AT SEA

As night hath stars, more rare than ships
In ocean, faint from pole to pole,

So all the wonder of her lips
Hints her innavigable soul.

Such lights she gives as guide my bark ;
But I am swallowed in the swell
Of her heart’s ocean, sagely dark,
That holds my heaven and holds my hell.

In her I live, 2 mote minute
Dancing a moment in the sun:
In her I die, a sterile shoot
Of nightshade in oblivion.

In her my self dissolves, a grain
Of salt cast careless in the sea ;
My passion purifies my pain
To peace past personality.

Love of my life, God grant the years
Confirm the chrism—rose to rood !
Anointing loves, asperging tears
In sanctifying solitude !



8o

AT SEA

Man is so infinitely small
In all these stars, determinate.
Maker and moulder of them all,
Man is so infinitely great !
ALEISTER CROWLEY.



SCANS FROM ALEISTER CROWLEY’S

THE EQUINOX

More at https://keepsilence.org/the-equinox

This work made possible by donations from:
Ordo Templi Orientis

AMeTh Lodge Mark Dalton
London UK Dean Ellis
Horizon Lodge Kjetil Fjell
Nicholaus Gentry Lilith Vala Xara
Michael Effertz Abigail I. Habdas
Stewart Lundy Tony Iannotti
WmD Jay Lee
TAO131 Robin Bohumil
Connor Smith Enatheleme & Egeira
Scott Kenney Giovanni Iannotti, Ph.D.
John MacDonald  Collegium ad Lux et Nox
Lutz Lemke Arcanum Coronam
Fr. I.V.I.V.I. Igor Bagmanov
Keith Cantt Amber Baker
Alan Willms crescente mutatio.
Mark Todd James Strain
Adam Vavrick Shaun Dewfall
Vinicius de Mesquita Eris Concordia

Michael Schuessler

If you would like to contribute please visit:
https://keepsilence.org/the-equinox/donate.html



