in qualities, but these differences and pro essive st i :
sudden awakening of the faculty whigh gl;il;s beyonstiia‘;rr’le—ntg::l?gcﬁldoo?lth o
clearly through the magical appearances surrounding us and perceivinyth s
beyond the falsity of its effects. Mr. Crowley says, apropos of this, Itgis ne dmuse
more difficult to learn ¢ Paradise Lost’ by heart than ¢ We are Seven ’; but w}? P
have done it you are no better at figure skating.” He quotes as the great eul?d)'wm
scripture of his life a Buddhist Sutta (i, 33): ‘“ Therefore, O Ananda be eglzl\ e
unto yourselves. Be ye a refuge to yourselves. Betake yourself to no ext,emal)ref lt;p,s,
Hom = thic inward mystery revealed? The answer is in the East by Yoga a‘lll’%ii
the West by Magic; in the East by an entirely artificial and scientific method, in lhn
West by a stimulation and sudden outflowing of the poetic faculty. The East ;ve tnae
take it, is almost entirely static, whilst the West is wholely dynamic: 3 1

Life flees
Down corridors of centuries
Pillar by pillar, and is lost.
Life after life in wild appeal
Cries to the master; he remains
And thinks not.

Bright Sun of Knowledge, in me rise,
Lead me to those exalted skies

To live and love and understand !
Paying no price, accepting nought—
The Giver and the Gift are one

With the Receiver.

Such are some of the sensations described by Aleister Crowley in his quest for the
discovery of his Relation with the Absolute. His power of expression is extraordinary;
his kite flies, but he never fails to jerk it back to earth with some touch of ridicule or
bathos which makes it still an open question whether he will excite that life-giving

animosity on the part of Public Opinion which, as we have hinted, is only accorded to
the most dangerous thinkers.

N. M. HAYFIELD, in refusing to review it, says: This is an indecent book.

D. McArthy says in the ENNISKILLEN YAHOO: More suited to the barrack-room °

than to the boudoir, to the brothel than to the Bethel. Shall the paly flower of
English maidenhood, with its tattery hair and its geranium-coloured lips, flutter
feebly on its eviscerated stem at the simoom breath of this camel-demon of Impurity?
Never!!! Captain Fuller reminds us of a vulture burrowing in the unclean waters

of some poisonous upas-tree. We intend to clip the claws of this wolf in sheep’s
clothing.

A PUBLISHER’S READER says: Captain Fuller may shriek his lewd obscenities in
the streets of Gibiah, but he cannot do it in Johnson’s Court.

MR. ANDERSON writes: There is something fishy about all this. I like it.
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