























































































































die, you die, and one more bother is done with, Best of all,

then, when one is tired of life, to face the Great Adventufe gay
and gallant - as you do to=night!"

"Then do you see no objection, of any kind," answered the
youth, a trifle more earnestly than his habitual manner (llarrow
and Trinity Hall) would have pernitted in more usual circumstances,
"to the fatal act which, as soon as you deprive me of the great

charm of your company, I shall have yet one more excellent reason
for putting into execution?"

"None," smiled the Master, bowing rather pontifically at a
politeness to which years of the servility of disciples had inured
him, YUnless, perhaps, we look at the matter in this way. Assume
one noment that you are what we empirically call an immortal soul
incarnating from time to time in various bodies as occasion offers,
Very good; then you willed to live in this body, You knew the
conditions - assume that! Good: then you formulate the accursed
dyad, you deny your own will, by cutting short this life, Or,
say thisj; assume that your body is an instrument by which you
perceive material things, for a whim, or for some inexplicable
desire, I know not what, Then, why destroy your instrument? True,
it is hopelessly damaged, let us suppose, so that it perceives
badly., If it were possible to mend it, you would cheerfully endure
the necessary pangs; but all being decayed, scrap it, and get a
new instrument, The only argument is that you may have willed to
observe the great cruelty of Nature, not only by seeing, but by
feeling it, so that you may thereby become fortified in your re-
solve to 'redeem it from all pain.,' But this is all a mass of
assumptions, little better than the twaddle of the Buddhists and

he Christians and thie Theosophists and all the other guessers,
Ipgnore it, 'Thou hast no right but to do thy will, Do that and
no other shall say nay.,' Then since it is your Will to kill your-
self, do not be turned from your purpose, That indeed would be a
crime, The best argument I ever heard against suicide, if you will
pardon my introducing a new witness, was an English journalist
whose face resembled a cancer of the stomach in a rather advanced

stage of the disease, 'Excuse a personal remark,' said I, 'but
consider our feelings, Why not blow it all away with a pistol?'
He replied with ready wit: 'I use it to pour drink into,' Clever

Ceeil!M

The adept rose once more, "But I detain you," he murmured
apologetically, '"Religion, philosophy, ethics, and common sense
concur in approval of your purpose, I am infinitely obliged to
you for the pleasure you have given me by your elegant and informed
conversation; I dare not even voice a regret that I shall have no

opportunity of cultivating your acquaintance, TI'arewell! Love is
the law, love under will,"
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The Master bowed and moved slowly towards the towering
beeches, DBut the Loy - he was barely eighteen ycars of age -
sprang to his feet and followed him, "You say," he babbled
eagerly, in his enthusiasm a little forgetful of propriety,

"you 'say you are a laster, that you have disciples., Won't you
take me?"

The adept showed no embarassment, Ille would not even seem
to rebulke the outburst, unconventional as it was,

"Certainly," he returned, "Since I have persuaded you
wiith all my power to do a thing and you now desire to do the
opposite, you are pre-eminently fitted for a disciple, You will
get on splendidly with the others, 1 am sure,"

Such ready acquiescence, couched as it was in the delicately-
phrased lLnglish of which the adept was an acknowledged master, and
made tart by that silky subacidity which had made him famous and
infamous, delighted the boy beyond all bounds, He sank to his
knees and caught the Master's hand and kissed it, his face wet with
tears, and his throat choking, The llaster's own eyes dimmed for a
nonent; something rose in him that he did not even try to suppress,
lle stooped and put a friendly arm about the lad and raised him,
"Come," he said, "it is no such great matter, Let us talk of other
things, Of, if you will, enjoy the silence of this moonlit loveli-
ness," '

Presently the sun rose, and woke the world to a new day's life
wvorth living, ’

Aleister Crowley
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