The Voyage Southward

By Aleister Crowley

Holy as heaven, the home

Of winds, the land of foam,

The palace of the waves, the house of rain,
Deeper than ocean, dark
Asdawn before the lark

Flings his sharp song to skyward, and isfain
To light his lampless eyes
At the flower-folded skies

Where stars are hidden in the blue, to fill
His beak with star-dropt dew,
Hislittle heart anew

With love and song to swell it to hiswill;
Holy as heaven, the place
Before the golden face

Of God isvery silent at the dawn.
The even keel is keen
To flash the waves between,

But no soft moving current is withdrawn:
We float upon the blue
Like sunlight specksin dew,

And like the moonlight on the lake we lie:
The northern gates are past,
And, following fair and fast,

The north wind drove us under such asky,
Faint with the sun’s desire,
And clad in fair attire

Of many driving cloudlets; and we flew
Like swallows to the South.
The ocean’ s curving mouth

Smiled day by day and nights of starry blue;
Nights when the sea would shake
Like sunlight where the wake

Was wonderful with flakes of living things
That leapt for joy to feel
The cold exultant keel

Flash, and the white ship dip her woven wings;
Nights when the moon would hold
Her lamp of whitest gold

To see us on the poop together set
With one desire, to be
Alone upon the sea



And touch soft hands, and hold white bosoms yet,
And seein silent eyes
More starsthan all the skies

Together hold within their limits gray,
To watch the red lips move
For slow delight of love

Till the moon sigh and sink, and yield her sway
Unto the eastern lord
That draws a sanguine sword

And starts up eager in the dawn, to see
Bright eyes grow dim for sleep,
And lazy bosoms keep

Their dumber perfect and their sorcery,
While dawny winds arise,
And fast the white ship flies

To those young groves of olive by the shore,
The spring-clad shore we seek
That slopes to yonder peak

Snow-clad, bright-gleaming, as the silver ore
Plucked by pale fingers slow
In balmy Mexico,

A king on thunder throned, his diadem
The ruby rocksthat flash
The sunlight like alash

When sunlight touches, and sweeps over them
A crown of light! Behold!
The white seas touch the gold,

And flame like flowers of fire about the prow.
It isthe hour for sleep,
Lulled by the moveless deep

To sleep, sweet wife, to sleep! Y es, kiss me now!



