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PREFATORY NOTE

THE essays and lectures sdlected for this book express, though
not chronologicaly, various aspects of my thought on a matter
which has been central in my consciousness since boyhood—the
matter of the nature of the art-impulse in myself and others, and
its relationship to the individual and general life, thelatter including
the interactions of nations.

The book does not contain dl that |1 have written or spoken
on the subject. Work and Worship (1922) related the principle of
culture in human history with its specia demongtration in the arts
and their part in education. A Sudy in Synthesis (1934) put the
arts in their place as an essential sub-synthesis (the creative syn-
thesis) in the inclusive synthesis of human endowment; the others
being, the aspirational synthesis (rdigion), the contemplative
synthesis (philosophy), the observative synthesis (science), the
asociative  synthesis  (socid  civilisation), and the educationa
synthesis through which the others are approached.

The essays presented here are, however, mainly of later date
than the synthetical study. They have, | would hope, not only
atained the increased clarity of expression that comes of increased
assurance in the contemplation of a subject, but have, | would dso
hope, an indication of the enlarged knowledge and deeper under-
standing that should, in the growth of a writer, pass beyond
emotiona enthusiasm, and its natural tendency to create congenia
arors, into the tested conviction in which thought and feeling
interact in mutually hel pful unanimity.

The title-chapter of the book, "The Faith of the Artist"
(that is to say, of dl atigts in dl forms of art), was written
by request as a paper for a conference on world-faiths held
in Madras. Strictly spesking the chapter is the climax of
the book if reed in reverse order, from the scholastic and
argumentative aspect of the subject, through the objective and
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practical, to the occult and spiritual. Chapter VI, "Individuality,
Nationality and Internationally in Art,” was delivered as one of a
course of three lectures under the Extension Department of the
Osmania University, Hyderabad, which published them as a
transaction, from which this chapter has been taken and dightly
modified for wider circulation. Chapter V11, " Practical Art,” was
given as a broadcast from the Madras Station of the All-India
Radio. Chapters X, XI, and X1, were delivered as athree-lecture
course under the Miller Foundation of the University of Madras.
The permission of those concerned to include the above-mentioned
chapters in this book is acknowledged with thanks. The other
chapters have appeared in magazines in India and America.

I am not without hope that a book of this kind, even in the
intensifying crisis of humanity's (shall | say inhumanity's ?) most
extensive and most destructive demonstration of the reverse of the
creative arts, may perform its own war-service, inconspicuous in
circumstances of mortal struggle for national existence and
cherished ideals, but of value (a value which | am convinced is
fundamental) in uncovering certain sections of the foundations on
which peace, when it comes, must, if it is to remain, be built.

JAMES H. COUSINS
The Nilgiris, India,
April 1941
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CHAPTER |

THE FAITH OF THE ARTIST

" Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, the
evidence of things not seen,” said Paul the Apostle in his
Epistle to the Hebrews (xi 1). A marginal note indicates
the flexibility of the trandation by giving the words
" ground or confidence" as alternatives for " substance."
The faith of the artist, therefore, according to this long
accepted definition of faith, isthe ground or confidence of
the things he hopes for in his artistic achievements.

In another Epistle, that to the Romans (viii 24-25),
the same Apostle lets us deeper into his thought in the
assertion that " we are saved by hope,"—the hope of
which faith is the substance; and he expresses the
spiritual dynamic of hope its perpetual pull on the aspira-
tion of | humamty towards something beyond the horizon
of |mmed|ate attainment, in the assertion that " hope that
is atained is not hope —which is the same tiling as
saying that when you have satisfied your hunger you
have losfthe spur of Being hungry. -

" These definitions are quoted not Smply as utterances
of accepted scriptural authority, but as notable expres-
sons of demonstrable truth. Apart from their valuein
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religious exposition, they are excellent psychology. They
bring into psychological unity the inward and outward
directions of one phase of the human psyche : faith, the
inner assurance, the substantial experiential ground, of
hope ; hope, the outward and visble movement towards
a desired end which is only truly attained when it is the
point of departure for " an end that aye recedes" as
George Meredith chants in his " Hymn to Colour."

In every action of life, small or great, faith and hope
are inextricably blended. We move towards a desired
end by means of coordinated activities that take their
separate and conjoint capabilities for granted : that ink
will continue to flow, paper to retain applied colour,
language to mean something, and the mind to shape and
order thought. These—and other matters like the reten-
tion of its more or less horizontal position by a table, and
of solidity by the earth—enter into the dynamic hope that
the writer of these words is exercising in the direction of
building out of symbols placed on paper an invishle
edifice of thought ; and not one edifice only, but many
replicas in minds that share the writer's hope, and rest
their hope on the faith-ground that sight will continue to
see, and understanding to understand. Our activities are
our hopes incarnate. ' We assume the validity and
continuity of a score of mysteries by faith, by the evidence
digilled from a myriad of forgotten experiences. Faith
and hope are the subjective and objective directions of
theintuition.

But hope is not exhausted in action. It is redemptive
in its effect. " For we are saved by hope" wrote the
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Apostle ; and by this salvation he meant any or al of
the interpretations of the salvaging processes on which
a million sermons have been preached—ultimate and
never-ending felicity in heaven ; escape from the damning
results of sn; deliverance of the soul from the bondage
of the body.

True action, action that is deliberate, action carried
forward through hope by faith, has within itsef the
capacity of distilling experience into a power that will
enable the real sdf of the individual to attain liberation.
This is precisaly the power that the wisdom of India
recognised as inherent in the highest form of human
action, that is, creative expression ; for it is set down in
the scripture of Hindu art known as the Vishnudhar-
mottaram that one of the functions of a work of art isto
enable the observer to attain liberation (moksha), the
liberation of the inner sdf from the allurements and
enslavements of its external capacities and their charac-
teristic desires.

Behind the liberating work of art—the artist's realised
hope based on his faith—stands the artist without whom
it could not exist. But it is necessary to consider what
manner of being an artist is, in order to understand the
faith of the artist—the ground or substance of his action
as an artist, not his creed, religious or aesthetical.

Inthe genera mind, out of which dictionaries are
compiled, an artist is a practitioner of any fine art. If
that were al, then the painters of certain pictures, and
the writers of certain books, and the producers of certain
talking-pictures, should be canonised as liberators of their
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felows from the bondage of their lower selves.  But they
are not so canonised, despite the large areas of news-
papers devoted to them. Last night's " stars’ will be
forgotten in the light of the stars of next week, because
the senses to which they appeal are not gifted with con-
tinuity or memory. These capacities belong to the spirit ;
and it is only spiritual achievement that can count on
canonisation and longevity.

To be a practitioner of an art is not necessarily to be
an artist, any more than to practise thinking isto be a
philosopher, or to practise speech is to be apoet. A
secondary dictionary definition—" one who makes his
craft a fine art"—is in fact the primary characteristic of
the artist : an individual who, whatever be the medium
of expresson of his hope, makes it the means of his own
sdvation, and inevitably of the salvation of others; that
IS, puts upon the gross exterior act the fine-art quality of
ennobling, purifying, and liberating beauty.

This is the type of art which the wise one of old in
India, referred to above, had in mind as a means to
liberation. But it implied the expression of an equal
quality in the artist himsalf ; and that quality was sought
in the Indian art canons (silpa sastras) to be evoked,
fixed, expanded, in the artist's own nature by an attitude
of reverence to his work, and of aspiration towards the
highest which called for the disciplining of the lower
powers of his endowment.

The reverence here spoken of is no sentimenta
solemnity regarded as the proper attitude towards a
theologica conception. Commendable as that attitude
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may be, it is inadequate. The artist's reverence arises
out of the redlisation, through the practice of his creative
caling, of the colossa weight of significance that rests as
lightly as the breast feathers of adove on the most in-
significant of acts; the realisation of the profound depths
of experience that justify themselves by supporting the
minute perfection of an instant's illumination or inspira-
tion, as the vast ocean supports the momentary perfection
of the microscopic foraminifera; the realisation, dso, that
the terms largeness and smallness are false in so far as
they suggest separateness. The ultimate realisation of
the creative artist is that his faith, which is another term
for illumination through experience, and hishope, whichis
a synonym for his creative activity, are not philosophical
or theological abstractions, but his personal, distinctive
participation in the Life that animates al lives.

An article of faith of the artiss whom the modern
spectacle of lost faith confronts, is that creative art is now
the only possble restorer of lost faith. A revival of
dogmatic religion will not effect the restoration, since
advancing knowledge has dug the theological ground from
under the feet of the man-in-the-street. The spread of
science or philosophy will not doit, for no partia re-
flection of reality either through observation or contempla-
tion aone can take the place of the living experience
of inner illumination and outer realisation. But creative
activity in the arts puts the whole nature of the artist in
vita touch with the wholeness of the universal life, not
with knowledge or thought only, which are derivatives of
life, but with life itsdf : coming, growth, subsidence.
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How far the non-artistic mind can recede from
the wholeness of life is seen in a statement made in
an aticle in a London magazine some short time
ago (1938) by one of the industrial leaders of England.
His reading of the significance of human history is this :
" From the dawn of history, dl human conflict and effort
can be traced to a desire for greater real or implied riches
that would provide greater comfort in the shape of better
food, better clothes, more easly cultivated land, or more
eadly obtained sensua satisfaction.”  The argument is
that this is the whole history of mankind, and the impli-
cation is that it is the kind of history man should go on
making.

Sr James Jeans, seeking with imagination among
cosmic mechanics for clues to the meaning of life by a
wider and deeper study than that of the externals of
history, has sad in his book, The Mysterious Universe,
that " the laws which nature obeys are less suggestive of
those which a machine obeys in its motion than of those
which a musician obeys in writing afugue or a poet in
composing a sonnet.” .

The mechanistic or non-artistic view of life, whose
recent passng the astronomer notes, arose from an inade-
guate response to life on the part of those who formulated
it ; a response of science that was rigidly scientific, there-
fore on the way to eror instead of truth ; for the full
significance of the sphere of truth cannot be encompassed
by any mere line upon its surface, however accurate it
may be as in science, or logicd asin philosophy. Religion
might have made a better show in front of science and
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philosophy (that is, rationalist philosophy), had it not
dlowed the same inadequacy to drive it into disagree-
ments. Religious disagreement, however emotionaly it
IS expressed, is mental in origin ; that is it arises out of
reactions that become fixations in consciousness, and
establishes and elaborates itself through the peculiar habit
of humanity of identifying statements or personifications
of truth with truth itself. No artist, least of all the Cosmic
Musician-Poet that Jeans visuaises, can look upon any
of his" creations” as hislast word. He livesin his next
word, or the word after the next. His musical or verbal
phrase is only made intelligible through the phrase that
follows it, as it itsdf was made intelligible through the
phrase that preceded it—and so on backwards, and so on
forwards.

But the movement of life, the movement that makes
fixity the great heresy, is not merely linear. Figured as
music, it has both harmony and harmonic overtones and
undertones. Figured as poetry it has these too, but it has
them as the codes of ideas, as sgnas of an understanding
and communication beyond the range of music, as music
is emotionally beyond the range of poetry.

Happily for religion, it has had the capacity—not
under inspiration of intellectual statement, for intellect
gives light, not fire, but of imagination directed towards
living embodiments of reality in the persons of its Founders
—of moving individuals to poetry ; and this art of poetry
can, if given full opportunity, save religion. The poetry
of the Bible is universally recognised. The recognition,
however, is not always due to a recognition of its intrinsic
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value. Poetry is largely regarded by " practical” indi-
viduals as " only poetry,” as an irresponsible, demi-official
play of imagination or sentiment, intellectually negligible,
useful for enjoyment but not for serious considera
tion, much less for application in the affairs of life.
But human life that separates itsdf from its origina
poetry, separates itself from a primordial function of the
universal life—creative expression—and becomes unpoeti-
cd, that is, disorderly, unbeautiful, self-destructive. Itis
in creative expresson that life fulfils itsdf in the present
and transmits itsdlf to the future. The efforts of statesmen
to find intellectual formulae on which to pivot national
and international action are destined by their own nature
to futility. They are blood-kindred to the literalism that,
applied by pro-religionists of the dogmatic kind to their
beliefs, has imprisoned, starved and depraved their faith,
and, applied from outside by unimaginative science or
rationalism, has caricatured and outcast religion.

The redemptive hope, whereof the Apostle spake,
lies in the emergence of an increasing number of artistically
sengitive individuals to whom the poetry of scripture will
signd its reality to their own reality, and evoke the creative
collaboration that is the essential condition of life. When
the scriptures of the world are treated imaginatively, not
historically (though their historical content cannot be
ignored), interpretatively, not doctrinaly (though the men-
tal formulation of reactions to reality cannot be displaced
while language perssts) ; when they are released from the
chains of literdism into the freedom of poetry, the self-
impoverishing and mutually destructive separations and
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exclusivenesses, which have made religion powerless in the
face of world-wide negation of its tenets, will disappear—
for imagination and interpretation are, like faith and hope,
the two ddes of one process ; imagination moving from
infinite essentids into finite locations ; interpretation rend-
ering the finite and apparently separate back into its
essentid and infinite unity.

Yet, if this be a vain hope ; if the separative de-
ments that human limitation has injected into religion are
destined to carry on their processes of dry-rot to ultimate
disintegration, they to whom poetry has reveaed its reality
may maintain composure in the assurance that, if al the
scriptures of the world were burnt or logt, the essentia
truths of life, which arethe essentia truthsof religion, could
be restored from the vision and utterance of the poets, the
great experiencers and expressors. It is not enough to live
life : any bivalve or vertebrate can do 0. The experience
of living, such as the great poets have known it, can only
attain the dignity and nobility of real Life when it be-
comes creatively artistic, deliberately and continually; can
only attain the opulence of " life more abundant” on
which ared civilisation can be founded, when it becomes
the hope-expression of the faith-inspiration.

There is a word of admonition to art itself, if it is not
to fasify the faith of the artist. Art, any art, will deny
itsdf the felicity and potency of inspiration so long as it cuts
itsdf off from the ascensive effort of spiritual aspiration, as
much of the art of the recent past in the western world
has done. And there is a word of great hope for religion
—that it has within itself, in the inspiration of its poetry
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and idea persondity, the possibility of taking its place as
the supreme creative art, and of imposing upon the stuff
of life the pattern and beauty and significance of man's
most uncompromising dreams and labours towards a per-
fection whose redlisation is the aim of his faith and the in-

spiration of his hope.



CHAPTER I

SOME UNRECOGNISED FORCES
IN POETICAL CREATION

THE publication in 1932 of the small book entitled " Song
and its Fountains" by the Irish poet AE marked an epoch
in the literature of personal testimony to experiencesin
poetical creation different from those usually meant by the
term inspiration. Now and again poets had confessed,
amost shamefacedly before a sceptica world, of happen-
ings associated with the intense phases of composition
that did not arise out of the usual interplay of idea and
feeling. But it remained, so far as my reading serves me,
for AE to make a detailed exposition of poetry as "or-
acles from the psyche" based on numerous super-psycho-
logicd experiences over many years on which he turned
the searchlight of a more than ordinarily informed and
perspicacious intellect.

During my sixteen years (1897-1913) of frequent con-
tact with AE in the development of the Irish literary and
dramatic revival and related nation-building movements,
and particularly in his revelations of his inner lifeto a
crcle of gpecid friends, | became aware that poetry to
him was not a fabrication but a reception. | was not



14 THE FAITH OF THE ARTIST

unprepared for such a discovery, as verses occasionaly
had come into my mind ready-made during my poetical
apprenticeship in Belfast before AE's first book of poems,
" Homeward : Songs by the Way," appeared (1894, the
same year as my own boyish first book was published),
and signalised the arrival of a new poet of avery different
order from those who then had the ear of the English-
reading public—Kipling, Davidson, Watson, and others.

My contacts with AE were frequent, and spiritually
intimate. He taught me mental concentration based on
Irish symbology through which something of the secret of
my own inner nature was opened to me before | became
familiar with Indian thought and disciplines. Yet some-
thing in me shrank from the disclosure to him of my
developing personal experience of alife beyond my own
and its relationship with poetical creation. | was deter-
mined not to be intimidated or artificially stimulated even
by obvious greatness in another. | was dso determined
not to allow mysef to become an echo and reflection of
AE in my art, but to stick to the formsin which | had
attained some degree of deftness, with such natural varia-
tion as my own capacity might initiate. My poetry might,
or might not, be "an ill-favoured thing,” but it would be
" mine own."

So aso, as it happened, would be my drama ; for
while AE put on the stage (1902) as one of the pioneering
plays of the then renascent dramain Ireland a version of
the legendary story of " Deirdre" in language that later
would have been cdled free verse, it fell to me to portray
the tragedy of the life of the fisher-folk of Belfast Lough
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in plain prose in a little drama, " The Racing Lug/' that
dropped into my mind out of the receptacle of memory,
but completely shaped by an inner creator whose skill in
drama was beyond my personal capacity. Shortly after-
wards | was asked to make a stage version in blank verse
of an Irish legend. During the composition of " The Sleep
of the King" the story was transformed somewhere
behind my executive imagination into an alegory of the
mind being caled away by its own inner nature from
attachment to external things.

Had | entered into collaboration with AE with no
dark line in its spectrum, my experience would certainly
have been other than it became ; perhaps more abundant
and affluent. But my realisation as time went on that the
growing evil in English poetry and the artsin general in the
world arose out of ignorance of the reality and spiritual
purpose of the impulse to art-creation has brought me to
the conviction that variety of independent experience of
the influences behind the arts, and declaration of such ex-
perience, are essentia to the proper placing of the arts
among the forces of life. Hence the confession that here
follows.

My serious study of the hinterland of art-creation
began when my wife and | settled down in 1903 to an
inquiry into the redlities of life in which her quickly dis-
covered psychic receptiveness and my growing imagina-
tive sendtiveness, and a mutual mental aertness and scru-
pulous veracity, became the joint vehicle of intimations
and experiences so far outside the normal possibilities of
our circumstances that we kept them mainly to ourselves*
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Psychica automatism was soon superseded by extended
sight and hearing, and by a sense at times of both internal
and external super-personality. Of the details of such
experiences | shall not here speak, as the present narra-
tion is concerned with poetical creation.

A preliminary attempt at passive but conscious
poetical mediumship had been made when my interest
in psychic matters was threatened with supersession by
the posshility of my undertaking the composition of an
opera-libretto for a rising young musician. Some super-
persona power intervened with an effort to dictate the
libretto to me through my partner, and thus save my time
and energy for other creative work. But the result was so
unpoetical that | broke the effort with my contrary will ;
and the disruption caused a temporary stoppage to both
psychical experiences and poetry. Of course the young
musician, later world-famous as Sr Hamilton Harty, con-
ductor and composer, knew nothing of these inner matters.

A second effort at writing for music repeated my
early experience of ready-made poetry, with its inference
of an " inner creator of poetry and myth,” as AE putsitin
his book. | was asked to write words to an Irish melody
by Signor Michele Esposito, then the chief musica
influence in Ireland, and my wife's master in her prac-
tical work for the degree of Bachelor of Music which she
had taken just before our marriage. He had harmonised
the melody to suit words already published along with it.
But a question of copyright in the poem had arisen, and
as the od melody was free from lega redtriction, he
turned to me as " a rising young poet" to make a new
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sat of words. The task proved too much for my capacity.
It might have been possble to put congruous words to a
plain melody ; but the composer's harmonisation of an
emotional sequence in three contrasted stanzas necessi-
tated a similar sequence in the words. | could not rise
to the complexities of the process, and gave it up. The
" inner creator," however, was not to be defeated by my
outer incapacity. Some months after | had finally aban-
doned the attempt, and my imagination had been occupi-
ed by other matters, the song appeared in my mind,
complete and perfectly congruous to the music, and with
a cdosdy knit scheme of consonance and assonance
outsde my skill but exactly fitting the spirit of the song.
The piece, " A Flail-Song," became an acceptable concert
item, and is included in the collected edition of my poetry.

My full experience of inner forces in poetical creation
began when my partner received super-personal instruc-
tions that | was to concentrate on the interpretation of
the Irish Mythos in verse. | had begun such a process
in " The Seep of the King." My experience of the inner
worlds had put a background of significance to the trans-
actions of the stage of life. My deepening study of
The Secret Doctrine by Helena Petrovna Blavatsky, and
related books, and the writings of Anna Bonus Kingsford,
had given me the equipment of thought and terminology.
My poetical technique had been applauded by good
critics. My crucia need was discrimination between the
Light of lights and the shadows cast by the Light.

My knowledge of the Irish myth-tales was as yet

small, and derived from English trandations from the
2
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Gadiic. In this respect | was no worse equipped than
AE and Yeats; and it is thinkable that liberation from
textual and linguistic specidisations left us freer than the
archaeologists to feel into the meanings of the stories. My
specid limitation was a want of imaginative inventiveness.
I could work on atheme but could not initiate one. On
the other hand my partner could receive in non-cerebral
script and by clairaudience, and occasionaly by vision,
not only dissertations on matters spiritual (which sill
remain in a lock-box), but symbolica narrations ; and
this capacity took the place of my lack. Two stories
relating to persons in the mythos were dictated to her as
material for me to work into poetry. Of the symbolical
truth of the stories 1 had no doubt : they formulated
cosmic and psychologica truths that aroused my intuition
and satisfied my reason. But the sense of artistic rectitude
(or was it egotism ?) that had held me from full intimacy
with AE again asserted itself. Something in me resented
my being turned into a poetical catspaw to draw symboli-
ca chestnuts from the embers of destruction. In such a
mood, poetry of any kind was impossible. Moreover, |
had grave doubts as to my ability to rise to the tremend-
ous matter of the stories. To play the fool in the cause
of folly breaks no bones; but to make a fool of oneself in
the pursuit of wisdom, while it may be heroic, is certaia
to be painful. And the income of an off ice-clerk, and
shortly of ajunior schoolmaster, did not augur publication
even at atime when literary reputations were being made
in Ireland on editions of 250 copies, printing paid by the
author.
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But again the " inner creator " was not idle. There
came a day when, apropos of nothing in my outer life,
the story of " The Going Forth of Dana" emerged in my
imagination with al the glow of self-creation, asif the
origind transcriber had been the deputy of my deeper

consciousness. | do not remember how long it took me
to write its 205 lines of blank verse. But | have avery
cleer memory of the curious double life that | lived

while doing so—going through my daily duties, and in the
totalling of a column of figures in my business office
suddenly finding lines in the back of my head as if they
had come through a funnel that opened outwards (per-
haps inwards) to some region of light ; discussing art or
philosophy, woman suffrage or Irish politics with some of
the eager young minds that had gathered round us for the
study of serious matters, and at the same time being
aware that poetical creation was going on behind my
executive mind, undirected by me, and that | would have
lines to write down afterwards.

One example of such experiences is this. Danais
the mother of the Irish Gods. | imagined her as the soul
of the Universe, destined to fall from her co-equality with
Dagda, the Lord of Life, and to return to her origina
state after laborious millennia as the redemptive power in
manifestation. She was tempted towards the outer life
by one who sowed seeds of flowersin her path. The
poem proceeds :

Straightway sprang to fullest bloom

Innumerable flowers. About Her feet
Violet and pansy trembled with delight
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At such great life. Across the farther fields
The hyacinth trailed like a faint blue mist;
While at the foot of heavy-fronded ferns

The cowdip's little rocket skyward shot

And earthward fell in throbbing yellow stars ;
And through the marigold's low-smouldering fire
The crimson tulip flickered like a flame.

My ordinary need for poetical composition has al-
ways been solitude, or at least stretches of immunity
from challenge to my supersensitive outer mind. The
above lines were made by some power behind my mind
while the latter was engaged in a discussion with meta-
physically-minded friends. This may not appear a matter
of much importance or removed from the usual experience
of composition in verse. But it will be seen in another
light when it is redlised, as | only realised some time after
the lines came to me, that the successon of the flowers
is in the order of the spectrum, an order imposed on the
lines without my conscious collaboration.

The other poem was " The Marriage of Lir and
Niav," which ran to 483 lines. Lir was, mythologically,
the God of the Sea. | saw him as the personification of
the positive mental side of the universal Life ; his sym-
bolical gem was the ruby. Niav was the inner aspect of
Lir, the Soul of things, " the pearl of great price” Their
marriage was the divine transaction of unifying the sub-
jective and objective aspects of consciousness. The
theme was nearer than the other to the psychologica
operations of humanity ; and it was possbly because of
this that the supernormal accompaniments of its trans-
lation into English poetry were more numerous and definite.
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Occasiondly, for example, | lost hope of being able
to complete the poem ; but | kept the feeling to mysdlf,
as | did not want to ruffle the placidity which my wife
and | had found necessary for the joint experimentsin
psychical technique in which we regularly engaged, and
in which my own inner moods, provided they remained
inner, did not appear to matter, my work being that of
helper, observer, recorder, and, in due time, transmitter.
On a certain evening, as we sat quietly side by side, |
became aware that my partner had become abstracted
from external consciousness. On awakening she told me
that she had been present at a birthday celebration of a
princess, perhaps an Irish Goddess, in a great pillared hall
where bards and harpers chanted and played ancient
music. She wondered why she had been shown this
picture. Then she heard a voice saying that this was to
be the next scene of the poem | was writing. She then
suspected that | was in difficulty, which | confessed ; and
the scene could not have been more suitable if | had
entirely imagined it myself. Indeed, the feeling was as
if 1 had done so, but some obstruction in my machinery
of reception had necessitated the conveyance of the pas-
sage to my executive mind by an alternative route. When
the poem was published in the volume " The Quest " in
1906, a London journal pointed out the similarity of the
idea of this passage to a passage in a book by Mabel
Cadllins (then unknown to me) and hazarded the idea that
plagiarism was not necessarily involved in such pardlels,
as they might be independent expressions of a common
inspiration.
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That the feeling of a super-conscious unity was not
merely fanciful was shown on another occasion during the
writing of the same poem. While my partner was prac-
tisng what she cadled " magnetic degp " in one room of
our Dublin home, I, in another, was writing lines that
gave me keen pleasure by their unexpected beauty and
symbolical truth. Lir was contemplating the spiritua
mystery of love which made him simultaneously more
and less than his desired bride :

Oh ! more, far more ;
For love is might, and of the eternities
That hinge upon this hour doth make a shell
To shut thee like a pearl within its heart.
Less ? Infinitely less; for al that was,
Of proud accomplishment or chanted fame,
Or jewelled tribute from my utmost ides,
Has through this flame of love passed into dust
To make but one poor ruby for thy brow.

I knew that the pearl was the Soul, and the ruby
the active Mind, and that the ultimate achievement of
the Mind was the transformation of its conquests into an
ornament fit for the Soul to wear—a truth whose practical
application would have solved the problems of the time,
as it would those of today ; and the redlisation of this
was my unuttered reply to criticism of wasting time on
ancient "unpractical" themes. 1 had completed the above
passage when | was called to the other room to record as
usual in shorthand what my partner had experienced while
out of the body. She was in a specially happy mood, as
she had something very specia to tel me. She had been
admitted to what she had come to regard as the place of
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the Irish Divinities. A Goddess (of whom she gave a
description agreeing with a description which | thought |
had imagined, and of which | had not told her) had ap-
proached her as she knelt in salutation, and told her to
rise and look into a casket which the Goddess carried in
her hands. The casket contained a pearl and a ruby.
The Goddess conveyed to the mind of the terrestrial
vigtor that the pearl was herself, Niav, and the ruby her
consort, Lir; and told her to tell this, on her return to
Narth, to me, and that | would understand. When | read
her my lines afterwards, she knew why | understood. The
experience enlarged to us the possibility of double, perhaps
multiple, reception from a common centre of creation
outsde the normal field of consciousness ; it dso had
bearings on simultaneous discovery, like that of Darwin
and Walace on the laws of evolution, and on the
recurrent phenomenon of ideas or emotions " in the air/*
Thirty and more years later | put the incident into the
poem " The Oracle" which became the title-piece of my
volume published in 1938.

It is natural to desire for such experiences some kind
of completely objective reinforcement. To oursalves
they were, so to speak, subjectively objective in that they
were beyond our initiative and control, and sometimes
contradicted and corrected our personal knowledge and
ideas, but operated within our own subjective area, and,
though convincing to ourselves through accumulated
experience and inference, were incapable of communi-
cation, much less demonstration, to others.  Even when
we had an occasond phenomenon, such as psychic
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instruction as to where to find a material object whose
existence was unknown to us, but which we actually
found, we could only rely on mental balance in going
through the experience, and veracity in recording and
occasionally telling it.

A professor of Psychology (this was thirty years ago)
explained the foregoing incident as " mind shadows.
A Professor of Education regarded aleged telepathy as
the result of a " nasa whisper." Sill, we were not
deterred ; and the accumulation of records of apportsin
the years between then and now will make the following
unexpected objective experience, with its bearing on the
topic of this chapter, less fantastical than it would have
been accounted when it happened.

| had reached a point dmost of desperation over the
apparent impossibility of ever finishing " Lir and Niav."
No concentration or relaxation would make it move. For
mental relief | went out to the wall of Dublin Bay round
the corner from our home, leaned my arms on the parapet,
and looked vaguely out over the water, then at full tide,
without aripple, " too full for sound and foam," but clearly
seen in the diffused light of a cloud-hidden moon. An
argument began in my head, perhaps a dramatisation
of (or by) my consciousness, yet with my executive
consciousness listening to it with the separate interest
experienced in dream. Something argued the stupidity
of my wasting time and mental energy in trying to
write a poem that | would never finish ; that, if finish-
ed, would never be published; that, if published, would
not be read, and, if read, would not be understood.
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Something rejoined that to bring spiritua vison into
poetry through an Irish myth was a work worth al
sacrifice and trouble. Then | asked, Where did | come
in, with mental agony, and time passing that might go to
work for improving my position in life? | was willing to
go on with the poem, but felt that |1 should be given some
encouragement and ratification more concrete than the
subjective signs that, however convincing at the time,
were likely to blur and fade.

Then | boldly addressed the Spirit of the Sea to the
effect that | believed that the world of waters was not
merely a matter of chemistry ; that it was created and
controlled not only by impersonal laws but by some kind
of personal Life; and that, since | was trying to express
its inner meaning in poetry, | should be given some sign.
Instantly | was splashed with water that tasted salt on
my lips. | looked for some explanatory movement in the
water, but there was none. There was nobody but myself
anywhere visible. There was no tangible agency to be
seen that could exert the energy necessary to lift a
quantity of water from the sea some eight feet be
low me and sprinkle it over me in large drops. |
went back to my home pondering, and let myself
quietly in with my latch-key. My wife heard me and
came to the hal-door, expressing surprise at my having
gone out at an unusual time, and at its having been
raining as she judged by the drops on my hat and
elsewhere. She made to remove the drops, but | told
her they were not raindrops, and must not be re-
moved, and that | would explain them later. | went
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to my quiet corner and wrote a series of the best lines
in the poem.

My experiences of a super-conscious creative centre
paraleled those of AE. With these there were, as 1 have
indicated, so