
  

 
 
 
 
 

THE POETICAL MEMORY 
AN ESSAY 

 
I AM one of those silly people (there are a lot of them—quite enough to make it pay) who are so irritated 
at the arrival of a bill that I nearly always throw it on the fire. For all that, I had been humbly proud of 
my memory, and it was an awful shock to me one morning when I received this bill,  

 
 
 

 
 
for I had a very clear impression in my mind that the contract was for £5.  
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Indeed, I wrote and said so.  
But alas! my poor memory was most certainly at fault. Messrs. Bensons replied:  
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This explanation did make the matter quite clear to me; for I had all the time in my possession—not 
thrown in the fire after all!—their original account.  

 

 
 

ALEISTER CROWLEY. 


