



































































































































the account of a woman ostracized by you and yours, flat in the
facé of doing that which the Order expressly encourages her to
do. I am making further enquiries into this matter and you will
doubtless hear in due course what it is all ‘about.

"Finally, in regard to your whole personal position, I really
cannot see any proper and dignified course for you but to go apart
into the wilderness and start to train yourself for leadership.

I am sure it has been very bad for you to have had a lot of people
to play with. This is bad for almost everyone. Personally, I
keep people who are studying with me apart as far as possible -
"let not one know well the other." Whenever two or three people
get together the old trouble starts all over again. I want you

to work by yourself for a few months at any rate, avoiding any
attempt at the Samson act of burying others in the ruins. If I
could see you standing up straight and working for the Order on
your own, writing daily a proper magical record of your experiences
during retirement, I believe you would come back fifty times

the man you are. 516*%*, as you know, had a pretty hot time of it
for a month and she will also té&ll you that it was the only really
valuable tdime that she ever had in her life."

The matter hung on for the next month even with Baphomet's
severe letters. There was no way to leave until Helen's baby was
born. Kwen arrived in April and soon after that Wilfred, Helen
and the baby left Orange Grove Ave.

To be continued.

(Editor's note: Crowley's letters have been included almost
complete as they give information on his situation in England at
that time, his struggles and privations. Also, they give valuable
ideas as to how he wished the Ordo Templi Orientis to be. His
ideals were high but none of the people carrying the torch of
Thelema at that particular time ever came up to his vision of
the types of persons he would want to see in the 0.T.O.)

* 516 was Jane Wolfe's magical number
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VICTORY

Victory is ours, beloved,

We have won the golden laurels,

We have reaped joy from the sorrows,
We have won by right.

Victory is ours, beloved,

We have reaped the harvest,

Earned the langorous rest
Won to the inner sight.

Victory is ours, beloved,

Not as two but as one,

In the royal race we run,
We have won the Light.

Triumph is ours, beloved,
With footsteps ringing wild
We gave birth to the child,
Who sprang free of the night.

We saw the child, beloved,
Leap free from the ruins,
From our living effort hewn,
We saw him triumph over might.

Triumph through love, beloved,
He holds the torch on high,
He shouts freedom to the sky,
He calls liberty from the height.

From the Light he calls, beloved,

"Brothers waken and live,

Spread the liberty of love,
Awaken to the Light."

We have won, beloved,
The clarion call has sounded;
Rings through the air around us,
His words, "Do what thou wilt."

Meral
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