write hundreds of volumes about. The achieve-
ment is so incredible that one must read to
believe; but once one reads, one cannot help
believing it was done. It is there; in two hun-
dred and eight chapters, his whole wisdom —
or his whole folly!. . .

No man is prophet in his own land and
among his own people. “Who is this,” they
say, “that he should preach to us? Did we not
see him making chairs in Nazareth?” Also, the
herd (generally instigated by their shepherds!)
have always resented pioneers and innovators.
Crowley was called “the wickedest man in the
world” by Englishmen in his own England. He
wandered over the whole globe and found only
opprobrium everywhere.

Where shall this roving prophet find a rest?
What land is there that did not see his birth?
What religion is there that his “Word™” does
not attack? May Crowley find rest among
Christians, he who prided himself on being The
Beast 666, the oldest terror of Christianity?
Can he find it among Buddhists, he who said
that the essence of life is not sorrow, but joy?
Might he find it among Jews, he who called
Jahveh a petty and bloodthirsty demon? Among
Mohammedans, he who believed himself proph-
et, and a greater than Mohammed?

It is perhaps necessary that there shall be
a new land, and a new carth; that the old one

shall cease its agony of centuries in a last
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