THE SOLDIER AND THE HUNCHBACK

Lord loveth He chasteneth, and scourgeth every son that He
receiveth.” I shall really be glad if a few of you will get it
over, and come and sit on daddy’s knee!

The first step is the hardest ; make a start, and I will soon
set the hunchback lion and the soldier unicorn fighting for
your crown. And they shall lie down together at the end,
equally glad, equally weary; while sole and sublime that
crown of thine (brother !) shall glitter in the frosty Void of the
abyss, its twelve stars filling that silence and solitude with
a music and a motion that are more silent and more still than
they ; thou shalt sit throned on the Invisible, thine eyes fixed
upon That which we call Nothing, because it is beyond
Everything attainable by thought, or trance, thy right hand
gripping the azure rod of Light, thy left hand clasped upon
the scarlet scourge of Death ; thy body girdled with a snake
more brilliant than the sun, its name Eternity; thy mouth
curved moonlike in a smile, in the invisible kiss of Nuit, our
Lady of the Starry Abodes; thy body’s electric flesh stilled
by sheer might to a movement closed upon itself in the con-
trolled fury of Her love—nay, beyond all these Images art
thou (little brother!) who art passed from I and Thou, and
He unto That which hath no Name, no Image. . . .

Little brother, give me thy hand; for the first step is
hard.

ALEISTER CROWLEY.
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