redivivus reflect that there are people in 
the world with sensoria sighted to a different range from themselves!  
There is such a thing as a point of view. 

The Kingdom of Heaven is like unto the Man in the Moon, who 
stood on the shores of Lake Copernicus and said: ìWhat a beautiful 
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earth-rise!  How wonderful are the dark shadows on yon silver globe!  
They are like a hare, like a dog, like a bally great rabbit with its tail  
in its mouth.  One would say a young virgin in pink sandals with her 
hair in curl papers.î  (For the man in the moon has read Maeterlinck 
and the divine Oscar.)  The Angel replied: ìO Man in the Moon,  
this is an error which is spoken concerning silver globes, hares, dogs, 
rabbits, Virgins, pink slippers, and the ubiquitous products of the 
immortal Hinde.  Let us examine more closely!î  Tucking forthwith  
the Man under his wing, the Angel flew incontinently earthward.   
ìThe globe is bigger than I thought,î said the Man.  ìCurious illu- 
sion: it is a concave bowl of blue,î said the Man.  ìNay! but it is a  
vast plain; and there go the ships; no doubt, were it only August  
I should see that great Leviathan, whom Thou (addressing the 
Almighty) hast made to play therein.  But the silly season is long  
past.î  And he cursed it for a barren ocean.  Luckily he was not  
Christ, or Mr. Swinburne would have found it difficult to find similes 
for everything he writes about; from Blake and Byron to Dekker, 
Dickens, Dionysius, Dio Chrysostom, and Diogenes. 

Then said the Man: ìIt is not blue but gray; it is far-resounding  
and makes an anarithmical gelasm; it is salt; it is wet; it is a  
generator of ozone, or my olfactory organs are deceivedóand oh!  
but my bowels are stirred within me like the young lady in the Song  
of Solomon when the young gentlemanóóî  ìHush!î said the Angel.  
ìAll this is delusion; examine more closely!î  ìIt is a universe of  
living things!î exclaimed the Man, for it was Thames Water that he 
examined through the Angelís 90 h.-p. Mercédès Pocket Microscope.  
ìAnd oh! if God thought that they were very good, what peculiar  
tastes He must have!î  ìLook more closely!î said the Angel, hand- 
ing him a pair of Spectacles from the firm of Kelvin, Boscovitch, Son,  
and Haeckel.  ìNothing is now visible,î said the Man, ìbut a purely 
geometric conception of the mind, and a self-contradictory one at  
that.î  ìGo back to the moon,î said the Angel, throwing him thither 
with the supple yet powerful jerk which had won him the Cricket Ball 
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Unveil the Pyramid of Stone! 
He simply wants to be alone. 

Women suspect it.  Tell one that 
To change her to a frenzied cat! 
íTis the one cliff where all their waves 
Break back to spurned and shattered graves. 
A man (at heart theyíre well aware) 
May love, maybe! can never care. 

I bore you with an old foolís prosing? 
No?  I was right, then, in supposing 
Modern conditions hamper youths 
Who seek to grasp these simply Truths. 

But to my yarn.  Carlotta lay 
So sleepy-soft one summerís day 
That really I could not resist it. 
I took the dagger out and kissed it. 
Like a catís tongue that daintily laps, 
I slipped it in between her paps. 

At first, of course, the shrieking swerves 
Oneís thought: it irritates the nerves; 
And out of tone the laughter lies 
At the poor innocentís surprise. 
But soon there triumphs cool and clean 
The touching pathos of the scene. 
No word of anger, be assured! 
A strange soft wonder, long immured 
Within her, lit her lovely face 
With something of Our Ladyís grace. 
ìWhat did you kill me for, my Lord?î 
As if my answer must accord 
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With some most lucid miracle 
Of love too sweet to think or tell. 
ìKiss me again before I die!î 
And, as I kissed her, tenderly 
Shone like pale flames the sullen spheres 
Of dewy light, of eager tears. 
She touched my soulís divinest chord: 
ìI am so happy, dear my Lord.î 
And, breaking to the spirit bliss, 
ìI go, dear.  O so keen to kiss 
Our baby when I get to God!î 

Charming!  Why, damn it now! thatís odd. 
Iím surely in my dotage, Dick! 
A sniveller makes me fairly sick. 
óWell, hereís the Devil in Eden still; 
No good we do but turns to ill: 
Artís but a crust oíer natures chasms. 
Death caught her with his comic spasms. 
They turned her fairly inside out, 
Jerking her legs and arms about 
Like a damned dancing marionette. 

I could not light my cigarette: 
I started laughing.  Laugh?  I laughedó 
I rocked my body fore and aftó 
I fairly yelled!  To crown the event 
Her wonder at my merriment: 
That beat the band.  I really wonder 
However I came to, by thunder!ó 

Ha!  Ha!  You hearóit somehow jars. 
Bad art, my boy!  The Devil mars 
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Our best.  You want a tender gray, 
Prepare your palette half the day, 
Take brush, and find to your surprise 
The snout of scarlet stab your eyes. 
Bad art, my boy!  I never cared 
To try the piece again. 

     óWeíve aired 
Our dinner.  By the way, though, here 
You are.  Thatís it!  How smooth and clear 
The moonlight runs from point to hilt! 
Steel in the end beats silver-gilt! 
Well, thereís an end of my cigar: 
The girls will wonder where we are. 

Strange! how this question of motive decieves historiansóand 
others! said the scholar.  Froude was hardly a fool; but his Henry  
the Eighth is incredible.  So is the conventional monster.  I for one  
shall not be surprised at the Day of Judgement to here that the 
Constantine of Protestantism was actuated by some quite simple  
motive like suppressed vegetarianism. 

Very likely it never happened at all, said Denzil thoughtfully.  
Nothing ever did.  Look at the Christ-myth.  The Trial and Death and 
so onómere stage-directions from a ritual of Mithraism. . . . 

But who was Mithras? asked the big man.  Like any other question, 
it goes on for ever, till you get to the big question. 

With your answer to it, said Basil. 
On the question of motive, though, said the Doctor, I like your 

theory of Messalina as an ascetic.  Since the divine consciousness only 
appears as the negation of the human, and is only to be attained by 
wearing out all the sensation-points, till no response occurs to any 
stimulusó 

Nonsense! interjected the big man, one can control them, not  
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destroy them.  Only morbid ìUnion with Godî is attained by fast,  
vigil, scourging, and the like. 

Morbid or no, continued the doctor, most saints have used this 
method.  What I was about to say was that since we wish to overcome 
the body by fatigue, we shall do just as wisely to seek Union with God 
in excessive debauch.  If done with the same purpose, and sleep 
successfully banished, the same result will occur.  If your Messalina 
failedówell, what does the poet say?  Try, try, try again!  Read us your 
verses, Jack! 

And with a disdainful glance at his clothes, as mucha s to say 
ìWhereís my toga?î the scholar began: 

THE RETURN OF MESSALINA 

FROM the marsh of the Maremma the malaria is drawn 
By the gray and chilly breezes of the autumn and the dawn 
In the silence as we shiver who is yonder that we see 
With the hair fallen loose about her, with the stole about her knee? 
All her flesh is loose and fallen, and her eyes are wet and wild, 
And she staggers as she wallows like a woman big with child. 
How she gasps and stares about her!  How she shivers!  Are the hosts 
Of her lovers there to haunt her, lifeís lupanar thick with ghosts? 
How her teeth are clenched with horror!  How her lips are curled and 

wried 
As she staggers to the palace weary and unsatisfied! 

Surely I have done the utmost! (all the demon in her wails) 
Is it spirit that disdains me?  Is it only flesh that fails? 
Did Danae win to slumber at the thrust of griveous gold? 
Did the Bull bring Pasiphae to the palace of the cold? 
Could the sea avail to Sappho drifting dead upon the foam? 
What shall save me, Messalina, save the majesty of Rome? 
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Shall I wreck my life with roses, hurt my flesh with flames and  
rods? 

All is vain!ófor I have conquered both the mortals and the Gods. 
In the garden of Priapus, in the land of lost desire, 
I have made myself a monster and my soul a snake of fire. 
Ho! it stings me!  Ho! it poisons! all the flesh is branded through, 
Branded with the steel of Vulcan, with the lavaís deadly dew. 
All the kisses of the satyr, all the punishments of Pan, 
All Eros hath given of arrows to the eyes of maid and man, 
At their lips and live I sufferedóI have borne me as a queen: 
Hear the roar of after aeons that acclaim me Messaline! 
Woe is me! the waves of agesóicier, icier as they rolló 
May not cover up my stature, may not quench this devil-soul. 

Hereís the palace.  I must enter sly and secret as a thief. 
I would rather blazon, blazon, this my night beyond belief. 
I, a worn Suburrian Venus reeking with a fouler foam, 
Sucked within me in the darkness the virility of Rome. 
Nowís the light, the light accurséd: I must get me to the feast, 
Stupefy this Panic spirit, throw a posset to the beast. 
óHail, ye Gods! ye Gods infernal! here salutes ye Hercules! 
I am come to bring my spirit free of ye and forth of these. 
I am Orpheus!  I will charm ye, bring Eurydice to lightóó 
Ah, my lords!  Alas the omen! who shall turn me all to right? 
Who of all our proud Olympus shall avail me or befriend? 
Ah, my lords! but I am weary. 

See ye any one the end? 
 
Nay! we saw her grope and stumble for the secret sidelong door, 
Lift the latch with trembling fingers, pass within and be no more. 
There we stood and worshipped sadly (for the cry had touched us 

home), 
Worshipped till the gray was azure as the sun rekindled Rome. 
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You may be right, said Basil, in thinking as you evidently do that 
much of the ceremonial debauchery of the Pagan worships was a true 
mystical process.  Indeed, at this day there are many cults in India 
(also, I believe, in the South Seas) of what is called Vamacharya.  
Religious frenzy is invoked by the aid of the Erotic and Bacchic 
frenzies mingled with that of the Muse of the Tom-Tom.  Soma,  
bhang, arraq, and the Uniting of the Lingam and the Yoni!  All,  
mind you, by a most elaborate ritual. 

But, on the other hand, there is perfect purity of thought in much of 
the avowedly Phallic symbolism of the world.  For just as the  
sexual pleasure is entirely in a class by itself among (or rather, above) 
physical pleasures; so is Samadhióunion with Godóin a class by 
itself among (or rather, above) mental pleasures.  Who, therefore, 
would make an hieroglpyph of the latter formless ecstasy can do no 
better than by drawing a picture of the former, under the image of its 
physical instrument. 

Hence the Rose and Cross, Sphinx and Pyramid, Sulphur and Salt, 
Black and White Pillars of the templeóin short, all the ìpairs of 
oppositesî in the world.  (Politely, to the big man.)  As you were  
saying just now. 

Their literature? hinted the scholar. 
Basil took up the glove.  The Eastern is such a paradox that one 

hates to lay down the law.  A Sufi (for example) no doubt writes  
erotic verse for the divine reason I have stated; but also, I believe  
him to be very glad of the excuse, because he is just as dirty-minded  
a beast as you and I. 

I suspect the semi-erotic verse more than that which is untinctured.  
Why conceal your meaning under a symbol and then go on to explain  
it all?  If language is valid, why use the symbol?  If invalid, why use  
it at all? 

Thus I can believe the Song of Solomon (unadulterated filth, with 
not a word about Yoga) to be a purely mystic treatise; but if the  
writer had inserted the inane ìexplanationsî which pollute our Bibles 
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óChrist and the Church, and that stuffófaugh!óI should certainly 
have thought he was trying to palm off his purulence under the guise  
of religion. 

An Oriental Kensit! cried the scholar. 
Just so, and the pious prurient would buy it and taboo ìDoloresî 

added Arthur Gray. 
Well, judge this! concluded Basil.  Itís a pretty free adaptation  

from the Arabicóor what passes for Arabic in Marocco! he con-
temptuously added. 

And diving into his shooting-jacket, he produced and read: 

INSPIRATION 

O DESERT sand! how still and prone the large-eyed boy upon thy  
breast 

Lies in El Maghrabí in the West, and makes his low luxurious moan! 
How still the stars that watch above! how still his lover, lapsed for  

joy 
To death upon the dying boy, the boy dissolved and lost in love! 
Even as a serpent in the grass their passion stole upon them there 
Within the warm ambrosial air, the intoxicating midnight mass. 
The pale boy lifted high the cup; the swarthy priest insanely poured 
That utmost unction of the Lord, that only Gods might drink it up. 
Wherefore indeed the holy Jinn that have embraced ìaddin Islamî 
Arose from their colossal calm, and smote the paramours of sin. 
Shrieking they fled, and all was still; the perfume of the place was  

spilt 
Even on the domes of ivory gilt that soar on Allahís holy hill. 
I saw the threescore iron kings smite thrice upon the Burning Throne 
Till Meccaís black enchaunted stone resolved the rapture of their 

wings. 
The proud Emirs bowed low before the awful fervour of the wind 
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That rose their steely flight behind, and set him lion-like to roar. 
And as the Dervish howls and whirls its savour catches him and lifts 
His sould (beyond the mind that drifts) into the Treasure House of 

Pearls. 
Even to the icy solitude of death a gust of scent is borne 
An herald of the awaking morn to that unhappy brotherhood; 
An herald of the healing kiss of maids with eyes of white and black 
Whose heavenly kips shall woo them back into a bright eternal bliss. 
O laughter of delicious boys that bring the cup and pour the wine 
And with their rosy limbs entwine fresh garlands of mirific joys! 

The boy is prone upon the stand; he lies as one who nestles in  
Some arbour delicate of sin built by the Everlasting Hand. 
His lover is the Open Eye, that kindles Light within the Abyss, 
And wakes with His immortal kiss enthusiastic energy. 
Weep Thou again, O weeping One!  Thy tears that gush within the  

goal 
Are songs that shudder in the soul, and springs that gladden at the  

sun. 
They flood me with irradiate tunes of life and ecstasy and light 
As though some misty maid of night were girded with a million  

moons. 
They make my pulsing blood to pour in rhythmic throbs of music  

rare; 
My songs shall course the choral air from Mazaghan to Mogador. 
And leaping all the lesser bars I shall become the One and All, 
And cry the cross-dissolving call, and lose myself among the stars. 

This is indeed paradox, cried the scholar.  You embolden me to read 
my ìMask of Gilt.î  I defy the subtlest of you to find a moral or a 
hieroglyph in it; so according to you it must be the only decent poem 
read yet. 

You are itching to read it, said the big man, for you love the bestial.  
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We are fairly trapped.  Open the window, some one, and remember that 
He is God alone, and that there is none other God than He! 

Right as usual, said the scholar.  Itís a true story, in a way.  Iíve 
seen the mask myself, and I believe it. 

THE GILT MASK 

IN Florence in the days of old there dwelt a craftsman pale and grim. 
The Devil entered into him, and fanned his soul with plumes of gold. 

He offered all he chose to ask.  ìO snatch this itching soul away, 
So that thou animate my clay and finish me this magic mask!î 

The Devil brought him graving tools; the first a ravening disease, 
The cold corrupting masterpiece of Christ the god of weeping fools! 

The second, bright as burning coal, a white and wanton wolf of sin 
Who had an icy flame within the ulcer that she called her soul. 

Long years he bent him to the task; he worked his torture and his  
lust 

Out of the horror of the dust into the horror of the mask. 

The mewing lecherous devils crept out of the strongholds of the hills, 
And filled their blood with noisome thrills before the work of the  

adept. 

The ghuls that gloat on corpses cold would gather, glutted with their 
meat, 

And give it dead manís chops to eat, and dead manís bones to rub the 
gold; 

While stinking goats and cats would come to link in infamies  
unheard; 

While beat the witches oiled and furred their buttocks on the devilís 
drum. 
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Yet still the dying craftsman strove to work his lust and pain within 
The glittering avatar of sin that seemed to mock him as he wove. 

At last his visage pale and grim lights with the laughter of the Pit. 
The Devil comes and praises it, and lays a wreath of fire on him. 

ìWell hast thou wrought, O Florentine!  Thy work hath gathered in  
its spell 

The Daughters of the Lords of Hell, the Goddess-goats, the Women-
swine! 

ìThese shall adore it age by age; to these shall it give lust and force, 
Absolve their spirits of remorse, and make them sage among the sage. 

ìIts eyes shall gleam when Borgia goes simpering to her stallion, 
Her hair bedecked, her jewels onóto please her neighing, champing 

spouse. 

ìIt shall smile loose on Katherine wallowing in the mire of blood, 
Her loverís cold congealing flood paying their silly hour of sin. 

ìSalammbô mated with an asp shall shudder at its leering face, 
And kiss the gilded lips, and lace her serpent in a closer clasp. 

ìIt shall inspire the dews of death that stand on Brinvilliers the  
smooth 

And strangle all her womanís ruth, envenoming the baby breath. 

ìIt shall revolve to hellish bliss the water-torture and the wheel; 
In all their pangs she shall not feel aught but my soul-devouring kiss. 

ìIts satyr lips shall writhe in prayer to nameless Nubian whores that 
mate 

With swinish kisses to abate the black desire of Baudelaire. 

ìSo after many a house of sin it finds at last a pungent home 
Sweet as a poisoned honeycombóa fairer fouler Katherine! 
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ìWith cooing laughter she shall press the monster to her golden  
teats, 

Feed its desire on all her sweets with many a mesterufl caress. 

ìIts wisdom shall invigorate her soul to heights of hideous joy 
To match her with the equal boy that shall be master of her fate. 

ìShe shall attain a man to excel her strong satanic womanhood: 
Their love shall break the mask of wood, reveal the authentic face of 

Hell.î 

All this the craftsman heard with pride: he called: his sickness and his 
whore 

Together at his vitals tore, and rent him that he laughted and died. 

So with the last convulsive shred of spending life, his fingers fold 
So subtly on that face of gold that all its peace is perfected. 

*          *          *          *          *          * 

And there it hangs, a thought obscene, to haunt our love with damnéd 
ghostsó 

Hark to their execrable hosts exulting as I kiss Katrine! 

It conquers?  We will show it things memorial of its splendours gone, 
Things grosser than it looked upon where Neva rolls or Tiber swings. 

We shall exceed: its lips unclean shall answer at the Judgement Day: 
ìThe greatest of them all, I say, were this my poet and his queen!î 

Ah, God! we look upon the Thames: the Arnoís palaces are gone. 
Dull glows the misty horizon with Londonís stinking stratagems. 

But lift the lid of earth and see the good flame gush and wrap us  
round! 

For us, the Gods of the Profound, may England equal Italy. 

And I who revelled with Faustine in Rome make madder music here 
Who poise upon my bleeding spear the severed kisses of Katrine. 
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I eat her flesh: I drink her blood.  God! could I love a woman more 
By Arnoís flower-enamelled shore, or Father Tiberís tawny flood? 

And reeking with her lusty life I hack the gilded mask and burn 
With joy and hate.  Aha! to turn to my own guts the glutted knife! 

O Satan! stand morose and cold above our bodies swimming thus 
And plunge thy glory into us, and fan our death with plumes of gold! 

Write with our blood before thee spilt on catafalque and catacomb 
The dire monition of our doom, the story of the Mask of Gilt. 

The paradox is right, by Heaven! exclaimed the big man.  That poem 
is bad enough, but a long explanationóqui s’excuse s’accuse.  Better 
look for God in the filth itself than in the lame excuse for it! 

I once knew people as mad as that, said the Doctor.  They were all 
right; they knew their own business; but they were misunderstoodó
and theyíre in the Asylum at this minute. 

Misunderstanding! said the big man; why will people try to judge 
others?  I know less of my own brainóand à fortiori of my brotherís 
óthan I do of an oyster.  Yet I try to instruct my brother, and let the 
oyster gang his ain gait. 

Read that jest of yours about the Qabalistic Rabbi! said Arthur. 
I will.  He was the dearest old man in the world; absolutely incapable 

of doing anything to shock the most puritanical.  Yet his curious  
studies in the Zohar got him a reputation unfit even to speak of. 

He was too innocent to guess what trouble he was making!  Let it be 
a warning to us! 

So he read: 

THE RABBI MISUNDERSTOOD 

ìTEMURAH tells usópraise to Adonai!î 
Rabbi Mephibosheth Ben Mordecai 
Was wont to say, ìthat the Adepti see 
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Sa-Ma-Dhi equalized with So-Do-My. 
That transcends Short oí Face and Longnose both: 
This is the deepest den of the Qliphoth. 
Match them! the Tree of Life in Eden Bower 
Grows balanced perfectly from root to flower.î 
óThis may be why the Reverend Mrs. Grundy 
Called him a sodomite the other Sunday. 

Good! chuckled Basil, when they had done laughing.  If heíd 
worked that out as a boy, his alleged character might have forced him 
to its own path. 

When I was in Marrakesh, the lynched a poor old man because  
their mosque had been defiled in some real or imaginary way (with 
which he had in any case nothing to do, having been paralyzed  
for years).  The excuse was, on the soles of his feet the creases  
formed the word Allah, so that he always trod upon the name of God!  
They killed Burckhardt for that, by the way.  A pure invention in  
both instances.  I saw his feet, and they were just like anybody elseís, 
only dirtier. 

Poverty and paralysis were his crimes, I warrant ye, my masters!  
Anyway, it was a great joke, and I made a splendid Arabian Tale  
of it. 

Read it! was the chorus. 
Which he did. 

THE MOSQUE BEWITCHED 

AN aged sorcerer there dwelt within the town of Marrakesh 
The fangs of Hell in life who felt twitching his soul out through the 

flesh. 

Though not originally bad his moral ruin was complete: 
His pious parents said he had the devilís claw-marks on his feet. 
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An outward wart upon the nose spells inward malice in the gizzard. 
The path is easy, I suppose, for such an one to play the wizard. 

In any case he took the risk, and left off things like soap and eating, 
Till he could give the world a bisque, ten spells in thirty, and a  

beating. 

Well at the age of eighty-eight he found himself the One-horse Wire 
For the Jehannum Maiden Plateóby Satan, out of Lake oí fire. 

So, calling Iblis of the Jinn (a god among the damnéd Ghebers!) 
He offered up a final sin to play a last joke on the neighbours. 

The deed was signed in fire and blood; and ere the morn was dewy  
wet 

An hog for the Muezzin upstood, and chanted from the Minaret. 

ìThere is no God! no God! (he sware) Mohammed was a charlatan! 
Sleep is more excellent than prayer! and pork is pleasant in the pan!î 

The elders knew that only one could crack such execrable quips. 
They hurried off to have the fun of slicing him in little strips. 

But Iblis met him with a grin worth ninety-nine per cent. per annum. 
ìYouíve missed the funóbut pray walk in!óweíre off this minute to 

Jehannum!î 

In sooth, the fiendís unseemly mirth moked all their wagging beard 
alike, 

As from the bowels of the earth quacked an ironical ìLabbaik!î 

The moral isóif all your folk are sure you are a black magician 
You may as well enjoy the joke; you cannot damage your position. 

The moral isówhen mothers crossed perform the usual Christian revel 
And tell their children they are ìlost,î they simply drive them to the 

devil. 
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Whatís ìLabbaikî? asked Denzil. 
The pious ìAdsumî of the Pilgrim when he reaches the holy ground 

of Mecca.  So you may imagine the horror of the Muslim on hearing it 
float cheerfully up from Hell! 

Talking of Black Magic, said the big man, the belief in it is probably 
as strong as ever.  I myself am inclined to laugh: ìWho believes in 
Black Magic proves himself to be bewitched!î  I had a horrible case  
of it onceóI shudder yet! 

I could imagine the time when my poor friendís disease was epidemic; 
when the panic madness seized even on the governmentóó 

I hae my doots! said the scholar.  Popular beliefs furnish convenient 
stalking-horses for political suberfuge. 

No! said the Doctor.  Diseases of the mind as well as that of the 
body attack all classes.  While man is as subject to suggestion as he is, 
the simulation of belief is almost surrender to the belief itself.  
Constantine probably became a real Christian in the end. 

Tell us about your friend, though! from Basil. 
ìI hitched it into verse and good,î said the big man.  But as itís a  

tale with a moral, please imagine yourselves to be a set of children.   
I wrote it for them.  Here goes! 

THE SUSPICIOUS EARL 

There was a poor bedevilled Earl 
Who saw a Witch in every girl, 
A Wehr-wolf every time one smiled, 
A budding Vampire in a child, 
A Sorcerer in every man, 
A deep-laid Necromantic plan 
In every casual word; withal 
Cloaked in its black horrific pall 
A Vehmgericht obscenely grim, 
And all designedóto ruin him! 
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He saw in every passer-by 
Black Magic and the Evil Eye, 
Interpreting the simplest act 
As being a Satanic Pact. 
Of course at times there were a few 
In some sort victims of the crew; 
For when his Countess coughed or sneezed, 
ìObsessed!î the poor old fellow wheezed. 

He sought the Mighty Powers of Good, 
Invoked the Great White Brotherhood. 
Like smart and punctual business men, 
They sent a man round there and then. 
How gladly reverent doth he greet 
The sageís venerable feet! 

But in a while suspicion grows. 
ìThis fellow, now, by Jove, who knows? 
Perhaps he too is in the Plot. 
I like Scotch Whisky: he does not. 
He prefers Job to Second Kings. 
We disagree on many things.î 

He sniffed around the Adept (who lay low). 
He searched his luggage for his halo. 
He asked him frequently to dine 
Forgetting purposely the wine 
(Though the arcana of Nibbana 
Ignore the very name of Cana). 
He could not pass a herd of swine 
Without a hint; in fact, in fine, 
He took His Silence as a sign: 
ìThis is an Enemy of mine!î 
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To cut the story short, we skip 
A year or two, and in we chip 
(Invigorated by our rest) 
Just where the jury at the íQuest 
At the Asylum duly find 
ìSuicide while of Unsound Mind.î 

This time we skip from earth to heaven 
God stands among the Spirits Seven. 
The Seven Lamps about Him flame. 
Myriad Archangels cry His name. 
Millions of elders, prophets, preachers, 
Saints, martyrs, virgins, hermits, teachers, 
Angels, evangelists, apostles 
All singing like a lot of throstles 
All out of tune with one another, 
And every one a Plymouth Brother, 
With praise set heaven in a whirl. 
Up slinks the poor bedevilled Earl, 
Saved after all!  The grateful tears 
Course down his cheek for several years. 
But when he pulls himself together 
And gets accustomed to the weather 
He wants to poke his fingers in 
To see if God is genuine. 
Too soon he stripped (this cunning clod!) 
Gilt off the gingerbread of God; 
And sipping his nepenthe clear, 
Sniffed ìBah! plain gin and gingerbeerî 
óThat night he happened to be sick: 

ìPoisoned,î he yelled, ìwith Arsenic!î 

He leftóhis boomerang suspicions 
Created hosts of Black Magicians. 



KONX OM PAX 104

His leaky lorship they annoyed 
All through the immeasurable void 
óUntil his pallid voice confessed 
Himself in league with all the rest. 

(The breathless children round me crowd. 
I pause.  At last one says aloud: 
ìBut tell us how he got to glory!î 
óIím very sorry.  Thatís the story. 

But whatís the moral? asks a big 
Girl with the makings of a prig. 
First.  Golf is long, and life is fleeting: 
Only one Bogey is worth beating. 
Moral the Second (Quiet, girls!) 
A sane square is worth ten mad earls. 
And, most important, Number Three: 
Every one must trust somebody.) 

You do well to treat it lightly, said Basil.  Itís the most terrible story 
I ever heard.  A fico for your tragedies of blood and bones! 

Indeed, ítis the one hopeless hell, added the Scholar.  It is true?   
You knew the man? 

I did, returned the big man.  As nice a fellow as you could find in 
three continents.  And lost! lost! lost! 

Oh! when will men be free of all this superstitition? groaned Denzil. 
Never, said the Scholar. 
Now, said the big man. 
I canít see it, cried Denzil, but it shall be! it shall be!  And he  

rolled off this great oath: 

I SWEAR by all the stars that stream 
Through all the lofty leaves of night: 
I swear by the tremendous towers 
That crown Grandaís vale of flowers: 
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I swear by their impending gleam, 
The Sierraís snowy swords of light! 

By all the cruel and cold despair 
That Christ hath brought upon the land: 
By Mary and the false blind beastly 
Lies of the prudish and the priestly: 
By God and death and hate I swear 
That man shall rise, shall understand. 

I swear by this my lucid Eye 
By all the freedom I have won, 
That men shall learn to love and doubt, 
Put faith and slavery to the rout, 
And eagle-pinioned even as I 
Soar to the splendour of the sun! 

All right! all right! said the doctor, rather testily.  But you want 
everybody to use your methods.  Hurrah for Huxley!  Down with Jesus!  
By heaven, your tyranny will soon be as bad as that of Rome or 
Geneva.  Every man must find his own way to freedom. 

Let me read to you about my mad friends.  One of the most 
interesting cases of symbolic coitus I know of.  The man wasnít of the 
hunting class; he was a head waiter, child of some Russian exiles of the 
so-called student persuasion, and his only notions of fox-hunting were 
taken from the Christmas numbers of the illustrated papers of his 
childhood. 

Strange how things stick! 

THE SYMBOLISTS 

TITAN EVE was thewed and sinewed: all the blood of Mother Earth 
Sang within her veins and gave her all the might of all her girth. 
Vladimir was small and dainty like a fairy knight to brand 
Greener circles with his dancing on the green enamoured land. 
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Strange that in the silent city, Eve should play the horsing mare, 
Eve should whinny for a stallion, snuffing up the scented air; 
Strange that breeched and scarlet-coated, brave with wealth of boot  

and spur, 
He should hunt the fox Jehovah through the world astride ofher. 
But his whip! the flame that lashes blood from out her flanks afoam, 
Strips the flesh and leaves the spirit bridle-free to gallop home! 
But the screams of pain that stab him, drunk with lust of spur and rod, 
As the rowels and the whalebone send his spirit back to God! 
So in madness is attainment that inspirits and endures. 
óWho are you to blame their folly, ask them to assent to yours? 
Be ye sure, the Eye Unlidded measures by another rod! 
Be ye sure, the human balance looks distorted to a God! 
To yourselves be slaves and masters; stand or fall to self alone; 
Human ethics will not loosen our Astarteís crimson zone. 
You will never fit your forehead with your fatherís fancy hats: 
You know more about salvation that the Reverend Robert Rats. 

 
Well, you have most certainly met an unpleasant set of people, 

exclaimed the big man.  Canít we be a bit cheerful for a change?  The 
night wears on: we must part. 

I think you would like my Gipsy girl, said Denzil, without scruple  
or diffidence. 

If sheís a sane clean human being, we shall.  So Arthur Gray voiced 
the general feeling. 

Without further debate he set to. 

LA GITANA 

YOUR hair was full of roses in the dewfall as we danced, 
The sorceress enchanting and the paladin entranced, 
In the starlight as we wove us in a web of silk and steel 
Immemorial as the marble in the halls of Boabdil, 
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In the pleasaunce of the roses with the fountains and the yews 
Where the snowy Sierra soothed us with the breezes and the dews! 
In the starlight as we trembled from a laugh to a caress 
And the god came warm upon us in our pagan allegresse. 
Was the Baile de la Bona too seductive?  Did you feel 
Through the silence and the softness all the tension and the steel? 
For your hair was full of roses, and my flesh was full of thorns 
And the midnight came upon us worth a million crazy morns. 
Ah! my Gipsy, my Gitana, my Saliya! were you fain 
For the dance to turn to earnest?óO the sunny land of Spain! 
My Gitana, my Saliya! more delicious than a dove! 
With your hair aflame with roses and your lips alight with love! 
Shall I see you, shall I kiss you once again?  I wander far 
From the sunny land of summer to the icy Polar Star. 
I shall find you, I shall have you!  I am coming back again 
From the filth and fog to seek you in the sunny land of Spain. 
I shall find you, my my Gitana, my Saliya! as of old 
With your hair aflame with roses and your body gay with gold. 
I shall find you, I shall have you, in the summer and the south 
With our passion in your body and our love upon your mouthó 
With our wonder and our worship be the world aflame anew! 
My Gitana, my Saliya!  I am coming back to you! 

The men breathed freer.  So powerfully did the song lift them that 
through the open window all the fragrance of Spain and its roses 
seemed to flow into the room. 

Only Arthur Gray never smiled. 
The big man looked at him.  What is it? he said sharply. 
We are all Gods! (said Arthur) knowing good and evil, and that 

which is beyond.  But I love Holbein House and Londonódear vile 
London! 

What can I do? 
And he began mournfully to recite: 
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THE POET 

BURY me in a nameless grave! 
I came from God the world to save, 
I brought them wisdom from above: 
Worship, and liberty, and love. 
They slew me for I did disparage 
Therefore Religion, Law, and Marriage. 
So be my grave without a name 
That earth may swallow up my shame. 

Arthur! said the big man, more tenderly than he had yet spoken, 
there was once a man like you.  He wished your wish, not with tears, 
but with laughter; he had his wish, as you shall have yours.  In spite  
of all, that nameless man is widely known as any in the world: they 
know not his name; they call him Jesus Chirst.  Now all the evil 
wrought by Jesus Christ is nothing to the wish of that unknown  
poet.  From this pinnacle of Adeptship we weigh the Universe in  
other scalesóbut this doctrine is known to you and understood of  
you, and I need say no more. 

Then said Arthur: Verily, all is Maya, all!  He is God, and there  
is none other God than He! 

In silence his guests went down the narrow stairs.  Arthur Gray 
turned him to the window and looked out on the blank wall of Holbein 
House. 

Well? said the Man. 
But the Socialist had hanged himself in his own red necktie.  He  

had seen God, and died. 


