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PROLOGUE

MY DEAR ‘MAURICE —You will remember that afternoon in Cavados last summer when
your black Perdan ‘Minndoushe; who had waked behind us for a good mile, heard a wing
flutter in a bramble-bush? For a long time we cdled him endearing names in vain. He seemed
reolute to spend his night among the brambles. He had interrupted a conversation, often
interrupted before, upon certain thoughts so long habitud that | may be permitted to cal them
my oonvictions. When | came back to London my mind ran agan and agan to those
conversations and | could not rest till | had written out in this little book al that | had said or
would have said. Read it some day when ‘Minnaloushe’ is adeep.

W.B. YEATS

May 11, 1917



Ego Dominus Tuus

Hic
On the grey sand beside the shallow stream
Under your old wind-beaten tower, where il
A lamp burns on beside the open book
That Michadl Robartes |eft, you walk in the moon,
And, though you have passed the best of life, il trace,
Enthraled by the unconquerable delusion,

Magical shapes.

llle
By the hdp of animege
| cal to my own opposite, summon al
That | have handled least, least looked upon.

Hic
And | would find mysdf and not an image.

llle
That is our modern hope, and by its light
We have lit upon the gentle, sengtive mind
And logt the old nonchalance of the hand;
Whether we have chosen chisdl, pen or brush.
We are but critics, or but half create,
Timid, entangled, empty and abashed,
Lacking the countenance of our friends.

Hic
And yet
The chief imagination of Christendom,
Dante Alighieri, so utterly found himsdf
That he has made that hollow face of his
More plain to the mind's eye than any face
But that of Chrigt.

llle

And did he find himsdf
Or was the hunger that had made it hollow
A hunger for the apple on the bough
Most out of reach? and is that spectral image
The man that Lapo and that Guido knew?
| think he fashioned from his opposite
Animage tha might have been astony face
Staring upon a Bedouin's horse-hair roof



From doored and windowed dliff, or haf upturned
Among the coarse grass and the came-dung.

He et his chisd to the hardest stone.

Being mocked by Guido for hislecherous life,
Derided and deriding, driven out

To climb that stair and eat that bitter bread,

He found the unpersuadable justice, he found

The most exdted lady loved by a man.

Hic
Y et surely there are men who have made their art
Out of no tragic war, lovers of life,
Impulsive men that ook for happiness
And sng when they have found it.

llle
No, not sing,

For those thet love the world serve it in action,
Grow rich, popular and full of influence,
And should they paint or write, fill it isaction:
The gruggle of thefly in marmdade.
The rhetorician would deceive his neighbours,
The sentimentdist himsdf; while art
Isbut avison of redity.
What portion in the world can the artist have
Who has awakened from the common dream
But dissipation and despair?

Hic
And yet
No one denies to Kesats love of the world;
Remember his deliberate happiness.

lle
His art is happy, but who knows his mind?
| see aschoolboy when | think of him,
With face and nose pressed to a sweet-shop window,
For certainly he sank into his grave
His senses and his heart unsatisfied,
And made—being poor, aling and ignorant,
Shut out from dl the luxury of the world,
The coarse-bred son of alivery-stable keeper—
Luxuriant song.

Hic
Why should you leave the lamp



Burning done beside an open book,

And trace these characters upon the sands?
A gyleisfound by sedentary toil

And by the imitation of great magters.

e

Because | seek an image, not a book.

Those men thet in their writings are most wise
Own nothing but their blind, stupefied hearts.

| cadl to the mysterious one who yet

Shall wak the wet sands by the edge of the stream
And look most like me, being indeed my double,
And prove of dl imaginable things

The most unlike, being my anti-sdif,

And, slanding by these characters, disclose

All that | seek; and whisper it asthough

He were afraid the birds, who cry doud

Their momentary cries before it is dawn,

Would carry it away to blasphemous men.



Anima Hominis
|

When | come home after meeting men who are strange to ne, and sometimes even after taking
to women, | go over dl | have sad in gloom and disgppointment. Perhaps | have overdated
evaything from a desre to vex or datle, from hodility that is but fear; or al my naturd
thoughts have been drowned by an undisciplined sympathy. My fdlow-diners have hardly
seemed of mixed humanity, and how should | kegp my head among images of good and evil,
crude dlegories?

But when | shut my door and light the candle, | invite a marmorean Muse, an at where no
thought or emotion has come to mind because another man has thought or fet something
different, for now there must be no reaction, action only, and the world must move my heart but
to the heart's discovery of itsdf, and | begin to dream of eyelids that do not quver before the
bayonet: adl my thoughts have ease and joy, | am dl virtue and confidence. When | come to put
in rhyme what | have found, it will be a hard toil, but for a moment | believe | have found mysdf
and not my antisdf. It is only the drinking from toil, perhaps, that convinces me that | have been
no more mysdf than isthe cat the medicina grassit is egting in the garden.

How could | have migaken for mysef an heroic condition that from early boyhood has made
me superditious? That which comes as complete, as minutely organised, as are those eaborate,
brightly lighted buildings and sceneries appearing in a moment, as | lie between desping and
waking, must come from above me and beyond me. At times | remember that place in Dante
where he sees in his chamber the ‘Lord of Terrible Aspect, and how, seeming ‘to rgoice in-
wardly that it was a marve to see, spesking, he sad many things among the which | could
understand but few, and of these this ego dominus tuus’; or should the conditions come, not, as
it were, in a gesture—as the image of a man—but in some fine landscape, it is of Boehme,
maybe, that | think, and of that country where we ‘eerndly solace oursdves in the excdlent
beautiful flourishing of adl manner of flowers and forms, both trees and plants, and al kinds of
fruit.

When | congder the minds of my friends, among atists and emotiond writers, | discover a like
contragt. 1 have sometimes told one close friend that her only fault is a habit of harsh judgment
with hiose who have not her sympathy, and she has written comedies where the wickedest people
seem but bold children. She does not know why she has created that world where no one is ever
judged, a high celebration of indulgence, but to me it seems that her ideal of beauty is the com
pensating dream of a nature wearied out by over-much judgment. | know a famous actress who,
in private life, is like the captain of some buccaneer ship holding his crew to good behaviour at
the mouth of a blunderbuss, and upon the stage she excds in the representation of women who
gdir to pity and to desire because they need our protection, and is most adorable as one of those
young queens imagined by Magterlinck who have so little will, so little sdf, that they are like
shadows dghing a the edge of the world. When | last saw her in her own house she lived in a
torrent of words and movements, she could not lisen, and al about her upon the walls were
women drawn by Burne-Jones in his latest period. She had invited me in the hope tat | would
defend those women, who were dways listening, and are as necessary to her as a contemplative



Buddha to a Japanese Samurai, againgt a French critic who would persuade her to teke into her
heat in thaer dead a Pog-Impressonist picture of a fat, flushed woman lying neked upon a
Turkey carpet.

There are indeed certain men whose art is less an opposing virtue than a compensation for
some accident of hedth or circumstance. During the riots over the firg production of The
Playboy of the Western World, Synge was confused, without clear thought, and was soon ill—
indeed the dtrain of that week may perhaps have hastened his death—and he was, as is usud with
gentle and gdlent men, scrupuloudy accurate in dl his staements. In his at he made, to ddight
his er and his mind's eye, voluble daredevils who ‘go romancing through a romping lifetime..,
to the dawning of the Judgment Day. At other moments this man, condemned to the life of a
monk by bad hedth, takes an amused pleasure in ‘great queens . . . making themsdves matches
from the dat to the end’ Indeed, in dl his imagination he ddights in fine phydcd life, in life
when the moon pulls up the tide. The last act of Deirdre of the Sorrows, where his at is a its
noblest, was written upon his desth-bed. He was not sure of any world to come, he was leaving
his betrothed and his unwritten play—'O, what a waste of time,’ he said to me; he hated to die,
and in the last speeches of Derdre and in the middle act he accepted desth and dismissed life
with a gracious gesture. He gave to Derdre the emotion that seemed to him most desirable, most
difficult, mogt fitting, and maybe saw in those ddighted seven years, now dwindling from her,
the fulfilment of hisown life

When | think of any great poetical writer of the past (a redist is a historian and obscures the
cleavage by the record of his eyes), | comprehend, if | know the lineaments of his life, that the
work is the man's flight from his entire horoscope, his blind struggle in the network of the stars.
William Morris, a happy, busy, most irascible man, described dim colour and pensive emotion,
following, beyond any man of his time, an indolent Muse, while Savage Landor topped us dl in
cadm nobility when the pen was in his hand, as n the daly violence of his passon when he had
lad it down. He had in his Imaginary Conversations reminded us, as it were, that the Venus de
Milo is a stone, and yet he wrote when the copies did not come from the printer as soon as he
expected: ‘| have . . . had the resolution to tear in pieces al my sketches and projects and to
forsvear dl future undertakings. | have tried to deep away my time and pass two-thirds of the
twenty-four hours in bed. | may spesk of mysef as a dead man.” | imagine Kesets to have been
born with that thirg for luxury common to many a the outsetting of the Romantic Movement,
and not able, like wedthy Beckford, to dake it with beautiful and strange objects. It drove him to
imaginary ddights, ignorant, poor, and in poor hedth, and not perfectly wdl-bred, he knew
himsdf driven from tangible luxury; megting Shelley, he was resentful and suspicious because
he, as Leigh Hunt recdls, ‘being a little too sendtive on the score of his origin, fet inclined to
see in every man of birth his netural enemy.



A%

Some thirty years ago | read a prose dlegory by Simeon Solomon, long out of print and
unprocurable, and remember or seem to remember a sentence, ‘a hollow image of fulfilled
desre’ All hgppy at seems to me that hollow image, but when its lineaments express dso the
poverty or the exasperation that set its maker to the work, we cdl it tragic art. Keats but gave us
his dream of luxury; but while reading Dante we never long escape the conflict, partly because
the verses are a moments a mirror of his history, and yet more because tha history is 0 clear
and smple that it has the qudity of art. | am no Dante scholar, and | but read him in Shadwdl or
in Dante Rossetti, but | am adways persuaded that he celebrated the most pure lady poet ever
sung and the Divine Judtice, not merdly because deeth took that lady and Florence banished her
gnger, but because he had to druggle in his own heart with his unjust anger and his lugt; while,
unlike those of the great poets who are at pesce with the world and a war with themselves, he
fought a double war. ‘Always’ says Boccaccio, ‘both in youth and maturity he found room
among his virtues for lechery’; or as Mathew Arnold preferred to change the phrase, ‘his
conduct was exceeding irregular. Guido Cavacanti, as Rossti translates him, finds ‘too much
baseness in hisfriend—

And gill thy speech of me, heartfelt and kind,
Hath made me treasure up thy poetry;

But now | dare nat, for thy abject life,

Make manifest that | approve thy rhymes.

And when Dante meets Bestrice in Eden, does she not reproach him because, when she had
taken her presence away, he followed, in spite of warning dreams, fase images, and now, to save
him in his own despite, she has ‘visted . . . the Portds of the Dead, and chosen Virgil for his
courier? While Gino da Pigoia complains that in his Commedia his ‘lovely heresies . . . beat the
right down and let the wrong go free :—

Therefore his vain decrees, wherein he lied,
Mugt be like empty nutshdlls flung asde;

Y et through the rash false witness st to grow,
French and Italian vengeance on such pride
May fdl like Antony on Cicero.

Dante himsalf singsto Giovanni Guirino ‘& the approach of death’ —
The King, by whose rich grave his servants be
With plenty beyond measure st to dwell,
Ordainsthat | my bitter wrath dispd,
And lift mine eyes to the great Conggtory.
Y,

We make out of the quarre with others rhetoric, but' of the quarrd with ourselves, poetry.
Unlike the rhetoricians, who get a confident voice from remembering the crowd they have won



or may win, we sng amid our uncetainty; and, smitten even in the presence of the most high
beauty by the knowledge of our solitude, our rhythm shudders. | think, too, that no fine poet, no
matter how disordered his life, has ever, even in his mere life, had pleasure for his end. Johnson
and Dowson, friends of my youth, were disspated men, the one a drunkard, the other a drunkard
and mad about women, and yet they had the gravity of men who had found life Out and were
awakening from the dream; and both, one in life and at and one in at and less in life, had a
continual preoccupation with religion. Nor has any poet | have read of or heard of or met with
been a sentimentdist. The other sdf the anti-sef or the antithetical sdf as one may choose to
name it, comes but to those who ae no longer deceived whose passon is redity. The
sentimentdigs are practicd men who believe in money, in pogtion, in a mariage bel, and
whose understanding of happiness is to be so busy whether a work or at play that al is forgotten
but the momentary am. They find their pleasure in a cup that is filled from Lethe's wharf, and
for the awakening, for the vison, for the reveaion of redity, tradition offers us a different
word—ecgtasy. An old artist wrote to me of his wanderings by the quays of New York, and how
he found there a woman nursng a sck child, and drew her story from her. She spoke, too, of
other children who had died: a long tragic sory. ‘I wanted to paint her, he wrote; ‘if | denied
myself any of the pain | could not believe in my own ecstasy.” We must not make a fase fath by
hiding from our thoughts the causes of doubt, for fath is the highest achievement of the human
intellect, the only gift man can make to God, and therefore it must be offered in Sncerity. Neither
must we create, by hiding ugliness, a fdse beauty as our offering to the world. He only can
cregte the grestest imaginable beauty who has endured dl imaginable pangs, for only when we
have seen and foreseen what we dread shdl we be rewarded by that dazzling, unforeseen, wing-
footed wanderer. We could not find him if he were not in some sense of our being, and yet of our
being but as water with fire, a noise with dlence. He is of dl things not impossble the most
dfficult, for that only which comes easlly can never be a portion of our being; ‘soon got, soon
gone’ as the proverb says | shdl find the dark grow Iuminous, the void fruitful when |
understand | have nothing, thet the ringers in the tower have appointed for the hymen of the soul
apassng bdl.

The last knowledge has often come most quickly to turbulent men, and for a season brought
new turbuence. When life puts away her conjuring tricks one by one, those that deceive us
longet may wel be the wine-cup and the sensua kiss, for our Chambers of Commerce and of
Commons have not the divine architecture of the body, nor has their frenzy been ripened by the
sun. The poet because he may not stand within the sacred house but lives amid the whirlwinds
that beset its threshold, may find his pardon.

VI

| think the Christian sant and hero, instead of being merdy dissatisfied, make ddiberate
sacrifice. | remember reading once an autobiography of a man who had made adaing journey in
disguise to Russan exiles in Sberia and his tdling how, very timid as a child, he schooled
himsdf by wandering a night through dangerous dtreets. Saint and hero cannot be content to
pass a moments to that hollow image and after become their heterogeneous selves, but would
adways, if they could, resemble the antithetical sdlf. There is a shadow of type on type, for in dl
great poetical syles there is saint or hero, but when it is dl over Dante can return to his
chambering and Shekespeare to his ‘pottle-pot.” They sought no impossble perfection but when
they handled paper or parchment. So too will saint or hero, because he works in his own flesh



and blood and not in paper or parchment, have more ddliberate understanding of that” other flesh
and blood.

Some years ago | began to believe tha our culture, with its doctrine of sncerity and sdf-
redisation, made us gentle and passve, and that the Middle Ages and the Renaissance were right
to found theirs upon the imitation of Christ or of some classc hero. Saint Francis and Caesar
Borgia made themsdves overmadtering, cregtive persons by turning from the mirror to
meditation upon a mask. When | had this thought | could see nothing ese in life. | could not
write the play | had plamned, for dl became dlegoricd, and though | tore up hundreds of pages
in my endeavour to escgpe from dlegory, my imagination became derile for nearlly five years
and | only escaped a last when | had mocked in a comedy my own thought. | was dways
thinking of the dement of imitation in dyle and in life, and of the life beyond heroic imitation. |
find in an old diary: ‘I think al happiness depends on the energy to assume the mask of some
other life, on a re-birth as something not one's sdf, something created in a moment and per-
petudly renewed; in playing a game like that of a child where one loses the infinite pain of sdf-
redisdtion, in a grotesque or solemn painted face put on that one may hide from the terror of
judgment. . . . Perhgps al the sins and energies of the world are but the world's flight from an
infinite blinding beam’; and again a an ealier date ‘If we cannot imagine ourseves as different
from what we ae, and try to assume that second sdf, we cannot impose a discipline upon
oursdves though we may accept one from others. Active virtue; as diginguished from the
passive acceptance of a code is therefore theatrica, conscioudy dramatic, the wearing of a mask.
. . . Wordsworth, great poet though he be, is so often flat and heavy partly because his mora
sense, being a discipline he had not creasted, a mere obedience, has no thedtrical dement. This
increases his popularity with the better kind of journdists and politicians who have written
books.’

VII

| thought the hero found hanging upon some oak of Dodona an ancient mask, where perhaps
there lingered something of Egypt, and that he changed it to his fancy, touching it a little here
and there, gilding the eyebrows or putting a gilt line where the cheek-bone comes; that when at
last he looked out of its eyes he knew another’s breath came and went within his breath upon the
caven lips, and that his eyes were upon the ingtant fixed upon a visonary world: how ese could
the god have come to us in the forest? The good, unlearned books say that He who keeps the
digant dars within His fold comes without intermediary, but Plutarch’'s precepts and the
experience of old women in Soho, minigering their witchcraft to servant-girls & a shilling
goiece, will have it tha a strange living men may win for Damon an illustrious dead man; but
now | add another thought: the Daimon comes not as like to like but seeking its own opposite,
for man and Damon feed the hunger in one another’s hearts. Because the ghogt is smple, the
man heterogeneous and confused, they are but knit together when the man has found a mask
whose lineaments permit the expression of al the man most lacks, and it may be dreads, and of
that only.

The more insatidble in dl desre, the more resolute to refuse deception or an easy victory, the
more close will be the bond, the more violent and definite the antipathy.

| could not distinguish at the time between the permanent Daimon and the impermanent, who may be ‘an
illustrious dead man,” though | knew the distinction was there. | shall deal with the matter in A Vision—February
1924,



VIII

| think that dl religious men have believed that there is a hand not ours in the events of life, and
that, as somebody says in Wilhelm Meister, accident is destiny; and | think it was Heraclitus who
sad: the Damon is our desiny. When | think of life as a sruggle with the Daimon who would
ever set us to the hardest work among those not impossible, | understand why there is a deep
enmity between a man ad his dediny, and why a man loves nothing but his dedtiny. In an
Anglo-Saxon poem a certain man is cdled, as though to cdl him something that summed up dl
heroism, ‘Doom eager.’ | am persuaded that the Daimon delivers and deceives us, and that he
wove that netting from the dars and threw the net from his shoulder. Then my imaginaion runs
from Damon to sweetheart, and | divine an andogy that evades the intellect. | remember that
Greek antiquity has bid us look for the principd dars, that govern enemy and sweetheart dike,
among those that are about to set, in the Seventh House as the astrologers say; and that it may be
‘sexud love which is ‘founded upon spiritud hate’ is an image of the wafae of man and
Damon; and | even wonder if there may not be some secret communion, some whispering in the
dark between Daimon and sweetheart. | remember how often women when in love grow
superditious, and believe tha they can bring therr lovers good luck; and | remember an old Irish
dory of three young men who went seeking for hep in baitle into the house of the gods a
Sieve-na-mon. ‘You mugt firs be married, some god told them, ‘because a man’'s good or evil
luck comes to him through awoman.

| sometimes fence for haf an hour a the day’s end, and when | close my eyes upon the pillow
| see a foil playing before me, the button to my face. We meet aways in the deegp of the mind,
whatever our work, wherever our reverie carries us, that other Will.

IX

The poet finds and makes his mask in disgppointment, the hero in defeat. The dedre tha is
satisfied is not a great desire, nor has the shoulder used dl its might that an unbreskable gate has
never drained. The saint done is not decelved, nether thrusing with his shoulder nor holding
out unsatisfied hands. He would climb without wandering to the antitheticd sdf of the world, the
Indian narrowing his thought in meditation or driving it away in contemplation, the Christian
copying Chrig, the antithetical sdlf of the classc world. For a hero loves the world till it bresks
him, and the poet till it has broken fath; but while the world was yet debonair, the saint has
turned away, and because he renounced experience itsdlf, he will wear his mask as he finds it.
The poet or the hero, no matter upon what bark they found their mask, so teeming their fancy,
somewhat change its lineaments, but the saint, whose life is but a round of customary duty, needs
nothing the whole world does not need, and day by day he scourges in his body the Roman and
Chrigian conquerors. Alexander and Caesyr are famished in his cdl. His naivity is neither in
dissppointment nor in defeat, but in a temptation like tha of Chrig in the Wilderness, a
contemplation in a sngle ingant perpetudly renewed of the Kingdoms of the World; dl-because
al renounced—continualy present showing ther empty thrones. Edwin Ellis, remembering that
Chrig dso measured the sacrifice, imagined himsdf in a fine poem as meeting a Golgotha the
phantom of ‘Chrig the Less’ the Chris who might have lived a prosperous life without the
knowledge of sin, and who now wanders ‘ companionless, a weary spectre day and night.’



| saw him go and cried to him,

“Eli, thou hast forssken me.

The nails were burning through each limb,
Hefled to find fdicity.

And yet is the sant spared—despite his matyr's crown and his vigl of desre—defest,
disappointed love, and the sorrow of parting.

O Night, that didst lead thus,

O Night, more lovely than the dawn of light,
O Night, that broughtest us

Lover to lover' ssght,

Lover with loved in marriage of ddight!

Upon my flowery bresst,

Wholly for him, and save himsdf for none,
Theredid | give sweet rest

To my beoved ong;

The fanning of the cedars breathed thereon.
When the fird morning air

Blew from the tower, and waved his locks aside,
His hand, with gentle care,

Did wound mein the Sde,

And in my body al my sensesdied.

All things | then forgat,

My cheek on him who for my coming came;
All ceased and | was nat,

Leaving my cares and shame

Among the lilies, and forgetting them.’

X

It is not permitted to a man who takes up pen or chisd, to seek origindity, for passon is his only
business, and he cannot but mould or sing after a new fashion because no disaster is like another.
He is like those phantom lovers in the Japanese play who, compelled to wander side by side and
never mingle, ary:

‘We neither wake nor deep and, passng our nights in a sorrow which is in the end a vison,
what are these scenes of spring to us? If when we have found a mask we fancy thet it will not
match our mood till we have touched with gold the cheek, we do it furtively, and only where the
oaks of Dodona cast their deepest shadow, for could he see our handiwork the Daimon would
fling himsdf out, being our enemy.

Xl

Many years ago | saw, between deeping and waking, a woman of incredible beauty shooting an
arow into the sky, and from the moment when | made my firs guess a her meaning | have



thought much of the difference between the winding movement of Nature and the draight line,
which is cdled in Bdzac's Séraphita the ‘Mark of Man,” but is better described as the mark of
sant or sage. | think that we who are poets and artists, not being permitted to shoot beyond the
tangible, must go from desre to weariness and so0 to desire again, and live but for the moment
when vison comes to our weariness like terrible lightning, in the humility of the brutes | do not
doubt those heaving circles, those winding arcs, whether in one man's life or in that of an age,
are mahemdticd, and that some in the world, or beyond the world, have foreknown the event
and pricked upon the cdendar the life-gpan of a Christ, a Buddha, a Napoleon: that every
movement, in feding or in thought, prepares in the dark by its own increasng darity and
confidence its own executioner. We seek redity with the dow toil of our weskness and are
amitten from the boundless and the unforeseen. Only when we are saint or sage, and renounce
experience itsdf, can we, in imagery of the Christian Cabbda, leave the sudden lightning and the
path of the serpent and become the bowman who aims his arrow at the centre of the sun.

Xl

The doctors of medicine have discovered that certain dreams of the night, for | do not grant them
dl, are the day’s unfulfilled desre, and that our terror of desires condemned by the conscience
has digtorted and disturbed our dreams. They have only sudied the bresking into dream of
eements that have remained unsatisfied without purifying discouragement. We can satidfy in life
a few of aur passions and each passion but a little, and our characters indeed but differ because
no two men bargain dike. The bargain, the compromise, is dways threatened, and when it is
broken we become mad or hyserical or are in some way deluded; and so when a starved or
banished passon shows in a dream we, before awaking, bresk the logic that had given it the
capacity of action and throw it into chaos again. But the passons, when we know that they
cannot find fulfilment, become vison; and a vison, whether we wake or deep, prolongs its
power by rhythm and pattern, the whed where the world is butterfly. We need no protection, but
it does, for if we become interested in ourselves, in our own lives, we pass out of the vison.
Whether it is we or the vison that create the pattern, who set the whed turning, it is hard to say,
but cetainly we have a hundred ways of keeping it near us we sdect our images from past
times, we turn from our own age and try to fed Chaucer nearer than the daily paper. It compels
us to cover dl it cannot incorporate, and would carry us when it comes in deegp to that moment
when even deep closes her eyes and dreams begin to dream; and we are taken up into a clear
light and are forgetful even of our own names and actions and yet in perfect possesson of
oursalves murmur like Faugt, * Stay, moment,” and murmur in vain.

X1

A poet, when he is growing old, will ask himsdf if he canot kesp his mask and his vison
without new bitterness, new disappointment. Could he if he would, knowing how fral his vigour
from youth up, copy Landor who lived loving and hating, ridiculous and unconquered, into
extreme old age, dl lost but the favour of his Muses?

The Mother of the Muses, we are taught,
Is Memory; she has left me; they remain,
And shake my shoulder, urging meto sing.



Surely, he may think, now tha | have found vison and mask | need not suffer any longer. He
will buy perhaps some smdl old house, where, like Ariosto, he can dig his garden, and think that
in the return of birds and leaves, or moon and sun, and in the evening flight of the rooks he may
discover rhythm and paitern like those in degp and s0 never awake out of vison. Then he will

remember Wordsworth withering into eighty years, honoured and empty-witted, and climb to
some waste room and find, forgotten there by youth, some bitter crust.



Anima Mundi
|

| have dways sought to bring my mind close to the mind of Indian and Japanese poets, old
women in Connacht, mediums in Soho, lay brothers whom | imagine dreaming in some
mediaeval monagtery the dreams of ther village, learned authors who refer dl to antiquity; to
immerse it in the generd mind where that mind is scarce separable from what we have begun to
cdl ‘the subconscious; to liberate it from al that comes of councils and committees, from the
world as it is seen from univerdties or from populous towns, and that | might so believe | have
murmured evocations and frequented mediums, delighted in dl that displayed greaet problems
through sensuous images or exciting phrases, accepting from abstract schools but a few technica
words that are 0 old they seem but broken architraves fdlen amid bramble and grass, and have
put mysdlf to school where dl things are seen: A Tenedo tacitae per amica silentia lunae. At one
time | thought to prove my conclusons by quoting from diaries where | have recorded certain
drange events the moment they happened, but now | have changed my mind—I will but say, like
the Arab boy that became Vizier: ‘O brother, | have taken stock in the desert sand and of the

sayings of antiquity.’
I

There is a letter of Goethe's, though | cannot remember where, that explains evocation, though
he was but thinking of literature. He described some friend who had complained of literary
Seility as too intdligent., One must dlow the images to form with dl their associations before
one criticises. ‘If one is critical too soon,” he wrote, ‘they will not form at dl.’ If you suspend the
critica faculty, | have discovered, either as the result of training, or, if you have the gift, by
passng into a dight trance, images pass rgpidly before you. If you can suspend aso desire, and
let them form at their own will, your absorption becomes more complete and they are more clear
in colour, more precise in aticulation, and you and they begin to move in the mids of what
seems a powerful light. But the images pass before you linked by certain associations, and
indeed in the fird indance you have cdled them up by their association with traditiond forms
and sounds. You have discovered how, if you can but suspend will and intellect, to bring up from
the ‘subconscious anything you dready possess a fragment of. Those who follow the old rule
keep their bodies ill and ther minds awake and clear, dreading especidly any corfuson
between the images of the mind and the objects of sense; they seek to become, as it were,
polished mirrors.

| had no naturd gift for this clear quiet, as | soon discovered, for my mind is anormaly
resless, and | was sdldom ddighted by that sudden luminous definition of form which makes
one undergand amog in spite of onesdf that one is not merely imagining. | therefore invented a
new process. | had found that after evocation my deep became a moments full of light and form,
dl that | had faled to find while awake, and | eaborated a symbolism of naturd objects that |
might give mysdf dreams during deep, or rather visons, for they had none of the confuson of
dreams, by laying upon my pillow or besde my bed certan flowers or leaves. Even to-day, after
twenty years, the exdtations and the messages that came to me from hbits of hawthorn or some
other plant seem, of al moments of my life, the happiest and the wisest. After a time, perhaps
because the novety wearing off the symbol logt its power, or because my work a the Irish



Thestre became too exciting, my deep logt its responsiveness. | had felow-scholars, and now it
was | and now they who made some discovery. Before the mind's eye, whether in deep or
waking, came images that one was to discover presently in some book one had never read, and
after looking in vain for explandion to the current theory of forgotten persond memory, | came
to believe in a Great Memory passng on from generation to generation. But that was not enough,
for these images showed intention and choice. They had a relation to what one knew and yet
were an extension of one's knowledge. If no mind was there, why should | suddenly come upon
st and antimony, upon the liquefaction of the gold, as they were understood by the achemidts,
or upon some detail of cabbaistic symbolism verified a last by a learned scholar from his never-
published manuscripts, and who can have put together so ingenioudy, working by some law of
associdion and yet with clear intention and persond gpplication, certain mythologica images?
They had shown themsdves to severd minds, a fragment a a time, and had only shown ther
meaning when the puzzle picture had been put together. The thought was again and again before
me that this study had created a contact or mingling with minds who had followed a like study in
some other age, and that these minds ill saw and thought and chose. Our dally thought was
certainly but the line of foam a the shdlow edge of avast luminous sea; Henry Morés Anima
Mundi, Wordsworth’'s ‘immorta sea which brought us hither’, and near whose edge the children
gport, and in that sea there were some who swam or saled, explorers who perhaps knew dl its
shores.

| had dways to compe mysdf to fix the imagination upon the minds behind the personifications,
and yet the personifications were themsdves living and vivid. The minds tha swayed these
seemingly fluid imeges had doubtless form, and those images themsdves seemed, as it were,
mirrored in a living substance whaose form is but change of form. From tradition and perception,
one thought of on€'s own life as symbolised by earth, the place of heterogeneous things, the
imeges as mirrored in water, and the images themselves one could divine but as ar; and beyond
it dl there were, | fet confident, certain ams and governing loves, the fire that makes dl smple.
Yet the images themsdves were fourfold, and one judged their meaning in pat from the
predominance of one out of the four dements, or that of the fifth dement, the vel hiding another
four, abird born out of thefire.

A%

We longed to know something—even if it were but the family and Chrisian names—of those
minds that we could divine, and that yet remained dways, as it seemed, impersond. The sense of
contact came perhaps but two or three times with clearness and certainty, but it left, anong al to
whom it came, some trace, a sudden slence, as it werein the midst of thought or perhaps at
moments of crigs a fant voice. Were our maders right when they declared so solidly that we
should be content to know these presences that seemed friendly and near but as ‘the phantom’ in
Coleridge’s poem, and to think of them perhaps as having, as Saint Thomas says, entered upon
the eternal possesson of themselves in one single moment?

All look and likeness caught from earth,
All accident of kin and birth,



Had passed away. There was no trace
Of aught on that illumined face,
Upraised benegth the rifted stone,

But of one spirit dl her own;

She, she hersdf and only she,

Shone through her body visibly.

Vv

One night | heard a voice that sad: ‘The love of God for every human soul is infinite, for every
human soul is unique; no other can satify the same need in God.” Our masters had not denied
that persondity outlives the body or even that its rougher shgpe may dling to us a while after
desth, but only that we should seek it in those who are dead. Yet when | went among the
country-people, | found that they sought and found the old fragilities, infirmities physiognomies
that living dirred affection. The Spidda knowledgesble man, who had his knowledge from his
gster’'s ghost, noticed every Hahlow-€ en, when he met her at the end of the garden, that her hair
was greyer. Had she perhaps to exhaust her dlotted years in the neighbourhood of her home,
having died before her time? Because no authority seemed greater than that of this knowledge
running backward to the beginning of the world, |1 began that study of spiritism so despised by
Stanidas de Gaeta, the one eoquent learned scholar who has written of magic in our generation.

VI

| know much that | could never have known had | not learnt to congder in the after life what,
there as here, is rough and digointed; nor have | found that the mediums in Connacht and Soho
have anything | cannot find some light on in Henry More, who was cdled during his life the
holiest man now waking upon the earth.

All souls have a vehicle or body, and when one has said that with More and the Platonists one
has escaped from the abstract schools who seek dways the power of some Church or ingtitution,
and found onesdf with great poetry, and superdtition which is but popular poetry, in a pleasant,
dangerous world. Beauty is indeed but bodily life in some ided condition. The vehicle of the
human soul is wha used to be cdled the animd spirits and Henry More quotes from
Hippocrates this sentence: ‘The mind of man is. . . not nourished from meats and drinks from the
bely, but by a dear luminous substance that redounds by separation from the blood.” These
animd spirits fill up al parts of the body and make up the body of ar, as certan writers of the
seventeenth century have caled it? The soul has a plastic power, and can after death, or during
life, should the vehicle leave the body for a while, mould it to any shepe it will by an act of
imagination, though the more unlike to the habitud that shepe is the greater the effort. To living
and dead dike, the purity and abundance of the anima spirits are a chief power. The soul can
mould from these an gpparition clothed as if in life, and make it visble by showing it to our

2 This passage, | think, correctly represents the thought of Henry More, but it would, | now believe, have
corresponded better with factsif | had described this‘ clear luminous substance’ as a sense-material envelope,
moulded upon ‘the body of air,” or true ‘vehicle'; and if | had confined to it the words ‘animal spirits.” It must, how-
ever, be looked upon as surviving, for atime, the death of the physical body. The spirits do not get from it the
material from which their forms are made, but their forms take light from it as one candle takes light from another.
1924.



mind's eye, or by building into its substance certain particles drawn from the body of a medium
till it is as visble and tangible as any other object. To hep that building the ancients offered
sheaves of corn, fragrant gum, and the odour of fruit and flowers, and the blood of victims. The
hdf-materidised vehide dowly exudes from the skin in dull luminous drops or condenses from
a luminous cloud, the light fading as weight and dendty increase. The witch, going beyond the
medium, offered to the dowly animating phantom certain drops of her blood. The vehicle once
separate from the living man or woman may be moulded by the souls of others as readily as by
its own soul, and even, it seems, by the souls of the living. It becomes a part for a while of that
dream of images which | have compared to reflections upon water. But how does it follow that
souls who never have handled the modeling tool or the brush make perfect images? Those
materidisations who imprint their powerful faces upon paraffin wax, leave there sculpture that
would have taken a good atis, making and imagining, many hours. How did it follow tha an
ignorant woman could, as Henry More believed, project her vehicle in so good a likeness of a
hare that horse and hound and huntsman followed with the bugle blowing? Is not the problem the
same as of those findy articulated scenes and patterns that come out of the dark, seemingly
completed in the winking of an eye, as we are lying haf adeep, and of dl those eaborate images
that drift in moments of inspiration or evocation before the mind's eye? Our animd Soirits or
vehicles are but, as it were, a condensation of the vehicle of Anima Mundi, and give substance to
its images in the fant materidisation of our common thought, or more grosdy when a ghodt is
our vigtor. It should be no great feat, once those images have dipped into our vehicle to take
their portraits in the photographic camera. Henry More will have it that a hen scared by a hawk
when the cock is treading hatches out a hawk-headed chicken (I am no sickler for the fact),
because before the soul of the unborn bird could give the shape ‘the deeply impassioned fancy of
the mother’ cdled from the generd cigern of form a competing image. ‘The soul of the world,
he runs on, ‘interposes and ingnuaes into dl generations of things while the maiter is fluid and
yielding, which would induce a man to believe that she may not stand idle in the transformation
of the vehicle of the daemons, but asss the fancies and desires, and so help to clothe them and
to utter them according to their own pleasures, or it may be sometimes againg thar wills as the
unwiddiness of the mother's fancy forces upon her a monstrous birth. Though images appear to
flow and drift, it may be that we but change in our reaion to them, now losing, now finding with
the shifting of our minds, and certainly Henry More spesks by the book, in cdlaming tha those
images may be hard to the right touch as ‘pillars of crystd’ and as solidly coloured as our own to
the right eyes. Shelley, a good Platonist, seems in his earliest work to st this generd soul in the
place of God, an opinion, one may find from Mores friend Cudworth, now affirmed, now
combated by classc authority; but More would steady us with a definition. The general soul as
goart from its vehicle is ‘a substance incorporeal but without sense and animadverson pervading
the whole matter of the universe and exercisng a plastic power therein, according to the sundry
predispostions and occasions, in the parts it works upon, rasng such phenomena in the world,
by directing the parts of the matter and their motion, as cannot be resolved into mere mechanical
powers” | must assume that ‘sense and animadversion,’ perception and direction, are aways
faculties of the individud soul, and that, as Blake said, ‘God only acts or is in exising beings or
men.

VII



The old theologica conception of the individua soul as bodiless or abdtract led to what Henry
More calls ‘contradictory debate as to how many angels ‘could dance booted and spurred upon
the point of a needle’ and made it possble for rationaist physiology to persuade us that our
thought has no corpored exisence but in the molecules of the brain. Shelley was of opinion that
the ‘thoughts which are cdled red or externd objects differed but in regularity of occurrence
from ‘hdlucinations, dreams and ideas of madmen,” and noticed that he had dreamed, therefore
lessening the difference, ‘three severa times between intervas of two or more years the same
precise dream.” If al our menta images no less than gppaitions (and | see no reason to
diginguish) are forms exiding in the generd vehide of Anima Mundi, and mirrored in our
particular vehicle, many crooked things are made draight. | am persuaded that a logical process,
or a series of related images, has body and period, and | think of Anima Mundi as a great pool or
garden where it moves through its dlotted growth like a greast water-plant or fragrantly branches
intheair. Indeed as Spenser’s Garden of Adonis. —

Thereisthefirg seminary
Of dl thingsthat are born to live and die
According to their kynds.

The soul by changes of ‘vita congruity, More says, draws to it a certain thought, and this
thought draws by its association the sequence of many thoughts, endowing them with a life in the
vehicle meted out according to the intengty of the first perception. A seed is s&t growing, and
this growth may go on agpart from the power, gpart even from the knowledge of the soul. If | wish
to ‘trandfer’ a thought | may think, let us say, of Cinderdla’s dipper, and my subject may see an
old woman coming out of a chimney; or going to deep | may wish to wake at seven o'clock and,
though | never think of it again, | shdl wake upon the ingant. The thought has completed itsdf,
certain acts of logic, turns, and knots in the slem have been accomplished out of sight and out of
reach, as it were. We are dways darting these paragitic vegetables and letting them coil beyond
—our knowledge, and may become like that lady in Bdzac who, ater a life of sanctity, plans
upon her desthbed to fly with her renounced lover. After desth a dream, a desire she had perhaps
ceased to believe in, perhaps ceased amost to remember, must have recurred again and again
with its anguish and its happiness. We can only refuse to sart the wandering sequence or, if sart
it does, hold t in the intdlectud light where time gdlops, and so keep it from dipping down into
the duggish vehidle The tail of the living is to free themsdves from an endless sequence of
objects, and that of the dead to free themsdves from an endless sequence of thoughts. One
sequence begets another, and these have power because of dl those things we do, not for their
own sake but for an imagined good.

VIl

Spiritiam, whether of folk-lore or of the séance-room, the visons of Swedenborg, and the
speculation of the Platonists and Japanese plays, will have it that we may see a certain roads and
in certan houses old murders acted over again, and in certain fidds dead huntsmen riding with
horse and hound, or ancient armies fighting above bones or ashes. We carry to Anima Mundi our
memory, and tha memory is for a time our externd world, and al passonate moments recur
agan and again, for passon desres its own recurrence more than any event, and whatever there
is of corresponding complacency or remorse is our beginning of judgment; nor do we remember



only the events of life, for thoughts bred of longing and of fear, dl those parasitic vegetables that
have dipped through our fingers, come again like a rope's end to smite us upon the face; and as
Corndius Agrippa writes: “We may dream ourselves to be consumed in flame and persecuted by
daemons,’ and certain spirits have complained that they would be hard put to it to arouse those
who died, believing they could not awake till a trumpet drilled. A ghost in a Japanese play is set
afire by a fantasgtic scruple, and though a Buddhist priest explains that the fire would go out of
itsdf if the ghost but ceased to believe in it, it cannot cease to believe. Corndius Agrippa caled
such dreaming souls hobgobhins, and when Hamlet refused the bare bodkin because of what
dreams may come, it was from no mere literary fancy. The soul can indeed, it appears, change
these objects built about us by the memory, as it may change its shape, but the greater the
change, the greater the effort and the sooner the return to the habitual images. Doubtless in ether
case the effort is often beyond its power. Years ago | was present when a woman consulted
Madame Blavatsky for a friend who saw her newly-dead husband nightly as a decaying corpse
and smdt the odour of the grave. ‘“When he was dying, said Madame Blavasky, ‘he thought the
grave the end, and now that he is dead cannot throw off that imagination.” A Brahmin once told
an actress friend of mine that he didiked acting, because if a man died playing Hamlet, he would
be Hamlet in eernity. Yet after a time the soul partly frees itsdf and becomes ‘the shape-
changer’ of the legends, and can cag, like the mediaevad magician, what illusons it would. There
is an Irish countryman in one of Lady Gregory's books who had easten with a stranger on the
road, and some while later vomited, to discover he had but eaten chopped-up grass. One thinks,
too, of the spirits that show themsalvesin the images of wild crestures.

IX

The dead, as the passonate necessty wears out, come into a measure of freedom and may turn
the impulse of events darted while living, in some new direction, but they cannot originae
except through the living. Then gradudly they perceive, dthough they are ill but living in ther
memories, harmonies, symbols, and patterns, as though dl were being refashioned by an atig,
and they are moved by emotions, sweet for no imagined good but in themsdves, like those of
children dancing in a ring; and | do not doubt thet they make love in that union which
Swedenborg has said is of the whole body and seems from far off an incandescence. Hitherto
shade has communicated with shade in moments of common memory that recur like the figures
of a dance in terror or in joy, but row they run together like to like, and their covens and fleets
have rhythm and pattern. This running together and running of al to a centre, and yet without
loss of identity, has been prepared for by therr exploration of their mord life, of its beneficiaries
and its victims, and even of dl its untrodden peaths, and dl ther thoughts have moulded the
vehicle and become event and circumstance.

X

There are two redlities, the terrestrial and the condition of fire® All power is from the terrestrid
condition, for there dl opposites meet and there only is the extreme of choice possble, full

3 When writing this essay | did not see how complete must be the antithesis between man and Daimon. The repose
of man isthe choice of the Daimon, and the repose of the Daimon the choice of man; and what | have called man’s

terrestrial state the Daimon’s condition of fire. | might have seen this, asit all follows from the words written by the
beggar in The Hour-Glass upon the walls of Babylon. 1924.



freedom. And there the heterogeneous is, and evil, for evil is the strain one upon another of
oppogites, but in the condition of fire is dl mudc and dl rest. Between is the condition of ar
where images have but a borrowed life, that of memory or that reflected upon them when they
symbolise colours and intengties of fire: the place of shades who are ‘in the whirl of those who
arefading,” and who cry like those amorous shades in the Japanese play:—

That we may acquire power
Even in our faint substance,

We will show forth even now,
And though it be but in a dream,
Our form of repentance.

After so many rhythmic beats the soul must cease to desre its images, and can, as it were,
closeits eyes.

When al sequence comes to an end, time comes to an end, and the soul puts on the rhythmic or
spiritual  body or luminous body and contemplates dl the events of its memory and every
possble impulse in an eterna possession of itsdf in one single moment. That condition is done
animate, dl the rest is fantasy, and from thence come dl the passons and, some have hdd, the
very hest of the body.

Time dropsin decay,

Like a candle burnt out,

And the mountains and woods
Have their day, have their day.
Whéat one, in the rout

Of the fire-born moods,

Has fdlen avay?

Xl

The soul cannot have much knowledge till it has shaken off the habit of time and of place, but till
that hour it mug fix its atention upon what is near, thinking of objects one after another as we
run the eye or the finger over them. Its intellectua power cannot but increese and dter as its
perceptions grow sSmultaneous. Yet even now we seem a moments to escape from time in what
we cdl previson, and from place when we see digant things in a dream and in concurrent
dreams. A couple of years ago, while in meditation, my head seemed surrounded by a
conventional sun’s rays, and when | went to bed | had a long dream of a woman with her hair on
fire. | awoke ad lit a candle, and discovered presently from the odour that in doing so | had set
my own har on fire. | dreamed very lady that | was writing a ory, and a the same time |
dreamed that | was one of the characters in that story and seeking to touch the heart of some girl
in defiance of the author’s intention; and concurrently with al that, | was as another sdf trying to
drike with the button of a foil a great china jar. The obscurity of the ‘Prophetic Books of
William Blake, which were composed in a dae of vison, comes dmos whally from these
concurrent dreams. Everybody has some story or some experience of the sudden knowledge in
deep or waking of some event, a misfortune for the most part, happening to some friend far off.



Xl

The dead living in their memories are, | am persuaded, the source of dl that we cdl indtinct, and
it is ther love and ther desre, al unknowing, that make us drive beyond our reason, or in
defiance of our interest it may be and it is the dream martens that, dl unknowing, ae maser-
masons to the living martens building about church windows their daborate nests, and in their
turn, the phantoms are sung to a keener ddight from a concord between their luminous pure
vehicle and our strong senses. It were to reproach the power or the beneficence of God, to
believe those children of Alexander, who died wretchedly, could not throw an urnful to the heap,
nor Caesarion murdered in childhood, whom Cleopatra bore to Caesar, nor the brief-lived
younger Pericles Agpasia bore—being so nobly born.

X111

Because even the most wise dead can but arange their memories as we arrange pieces upon a
chessboard, and obey remembered words aone, he who would turn magician is forbidden by the
Zoroadrian oracle to change ‘barbarous words of invocation. Communication with Anima
Mundi is through the association of thoughts or images or objects;, and the famous dead, and
those of whom but a fant memory lingars can dill—and it is for no other end thet, dl
unknowing, we vaue posthumous fame—tread the corridor and take the empty chair. A glove
and a name can cdl ther bearer; the shadows come to our ebow amid their old undisturbed
habitations, and ‘materidisation’ itsdf is eader, it may be, among wals, or by rocks and trees,
thet bring before their memory some moment of emation while they had il animate bodies~

Certainly the mother returns from the grave, and with arms that may be visible and solid, for a
hurried moment, can comfort a neglected child or set the cradle rocking; and in dl ages men
have known and affirmed that when the soul is troubled, those that are a shade and a song

live there,
And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air.

XV

Awhile they live again those passonate moments, not knowing they are dead, and then they
know and may awake or haf awake to be our vidtors. How is their dream changed as time drops
awvay and ther senses multiply? Does ther dature dter, do ther eyes grow more brilliant?
Certainly the dreams dstay the longer, the greater their passon when dive Heen may 4ill open
her chamber door to Paris or watch him from the wal, and know she is dreaming but because
nights and days are poignant or the stars unreckonably bright. Surely of the passonate dead we
can but cry in words Ben Jonson meant for none but Shakespeare: ‘So rammed are they ‘with
life they can but grow in life with being.’



XV

The inflowing from ther mirrored life, who themsdves receive it from the Condition of Fire,
fdls upon the winding path cdled the Path of the Serpent, and that inflowing coming dike to
men and to animds is cdled naturd. There is another inflow which is not naturd but intdlectud,
and is from the fire, and it descends through souls who pass for a lengthy or a brief period out of
the mirror life, as we in degp out of the bodily life, and though it may fal upon a degping
serpent, it fdls principdly upon sraght paths. In so far as a man is like dl other men, the inflow
finds him upon the winding path, and in so far asheisasaint or sage, upon the straight path.

XVI

The Daimon, by using his mediatorid shades, brings man again and again to the place of choice,
heightening temptation that the choice may be as find as possble, imposng his own lucidity
upon events, leading his victim to whatever among works not impossible is the mogt difficult. He
auffers with men as some firmsouled man suffers with the woman he but loves the better
because she is extravagant and fickle. His descending power is nether the winding nor the
draght line but zigzag, illuminating the passve and active properties, the tree's two sorts of
fruit: it is the sudden lightning, for dl his acts of power are instantaneous. We perceive in a
pulsation of the artery, and after dowly decline.

XVII

Each Damon is drawn to whaever man or, if its nature is more generd, to whatever nation it
mog differs from, and it shgpes into its own image the antithetical dream of man or nation. The
Jews had dready shown by the precious metas, by the ostentatious wedth of Solomon's temple,
the passon that has made them the money-lenders of the modern world. If they had not been
rgpacious, lustful, narrow, and persecuting beyond the people of ther time, the incarnaion had
been impossble but it was an intdlectud impulse from the Condition of Fire that shaped their
antithetical sdf into that of the classc world. So dways it is an impulse from some Damon that
givesto our vague, unsatisfied desire, beauty, ameaning, and aform al can accept.

XVII

Only in rgpid and subtle thought, or in fant accents heard in the quiet of the mind, can the
thought of the spirit come to us but little changed; for a mind that grasps objects smultaneoudy
according to the degree of its liberation does not think the same thought with the mind that sees
objects one after another. The purpose of most rdigious teaching, of the ingstence upon the
submisson to God's will above dl, is to make cetan of the passvity of the vehicle where it is
most pure and most tenuous. When we are passve where the vehicle is coarse, we become
mediumigtic, and the spirits who mould themsdves in tha coarse vehicle can only rardy and
with great difficulty spesk their own thoughts and keep their own memory. They are subject to a
kind of drunkenness and are stupefied, old writers said, as if with honey, and readily mistake our
memory for ther own, and beieve themsdves whom and what we please. We bewilder and
overmaster them, for once they are among the perceptions of successve objects, our reason,



being but an instrument crested and sharpened by those objects, is stronger than their intellect,
and they can but repeat, with brief glimpses from another state, our knowledge and our words.

XIX

A friend once dreamed that she saw many dragons climbing upon the steep dde of a diff and
continudly faling. Henry More thought that those who, after certuries of life, faled to find the
rhythmic body and to pass into the Condition of Fire, were born again. Edmund Spenser, who
was among More' s magters, affirmed that nativity without giving it acause—

After that they agayne retoumed beene,

They in that garden planted be agayne,

And grow afresh, asthey had never seene

Fleshy corruption, nor morta payne.

Some thousand years so doen they ther remayne,
And then of him are clad with other hew,

Or sent into the chaungeful world agayne,

Till thither they retourn where firg they grew:

S0, like awhede, around they ronne from old to new.

XX

But cetanly it is dways to the Condition of Fire, where emation is not brought to any sudden
gop, where there is neither wal nor gate, that we would rise; and the mask plucked from the
oak-tree is but my imagination of rhythmic body. We may pray to tha last condition by any
name so long as we do not pray to it as a thing or a thought, and most prayers cdl it man or
womean or child—

For Mercy has ahuman heart,
Pity a human face.

Within oursdlves Reason and Will, who are the man and woman, hold out towards a hidden
dtar alaughing or crying child.

XXI

When | remember that Shdley cdls our minds ‘mirrors of the fire for which dl thirs,” 1 cannot
but ask the question dl have asked, ‘What or who has cracked the mirror? | begin to study the
only sdf that | can know, mysdf, and to wind the thread upon the pern again.

At certain moments, aways unforeseen, | become happy, most commonly when a hazard |
have opened some book of verse. Sometimes it is my own verse when, ingtead of discovering
new technicd flaws | read with dl the excitement of the first writing. Perhgps | am gtting in
some crowded restaurant, the open book besde me, or closed, my excitement having over-
brimmed the page. | look a the strangers near as if |1 had known them al my life, and it seems
strange that | cannot speak D them: everything fills me with affection, | have no longer any fears
or any needs; | do not even remember that this happy mood must come to an end. It seems as if



the vehicle had suddenly grown pure and far extended and s0 luminous that the images from
Anima Mundi, embodied there and drunk with that sweetness, would, like a country drunkard
who has thrown awigp into his own thaich, burn up time.

It may be an hour before the mood passes, but latterly | seem to understand that | enter upon it
the moment | cease to hate. | think the common condition of our life is hatred—I know that this
is 0 with me-irritation with public or private events or persons. There is no grest matter in
forgetfulness of sarvants, or the ddays of tradesmen, but how forgive the ill-breeding of Carlyle,
or the rhetoric of Swinburne, or that woman who murmurs over the dinner-table the opinion of
her dally paper? And only a week ago last Sunday, | hated the spaniel who disturbed a partridge
on her nedt, a trout who took my bait and yet broke away unhooked. The books say that our
happiness comes from the opposite of hate, but | am not certain, for we may love unhappily. And
plainly, when | have closed a book too girred to go on reading, and in those brief intense visons
of deep, | have something about me that, though it makes me love, is more like innocence. | am
in the place where the Daimon is, but | do not think he is with me until | begin to make a new
persondity, sdecting among those images, seeking dways to satify a hunger grown out of
concat with daly diet; and yet as | write the words ‘I sdect’ | am full of uncertainty, not
knowing when | am the finger, when the clay. Once, twenty years ago, | seemed to awake from
deep to find my body rigid, and to hear a strange \ice speaking these words through my lips as
through lips of stone: ‘We make an image of him who deeps, and it is not he who deeps, and we
cdl it Emmanud.’

XX

As | go up and down my dar and pass the gilded Moorish wedding-chest where | keep my
‘barbarous words,” | wonder will | take to them once more, for | am baffled by those voices that
gill spesk as to Odysseus but as the bats, or now that | shal in a little be growing old, to some
kind of ample piety like that of an old woman.



EPILOGUE

My dear ‘Maurice —I was often in France before you were born or when you were but a little
child. When | went for the fird or second time Mdlarmé had just written: ‘All our age is full of
the trembling of the vell of the Temple’ One met everywhere young men of letters who talked of
megic. A diginguished English man of letters asked me to cdl with him on Stanidas de Gaeta
because he did not dare go done to that myserious house. | met from time to time, with the
German poet Dauthendey, a grave Swede whom | only discovered after years to have been
Strindberg, then looking for the philosophers stone in a lodging near the Luxembourg; and one
day, in the chambers of Stuart Merill the poet, | spoke with a young Arabic scholar who
displayed a large, roughly-made gold ring which had grown to the shape of his finger. Its gold
had no hardening dloy, he sad, because it was made by his magter, a Jewish Rabbi, of
dchemicd gold. My criticdl mind—was it friend or enemy?—mocked, and yet | was delighted.
Paris was as legendary as Connacht. This new pride, that of the adept, was added to the pride of
the atig. Villiers de I'lde-Adam, the haughtiest of men, had but lately died. | had read his Axél
dowly and laborioudy as one reads a sacred book—my French was very bad—and had
gpplauded it upon the stage. As | could not follow the spoken words, |1 was not bored even when
Axd and the Commander discussed philosophy for a hdf-hour instead of beginning ther dud. If
| felt impatient it was only that they delayed the coming of the adept Janus, for | hoped to
recognise the moment when Axé cries ‘I know tha lamp, it was burning before Solomon’; or
that other when he cries: ‘ Asfor living, our servants will do that for us’

The movement of letters had been haughty even before Magic had touched it. Rimbaud had
sung: ‘Am | an old maid that | should fear the embrace of death? And everywhere in Paris and
in London young men boasted of the garret, and clamed to have no need of what the crowd
values.

Last summer you, who were a the age | was when first | heard of Mdlarmé and of Verlaine,
spoke much of the French poets young men and women read today. Claudel | dready somewhat
knew, but you read to me for the firg time from Jammes a didogue between a poet and a bird,
that made us cry, and a whole volume of Péguy’s Mystére de la Charité de Jeanne a Arc.
Nothing remained the same but the preoccupation with reigion, for these poets submitted
everything to the Pope, and al, even Claudd, a proud oratoricad man, affirmed that they saw the
world with the eyes of vine-dressers and charcoa-burners. It was no longer the soul, self-moving
and sdf-teaching-the magicd soul—but Mother France and Mother Church.

Have not my thoughts run through a like round, though | have not found my tradition in the
Catholic Church, which was not the Church of my childhood, but where the tradition is, as |
believe, more universal and more ancient?

W.B.Y.
May 11, 1917



