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This book by Irish author, poet, painter and nystic George WIlliam Russell, is a
set of transcendent essays on Celtic nysticism Known by his pen nane AE (which
is short for Aeon), Russell was friends with many other figures of the Celtic
renai ssance of the early 20th century, including Y.B. Yeats, and Janes Stephens.

The Candl e of Vision describes Russells' |um nous excursions into the
otherworl d, including clairvoyant and prophetic visions, precognition of Gnhostic
concepts, past-life and astral journeys, and, always, heightened awareness of
the beauty that pervades mundane reality. Russell describes encounters wi th what
today we would call UFGCs, and attenpts to construct a private Kabala based on an
intuitive reconstuction of a prinmal |anguage and al phabet. Lastly, he attenpts
to put a mystical gloss on the primeval Celtic pagan deities. Lovers of Celtic
lore and ecstatic nmystic literature will both find much to enjoy in this short
book.
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PREFACE

WHEN | amin my room | ooking upon the walls |I have painted | see there
reflections of the personal life, but when |I |ook through the wi ndows | see a

living nature and | andscapes not painted by hands. So, too, when | neditate |
feel in the images and thoughts which throng about me the reflections of
personality, but there are also windows in the soul through which can be seen
i mages created not by human but by the divine inmagination. | have tried
according to ny capacity to report about the divine order and to discrimnate
bet ween that which was sel f-begotten fantasy and that which came froma hi gher
sphere. These retrospects and

p. Xiv

meditations are the efforts of an artist and poet to relate his own vision to
the vision of the seers and witers of the sacred books, and to di scover what
el ement of truth lay in those inaginations.
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RETROSPECT

I HAD travelled all day and was tired, but | could not rest by the hearth in the
cottage on the hill. My heart was beating with too great an excitenment. After ny
year in the city | felt like a child who wi ckedly stays from hone through a | ong
day, and who returns frightened and penitent at nightfall, wondering whether it
will be received with forgiveness by its nother. Wuld the Mther of us al
receive ne again as one of her children? Wuld the winds with wandering voi ces,
be as before the evangelists of her love? O would | feel Iike an outcast anmid
the nmountains, the dark valleys and the shining | akes? | knew if benediction
came how it would come. | would sit anmpong the rocks with shut eyes, waiting
hunbly as one waits in the antechanbers of the mghty, and if the invisible ones
chose nme as conpani on they would begin with a soft breathing of their

i ntimaci es,

p. 2

creeping on me with shadowy affection Iike children who steal nigh to the bowed
head and suddenly whi sper fondness in the ear before it has even heard a
footfall. So | stole out of the cottage and over the dark ridges to the place of
rocks, and sat down, and |let the cool ness of the night chill and still the fiery



dust in the brain. | waited trenbling for the faintest touch, the shyest
breat hing of the Everlasting within nmy soul, the sign of reception and

forgiveness. | knew it would cone. | could not so desire what was not my own,
and what is our own we cannot |ose. Desire is hidden identity. The darkness drew
me heavenward. Fromthe hill the plains beneath slipped away grown vast and
vague, renpote and still. | seenmed alone with inmrensity, and there cane at |ast
that nmelting of the divine darkness into the life within me for which | prayed.
Yes, | still belonged, however hunbly, to the heavenly household. | was not
outcast. Still, though by a thread fine as that by which a spider hangs fromthe
rafters, my being was suspended fromthe habitations of eternity. | longed to

throw ny arnms about the hills, to neet with kisses the |lips of the seraph w nd.
| felt the gaiety of childhood springing up through weariness

p. 3

and age, for to come into contact with that which is eternally young is to have
that childhood of the spirit it nmust attain ere it can be noul ded by the
Magi ci an of the Beautiful and enter the House of Many Mansions.

I had not always this intimacy with nature. | never felt a light in childhood
whi ch faded in nmanhood into the common |ight of day, nor do |I believe that

chil dhood is any nearer than age to this being. If it were so what would the
spirit have to hope for after youth was gone? I was not conscious in ny boyhood
of any heaven lying about ne. | lived in the city, and the hills fromwhich aid
was to cone to ne were only a far flush of blue on the horizon. Yet | was drawn
to them and as years passed and | egs grew |l onger | came nearer and nearer unti
at last one day | found nyself on the green hillside. |I came to play with other
boys, but years were yet to pass before the faniliar places grew strange once
nore and the mountains dense with fiery forns and awful as Sinai

While the child is still inits nother's arnms it is nourished by her, yet it
does not know it is a nother which feeds it. It knows later in whose bosomit
has lain. As the nother nourishes the body so the Mghty

p. 4

[ par agraph conti nues] Mther nourishes the soul. Yet there are but few who pay
reverence where reverence is due, and that is because this benign deity is like
a nmot her who indul ges the fancies of her children. Wth sone she inparts life to
their own thoughts. O hers she endows with the vision of her own heart. Even of
these |l ast some love in silence, being afraid to speak of the nmajesty which
smled on them and others deceived think with pride: "This visionis nmy own."

I was like these last for a long tine. | was aged about sixteen or seventeen
years, when |, the slackest and |east ideal of boys, with nmy life already nade
dark by those desires of body and heart with which we so soon learn to taint our
yout h, becanme aware of a nysterious life quickening within nmy life. Looking back
I know not of anything in friendship, anything | had read, to call this forth.

It was, | thought, self-begotten. | began to be astonished with nyself, for,
wal ki ng al ong country roads, intense and passionate inaginations of another
worl d, of an interior nature began to overpower ne. They were |ike strangers who
suddenly enter a house, who brush aside the doorkeeper, and who will not be

deni ed. Soon | knew

p. 5



they were the rightful owners and heirs of the house of the body, and the

door keeper was only one who was for a tine in charge, who had neglected his
duty, and who had pretended to ownership. The boy who existed before was an
alien. He hid hinmself when the pilgrimof eternity took up his abode in the
dwel I'ing. Yet, whenever the true owner was absent, the sly creature reappeared
and boasted hinself as nmaster once nore.

That being froma distant country who took possession of the house began to
speak in a language difficult to translate. | was tornented by limtations of
under st andi ng. Sonewhere about ne | knew there were conrades who were speaking
to me, but | could not know what they said. As | wal ked in the evening down the
| anes scented by the honeysuckl e nmy senses were expectant of sonme unveiling

about to take place, | felt that beings were |ooking in upon nme out of the true
home of man. They seenmed to be saying to each other of us, "Soon they wll
awaken; soon they will cone to us again," and for a nonent | alnpst seened to

mx with their eternity. The tinted air glowed before me with intelligible
significance |ike a face, a voice. The visible world becane |like a tapestry
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bl own and stirred by winds behind it. If it would but raise for an instant

knew | would be in Paradise. Every formon that tapestry appeared to be the work
of gods. Every flower was a word, a thought. The grass was speech; the trees
were speech; the waters were speech; the wi nds were speech. They were the Arny
of the Voice marching on to conquest and domi nion over the spirit; and |
listened with ny whole being, and then these apparitions would fade away and |
woul d be the nmean and mi serabl e boy once nore. So might one have felt who had
been servant of the prophet, and had seen himgo up in the fiery chariot, and

the world had no nore light or certitude in it with that passing. | knew these
visitations for what they were and nanmed themtruly in nmy fantasy, for witing
then in the first verses of mine which still seemto ne to be poetry, | said of

the earth that we and all things were her dreans:

She is rapt in dreans divine.
As her clouds of beauty pass
On our glow ng hearts they shine,
Mrrored there as in a gl ass.

Earth, whose dreans are we and they,
Wth her deep heart's gladness fills
Al'l our human lips can say

O the dawn-fired singer trills.

p. 7

Yet such is human nature that | still felt vanity as if this vision was nine,
and | acted |ike one who cones across the treasure-house of a king, and spends
the treasure as if it were his own. W nay i ndeed have a personal w sdom but
spiritual vision is not to speak of as ours any nore than we can say at the
rising of the sun: "This glory is mne." By the sudden uprising of such vanities
in the mdst of vision | was often outcast, and found nyself in an instant |ike
those warriors of Irish | egend, who had cone upon a |ordly house and feasted
there and sl ept, and when they woke they were on the barren hillside, and the
Faed Fia was drawn about that |ordly house. Yet though the inagination
apprehended truly that this beauty was not nine, and hailed it by its heavenly



name, for sone years ny heart was proud, for as the beauty sank into nenory it
seened to beconme a personal possession, and | said "I imagined this" when
shoul d hunbly have said, "The curtain was a little lifted that | m ght see." But
the day was to cone when | could not deny the M ghty Mther the reverence due,
when | was indeed to know by what being | had been nourished, and to be nade
sweet and nad as a | over

p. 8
with the consciousness of her intermingling spirit.

The sages of old found that at the close of intense neditation their being was
drawn into union with that which they contenplated. Al desire tends to bring
about unity with the object adored, and this is no |l ess true of spiritual and
el emental than of bodily desire; and I, with ny inmagination nore and nore drawn
to adore an ideal nature, was tending to that vital contact in which what at
first was apprehended in fantasy woul d becone the nost real of all things. Wen
that certitude cane | felt as Dante might have felt after conceiving of Beatrice
close at his side and in the Happy Wirld, if, after believing it a dream half
hoping that it mght hereafter be a reality, that bel oved face before his

i magi nati on grew suddenly intense, vivid and splendidly shining, and he knew
beyond all doubt that her spirit was truly in that form and had descended to

dwell init, and would be with himfor evernore. So did | feel one warm sunmer
day lying idly on the hillside, not then thinking of anything but the sunlight,
and how sweet it was to drowse there, when, suddenly, | felt a fiery heart

throb, and knew it was personal and intinate,
p. 9

and started with every sense dilated and intent, and turned inwards, and | heard
first a music as of bells going away, away into that wondrous underl and whither.
as |l egend rel ates, the Danaan gods wi thdrew, and then the heart of the hills was
opened to ne, and | knew there was no hill for those who were there, and they
wer e unconsci ous of the ponderous nountain piled above the pal aces of light, and
the wi nds were sparkling and dianond clear, yet full of colour as an opal, as
they glittered through the valley, and | knew the CGol den Age was all about ne,
and it was we who had been blind to it but that it had never passed away from
the worl d.

p. 10

THE EARTH BREATH

AFTER t hat awakeni ng earth began nore and nore to bewitch me, and to lure ne to
her heart with honied entreaty. | could not escape fromit even in that busy

of fice where | sat during week-days with little heaps of paper nounting up
before me monment by frenzied nmonent. An interval of inactivity and I would be
aware of that sweet eternal presence overshadowing nme. | was an exile from
living nature but she yet visited ne. Her anbassadors were visions that made ne
part of thenselves. Through the hot foetid air of the gaslit room| could see
the feverish faces, the quick people flitting about, and hear the voices; and
then room faces and voices would be gone, and | would be living in the Mdther's
being in sone pure, renote. elemental region of hers. Instead of the dingy
office there would be a sky of rarest amethyst; a snow cold bl oom of

p. 11



cloud; high up in the divine wilderness, solitary, a star; all rapt, breathless

and still; rapt the seraph princes of wind and wave and fire, for it was the
hour when the King, an invisible presence, noved through Hi s dom ni ons and
Nat ure knew and was hushed at the presence of her Lord. Once, suddenly, | found

mysel f on sone renote plain or steppe, and heard unearthly chi mes pealing
passionately from| know not what far steeples. The earth-breath streamed from
the furrows to the gl owi ng heavens. Overhead the birds flew round and round
crying their inconprehensible cries, as if they were maddened, and knew not
where to nestle, and had dreans of sone nore enraptured rest in a. diviner hone.
I could see a ploughman lifting hinmself fromhis obscure toil and stand with |it
eyes as if he too had been fire-snmitten and was caught into heaven as | was, and
knew for that nonent he was a god. And then | would | apse out of vision and
ecstasy, and hear the voices, and see again through the quivering of the hot air

the feverish faces, and seemto nyself to be cast out of the spirit. I could
hardly bear after thinking of these things, for | felt | was trapped in sone
obscure hell. You, too, trapped with ne,

p. 12

dear kindly people, who never said a harsh word to the forgetful boy. You, too

I knew, had your revelations. | remenber one day how that clerk with winkled
face, blinking eyes and grizzly beard, who never seened. apart fromhis work, to
have interests other than his pipe and paper, surprised me by telling nme that
the previous mdnight he waked in his sleep, and sone self of himwas striding
to and fro in the nmoonlight in an avenue mghty with gigantic inmages; and that
dream sel f he had surprised had seened to hinmself unearthly in wi sdom and power.
What had he done to be so high in one sphere and so petty in another? Qhers |
could tell of, too, who had their nmonent of awe when the spirit nmade its ancient
claimon them But none were so happy or so unhappy as | was. | was happy at

ti mes because the divine world which had neant nothing to my chil dhood was
becoming a reality to manhood: and | knew it was not a dream for conrades in

vi sion soon cane to ne. they who could see as | saw, and hear as | heard, and
there were sonme who had gone deeper into that being than | have ever travelled

I was nore mserable than ny work-a-day conpani ons, because the

p. 13

very intensity of vision nade the recoil nore unendurable. It was an agony of
darkness and oblivion, wherein | seened |ike those who in nightnare are buried
in caverns so deep beneath the roots of the world that there is no hope of
escape, for the way out is unknown, and the way to themis forgotten by those
who walk in light. In those black hours the universe, a gigantic presence,
seened at war with ne. | was condemmed, | thought, to be this speck of minute
life because of sone sin committed in renpte ages, | and those with nme. W were
all lost children of the stars. Everything that suggested our high origina
being, a shaft of glory fromthe far fire in the heavens spearing the gl oom of
the office, the blue twlight deepening through the panes until it was rich with
starry dust, the sunny clouds careering high over the city, these things would
stir pangs of painful renmenbrance and ny eyes woul d suddenly grow blind and wet.
Sometinmes, too, | would rebel and plot in ny obscurity, and renenber nonents
when the will in ne seened to be a titanic power, and ny spirit would brood upon
ways of escape and ascent to its native regions, as those fallen angels in
MIlton's trenendous

p. 14
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narrative rose up fromtorture, and conspired to tear the throne fromH m And
then all that would appear to nme to be futile as a speck of dust trying to stay
itsel f against the typhoon, and the | ast door would close upon ne and | eave ne
nmor e hopel ess than before.

p. 15

THE SLAVE OF THE LAMWP

BECAUSE | was a creature of many imagi nings and of rapid alternations of npod
out of all that there came to nme assurance of a truth, of all truths nost
inspiring to one in despair in the Iron Age and | ost am d the under grow hs of
being. | becane aware of a swift echo or response to ny own npods in

ci rcunmstance whi ch had seened hitherto imutable in its indifference. |I found
every intense imgi nation, every new adventure of the intellect endowed with
magneti c power to attract to it its own kin. WIIl and desire were as the
enchanter's wand of fable, and they drew to thenselves their own affinities.
Around a pure atomof crystal all the atons of the elenent in solution gather,
and in |ike manner one person after another emerged out of the nass, betraying
their close affinity to nmy noods as they were engendered. | net these people
seenmingly by accident along is

p. 16

country roads, or | entered into conversation with strangers and found they were
intimates of the spirit. | could prophesy fromthe uprising of new noods in
mysel f that |, w thout search, would soon neet people of a certain character

and so | nmet them Even inaninmate things were under the sway of these
affinities. They yielded up to ne what they had specially for ny eyes. | have

gl anced in passing at a book |left open by some one in a library, and the words
first seen thrilled nme, for they confirned a know edge lately attained in
vision. At another tine a book taken down idly froma shelf opened at a sentence
quoted from a Upani shad, scriptures then to ne unknown, and this sent ny heart
flying eastwards because it was the answer to a spiritual problem | had been
broodi ng over an hour before. It was hardly a week after ny first awakeni ng that
I began to neet those who were to be ny lifelong conrades on the quest, and who

were, like myself, in a boyhood troubled by the spirit. | had just attenpted to
wite in verse when | nmet a boy whose voi ce was soon to be the npbst beautifu
voice in Irish literature. | sought none of these out because | had heard of

them and surm sed a kinship. The concurrence of our
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personalities seened nysterious and controlled by sone | aw of spiritual
gravitation, like that which in the chenmi stry of nature nakes one nolecule fly
to another. | renenber the exultation with which |I realised about life that, as
Heraclitus has said, it was in a flux. and that in all its flow ngs there was
meani ng and law, that | could not |ose what was my own; | need not seek, for

what was ny own would cone to ne; if any passed it was because they were no

|l onger mne. One buried in a dungeon for many years could not have hail ed
sunshine, the sweet-snelling earth, and the long hidden infinitude of the skies
nmore joyously than | the nmelting of that which had seenmed inmutable. It is those
who live and grow swiftly, and who continually conpare what is w thout with what
is within, who have this certainty. Those who do not change see no change and
recogni se no law. He who has followed even in secrecy many lights of the spirit
can see one by one the answering torches gl eam Wen | was nade certain about
this | accepted what befell with resignation. | knew that all | nmet was part of
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mysel f and that what | could not conprehend was related by affinity to sone yet
unrealised forces in nmy being. W have within us the Lanp of

p. 18
the Wirld; and Nature, the genie, is Slave of the Lanp, and nust fashion life

about us as we fashion it within ourselves. Wat we are al one has power. W nay
give up the outward personal struggle and anbition, and if we leave all to the

Law all that is rightly ours will be paid. Man becones truly the Supernan when
he has this proud consciousness. No nmatter where he nmay be, in what seeni ng
obscurity, he is still the King, still nmaster of his fate, and circunstance
reels about himor is still as he, in the solitude of his spirit, is mghty or

is hunble. W are indeed nost miserable when we dream we have no power over
circunstance, and | account it the highest wisdomto know this of the living
universe that there is no destiny in it other than that we nake for oursel ves.
How the spirit is kindled, howit feels its power, when, outwardly quiet, it can
see the coming and going of life, as it dilates within itself or is still! Then
do we nove in mracle and wonder. Then does the universe appear to us as it did
to the Indian sage who said that to himwho was perfect in neditation all rivers
were sacred as the Ganges and all speech was holy.

p. 19

MEDI TATI ON

THERE is no personal virtue in nme other than this that | followed a path all nmay
travel but on which few do journey. It is a path within ourselves where the feet
first falter in shadow and darkness but which is |ater made gay by heavenly
light. As one who has travelled a little on that way and who has had sone far-
of f vision of the Many-Coloured Land, if | tell what |I know, and how | came to
see nost clearly, | may give hope to those who would fain believe in that world
the seers spake of, but who cannot understand the | anguage witten by those who
had seen that beauty of old, or who may have thought the ancient scriptures but
a record of extravagant desires. None need special gifts or genius. Gfts! There
are no gifts. For all that is ours we have paid the price. There is nothing we
aspire to for which we cannot barter sone spiritual nerchandi se of our own.

Geni us!

p. 20

[ paragraph continues] There is no stinting of this by the Keeper of the Treasure
House. It is not bestowed but is won. Yon man of heavy soul might if he willed
play on the Iyre of Apollo, that drunkard be god-intoxicated. Powers are not

best owed by caprice on any. The formul ae the chemi st illustrates, making
exposition before his students, are not nore certainly verifiable than the
formul ae of that al chemy by which what is gross in us may be transnuted into
ethereal fires. Qur religions make prom ses to be fulfilled beyond the grave
because they have no knowl edge now to be put to the test, but the ancients spake
of a divine vision to be attained while we are yet in the body. The religion

whi ch does not cry out: "I amto-day verifiable as that water wets or that fire
burns. Test me that ye can becone as gods." Mstrust it. Its nessengers are
prophets of the darkness. As we sink deeper into the Iron Age we are net by the
m ghty devils of state and enpire lurking in the abyss, clainng the soul for
their owmn, nmoulding it to their imge, to be verily their own creature and not
heaven's. W need a power in ourselves that can confront these m ghty powers.
Though | amblind | have had nonents of sight. Though |I have sinned | have been
on
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the path. Though | amfeeble | have seen the way to power. | sought out ways to
meke nore securely nmy own those nmagical lights that dawned and faded within ne.
I wished to evoke themat will and be master of my vision, and | was taught to

do this which is as old as human life. Day after day, at tines where none m ght
interfere, and where none through |ove or other cause were allowed to interfere,
| set nyself to attain nastery over the will. | would choose sone nental object.
an abstraction of form and strive to hold my mind fixed on it in unwavering
concentration, so that not for a noment, not for an instant, would the
concentration slacken. It is an exercise this, a training for higher adventures
of the soul. It is no light |abour. The ploughman's, cleaving the furrows, is
easier by far. Five minutes of this effort will at first |eave us trenbling as
at the close of a |l aborious day. It is then we realise howlittle of l|ife has
been our own, and how nuch a response to sensation. a drifting on the tide of
desire. The rumour of revolt, the spirit would escape its thraldom runs through
the body. Enmpires do not send |l egions so swiftly to frustrate revolt as all that
is mortal in us

p. 22

hurries along nerve, artery, and every highway of the body to beset the soul

The beautiful face of one we love. nore alluring than life, glows before us to
enchant us fromour task. Od sins, enmties, vanities and desires bel eaguer and
beseech us. If we do not heed themthen they change, they seemto be with us,
they open up vistas of all we and they will do, when this new power we strive
for is attained. If we are tenpted down that vista we find with shame after an
hour of vain musing that we were lured away, had deserted our task and forgotten
that stern fixity of the will we set out to achieve. Let us persevere in our
daily ritual and the turnmoil increases; our whole being becones vitalised, the
bad as well as the good. The heat of this fervent concentration acts like fire
under a pot, and everything in our being boils up madly. W | earn our own

hi therto unknown character. W did not know we could feel such fierce desires,
never i magi ned such passionate ennities as now awaken. W have created in
ourselves a centre of power and grow real to ourselves. It is dangerous, too,
for we have flung ourselves into the eternal conflict between spirit and matter,
and find ourselves where the battle is

p. 23

hottest, where the foenen are locked in a death struggle. We are in grips with
m ghtier powers than we had before conceived of What man is there who thinks he
has self-control? He stands in the shallow waters, nor has gone into the great
deep, nor been tossed at the mercy of the waves. Let himrouse the arcane powers

in himself, and he will feel |ike one who has |let |oose the aval anche. None
woul d live through that turnoil if the will were the only power in ourselves we
could invoke, for the will is neither good nor bad but is power only, and it

vitalises good or bad indifferently. If that were all our |abour would bring us,
not closer to divine being, but only to a dilation of the personality. But the
anci ents who taught us to gain this intensity taught it but as prelinmnary to a
medi tati on which would not waver and would be full of power. The neditation they
urged on us has been expl ained as "the inexpressi ble yearning of the inner man
to go out into the infinite." But that Infinite we would enter is living. It is
the ultimte being of us. Meditation is a fiery brooding on that mgjestica

Self. We inmagine ourselves into Its vastness. W concei ve ourselves as mrroring
Its infinitudes,
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as noving in all things, as living in all beings, in earth, water, air, fire,
adher. W try to know as It knows, to live as It lives, to be conpassionate as
It is conpassionate. W equal ourselves to It that we nay understand It and
beconme It. W do not kneel to It as slaves, but as Children of the King we lift
ourselves up to that dory, and affirmto ourselves that we are what we i magi ne
"What a man thinks, that he is: that is the old secret,"” said the wise. W have
i magi ned ourselves into this pitiful dreamof |ife. By inmagination and will we
re-enter true being, becom ng that we conceive of. On that path of fiery
brooding | entered. At first all was stupor. | felt as one who steps out of day
into the colourless night of a cavern, and that was because | had suddenly
reversed the habitual motions of life. We live normally seeing through the eyes,
heari ng through the ears, stirred by the senses, noved by bodily powers, and
recei ving only such spiritual know edge as nay pass through a nonmentary purity
of our being. On the nystic path we create our own light, and at first we
struggle blind and baffl ed, seeing nothing, hearing nothing, unable to think,
unabl e to i magi ne. W seem deserted by dream vision or inspiration,
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and our nmeditation barren altogether. But |et us persist through weeks or

mont hs, and sooner or |ater that stupor disappears. Qur faculties readjust

t hensel ves, and do the work we will themto do. Never did they do their work so
wel |l . The dark caverns of the brain begin to grow | unmi nous. W are creating our
own light. By heat of will and aspiration we are transnuting what is gross in
the subtle a hers through which the mi nd works. As the dark bar of netal begins
to glow, at first redly, and then at white heat, or as ice nelts and is
alternately fluid, vapour, gas, and at |ast a radiant energy, so do these & hers
becorme purified and al chemi cally changed into | um nous essences, and they nake a
new vesture for the soul, and link us to md-world or heavenward where they too
have their true hone. How quick the mind is now How vivid is the imgination!
W are lifted above the tunult of the body. The heat of the bl ood di sappears

bel ow us. We draw ni gher to ourselves. The heart |ongs for the hour of
nmeditation and hurries to it; and, when it cones, we rise within ourselves as a
diver too long under seas rises to breathe the air, to see the light. W have

p. 26

i nvoked the God and we are answered according to old prom se. As our aspiration
so is our inspiration. W imagine It as Love and what a |ove enfolds us. W
conceive of It as Mght and we take power fromthat Majesty. W dreamof It as
Beauty and the Magician of the Beautiful appears everywhere at Its mracul ous
art, and the nultitudi nous |lovely creatures of Its thought are busy noul di ng
nature and life in their inmage, and all are hurrying, hurrying to the Col den
Worl d. This vision brings its owm proof to the spirit, but words cannot declare
or explain it. W nmust go back to lower |evels and turn to that which has form
fromthat which is bodiless
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THE MANY- COLOURED LAND

I HAVE al ways been curious about the psychol ogy of ny own vision as desirous of
inparting it, and I wish in this book to relate the efforts of an artist and
poet to discover what truth lay in his own imaginations. | have brooded | onger
over the nature of imagination than | have lingered over the canvas where
tried to rebuild my vision. Spiritual noods are difficult to express and cannot



be argued over, but the workings of imagination may well be spoken of, and need
preci se and nminute investigation. | surmse fromny reading of the psychol ogists
who treat of this that they thensel ves were without this faculty and spoke of it
as blind nen who would fain draw al though wi thout vision. W are overcone when
we read Pronet heus Unbound, but who, as he reads, flings off the enchantnment to
ponder in what state was the soul of Shelley in that ecstasy of swift
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creation. Who has questioned the artist to whomthe forns of his thought are
vivid as the fornms of nature? Artist and poet have rarely been curious about the
processes of their own minds. Yet it is reasonable to assunme that the highest
ecstasy and vision are conditioned by |law and attainable by all, and this m ght
be argued as of nore inportance even than the nessage of the seers. | attribute
to that unwavering nmeditation and fiery concentration of will a grow ng

| um nousness in ny brain as if | had unsealed in the body a fountain of interior
light. Normally we close our eyes on a cloudy gloomthrough which vague forns
struggle sonetines into definiteness. But the |lum nous quality gradually becane
normal in me, and at times in neditation there broke in on nme an al nost
intolerable lustre of light, pure and shining faces, dazzling processions of
figures, nobst ancient, ancient places and peoples, and | andscapes |ovely as the
| ost Eden. These appeared at first to have no nore relation to nyself than

i mges froma street without one sees reflected in a glass; but at tines

medi tation prolonged itself into spheres which were radiant with actuality.
Once, drawn by sone inner inpulse to neditate at an unusual hour, | found quick
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oblivion of the body. The bl ood and heat of the brain ebbed fromne as an island
fades in the msts behind a swift vessel fleeting into light. The ways were open
within. | rose through nyself and suddenly felt as if | had awakened from dream
VWhere was |? In what city? Here were hills crowned with glittering tenples, and
the ways, so far as | could see, were thronged with nost beautiful people,
swayi ng as if shaken by sone ecstasy running through all as if the Dark Hi dden
Fat her was breathing rapturous life within His children. Did | wear to them an
aspect like their own? Was | visible to themas a new-coner in their |and of
lovely light? | could not know, but those nigh me flowed towards nme with
outstretched hands. | saw eyes with a beautiful flame of |ove in them | ooking
into mne. But | could stay no | onger for sonething bel ow drew me down and | was
again an exile fromlight.

There canme through neditation a nore powerful orientation of nmy being as if to a
hi dden sun, and ny thoughts turned nore and nore to the spiritual |ife of Earth.
Al'l the needles of being pointed to it. | felt instinctively that all | sawin
vision was part of the life of Earth which is a court where there
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are many starry pal aces. There the Planetary Spirit was King, and that Spirit
mani festing through the substance of Earth, the Mghty Mdther, was, | felt, the
being | groped after as God. The love | had for nature as garnent of that deity
grew deeper. That which was my own cane to ne as it conmes to all nen. That which
claimed me drewnme to itself. | had ny days and nights of freedom How often did
I start in the sunshine of a Sabbath norning, setting ny face to the hills,
feeling somewhat uncertain as a | over who draws nigh to a beauty he adores, who
sonmetimes will yield everything to himand sometines is silent and will only
endure his presence. | did not know what would happen to ne, but | was al ways
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expectant, and wal ked up to the nountains as to the throne of God. Step by step
there fell fromme the passions and fears of the week-day, until, as | reached
the hillside and lay on the grassy slope with shut eyes, | was bare of all but
desire for the Eternal. | was once nore the child close to the Mdther. She
rewarded me by lifting for me a little the veil which hides her true face. To
those hi gh souls who know their kinship the veil is |ifted, her face is
reveal ed, and her face is like a bride's. Petty as was ny
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everyday life, with the fears and timdities which abnornal sensitiveness
begets, in those nmonments of vision | understood instinctively the high nood they
must keep who would wal k with the highest; and who with that divine face
glinmering before himcould do aught but adore!

There is an instinct which stills the Iips which woul d speak of nysteries whose
day for revel ation has not drawn nigh. The little |I know of these | shall not
speak of It is always |awful to speak of that higher wi sdom which relates our
spiritual being to that nultitudinous unity which is God and Nature and Man. The
only justification for speech fromme, rather than from ot hers whose know edge
is nmore profound, is that the matching of words to thoughts is an art | have
practised more. What | say nmay convey nore of truth, as the skilled artist,
painting a scene which he views for the first time, may yet suggest nore beauty
and enchant ment than the habitual dweller, unskilled in art, who may yet know
the valley he loves so intimately that he could walk blindfold fromend to end

I do not wish to wite a book of wonders, but rather to bring thought back to
t hat Bei ng

p. 32
whom t he anci ent seers worshi pped as Deity. | believe that nost of what was said
of God was in reality said of that Spirit whose body is Earth. | nust in sone

fashion indicate the nature of the visions which led ne to believe with Plato
that the earth is not at all what the geographers suppose it to be, and that we
live like frogs at the bottom of a marsh know ng nothing of that Mny- Col oured
Earth which is superior to this we know, yet related to it as soul to body. On

t hat Many- Col oured Earth, he tells us, live a divine folk, and there are tenples
wherein the gods do truly dwell, and I wi sh to convey, so far as words nay, how
some apparitions of that ancient beauty cane to ne in wood or on hillside or by
the shores of the western sea.

Sonmetinmes lying on the hillside with the eyes of the body shut as in sleep |
could see valleys and hills, lustrous as a jewel, where all was self-shining
the colours brighter and purer, yet nmaking a softer harnmony together than the
colours of the world | know. The wi nds sparkled as they blew hither and thither,
yet far distances were clear through that glowing air. Wiat was far off was
preci se as what was near, and the will to see hurried
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me to what | desired. There, too, in that land | saw fountains as of |um nous
m st jetting fromsone hidden heart of power, and shining folk who passed into
those fountains inhaled themand drew life fromthe nagical air. They were, |
believe, those who in the ancient world gave birth to | egends of nynph and
dryad. Their perfectness was |like the perfectness of a flower, a beauty which
had never, it seened, been broken by act of the individualised will which with
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us makes possi ble a choice between good and evil, and the marring of the nould
of natural beauty. Mre beautiful than we they yet seenmed | ess than human, and |
surmised | had nore thoughts in a nonent than they through many of their days.
Sometinmes | wondered had they individualised life at all, for they noved as if
in sone orchestration of their being. If one | ooked up, all |ooked up. If one
moved to breathe the magical airs fromthe fountains, many bent in rhythm
wondered were their thoughts all another's. one who lived within them guardian
or oversoul to their tribe?

Li ke these were nmy first visions of supernature, not spiritual nor of any high
import, not in any way so high as those transcendenta
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nmoments of awe, when al nbst without vision the Divine Darkness seened to breathe
within the spirit. But | was curious about these forns, and often |ured away by
them fromthe highest neditation; for I was dazzled |like a child who escapes
froma dark alley in one of our cities of great sorrow where its |ife has been
spent, and who cones for the first time upon some rich garden beyond the city
where the air is weighted with scent of lilac or rose, and the eyes are nmade gay
wi th col our. Such a beauty begins to glow on us as we journey towards Deity,
even as earth grows brighter as we journey fromthe gloony pole to | ands of the
sun; and | would cry out to our hunmanity, sinking deeper into the Iron Age, that
the Golden Wrld is all about us and that beauty is open to all, and none are
shut out fromit who will turn to it and seek for it.

As the will grew nore intense, the longing for the ancestral self nore
passionate, there cane glinpses of nore rapturous life in the being of Earth.
Once | lay on the sand dunes by the western sea. The air seened filled with
mel ody. The notion of the wind nade a conti nuous nusical vibration. Now

p. 35

and then the silvery sound of bells broke on my ear. | saw nothing for a tine.
Then there was an intensity of light before ny eyes like the flashing of
sunlight through a crystal. It wi dened like the opening of a gate and | saw the

light was streanming fromthe heart of a glowing figure. Its body was pervaded
with light as if sunfire rather than blood ran through its linmbs. Light streans
flowed fromit. It noved over ne along the winds, carrying a harp, and there was
a circling of golden hair that swept across the strings. Birds flew about it,
and over the brows was a fiery plunage as of wings of outspread flame. On the
face was an ecstasy of beauty and i mortal youth. There were others, a lordly
folk, and they passed by on the wind as if they knew ne not or the earth I lived
on. Wien | cane back to nyself ny own world seermed grey and devoid of |ight

t hough the sumrer sun was hot upon the sands.

One other vision | will tell because it bears on things the ancients taught us,
and on what | have to wite in later pages. Wiere | sawthis | will not say.
There was a hall vaster than any cathedral, with pillars that seenmed built out
of living and trenbling
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opal, or fromsonme starry substances which shone with every col our, the colours
of eve and dawn. A golden air glowed in this place, and high between the pillars
were thrones which faded, glow by glow, to the end of the vast hall. On them sat
the Divine Kings. They were fire-crested. | saw the crest of the dragon on one,



and there was another plumed with brilliant fires that jetted forth |ike
feathers of flane. They sat shining and starlike, nute as statues, nore col ossa
than Egyptian i mages of their gods, and at the end of the hall was a higher
throne on which sat one greater than the rest. A light like the sun gl owed

behind him Below on the floor of the hall lay a dark figure as if in trance,
and two of the Divine Kings nmade notions with their hands about it over head and
body. | saw where their hands waved how sparkles of fire |like the flashing of
jewel s broke out. There rose out of that dark body a figure as tall, as

glorious, as shining as those seated on the thrones. As he woke to the hall he
became aware of his divine kin, and he lifted up his hands in greeting. He had
returned fromhis pilgrinmge through darkness, but now an initiate, a naster in
the heavenly guild. While he gazed on
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themthe tall golden figures fromtheir thrones | eaped up, they too with hands

uplifted in greeting, and they passed fromne and faded swiftly in the great
gl ory behind the throne.
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ANALYTI C

BEFORE | may wite nmore of that supernature which rises) a tower of heaven,
above the depths where we nove, | know | must try to solve sone of the doubts
and perplexities which come to nost who hear of things they have not heard or
seen for their own part. They will say, "You are an artist and have pai nted such

things. W know you have inmagi nati on which creates inmages vividly. You are a
poet, and it is the art of your tribe to gild for us the thoughts you have, the
enotions you feel, so that what noods are common with us you attire richly till
they wal k Iike kings. But what certainty have you that it is not all fancy, and
the visions you speak of were not born in the cloudy hollows of your brain, and
are not glorified nmenories of things you have first seen with the sensual eye
and which were afterwards refashioned in menory? What certitude have you that
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these things you speak of are in any way related to a real world invisible to
our eyes?" To solve these doubts | nmust not fall back on authority, or appea

for trust. It will avail nothing to say that others have seen such things and
have with ne | ooked upon them we speaking of themtogether as people who see
the sane scene, who refer as they speak to rocks, waters and trees, know ng
these are a common vision. It would be true if | said this, but it would avai

me nothing in ny desire that you should go hopefully on the way | woul d have you
journey. On that path, as an ancient scripture says, to whatsoever place one
woul d travel that place one's own self becones, and | nust try first to uproot
fal se i deas about nenory, inagination and vision so that by pure reason people
may be led out of error and be able to distinguish between that which arises in
t hemsel ves and that which comes otherwi se and which we surmise is a visitor from

a far country. | too in boyhood had the idea so comonly held that the pictures
of imagination are old nmenories refashioned. | first doubted this as a child
when, lying on ny bed, there cane a sudden illum nation of my brain, and

pi ctures noved before ny inner eyes like the coloured
p. 40

nmoving pictures we see in the theatre. | saw, | renmenber, a sunlit hillside
whi ch seened close to nme. There were huge grey boul ders strewn about. Beyond
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this hill-slope | could see far distant nmountains, pale blue through the
sparkling air. Wiile | |ooked, giants in brazen arnmour clanmbered swiftly up the
hill side, sw nging clubs which had spi ked balls of brass held by a chain at the
end. They glittered in the sun as they ran up and past ne. Mdtion, |ight,

shadow, col our were perfect as things seen passing before the physical eyes.
Then the illumnation in ny brain ceased, the picture vani shed, and | was
startled, for | had seen no hillside Iike that. no distant nmountains, no giants
in brazen arnmour in picture or theatre, and | began a specul ati on whi ch soon
ended because chil dhood keeps no prolonged neditation. | may take this as a type
of vision comopn to nost people. Either when they sit in darkness, or with

cl osed eyes, or as they drift into sleep or awaken from sl eep, they pass through
strange cities, float in the air, roamthrough woods, have adventures with
peopl e who are not the people they neet every day. There is nothing uncommon
about such visions. It is in the interpretation of themthat error
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arises. People pass themby too easily saying, "It is inmagination," as if

i magi nati on were as easily explained as a problemin Euclid, and was not a
mystery, and as if every noving picture in the brain did not need such mnute

i nvestigation as Darwin gave to earthwornms. | was asked to believe that giants,
armour, hillside and sunny distance so appeared in nmy brain because | had seen
men who m ght be enlarged to giants, pictures of arnour with which they could be
clothed by fancy, brass with which the armour coul d be col oured. Any rocks m ght
be multiplied and enlarged fromnenory by inmagination to forma hillside, and
any sky of sunny blue would nake ny distance. How plausible for a second | How
unt hi nkabl e after a nonentary consideration! | know | could hardly, if you gave
me a hundred thousand pictures of heads, by cutting themup and pasting them
toget her, nmake a fresh face which woul d appear authentic in its tints and
shadows, and it would be a work of infinite |abour. But these faces of vision

are not still. They nove. They have |life and expression. The sunlight casts

aut henti ¢ novi ng shadows on the ground. What is it conbines with such mracul ous
skill the things seen, taking a tint here, a fragnent of
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formthere, which uses the colours and forns of nmenory as a palette to paint
such nmasterpi eces? It has been said, "Every nman is a Shakespeare in his dreans."
The dreaner of |andscape is nore than a Turner, because he nakes his trees to
bend before the wind and his clouds to fleet across the sky. The waking brain
does not do this. It is unconscious of creation. To say we refashion nenories is
to surmi se in the subconscious nature a marvellous artist, to whomall that we
have ever seen with the physical eyes is present at once, and as clay in the
hands of a divine potter, and it is such swift creation too that it rivals the
works of the Lord. Well, | amnot one of those who deny that the Ki ngdom of
Heaven is within us or that the King is also in H's Heaven. W need not deny
that and yet hold that vision comes otherw se. Nor can be it denied that vision
is often so radiant and precise, for experience affirms that it is, and hundreds
of artists, and indeed people who are not artists at all, will tell you how
clearly they see in their dreans. But for those who hold that visions such as
and many ot hers have had are only the refashioning of nenory, and there is
not hi ng mysterious about them | say try to think out tint by

p. 43

tint, formby form how these could be reconbi ned, and, for whatever narvel
woul d have you believe, you will have substituted sonething just as narvel |l ous
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but not so credible. Not that it is incredible to think that the spirit in man
is Creator, for all the prophets and seers of the world have told us that, but
the common psychol ogi cal explanation is not acceptable, because we know t hat
forms can appear in the brain which were transferred by will fromone person to
anot her. \Wen we know that, when we know this inner eye can see the formin
another's mnd, we nust regard it as indicating an i mense possibility of vision
on that plane. W then ask ourselves concerning all these strange cities and

| andscapes of dream all these inpish faces which flout at us when we are
drowsy, all these visions living and noving in our mnds, whether they too cane,
not by way of the physical senses transforned in nenory, but canme like the inage
t hought transferred, or by obscure ways reflected from spheres above us, from
the lives of others and the visions of others. If we brood on this we will conme
to think the old explanation is untenable and will address ourselves w th wonder
and hope to the exploration of this strange
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country within ourselves, and will try to find out its limts, and whether from
i mge or vision |ong pondered over we may not reach to their original being.

I think few of our psychol ogi sts have had i magi nati on t hensel ves. They have busy
brai ns, and, as an Eastern proverb says, "The broken water surface reflects only
broken i mages." They see too feebly to nake what they see a wonder to

t hensel ves. They di scuss the node of inagination as people m ght discuss art,
who had never seen painting or scul pture. One witer tal ks about |ight being a
vi bration, and the vibration affecting the eye and passing al ong the nerves
until it is stored up in the brain cells. The vibration is, it appears, stayed
or fixed there. Yet | know that every novenent of nine, the words | speak, the
circulation of my blood, cause every nolecule in nmy body to vibrate. Howis this
vibration in the cells unaffected? It nust remain unaffected in their

hypot hesis, for | can recall the original scene, can discuss it, can after years
re-summon it again and find the inmage clear as at first. | refer to it in
thought and it remai ns unchanged. The physical explanation of nenory itself
breaks down even as
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the material explanation of inagination breaks down. Can an unchangi ng vi bration
be retai ned when the substance which holds the vibration is itself subject to
continual novement? The nonent we close our eyes and are alone with our thoughts
and the pictures of dream we are alone with nystery and nmracle. O are we

al one? Are we secure there fromintrusion? Are we not nearer the thronged

hi ghways of existence where gods, denons, nmen and goblins all are psychica
visitors. | will not speak here of high things because | amtrying to argue with
peopl e who see no wonder in anything, and dismiss all high things with a silly
phrase as fancy or inmagination or hallucination. But | know from questi oni ng
many people that it is cormmon with them before they sleep to see faces, while
their eyes are closed, and they are, as they think, alone. These faces are
sonmetimes the faces of inps who frown at them put out their tongues at them
grin or gibber. Sormetines not a face but a figure, or figures, will be seen
which, like the faces, seemendowed with life. To call this imagination or fancy
is to explain nothing because the explanation is not explained. The nore one
concentrates
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on these nost trivial nmental apparitions, the nore certain do we feel they have
alife of their own, and that our brain is as full of living creatures as our
body is thronged with tiny cells, each a life, or as the blood may swarmwth
bacteria. | draw attention to the nystery in obvious and common things, and ask
that they be explained and not slurred over as if no explanation were necessary.
| ask the doubters of nmy vision to penetrate a little into the mystery of their
own thoughts and dreans before they cry out against ne, who for nmany years
travell ed far and canme upon lovely and inhabited regions to which | would al so
lead them | know that my brain is a court where nany living creatures throng,
and | amnever alone init. You, too, can know that if you heighten the

i magi nation and intensify the will. The darkness in you will begin to glow, and
you will see clearly, and you will know that what you thought was but a npsaic
of menories is rather the froth of a gigantic ocean of life, breaking on the
shores of matter, casting up its own flotsamto mngle with the life of the
shores it breaks on. If you will light your lanp you can gaze far over that
ocean and even enbark on it. Sitting in your chair
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you can travel farther than ever Colunbus travelled and to lordlier worlds than
his eyes had rested on. Are you not tired of surfaces? Cone with nme and we will
bathe in the Fountains of Youth. | can point you the way to El Dorado
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THE M NGLI NG OF NATURES

To nove a single step we nmust have power. To see we nust be exalted. Not to be
lost in vision we nust |earn the geography of the spirit and the many mansions
in the being of the Father. If we concentrate we shall have power. If we
nmeditate we shall |ift ourselves above the dark environment of the brain. The

i nner shall becone richer and nore magical to us than the outer which has held
us so long. Hownmay | allure to this nmeditation those who see only by the Iight
of day; who, when their eyes are shut, are as cave-dwellers living in a

bl ackness beneath the hills? The cave of the body can be lit up. If we explore
it we shall there find Iights by which the |ights of day are nade dim | perhaps
to build on had sonme little gift of imagination I brought with nme into the
worl d, but | know others who had no natural vision who acquired this, and by
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sustai ned neditati on and by focussing the will to a burning-point, were raised
above the narrow |life of the body. Being an artist and a |over of visible
beauty, | was often tenpted fromthe highest neditation to contenpl ate, not

di vine being, but the nirage of fornms. Yet because | was so bewi tched and was
curious about all | saw, | was nmade certain that the inages which popul ate the
brai n have not always been there, nor are refashioned fromthings seen. | know
that with the pictures of nmenmory m ngle pictures which come to us, sonetines
fromthe mnds of others, sonetines are glinpses of distant countries, sonetines
are reflections of happenings in regions invisible to the outer eyes; and as
medi tation grows nore exalted, the fornms traceable to nmenory tend to di sappear
and we have access to a nenory greater than our own, the treasure-house of
august nenories in the innunerable being of Earth. Wen mnute analysis is made
of images in the brain, those foolish fables about nenory and inagi nati on no

| onger affect those who begin this quest, and we see how many streans are
tributary to our life. All | have said may be proved by any as curious about
things of the mnd
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as | was, if they will but light the candle on their forehead and exam ne the
deni zens in the brain. They will find that their sphere is populous with the

i nnernost thoughts of others, and will nore and nore be | ed by wonder and awe to
believe that we and all things swmin an ather of deity, and that the |east

moti on of our minds is inconprehensible except in nmenory of this: "In Hmwe
live and nmove and have our being." Analysis of the sinplest nental apparition
will lead us often to stay ourselves on that thought. Once in an idle interval
inm work | sat with ny face pressed in nmy hands, and in that di mess pictures
began flickering in ny brain. | sawa little dark shop, the counter before ne,

and behind it an old man funbling with some papers, a man so old that his

nmoti ons had | ost sw ftness and precision. Deeper in the store was a girl, red-
haired, with grey watchful eyes fixed on the old nan. | saw that to enter the
shop one nmust take two steps downwards from a cobbl ed pavenent without. |
questioned a young man, ny office conpanion, who then was witing a letter, and
I found that what | had seen was his father's shop. Al ny inmaginations--the old
man, his
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yell owwhite beard, his funbling novenents, the watchful girl, her colour, the
st eps, the cobbl ed pavenent--were not imaginations of mne in any true sense

for while | was in a vacant nood ny conpani on had been thinking of his hone, and
his brain was popul ous with quickened nenories, and they invaded ny own nind,
and when | nmade question | found their origin. But how many thousand tines are
we i nvaded by such images and there is no specul ation over then? Possibly I

m ght have nade use of such things in nmy art. | mght have made a tal e about the
old man and girl. But if | had done so, if other characters had appeared in ny
tale who seened just as |iving, where would they have cone fron? Wuld | have
agai n been draw ng upon the reservoir of my conpanion's nenories? The vision of
the girl and old man nay in reality have been but a little part of the inmages
with which my brain was flooded. Did | then see all, or might not other inmages
in the same series energe at sonme later time and the connection be lost? If |
had witten a tale and had i magi ned an inner room an old nother. an absent son,

a famly trouble, might | not all the while be still adventuring in another's
life? Wiile
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we think we are imagining a character we nmay, so narvellous are the hidden ways,
be really interpreting a being actually existing, brought into psychic contact
with us by sonme affinity of sentinent or soul

| brooded once upon a friend not then knowi ng where he was, and soon | seened to
mysel f to be walking in the night. N gh ne was the Sphinx, and, nore renote, a

dimpyramd. Months later nmy friend cane to Ireland. | found he had been in
Egypt at the tine | had thought of him He could not recollect the precise day,
but had while there spent a night beside the great nonunents. | did not see him

in vision, but | seened to be walking there in the night. Wy did the angle of

vi sion change as with one noving about? Did | see through his eyes? O did |

see, as in the other incident, inages reflected fromhis sphere to my own? \Were
does this vision end? What are its limtations? Wuld we, fully come to
ourselves, be like those beings in the Apocal ypse full of eyes within and

wi thout? Would we, in the ful ness of power, act through nmany men and speak

t hrough many voi ces? Were Shakespeare and the great masters unconsci ous magi
blind visionaries, feeling
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and conprehending a life they could not see, or who, if they saw, thought it was
their own creation. W nust ask ourselves these questions, for, when our lanp is
lit, we find the house of our being has many chanbers, and creatures live there
who cone and go, and we nust ask whether they have the right to be in our house;
and there are corridors there leading into the hearts of others, and w ndows

whi ch open into eternity, and we hardly can tell where our own being ends and
anot her begins, or if there is any end to our being. If we brood with | ove upon
this nmyriad unity, followi ng the neditati on ordai ned by Buddha for the brothers
of his order, to let our mnds pervade the whole wide world with heart of |ove,
we come nore and nore to perneate, or to be pervaded by the |ives of others. W
are haunted by unknown conrades in many noods, whose naked soul s pass through
ours, and reveal thenselves to us in an unforgettable instant, and we know them
as we hardly know those who are the daily conrades of our heart, who, however
intimate, are hidden fromus by the husk of the body. As the inner life grows
richer we beget nore of these affinities. W wonder what relation
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with themis rightly ours. Do we affect them by a synmpathy unknown to them as
they nmove us by a revelation nore intimate than could be uttered by words? W
di scover in ourselves a new sense. By touch with the soul we understand. W
real i se how profound was that ancient wi sdomwhich told us when we were
perfected in concentration we could gain full conprehension of anything we

wi shed by intent brooding. | never attained that perfectness of concentration
but | saw the possibilities in nonments of electric intensity of will when |
sumoned out of the past a know edge | desired. How is this know edge possible?
Is there a centre within us through which all the threads of the universe are
drawn, a spiritual atomwhich mrrors the spiritual infinitudes even as the eye
is amrror of the external heavens? There is not a pin point in visible space
whi ch does not contain a mcrocosm of heaven and earth. We know that. for
nowhere do we nove where the eye does not receive its vision of infinity. Is it
only in the visible world, this condensation of the infinite in the atom c, and
not also in the soul and again in the spirit? What would the soul inits
perfection mrror?
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[ paragraph continues] Wuld it reflect within itself the nyriad |ife of

humani ty? Would the spirit mirror the heavens, and the inaginations of the
Divine Mnd well up within it in nmystic and transcendental ideations? O do they
already mrror each their own world, and is all know edge already w thin us, and
is our need but for wisdomto create the |links between portions of a single
being, dramatically sundered by illusion as the soul is in drean? Is not the
gathering of the will and the fiery brooding to this end, and are the glinpses
we get of supernature caused but by the nonentary uplifting of an eye, by which,
when it is fully awakened, we dead shall be raised?
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THE MEMORY OF EARTH

WE experience the romance and delight of voyagi ng upon uncharted seas when the

i mgi nation is released fromthe foolish notion that the i mages seen in reverie
and dream are nmerely the images of nmenory refashioned; and in tracking to their
originals the forns seen in vision we discover for thema varied ancestry, as



that some cone fromthe nminds of others, and of sone we cannot surm se anot her
origin than that they are portions of the nenory of Earth which is accessible to
us. We soon grow to think our nmenory but a portion of that eternal nmenory and
that we in our lives are gathering an innunerable experience for a mghtier
bei ng than our own. The nore vividly we see with the inner eye the nore swiftly
do we come to this conviction. Those who see vaguely are satisfied with vague
expl anati ons which those who see vividly at once reject as inadequate.
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[ paragraph conti nues] How are we to explain what has happened to many, and
oftentines to nyself, that when we sit anid ancient ruins or in old houses they
renew their life for us? | waited for a friend inside a ruined chapel and while
there a phantasm of its ancient uses canme vividly before me. In front of the
altar | sawa little crowd kneeling, nost prom nent a wonan in a red robe, al

pi ous and enotionally intent. A nman stood behind these |eaning by the wall as if
too proud to kneel. An old nman in ecclesiastical robes, abbot or bishop, stood,
a crozier in one hand, while the other was uplifted in blessing or in enphasis
of his words. Behind the cleric a boy carried a vessel, and the lad's face was
vain with self-inportance. | saw all this suddenly as if | was contenporary and
was elder in the world by many centuries. | could surm se the enptional abandon
of the red-robed lady, the proud indifference of the man who stood with his head
but slightly bent, the vanity of the young boy as servitor in the cerenpony, just
as in a church to-day we feel the varied nood of those present. Anything may

cause such pictures to rise in vivid illumnation before us, a sentence in a
book, a word, or contact with sone object. | have brooded
p. 58

over the grassy nounds which are all that remain of the duns in which our Gaelic
ancestors |lived, and they builded thensel ves up again for nme so that | | ooked on
what seened an earlier civilisation, saw the people, noted their dresses, the
colours of natural wool. saffron or blue, how rough |ike our own honmespuns they
were; even such details were visible as that the men cut nmeat at table with
knives and passed it to the lips with their fingers. This is not, | am

convi nced, what people call imgination, an interior creation in response to a
natural curiosity about past ages. It is an act of vision. a perception of

i mges al ready existing breathed on sonme ethereal mediumwhich in no way differs
fromthe nedi um which holds for us our nenories; and the reperception of an
image in menory which is personal to us in no way differs as a psychical act
fromthe perception of inages in the nmenory of Earth. The same power of seeing
is turned upon things of the sane character and substance. It is not only rocks
and ruins which infect us with such visions. A word in a book when one is
sensitive may do this also. | sought in a classical dictionary for infornation
about some myth. What else on the
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page ny eye caught | could not say, but something there made two thousand years
to vanish. | was |ooking at the garden of a house in sone ancient city. Fromthe
house into the garden fluttered two girls, one in purple and the other in a
green robe, and they, in a dance of excitenent, ran to the garden wall and

| ooked beyond it to the right. There a street rose high to a hill where there
was a pillared building. I could see through blinding sunlight a crowd swayi ng
down the street drawi ng nigh the house, and the two girls were as excited as
girls mght be to-day if king or queen were entering their city. This instant
upri sing of images followi ng a glance at a page cannot be explained as the



refashi oning of the pictures of nenory. The tinme which el apsed after the page
was cl osed and the apparition in the brain was a quarter of a minute or |ess.
One can only surmse that pictures so vividly coloured, so full of notion and
sparkle as are noving pictures in the theatres were not an instantaneous
creation by some magical artist within us, but were evoked out of a vaster
menory than the personal, that the G ecian nanes ny eye had caught had the power
of symbol s which evoke their affinities, and the picture
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of the excited girls and the shining procession was in sone fashion, | know not
how, connected with what | had read. W cannot pass by the uprising of these

i mages with sone vague phrase about suggestion or inmgination and shirk further
inquiry. If with the physical eye twenty-five years ago a man had seen a w nged
aeroplane amd the clouds it had roused himto a tunult of specul ati on and
inquiry. But if the sane picture had been seen in the mind it would speedily
have been buried as nere fancy. There would have been no specul ation, though
what appears within us mght well be deened nore inportant than what appears

wi thout us. Every tint, tone, shape, light or shade in an interior imge mnust
have intelligible cause as the wires, planes, engines and propellers of the
aeropl ane have. W nust infer, when the image is clear and precise, an origina
of which this is the reflection. Wence or when were the originals of the
pictures we see in dreamor reverie? There must be originals; and, if we are
forced to dismss as unthinkable any process by which the pictures of our
personal menory coul d unconsciously be reshaped into new pictures which appear
in thensel ves authentic copies
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of originals, which nove, have light, colour, form shade such as nature woul d
bestow, then we are led to believe that nenory is an attribute of all Iiving
creatures and of Earth also, the greatest living creature we know, and that she
carries with her, and it is accessible to us, all her long history, cities far
gone behind time, enpires which are dust, or are buried with sunken continents
beneath the waters. The beauty for which men perished is still shining;, Helen is
there in her Troy, and Deirdre wears the beauty which blasted the Red Branch. No
ancient |lore has perished. Earth retains for herself and her children what her
children m ght in passion have destroyed, and it is still in the realmof the
Ever Living to be seen by the nystic adventurer. W argue that this nmenory nust
be universal, for there is nowhere we go where Earth does not breathe fragnents
fromher ancient story to the neditative spirit. These nmenories gild the desert
air where once the proud and gol den races had been and had passed away, and they
haunt the rocks and nountai ns where the Druids evoked their skiey and subterrene
deities. The laws by which this history is nmade accessible to us seemto be the
sane as
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those which make our own learning swift to our service. Wen we begin thought or
di scussi on on sone subject we soon find ourselves thronged with nmenories ready
for use. Everything in us related by affinity to the central thought seens to be
mobi | ised; and in neditation those alien pictures we see, not the pictures of
menory, but strange scenes, cities, beings and happenings, are, if we study
them all found to be in sone relation to our nood. If our will is powerful
enough and if by concentration and aspirati on we have made the gloomin the
brain to glow, we can evoke out of the menory of earth inmages of whatsoever we
desire. These earth nenories cone to us in various ways. Wien we are passive,



and the ethereal nediumwhich is the keeper of such inmages, not broken up by
thought, is like clear glass or calmwater, then there is often a gl owi ng of
colour and formupon it, and there is what may be a reflection fromsonme earth
menory connected with the place we nove in or it nay be we have direct vision of
that menory. Meditation again evokes images and pictures which are akin to its
subj ect and our mood and serve in illustration of it. Once, when | was
considering the play of arcane forces in the
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body, a book appeared before ne, a col oured synbol on each page. | saw the book
was magi cal, for while | | ooked on one of these the synmbol vanished fromthe

page, and the outline of a human body appeared, and then there canme an interior
revelation of that, and there was a shining of forces and a flashing of fires,
rose, gold, azure and silver along the spinal colum, and these flowed up into
the brain where they struck upon a little ball that was |ike white sunfire for
brilliancy, and they flashed out of that again in a pul sation as of w ngs on
each side of the head; and then the page darkened, and the changi ng series
closed with the Caduceus of Mercury and contai ned only a synbol once nore.

Such pictures cone without conscious effort of will, but are clearly evoked by
it. Lastly, but nmore rarely with nme, because the electric intensity of wll
required was hard to attain, | was able at tinmes to evoke deliberately out of
the nmenory of nature pictures of persons or things |ong past in tinme, but of
which | desired know edge. | regret now, while | was young and my energies yet
uncoi led, that | did not practise this art of evocation nmore in regard to
matters where know edge ni ght be regarded
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as of spiritual value; but | was like a child who discovers a whole set of fresh
toys, and plays with one after the other, and | was interested in all that cane
to nme, and was too often content to be the servant of my vision and not its
master. It was an excitenent of spirit for one bornin alittle country town in
Ireland to find the circle of being wi dened so that |ife seened to dilate into a
par adi se of beautiful nenories, and to reach to past ages and to mix with the
eternal consciousness of Earth, and when we conme on what is new we pause to
contenplate it, and do not hurry to the end of our journey. The instances of
earth nmenories given here are trivial in thenselves, and they are chosen, not
because they are in any way wonderful, but rather because they are |ike things
many peopl e see, and so they may nore readily follow nmy argunment. The fact that
Earth hol ds such nenories is itself inportant, for once we discover this

i mperishable tablet, we are led to speculate whether in the future a training in
seership mght not lead to a revolution in human know edge. It is a world where
we may easily get lost, and spend hours in futile vision with no nobre gain than
if one | ooked for long hours at the
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dust. For those to whomin their spiritual evolution these apparitions arise |
woul d say: try to beconme the nmaster of your vision, and seek for and evoke the
greatest of earth menories, not those things which only satisfy curiosity, but
those which uplift and inspire, and give us a vision of our own greatness; and
the noblest of all Earth's nenories is the august ritual of the ancient
mysteries, where the nortal, am d scenes of uni magi nabl e grandeur, was di srobed
of his nortality and nmade of the conpany of the gods.
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| MAG NATI ON

IN all | have related hitherto imagination was not present but only vision.
These are too often referred to as identical, and in what | have witten |I have
tried to make clear the distinction. If beyond ny window | see anm d the

mani fol ded hills a river winding ablaze with light, nobody speaks of what is
seen as a thing inmagined, and if | |ook out of a window of the soul and see nore
marvel s of shining and shadow, neither is this an act of inagination, which is
i ndeed a higher thing than vision, and a much rarer thing, for in the act of

i magi nation that which is hidden in being, as the Son in the bosom of the

Fat her, is made mani fest and a transfiguration takes place like that we imagi ne
inthe Spirit when it willed, "Let there be light." Inmagination is not a vision
of sonet hing which already exists, and which in itself nust be unchanged by the
act of seeing,
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but by imagination what exists in |latency or essence is out-realised and is
given a formin thought, and we can contenplate with full consciousness that

whi ch hitherto had been unrevealed, or only intuitionally surmsed. In

i magi nation there is a revelation of the self to the self, and a definite change
in being, as there is in a vapour when a spark ignites it and it becones an
inflammation in the air. Here i mages appear in consciousness which we may refer
definitely to an internal creator, with power to use or remould pre-existing
forms, and endow themwth life, notion and voice. We infer this because dream
and vi sion sonetinmes assune a synbolic character and a significance which is
personal to us. They tell us plainly, "For you only we exist," and we cannot
conceive of what is seen as being a reflection of life in any sphere. In
exploring the ancestry of the synbolic vision we draw nigh to that clouded

maj esty we divine in the depths of our being, and which is heard norrmally in
intuition and consci ence, but which now reveals character in its manifestation
as the artist in his work. | had a gay adventure when | was a boy at the

begi nning of nmy nental travelling, when | met, not a lion, but a synmbolic vision
in
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the path. | had read sonewhere of one whose dreans nade a continuous story from
night to night, and I was excited at this and wondered whether | too coul d not
build up life for nyself in a fairyland of ny own creation, and be the lord of
this in dream and offset the petty circunstance of daily life with the beauty

of arealmin which | wuld be king. | bent nyself to this, walking about the
country roads at night in the darkness, building up in fantasy the country of
sl eep. | remenber sone of ny gorgeous fancies. My dreamworld was sel f-shining

Li ght was born in everything there at dawn, and faded into a col oured gl oom at
eve, and if | wal ked across ny |lawns in darkness the grasses stirred by ny feet
woul d waken to vivid colour and glimer behind ne in a trail of green fire; or
if a bird was di sturbed at night in nmy shadow woods it becanme a wi nged jewel of
bl ue, rose, gold and white, and the |l eaves tipped by its wings would blaze in
flakes of emerald flane, and there were flocks of wild birds that ny shouts
would call forth to light with glittering plumage the nonstrous dusk of the
heavens. Many other fancies | had which | now forget, and sone of them were
intuitions about the
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[ paragraph conti nues] Many-Col oured Land. After | had conceived this world, one
night in a fury of effort I willed that it should be ny habitation in dream But
of all ny dreanms | renenber only two. In the first | saw a mass of pal e cl ouds,
and on themwas perched a little ape clutching at the m sty substance with its
fingers and trying to fashion it to some form It |ooked fromits work every now
and then at somet hi ng beyond and bel ow the clouds, and | came closer in nmy dream
and saw that what the ape was watching was our earth which spun below i n space
and it was trying to nodel a sphere of mist in mmcry of that which spun past
it. While | was intent, this grotesque scul ptor turned suddenly, |ooking at me
with an extraordi nary grinmace which said clearly as words could say, "That is
what you are trying to do," and then | was whirled away again and | was the
tiniest figure in vast md-air, and before ne was a gigantic gate which seened

|l ofty as the skies, and a shadowy figure filled the doorway and barred ny
passage. That is all | can remenber, and | amforced by dreans like this to
conclude there is a creator of such dreanms within us, for | cannot suppose that
anywher e
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in space or time a little ape sat on a cloud and tried to fashion it into

pl anetary form The creator of that vision was transcendent to the waking self
and to the self which experienced the dream for neither self took conscious
part in the creation. The creator of that vision was seer into ny consci ousness
in waking and in sleep, for what of the vision | remenber was half a scorn of ny
effort and half a warning that nmy anbition was against natural |aw. The creator
of that vision could conbine forns and endow themwith notion and life for the
vision was intellectual and penetrated ne with its meaning. Is it irrational to
assune so nuch. or that the vision indicated a peculiar character in its
creator, and that the ironic nood was not alien to it nor even hunour? | am
rather thankful to surmse this of a self which waves away so nmany of our dreans
and joys, and which seens in sone noods to be renpte fromthe nornal and
terrible as the angel with the flamng sword pointing every way to guard the
Tree of Life. In this dreamsone self of ne, higher in the tower of our being
whi ch reaches up to the heavens, nade objective manifestations of its thought;
but there were nmonments when it seenmed itself to
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descend, wapping its nenories of heaven about it like a cloth, and to enter the
body, and I knew it as nore truly nyself than that which began in nmy nother's
wonb, and that it was antecedent to anything which had body in the world. Here I
must return to those imaginations | had wal ki ng about the country roads as a
boy, and select fromthese, as | have done fromvision, things upon which the
reason may be brought to bear. It is nore difficult, for when there is divine
visitation the nortal is nmade dark and blind with glory and, inits fiery fusion
with the spirit, reason is abased or bew | dered or spreads too feeble a net to
capture Leviathan, for often we cannot after translate to ourselves in nenory
what the spirit said, though every faculty is eager to gather what is left after
the visitation even as the rabble in eastern | egend scranble to pick up the gold
showered in the passing of the king. By the tinme | was seventeen or eighteen ny
brain began to flicker with vivid images. | tried to paint these, and began with
much ent husiasm a series of pictures which were to illustrate the history of nan
fromhis birth in the Divine Mnd where he glinrered first in the darkness of
chaos in vague and nonstrous forns
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growi ng ever nigher to the human, to men beasts and nmen birds, until at |ast the
nmost perfect form the divine idea of man, was born in space. | traced its
descent into matter, its conflict with the elenents, and finally the series
ended in a pessimstic fancy where one of our descendants mllions of years
hence, a m nute philosopher, a creature less than three inches in height, sat on
one of our gigantic skulls and watched the skies ruining back into their

original chaos and the stars falling fromtheir thrones on the height. Mst of
these pictures were only the fancies of a boy, but in considering one of the
series | began to feel nyself in alliance with a deeper consci ousness, and that
was when | was trying to i nmagine the apparition in the Divine Mnd of the idea
of the Heavenly Man. Sonething ancient and eternal seened to breathe through ny

fancies. | was blinded then by intensity of feeling to the denmerits of the
picture, but | was excited in an extraordi nary way over what | had done, and |
|l ay awake long into the night brooding over it. | asked nyself what |egend

woul d wite under the picture. Sonething beyond reason held ne, and | felt |ike
one who is in a dark room and hears the
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breat hi ng of another creature, and hinself waits breathless for its utterance,
and | struggled to understand what w shed to be said, and at last, while |I was
preternaturally dilated and intent, something whispered to ne, "Call it the
Birth of Aeon."” The word "Aeon" thrilled ne, for it seemed to evoke by

associ ation of ideas, npods and nenories nost ancient, out of some ancestra
life where they lay hidden; and I think it was the followi ng day that, still
medi tative and clinging to the word as a lover clings to the nanme of the

bel oved, a nyth incarnated in nme, the story of an Aeon, one of the first starry
emanations of Deity, one pre-em nent in the highest heavens, so nigh to Deity
and so high in pride that he would be not |ess than a god hinself and woul d
endure no dom nion over himsave the |aw of his own will. This Aeon of ny

i magi nation revolted agai nst heaven and left its courts, descending into the
depths where it mirrored itself in chaos, weaving out of the wild elenents a
mansion for its spirit. That nmansion was our earth and that Aeon was the God of
our world. This myth incarnated in me as a boy wal ki ng al ong the country roads

in Armagh. | returned to Dublin after a fortnight and it was
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a day or two after that | went into the Library at Leinster House and asked for
an art journal. | stood by a table while the attendant searched for the vol une.
There was a book |lying open there. My eye rested on it. It was a dictionary of
religions, | think, for the first word nmy eye caught was "Aeon" and it was

expl ained as a word used by the Ghostics to designate the first created beings.
| trenbled through nmy body. At that tine | knew nothing of nystical literature
and indeed little of any literature except such tales as a boy reads, and the
i magi nati ons whi ch had begun to overwhelmme were to nme then nothing but nere
i magi nati ons, and were personal and unrelated in ny mnd with any conception of

truth, or idea that the inmagination could |lay hold of truth. I trenbled because
I was certain | had never heard the word before, and there rushed into nmy m nd
the thought of pre-existence and that this was nenory of the past. | went away

hurriedly that I mght think by nyself, but ny thoughts drove ne back again
soon, and | asked the librarian who were the Giostics and if there was a book
whi ch gave an account of their ideas. He referred ne to a volune of Neander's
Church History, and there, in the



section dealing with the Sabaeans, | found the nmyth of the proud Aeon who
mrrored hinself in chaos and becane the lord of our world. | believed then, and
still believe, that the immortal in us has nmenory of all its wisdom or, as
Keats puts it in one of his letters, there is an ancestral wisdomin man and we
can if we wish drink that old wine of heaven. This nenory of the spirit is the
real basis of imagination, and when it speaks to us we feel truly inspired and a

m ghtier creature than oursel ves speaks through us. | renmenber how pure, holy
and beautiful these imagi nati ons seenmed, how they came |like crystal water
sweepi ng asi de the nuddy current of ny life, and the astonishnment | felt, | who

was al nost inarticulate, to find sentences which seemed noble and full of nel ody
sounding in my brain as if another and greater than | had spoken them and how
strange it was also a little later to wite without effort verse, which sone
people still think has beauty, while |I could hardly, because ny reason had then
no mastery over the materials of thought, pen a prose sentence intelligently. |
am convi nced that all poetry is, as Enmerson said, first witten in the heavens,
that is, it is conceived by a self
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deeper than appears in normal |ife, and when it speaks to us or tells us its
ancient story we taste of eternity and drink the Soma juice, the elixir of
imortality.
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DREAMS

I HAD di scovered through such dreams as that of the satirical ape that there is
One who is vigilant through the sleep of the body, and | was |ed by other dreans
to assune that in the heart of sleep there is an intellectual being noving in a
world of its own and using transcendental energies. Mt of the dreans we
renenber are chaotic, and these seemoften to be determined in character by the
acci dent which brings about our waking. Chaotic as these are, they are full of
wonder and miracle, for in the space of a second, al nost before a voice has
reached the ear of the sleeper or a hand has touched him sone magi cal engineer
has flung a bridge of wild incident over which the spirit races from deep own-
bei ng unto outward bei ng. Never when awake could we pack into a second of vivid
i magi nation the nyriad incidents that the
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artificer of dreamcan create to bring us fromthe being we renenber not back to
the dreamof life. This nagical sw ftness of creation in dream has been noted by
many, and those who have had experience of even the npst nightmare happeni ngs
before waki ng nust be led to surmse that within that blankness we call sleep
there is a consciousness in unsleeping vigilance, and this being, which is

unsl eepi ng while the body sl eeps, excites us to a curiosity as wild as ever |ed
adventurer across uncharted seas. The ancient seers made earth world, md-world
and heaven world synonyns for three states of consciousness, waki ng, drean ng
and deep sleep. But the dream state of the soul nmoving in the md-world of which
they spoke is an intellectual state, and its character is not easily to be
guessed fromthat chaos of fancies we ordinarily remenber and call our dreans;
and which | think are not true dreans at all but rather a transitional state on

the borderland. like to the froth on the ocean fringes, where there are
buffetings of air, churnings of sand, water and weed, while beyond is the pure
deep. | had but slight experience of that loftier life in dreamwhich to others

I know was truer life than
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waki ng. But none can speak truly of the dreans or imagi nations of others, but
only of what thensel ves have known. In intensest neditation I think we encroach
on that state which to the waking brain is veiled by sleep and is nornally a

bl ank, for in the highest dreanms of which | retained nenory I was on a pl ane of
being identical with that reached in the apex of neditati on and had perceptions
of a simlar order of things. The black curtain of unconsci ousness whi ch drapes
the chanbers of the brain in sleep, once, for an instant, was nagically lifted
for me. and | had a glinpse of the high adventures of the unsleeping soul. |
found nyself floating on the luminous night in a body lighter than air and
charged with power, buoyed up above a nountai nous region. Beneath me was a
wrinkled dusk like the crater of sone huge vol cano. There were others with ne,
people with airy glittering bodies, all, like nyself, intent on a being nightier
than our own. A breath of power poured upward from below as froma fountain, or
as if fromhere sonme sidereal river flowed out to the country of the stars. W
hovered over the fountain fromwhich cane that invisible breath filling us with
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delight and power. Wiile we hung intent there cane the apparition of a vast and
glowing orb of light like the radiance about a god, and of those glittering ones
some flung thenselves into that sphere of |ight, and were absorbed in it: and it
faded away, ebbing fromus as if it had been a living galleon come to the hither
side of being but for a nonment, to carry with it those who mght go to the
heaven world to be partakers of the divine nature and live in their parent

Flame. | could not cross with that Charon, and | remenbered no nore, for the
curtain of darkness which was magically lifted was agai n dropped over the
chanbers of the brain. But when | woke | was murnuring to nyself, as if in
interpretation, the words of the Apostle, "W all with open face beholding as in
a glass the glory of the Lord are changed unto the same inmage fromglory to
glory,” and | knew there were nany at that mystery who woul d wake up again
outcasts of Heaven, and the God of this world would obliterate menory so that
they woul d never know they had kept tryst with the Kabiri.

Once before, not in dreambut in neditation, there had broken in upon nme such a
p. 81

light fromthe secret places; and | saw through earth as through a transparency
to one of those centres of power, "fountains out of Hecate" as they are called
in the Chaldaic oracles, and which are in the being of earth, even as in
ourselves there are fiery centres undi scovered by the anatomi st where thought is
born or the will leaps up in flame. And then, and in the dream| have just told,
and in that other vision of the heavenly city where | found nyself anong the
shining ones, there seened to be little of personal fantasy as there was in the
dream of the ape, but | seened to nyself to be nmoving in a real nature which
others al so have noved in, and which was perhaps the sphere known also to that
spiritual geographer who assured Socrates of a many-col oured earth above this

with tenples wherein the gods do truly dwell. | do not wish nowto urge this but
only to draw t he deductions any psychol ogi st anal ysi ng dream nmi ght draw from
dreans not nystical in character. | may |iken nyself in ny perception of that

dreamto a man in a dark hall so utterly lightless, so soundless, that nothing
reaches him and then the door is suddenly flung open, and he sees a crowd
hurryi ng by, and
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then the door is closed and he is again in darkness. Such a man seeing through
the door a procession of people in the streets knows they had a life before they
came nigh the door and after they passed the door; and he is not foolish if he
specul ates on this and how they gathered and for what purpose. So | am

justified, | think, in assum ng that there was sone psychic action in priority
to ny nonment of consciousness. | nust seek intellectual causes for events which
have | ogical structure and coherency: | cannot assunme that that sudden

consci ousness of being in the air was absolutely the begi nning of that episode
any nore than | can imagine a flower suddenly appearing without plant or root or
prior growh; nor can | think that blind notions of the brain, in blank

unconsci ousness of what they tend to, suddenly flame into a consci ousness
instinct with wild beauty. To assune that would be a freak in reasoning. | m ght
with as nmuch wi sdom assunme that if in the darkness | took ny little son's box of
al phabetical bricks, and scattered them about blindly, when the light was turned
on | might find that the letters conposed a noble sentence. | can reasonably
take either of two possibilities, one
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being that the dream was self-created fantasy only, and the other that it was
the mirroring in the brain of an experience of soul in a real sphere of being.
But whet her we assume one or other we postul ate an unsl eepi ng consci ousness

wi thin ourselves while the brain is asleep: and that unsleeping creature was
either the creator of the dreamor the actor in a real event. W is that

unsl eeping creature? Is it the sanme being who daily inhabits the brain? Does it
rise up when the body sinks on the couch? Has it a dual life as we have when
waki ng, when hal f our consciousness is of an external nature and hal f of

subj ective enotions and thoughts? Are part of our dreans internal fantasy and
part perceptions of an external sphere of being? If | assune that the soul was
an actor in a real event which was mrrored in the brain, why did | renmenber
only one nonent of the adventure? To see any being neans that we are on the sane
pl ane. | see you who are physical because | also have bodily life. If | see an
el enental being or a heavenly being it nmeans that sonme part of ne is on the sane
pl ane of being or substance. Had | by neditation and concentration evolved in

mysel f
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some el ement akin to that breathed upward fromthe nystic fountain, and when the
soul inhaled this fiery essence a rapport began between free soul and sl unbering
body, the circuit was conplete, and sl eeping and unsl eepi ng bei ng became one? On
that hypothesis there were journeyings of the soul before and after the noment
renenbered, but the action in priority and in succession | could not renenber
because there was as yet no kinship in the brain to the nood of the unsleeping
soul or to the deed it did. If the soul is an actor in deep sleep, seeing,
hearing and noving in a world of real energies, then we are justified in
assum ng a psychic body within the physical, for to see, to hear, to nove are

functions of an organi sm however ethereal. Is it the shining of the Psyche we
perceive wthin oursel ves when through aspiration the body becones filled with
interior light and consciousness is steeped in a brilliancy of many col ours

while the eyes are closed? Are we then like the half-evolved dragon-fly who
catches with the first cracking of its sheath a glinpse of its own gorgeous

pl umage? WAs it this body the prophet spoke of when he said, "Thou hast been in
Eden the Garden of GCod:
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every precious stone was thy covering . . . thou wast upon the holy nountain of
God: thou hast wal ked up and down am d the stones of fire?" And was this
spiritual life lost to man because his heart was |ifted up because of his
beauty, and w sdom was corrupted by reason of its own brightness?

If we brood over the alternative that the dreamwas self-begotten fantasy, no

| ess must we nake obei sance to the dreanmer of dreanms. Who is this who flashes on
the inner eye |l andscapes as living as those we see in nature? The w nds bl ow
cool upon the body in dream the dewis on the grass: the clouds fleet over the
sky: we float in air and see all things froman angle of vision of which on
waki ng we have no experience: we nove in unknown cities and hurry on secret
mssions. It matters not whether our dreamis a grotesque, the sane marvell ous
faculty of swift creation is in it. W are astonished at ni ght mare happeni ngs no
|l ess than at the lordliest vision, for we divine in the creation of both the
same nmagi cal power. | cannot but think the gnat to be as marvellous as the Bird
of Paradi se, and these twain no | ess marvel |l ous than the seraphim The Master of
Lifeis in all,
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and | amas excited with wonder at the creative genius shown in the wil dest
dreamas in the nost exalted vision. Not by any power | understand are these

i mages created: but the power which creates themis, | surmse, a mghtier self
of ours, and yet our slave for purposes of its own. | feel its presence in all
do, think or inmagine. It waits on nmy will. It is in the instant and narvel | ous

marshal I i ng of nmenories when | speak or wite. Qut of the nyriad chanbers of the
soul where they lie in latency, an hundred or a thousand nenories rise up

wor ds, deeds, happenings, trivial or mighty, the material for thought or speech
waiting in due order for use. They sink back silently and are again ready: at
the | east desire of the will they fly up to consciousness nmore swiftly than iron
filings to the nmagnet. If | am wakened suddenly | surmse again that it is that
enchanter who builds mraculously a bridge of incident to carry nme from deep
being to outward bei ng. Wen thought or imagination is present in nme, ideas or

i mages appear on the surface of consciousness, and though | call them ny

t houghts, ny imaginations, they are already formed when | becone aware of them
The I ndi an sage Sankara says by
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reason of the presence of the highest Self in us, the mind in us is noved as if
nmoved by another than ourselves. Upon its presence depend all notions of body
and soul. Could | enbrace even the outer infinitude with the eye of the body, if
it did not preside over the sense of sight, infinitude interpreting infinitude?
It seens to wait on us as indifferently and as swiftly when the will in us is
evil as when it is good. It will conjure up for us inmages of aninmalismand | ust
at the call of desire. It mght speak of itself as the Lord spoke of Hinself to
the prophet: "Fromme spring forth good and evil." But if we evoke it for evi

it answers with fading power, and we soon are unable to evoke it for good, for
the evil we have called forth works for our feebleness and extinction. O is
there another and evil genie, a dark effigy of the higher also waiting on us as
sl ave of our desires? I do not know. Was it of the higher it was said, "Ask, and
ye shall receive. Seek, and ye shall find. Knock, and it shall be opened to
you"? Can we by searching find out its ways? Can we cone to an identity of
ourselves with it? Again | do not know, but the nore | ponder over this

unsl eepi ng being, the nore
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do | feel astonished as Aladdin with lanmp or ring, who had but to touch the
talisman and a | egion of genii were ready to work his will, to build up for him
marvel | ous palaces in the twinkling of an eye, and to ransack for himthe
treasure-houses of eternity.
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THE ARCHI TECTURE OF DREAM

I HAVE failed in ny purpose if | have not made it clear that in the actua
architecture of dreamand vision there is a nystery which is not explai ned by
speaki ng of suppressed desire or sex or any of those springs which nodern
psychol ogi sts surm se are released in dream A nood may attract its affinities
but it does not create what it attracts, and between anger and a definite vision
of conflict there is a gulf as mnmysterious as there was between Al addin's desire
and the building of his marvellous palace. | desire a house, but desire does not
build it. I design a house, but every line is drawn with full consci ousness, and
when | give the plan to the builder every brick is placed with ful

consci ousness by the masons. No coherent architecture in city or dream ari ses
magi cal |y by some unreason which translates bodiless desire into organic form
However
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swift the succession may be, in that second of tinme between desire and its

vi si onary enbodi ment or fulfilnent there nust be space for intellectual |abour,
the construction of fornms or the choice of forns, and the endowi ng of themwth
nmotion. A second to ny brain is too brief a fragment of tinme for nore than
sight, but | nust believe that to a nobre intense consci ousness, which is co-
worker with mne, that second nay suffice for a glinpse into sonme pleronma of
formfor the selection of these and the unrolling of a vast pageantry. Sonething
there is, a creature within nme. behind whose swiftness | falter a hopel ess
laggard, for it nay be a traveller through the Archaeus and back again with the
merchandi se of its travel before nmy pul se has beaten twice. As an artist who has
| aboured slowly at the creation of pictures | assert that the fornms of dream or
vision if self-created require a conscious artist to arrange them a magician to
endow themwith life, and that the process is intellectual, that is, it is
consci ous on some plane of being, though that self which sits in the gate of the
body does not know what powers or dignitaries nmeet in the inner pal ace chanbers
of the soul. When we have
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dreans of flying and see all things froman angle of vision of which we never
coul d have experience in waking, we know that to speak of the noving pictures of
dream as nenories or unconsci ous reconbi nati ons of things seen when waking, is
to speak without subtlety or intellectual conprehension. | criticise the figures
| see in dreamor vision exactly as | would the figures in a painting. Even if |
see a figure in dream| have seen when waking, if the figure acts in a manner
differing fromits action when seen with the physical eye, if it now wal ks when
it then sat, or |ooks down where before it | ooked up, and if these notions in

dr eam appear authentic so that face and form have the proper light and shade and
the anatom es are undistorted, that dream change in the figure of menory is
itself a nost perplexing thing. W must suppose that nenory as nmenory is as
fixed inits way as a sun-picture is fixed or as the attitude of a statue is
fixed. If it fades it should be by |loss of precision and not into other equally



preci se but different forms and gestures. Now we could not w thout cracks or
distorting of anatom es or conplete renodelling change the pose of a statue even
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if it was nodelled in sone easily mall eabl e substance; and the plastic change
fromstillness to notion in a figure, which we presune to be a nmenory, is
wonder ful when we think of it, as wonderful as if the little Tanagra in clay
upon ny shelf should change fromits cast solidity and wal k up and down before
me. For nyself | think man is a protean being, within whose unity there is
diversity, and there are creatures in the soul which can informthe inages of
our nmenory, or the eternal nenory, aye, and speak through themto us in dream
so that we hear their voices, and it is with us in our mnute mcrocosmc
fashion even as it was said of the universe that it is a soliloquy of Deity
wherein A n-Soph tal ks to Ai n-Soph

We can make such general specul ations about all pictures noving before the inner
eye, and it is always worth while investigating the anatomy of vision and to be
intent on what appears to us, for if we have intentness we have nenory. A nenta
pi cture which at first had yielded nothing to us nay be followed by others which
indicate a relation to the earliest in the series so that they seemlike pages
read at different times fromthe

p. 93

same book. Wen | was young | haunted the nountains nuch, finding in the high
air vision becane richer and nore lum nous. | have there watched for hours
shining | andscape and figures in endl ess procession, trying to discover in these
some significance other than nere beauty. Once on the hillside | seened to slip
fromto-day into sone renpte yesterday of earth. There was the sane valley bel ow
me, but now it was deepening into evening and the skies were towering up through
one blue heaven to another. There was a battle in the valley and nen reel ed
darkly hither and thither. | renenmber one warrior about whomthe battle was
thickest, for a silver star flickered above his helmet through the dusk. But
this | soon forgot for | was inpelled to | ook upwards, and there above nme was an
airship glittering with light. It halted above the valley while a man, grey-
bearded, very nmajestic, his robes all starred and jewelled, bent over and | ooked
down upon the battle. The pause was but for an instant, and then the |ights
flashed nmore brilliantly, some |lum nous nist was jetted upon the air from nany
tubes bel ow the boat, and it soared and passed beyond the nmountain, and it was
foll owed by another and yet others,
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all glittering with lights, and they clinbed the air over the hill and were soon
lost amid the other Iights of heaven. It must be a quarter of a century ago
since | saw this vision which | renenber clearly because | painted the ship, and
it must, | think, be about five or six years after that a second vision in the
same series startled ne. | was again on the high places, and this tinme the
apparition in the nystical air was so close that if | could have stretched out a
hand fromthis world to that | could have clutched the aerial voyager as it
swept by ne. A young man was steering the boat, his black hair blown back from
his brows, his face pale and resolute, his head bent. his eyes intent on his
wheel : and beside himsat a woman. a rose-col oured shawl speckled wi th gol den

t hreads drawn over her head. around her shoul ders, across her bosom and f ol ded
arms. Her face was proud as a queen's, and | long renenbered that face for its
pride, stillness and beauty. | thought at the norment it was sone inage in the



eternal menory of a civilisation nore renote than Atlantis and | cried out in mny
heart in a passion of regret for romance passed away fromthe world. not know ng
that the world's great age was again returning and that soon
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we were to swimonce nore beneath the epic skies. After that at different tines
and places | saw ot her such aerial wanderers, and this | noted, that all such
vi sions had a character in keeping with each other, that they were never m xed
up with nodernity, that they had the peculiarities by which we recognise
civilisations as distinct fromeach other, Chinese from Greek or Egyptian from
Hi ndu. They were the stuff out of which romance is made, and if | had been a
storyteller like our great Standish O Grady | mnight have nade without
questioning a wonder tale of the air, legendary or futurist, but | have al ways
had as much of the philosophic as the artistic interest in what people cal

i magi nation, and | have thought that many artists and poets gave to art or
romance what woul d have had an equal if not a greater interest as psychol ogy. |
began to ask nyself where in the three tines or in what real mof space these
ships were |aunched. Was it ages ago in sone actual workshop in an extinct
civilisation, and were these but inages in the eternal nenmory? Or were they

| aunched by ny own spirit fromsome magi cal arsenal of being, and, if so, with
what intent? O were they inages of things yet to be in
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the world, begotten in that eternal m nd where past, present and future coexist,
and fromwhich they stray into the inmagination of scientist, engineer or poet to
be out-realised in discovery, mechanismor song? | find it inpossible to decide.
Sometimes | even speculate on a world interpenetrating ours where another sun is
gl owi ng, and other stars are shining over other woods, nountains, rivers and
anot her race of beings. And | know not why it should not be so. W are forced
into such specul ati ons when we becone certain that no power in us of which we
are conscious is concerned in the creation of such visionary forms. If these
shi ps were | aunched so marvel |l ously upon the visionary air by some transcendent
artisan of the spirit they nmust have been built for sone purpose and for what? |
was not an engineer intent on aerial flight, but this is, | think, notable that
at the nonment of vision | seened to nyself to understand the nmechani sm of these
airships, and | felt. if | could have stepped out of this century into that

vi sionary barque, | could have taken the wheel and steered it confidently on to
its destiny. | knew that the closing of a tube at one side of the bow would
force the ship to steer in that direction,
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because the force jetted fromthe parallel tube on the other side, no |onger

bal anced by an equal em ssion of power, operated to bring about the change.
There is an interest in speculating about this inpression of know edge for it

m ght indicate sone conplicity of the subconscious mnd with the vision which
startled the eye. That know edge may have been poured on the one while seeing
was granted to the other. If the vision was inmagination, that is if the airship
was | aunched fromny own spirit, | nust have been in council with the architect,
perhaps in deep sleep. If | suppose it was imagination | amjustified in trying
by every nmeans to reach with full consciousness to the arsenal where such
wonders are wought. | cannot be content to accept it as imagination and not try
to meet the architect. As for these visions of airships and for many others |
have been unable to place them even speculatively in any world or any century,
and it nust be so with the inaginations of nmany other people. But | think that



when we begin specul ati on about these things it is the beginning of our wakening
fromthe dreamof life.

I have suggested that images of things to be may cone into our sphere out of a
bei ng
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where time does not exist. | have had nyself no definite proof as yet that any
vision | saw was prophetic, and only one which suggested itself as such to ne,
and this was so remarkable that | put it on record, because if it was prophetic
its significance may becone apparent later on. | was neditating about twenty-one
years ago in a little room and ny neditation was suddenly broken by a series of
pi ctures which flashed before me with the swiftness of noving pictures in a
theatre. They had no relation | could discover to the subject of ny neditation,
and were interpolated into it then perhaps, because in a tense state of
concentration when the brain becones lumnous it is easier to bring to

consci ousness what has to be brought. | was at the time nmuch nore interested in
the politics of eternity than in the politics of nmy own country, and woul d not
have m ssed an hour of ny passionate nmeditation on the spirit to have w tnessed
the nost dramatic spectacle in any of our national nmovenments. In this nmeditation
I was brought to a wooded val |l ey beyond whi ch was a mountain, and between heaven
and earth over the valley was a vast figure aureoled with light, and it
descended fromthat circle of |ight and
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assuned hunman shape, and stood before nme and | ooked at ne. The face of this
figure was broad and noble in type, beardless and dark-haired. It was inits
breadth akin to the face of the young Napol eon, and | would refer both to a
common archetype. This being | ooked at ne and vani shed, and was instantly

repl aced by another vision, and this second vision was of a woman with a bl ue
cl oak around her shoul ders, who cane into a roomand lifted a young child upon
her lap, and fromall Ireland rays of |ight converged on that child. Then this
di sappeared and was on the instant followed by another picture in the series;
and here | was brought fromlreland to | ook on the coronation throne at
Westnminster, and there sat on it a figure of enpire which grew weary and | et
fall the sceptre fromits fingers, and itself then drooped and fell and

di sappeared fromthe fanous seat. And after that in swift succession cane

anot her scene, and a gigantic figure, wild and di straught, beating a drum

stal ked up and down, and wherever its feet fell there were sparks and the
swirling of flame and black snoke upward as fromburning cities. It was |like the
Red Swi neherd of | egend which beat nen into an insane frenzy;
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and when that distraught figure vanished | saw the whole of Ireland lit up from
mountain to sea, spreading its rays to the heavens as in the vision which Brigid
the seeress saw and told to Patrick. Al | could make of that sequence was that
some child of destiny, around whomthe future of Ireland was to pivot, was born
then or to be born, and that it was to be an avatar was synbolised by the
descent of the first figure fromthe sky, and that before that high destiny was
to be acconplished the power of enpire was to be weakened, and there was to be
one nore tragic episode in Irish history. Wiether this is truth or fantasy tine
alone can tell. No druns that have since beaten in this land seemto ne to be
mad enough to be foretold of in that wild drunm ng. What can | say of such a
vision but that it inpressed ne to forgetful ness of analysis, for what it said



was nore inportant than any phil osophy of its manner. | have tried to reason
over it with nyself, as | would with a sequence of another character, to deduce
froma sequence better than could be done froma single vision, valid reasons
for believing that there nust be a conscious intellect somewhere behind the
sequence. But | cannot reason
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over it. | only know that | ook everywhere in the face of youth, in the aspect
of every new notability, hoping before | die to recognise the broad-browed
avatar of ny vision.
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HAVE | MAG NATI ONS BODY?

INthe literature of science | read of marvellously delicate instruments devi sed
to make dear to the intellect the node of operation of forces invisible to the
eye, how Al pha rays, Gamma rays, or the vibrations in nmetal or plant are
measured, and | sigh for some device to aid the intellect in solving difficult
probl ens of psychology. | ask nyself how may | ascertain with a precision of
know edge whi ch woul d convince others whether the figures of vision, imagination
or dreamare two or three dinensional. The figures cast on the screen in a
theatre are on the flat, but have all the illusion of motion, distance, shadow,
light and form The figures of human nenmory | amcontent to accept as being in
two di nensions. They are inprinted by waves of light on the retina, and cast
upon some screen in the brain. But | amforced by my own experience and that of
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others to believe that nature has a nenory, and that it is accessible to us. But
this menory cannot be recorded as ours through bodily organs of sight or

heari ng, nor can inaginati on make clear to ne how any medi um could exist in
nature whi ch would reflect upon itself as a mrror reflects, or as human vision
reflects, an inpression intelligible to us of what is passing. If there were
such a nedium acting as a mirror to nature or life, and retaining the

i npression, it must be universal as the supposed a her of the scientist; and how
could inpressions on this nmediumintelligible to us be focussed as the

vi brations of |light are through the needl epoint of the eye to record a single
viewpoint? In our visions of the nmenory of nature we see undistorted figures

If we could imagi ne the whole body to be sensitive to light, as is that single
point in the brain on which the optic nerves converge, what kind of vision would
we have? The earth under foot, objects right, left, above and bel ow, woul d all
clamour in various nonstrous shapes for attention. The feet woul d see from one
angl e, the hands from anot her, back and front woul d confuse us; so | cannot

i magi ne the recordi ng power in nature as reflecting
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like a mrror, and retaining and recording the inpressions. But we have anot her
nmode of nenory in ourselves which m ght suggest the nbde of menory in nature,
that by which our subjective |life is recorded. Mod, thought, passion, ecstasy,
all are preserved for us, can be sumobned up and re-created. How is this nenory
mei nt ai ned? Are we continuously casting off by way of emanation an i mage of
ourselves instant by instant, infinitesimally delicate but yet conplete? Is
every notion of mind and body preserved so that a conplete facsimle, an effigy
in three dinmensions, exists of every nonent in our being. Is the nenory of
nature like that? Is it by a continuous enmanation of itself it preserves for



itself its own history? Does this hypothesis |ay too heavy a burden on the
substance of the universe as we know it? | do not like to use argunents the
validity of which | amnot nyself able to establish. But | might recall that an
enm nent thinker in science, Balfour Stewart, supposed of the a her that there
was a continual transference of energy to it fromthe visible universe, and that
this stored-up energy mght formthe basis of an imortal nenory for man and

nat ure.
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The conception did not lay too heavy a burden on nmatter as he inmagined it. But
what is matter? Is it not pregnant every atomof it with the infinite? Even in
vi si bl e nature does not every ninutest point of space reflect as a mcrocosmthe
macrocosm of earth and heaven? This m nute point of space occupied by ny eye as
I stand on the nobuntain has poured into it endl ess vistas of nanifol ded
mount ai ns, val es, woods, cities, glittering seas, clouds and an infinite

bl ueness. Wherever | nove, whether by rays or waves of light, fromthe farthest
star to the nearest leaf with its conplexity of vein and tint, there cones to
that pinpoint of space, the eye, a multitudinous vision. If every pin-point of
external space is dense yet not blind with i mensity, what nore mracl e of
subtlety, of ethereal delicacy, could be affirned of matter and be deni ed
because it strains belief? In that acorn which lies at ny feet there is a tiny
cell which has in it a nenory of the oak fromthe beginning of earth, and a
power coiled in it which can beget fromitself the full majestic being of the

oak. Fromthat tiny fountain by sone miracle can spring another cell, and cel
after cell will be born, will go
p. 106

on dividing, begetting, building up fromeach other unnunbered nyriads of cells,
all controlled by sonme nysterious power latent in the first, so that in an
hundred years they will, obeying the plan of the tiny architect, have built up
"the green-robed senators of mghty woods." There is nothing incredible in the
assunption that every cell in the body is wapped about with nyriad nmenories. He
who attributes |east nystery to matter is furthest fromtruth, and he nighest
who conjectures the Absolute to be present in fullness of being in the atom If

I amreproached for the supposition that the soul of earth preserves nenory of
itself by casting off instant by instant enduring inages of its multitudinous
life. | amonly saying of nature in its fullness what visible nature is doing in
its own fashion without cessation. Wat problemof mnd, vision, inagination or
dreamdo | solve by this hypothesis? | have been perplexed as an artist by the
obedi ence of the figures of inmgination to suggestion fromnyself. Let ne
illustrate ny perplexity. | imagine a group of white-robed Arabs standing on a
sandy hillock and they seem of such a noble dignity that | desire
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to paint them Wth a restlessness akin to that which nakes a portrait-painter
arrange and rearrange his sitter, until he gets the pose which satisfies him |

say to nyself, "I wish they would raise their arns above their heads," and at
the suggestion all the figures in my vision raise their hands as if in
salutation of the dawn. | see other figures in inmagination which attract ne as
conpositions. There may be a figure sitting down and | think it woul d conpose
better if it was turned in another direction, and that figure will obey ny
suggestion, not always, but at tinmes it will; and again and agai n when | who

pai nt alnost entirely fromwhat is called i nagi nati on, and who never use nodel s,
watch a figure in ny vision it will change its notions as | will it. Nowthis is



to me amazing. The invention and actual drawing of the intricate pattern of
light and shade involved by the lifting of the hands of ny inmagi nary Arabs woul d
be considerable. My brain does not by any swift action foresee in detail the

pi ctorial consequences involved by the lifting of arms, but yet by a single

wi sh, a sinple nental suggestion, the intricate changes are nmade in the figures
of imagination as they would
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be if real Arabs stood before nme and raised their hands at ny call. If | ask a
crowmd of people to whom | speak to change their position so that they may the
better hear ne | am not astonished at the infinite conplexity of the change |
bring about, because | realise that the will in each one has nmastery over the
formby some nmiracle, and the nmessage runs along nerve and muscle, and the
sinmpl e wi sh brings about the conpl ex change. But how do | lay hold of the
figures in dreamor inagination? By what mracle does the sinple wish bring
about the conplex changes? It nay now be seen why | asked for some neans by
which | mght ascertain whether the forms in dreamor inmagination are two or
three dinensional. If they are on the flat, if they are human nenories nerely,
vi brations of stored-up sunlight fixed in some way in the brain as a photograph
is fixed, the alteration of these by a sinple wish involves incredibilities. |
find Freud, referring to a dream he had, saying carelessly that it was nade up
by a conbination of nenories, but yet the architecture of the dream seened to be
coherent and not a patchwork. It had nmotion of its own. Wonderful. indeed, that
t he wonder
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of what was witten about so easily was not seen! How could we inagi ne even the
m ghtiest conscious artistic intelligence, with seership into all the nmenories
of alife, taking the vibrations which constituted this hand, and adjusting them
to the vibrations which made that other arm or even taking the vibrations which
regi stered a conplete figure and anendi ng these so that the figure noved with
different gestures fromthe first gestures recorded as nenory? If such a picture
was nmade up even fromlife-size inmages it woul d be a patchwork and the patches
woul d show everywhere. But the dreamfigure or the figure of inagination wll
wal k about with authentic notions and undistorted anatonies. Does not the effort
to i magi ne such reconbi nati ons even by the m ghtiest conscious intellect involve
incredibilities? At least it is so with the artist who watches formwith a
critical eye. How much greater the incredibility if we suppose there was no
conscious artist, but that all this authentic inmagery of inmagination or dream
came together without an intelligence to guide it? But how do we better natters
if we assunme that the figures in dreamor inagination are three dinensional, and
that they have actua
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body and organi sati on however ethereal, delicate or subtle? If they are shadows
or effigies emanated fromliving organisns, and are conplete in their phantasmal
nature within and without it is possible to imagine life laying hold of them It
is conceivable that the will may direct their notions even as at a word of
command soldiers will turn and march. That is why | suggest that the nenory of
nature may be by way of emanation or shadow of |ife and form and why when we
see such images they are not the nonstrous conplexities they would be if they
were reflections on sonme universal ather spread everywhere taking colour from
everything at every possible angle and remai ni ng two di nensi onal. The hypothesi s
that everything in nature, every living being, is a continuous fountain of



phantasmal effigies of itself would explain the way in which ruins build up
their antique life to the eye of the seer, so that he sees the people of a

t housand years ago in their cities which are now desol ate, and the dark-ski nned
merchants unrolling their bales in the market, and this is why they appear as
some one has said, "thinking the thought and perform ng the deed.” If we have
access to
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such nmenories, and if they have organismw thin as well as wi thout, can we not
imagine will or desire of ours constraining then? Can we not inagi ne such forns
swept into the vortex of a dream ng soul swayed by the sea of passion in which
they exist and acting accordi ng to suggestion? And if we suppose that a deeper
bei ng of ours has wi der vision than the waki ng consci ousness, and can use the
menories, not only of this plane of being, but of the forns peculiar to md-
worl d and heaven-world, this nmight help to solve some of the perplexities
aroused in those who are intent and vigilant observers of their own dreans and

i magi nations. Continually in my analysis of the figures | see | amforced to
foll ow them beyond the transitory life | know and to specul ate upon the being of

the Ever Living. | think there is no hal f-way house between the spiritual and
the material where the intellect can dwell; and if we find we have our being in
a universal life we nust alter our values, change all our ideas until they

depend upon and are in harnony with that sole cause of all that is
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I NTUI TI ON

THAT sense of a divinity ever present in act or thought my words do not

comuni cate. The ecstatic, half-articulate, with broken words. can make us fee
t he ki ngdom of heaven is within him | choose words with reverence but speak
fromrecollection, and one day does not utter to another its own w sdom CQur

hi ghest monents in life are often those of which we hold thereafter the vaguest

menories. W may have a nonentary illum nation yet retain alnost as little of
its reality as ocean keeps the track of a great vessel which went over its
waters. | renenber incidents rather than noods, vision nore than ecstasy. How

can | now, passed away from nyself and |long at other |abours, speak of what |
felt in those years when thought was turned to the spirit, and no duty had as
yet constrained me to equal outward effort? | came to feel akin to
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those ancestors of the Aryan in renote spiritual dawns when Earth first extended
its consciousness into humanity. In that primal ecstasy and gol den age was born
that grand spiritual tradition which still remains enbodied in Veda and

Upani shad, in Persian and Egyptian nyth, and which trails glimrering with col our
and romance over our own Celtic legends. | had but a faint glow of that which to
the ancestors was full light. | could not enter that Radiance they entered yet
Earth seened to nme bathed in an aaher of Deity. | felt at tines as one raised
fromthe dead, nade virginal and pure, who renews exquisite intimcies with the
di vi ne conpanions, with Earth, Water, Air and Fire. To breathe was to inhale
magi cal elixirs. To touch Earth was to feel the influx of power as with one who
had touched the nmantle of the Lord. Thought, from whatever it set out, for ever
led to the heavenly city. But these feelings are inconmuni cable. W have no
words to express a thousand distinctions clear to the spiritual sense. If | tell
of ny exaltation to another, who has not felt this hinself, it is explicable to
that person as the joy in perfect health, and he translates into
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|l ower terms what is the speech of the gods to nen.

I began writing desirous to picture things definitely to the intellect and to
speak only of that over which there could be reason and argunent, but | have
often been indefinite as when | said in an earlier chapter that earth seened an
utterance of gods, "Every flower was a thought. The trees were speech. The grass
was speech. The wi nds were speech. The waters were speech.” But what does that
convey? Many feel ecstasy at the sight of beautiful natural objects, and it

m ght be said it does not interpret enotion precisely to nake a facile reference
to a divine world. | believe of nature that it is a manifestation of Deity, and
that, because we are partakers in the divine nature, all we see has affinity

wi th us; and though now we are as children who | ook upon letters before they
have learned to read, to the illuminated spirit its ow being is clearly

mani fested in the universe even as | recognise ny thought in the words | wite.
Everything in nature has intellectual significance, and relation as utterance to
t he Thought out of which the universe was born, and we, whose m nds were nade in
its image, who are the mcrocosmof the macrocosm have in
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ourselves the key to unlock the neaning of that utterance. Because of these
affinities the spirit swiftly by intuition can interpret nature to itself even
as our humanity instinctively conprehends the character betrayed by the curve of
lips or the nmobod which lurks within haunting eyes. W react in nunberl ess ways
to that nmyriad nature about us and within us. but we retain for ourselves the
secret of our response, and for lack of words speak to others of these things

only in generalities. | desire to be precise, and having searched nenory for
sonme instance of that divine speech made intelligible to nyself which | could
translate into words which mght nake it intelligible to others, | recollected

somet hi ng which may at | east be understood if not accepted. It was the al phabet
of the | anguage of the gods.

This was a definite exercise of intuition undertaken in order to evolve
intellectual order out of a chaos of inpressions and to discover the innate
affinities of sound with idea, elenent, force, colour and form | found as the

i nner being developed it used a synbolismof its own. Sounds, forms and col ours,
whi ch had an established significance in the conplicated artifice of our
ext er nal
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i ntercourse with each other, took on new nmeanings in the spirit as if it spoke a
| anguage of its own and wished to inpart it to the infant Psyche. |f these new
meani ngs did not gradually reveal an intellectual character, to pursue this
meditation, to encourage the association of new ideas with old synbols would be
to encourage nmadness. |Indeed the partial uprising of such ideas, the fact that a
person associates a vowel with a certain colour or a colour with a definite
enotion is regarded by sone as indicating inconplete sanity. | tried to |ight
the candle on ny forehead to peer into every darkness in the belief that the
external universe of nature had no nore exquisite architecture than the internal
uni verse of being, and that the light could only reveal some |ordlier chanbers
of the soul, and whatever speech the inhabitant used nmust be fitting for its own
sphere, so | becane a pupil of the spirit and tried as a child to |l earn the

al phabet at the knees of the gods.



I was led first to brood upon the el enents of human speech by that whisper of
the word "Aeon" out of the darkness, for anong the many thoughts | had at the
time came the thought that speech may originally have been
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intuitive. | discarded the idea with regard to that word, but the genera

specul ation renmained with ne, and | recurred to it again and again, and began
broodi ng upon the significance of separate letters, and had related nmany letters
to abstractions or elenents, when once again, seemngly by chance, | took down a
book froma shelf It was a volune of the Upanishads, and it opened at a page
where ny eye caught this: "Fromthat Self cane the air, fromair fire, fromfire
water, fromwater earth." |I quote froma distant menory but the words are,

thi nk, close enough. Wat excited me was that | had already di scovered what |

t hought were the sound equivalents for the self, notion, fire, water and earth;
and the order of the cosnmic evolution of the el enents suggested in the passage
quoted | ed ne to consider whether there was any intellectual sequence in the
human sound equi val ents of elenents and ideas. | then began to rearrange the
roots of speech in their natural order fromthroat sounds, through dental to

| abials, fromA which begins to be recognisable in the throat to Min the
utterance of which the lips are closed. An intellectual sequence of ideas becane
apparent. This encouraged ne to
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try and conpl ete the correspondences arrived at intuitively. | was never able to
do this. Several sounds failed, however | brooded upon them to suggest their
intellectual affinities, and | can only detail my partial discoveries and

i ndi cate where harnoni es may be found between ny own intuitions about | anguage
and the roots of speech and in what primtive literature are intuitions akin to
nmy own.

In trying to arrive at the affinities of sound with thought | took letter after
l etter, brooding upon them nurmuring them again and again, and watching

i ntensely every sensation in consciousness, every colour, formor idea which
seened evoked by the utterance. No doubt the sanity of the boy who wal ked about
the roads at night nore than thirty years ago murnmuring letters to hinself with
the reverence of a nystic murnuring the |Ineffable Nane m ght have been
guestioned by any one who knew that he was trying to put hinself in the place of
his Aryan ancestors, and to find as they m ght have found the original names for
earth, air, water, fire, the forces and elenments of the nature which was all
about them Even as in the nyth in Genesis beings were naned by the earliest
man, so | invited
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the Heavenly Man to renew for nme that first speech, and to name the el enments as
they were by those who | ooked up at the sky, and cried out the nanme of the fire
in the sky froma God-given intuition.
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THE LANGUAGE OF THE GODS

IF 1 interpreted rightly that dweller in the mnd, the true roots of human
speech are vowel s and consonants, each with affinity to idea. force, colour and
form the veriest abstractions of these. but by their union into words
expressing nore conplex notions, as atons and nol ecul es by their union formthe



compounds of the chemst. It is difficult to discover single words of abstract
significance to represent adequately the ideas associated with these rudi nents
of speech. Every root is charged with significance, being the synmbol of a force
which is itself the fountain of many energies, even as prinordial being when
mani fested rolls itself out into nunberless forns, states of energy and

consci ousness. The roots of human speech are the sound correspondences of powers
which in their conbination and interaction make up the universe. The nmind of man
is made in

p. 121

the image of Deity, and the elenents of speech are related to the powers in his
m nd and through it to the being of the Oversoul.

These true roots of |anguage are few, al phabet and roots being identical. The
first root is A the sound synbol for the self in nan and Deity in the cosnos.
Its formequivalent is the circle . The second root is R, representing notion.
Its col our correspondence is red, and its formsynbol is the line

Mot i on engenders heat, and the third root followi ng the order fromthroat sounds
to labials is H the sound correspondence of Heat. Its synbol is the triangle ,
and it has affinity with the col our orange.

Mbtion and heat are the begetters of Fire, the sound equival ent of which is the
root L, which in formis synbolised by lines radiating froma point as in this
figure . Lis fire, light or radiation., and it is followed in the series of
roots by Y which synbolises the reaction in nature agai nst that radiation of
energy. It is the sound equival ent of binding, concentration or condensation
Matter in the cosnbs is obeying the |aw of gravitation and gathering into fire-
msts prelimnary to its knotting into suns and pl anets. The
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colour affinity is yellow. In man it is will which focuses energy and
concentrates it to a burning-point for the acconplishing of desire. Its form
synmbol is representing a vortex or spiral nmovenment inward, opposing in this the
expansion or radiation inplied in the root L.

The root which follows Y is W the sound synbol of liquidity or water. Its form
is semlunar, , and | think its colour is green.

W have now descended to earth and with this descent cones dualism and
henceforth all the roots have conpanion roots. Prinordial substance has lost its
et hereal character and has settled into a solid or static condition. The two
roots which express this are Gand K, Gis the synbol of earth, as Kis of

m neral, rock, crystal or hardness of any kind. | could discover with no
certainty any colour affinities for either of these roots, and about the formnms |
am al so uncertain though I was noved to relate Gwith the square and Kwth the
square crossed by a di agonal

The twin roots next in the series are S and Z, and | can find no better words to
indicate the significance of the first than
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i npregnation, inbreathing or insouling. We have reached in evolution the stage
when the one life breaks into nyriads of lives, which on earth finds its



correspondence in the genesis of the cell. Z represents the multiplication,

di vision or begetting of organismfromorganism It is the outbreathing or
bringing to birth of the seed which is sown. The formsynbol of Sis, | think, |,
and of Z . | discovered no colour affinities for either.

The duality of roots succeeding this is TH and SH. The first is the sound

equi val ent of growth, expansion or swelling, and its twin root represents that
state where the Iimt of growth in a particular formis reached and a scattering
or dissolution of its elenents takes place. In the vegetable world we might find

an illustration in the growh and decay of a plant.

After these twain cone the duality of T and D. | found great difficulty in
di scovering words to express the abstractions related to these. Yet in
meditating on themwith reference to the T. | was continually haunted by the

i dea of individual action, novenent or initiative, and | believe it refers to
that state when |life divorced fromits old interior
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unity with the source of life, and, confined in a form begins inits

i mgi nation of itself to be an ego, is in a state of outgoing, acts and | ooks
outward, touches and tastes; while D represents the reverse side of that, its
reaction or absorption inward to silence, sleep, imobility, abeyance. The form
synbol T is and vaguely suggested itself to ne as the synbol of D.

There is a parallelismbetween T and TH as there is between D and SH, T
representing movenent of the thing by itself while TH represents grow h or
expansion nerely, while D represents the nore subjective sinking of a thing into
abeyance of its powers as SH represents the external resolving of an organism
into its elenments.

For the dualismof roots J and TCH ny intuition failed utterly to di scover
correlations, and when | had placed the roots in their correct sequence and
endeavoured by intellect and reason to arrive at the | ogical significance these
two might have in the series of sounds, | could never satisfy nyself that | had
come nigh to any true affinity, so | pass these by.

The roots which follow are V and F, of which the first refers tolife in water,
to all
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that swinms, while Fis related to what lives in air and flies. | am doubt ful
about the formsynbols, but colour affinities began here again, and bl ue
suggested itself to nme as the correspondence, while the twin roots which cone
after them P and B, are related to indigo, the dark bl ue.

Li fe has now reached the human stage, is divided into sexes, and P is the sound
synmbol for |ife masculine or paternity, while B represents fenminine life or
maternity.

The series closes with Nand M The first of these represents conti nuance of
being, immortality if you will, while the last root, in the utterance of which
the lips are closed, has the sense of finality, it is the close, limt, nmeasure,
end or death of things. Their colour affinities are with violet. In all there
are twenty-one consonants which with the vowel s nake up the divine roots of
speech.



The vowel s are the sound synbols of consciousness in seven noods or states,
whil e the consonants represent states of matter and nodes of energy.

| despair of any attenpt to differentiate from each other the seven states of
consci ousness represented by the vowels. How
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shall | make clear the difference between A where consciousness in man or cosnos
begi ns mani festation, utterance or limtation of itself, and where
consciousness is returning into itself, breaking fromthe limtation of form and
becoming limtless once nore; or E when it has becone passional, or | where it
has beconme egoistic, actively intellectual or reasoning, or where it has becone
intuitional. Qur psychology gives ne no names for these states, but the vowel
root al ways represents consciousness, and, in its union with the consonant

root., nodifies or defines its significance, doing that again as it precedes or
follows it. | once held nore conpletely than | do now an interior apprehension
of the significance of all, and | night perhaps, if | had concentrated nore
intently, have conpleted nore fully the correspondences with idea, colour and
form But life attracts us in too many Ways, and when | was young and nost
sensitive and intuitional | did not realise the inportance of what | was
attenpting to do.

This so far as | knowis the only considered effort nade by any one to ascertain
the value of intuition as a faculty by using
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it inreference to matters where the intellect was usel ess but where the results
attained by intuition could be judged by the reason. Intuition is a faculty of
whi ch many speak with veneration, but it seens rarely to be evoked consciously,
and, if it is witness to a knower in man, it surely needs testing and use like
any other faculty. | have exercised intuition with respect to many other matters
and with inward conviction of the certainty of truth arrived at in this way, but
they were matters relating to consci ousness and were not by their nature easily
subject to ratification by the reason. These intuitions in respect of |anguage
are to sone extent capabl e of being reasoned or argued over, and | submit them
for consideration by others whose study of the literature, |earning and | anguage
of the ancients may give them special authority.
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ANCI ENT | NTUI TI ONS

EVEN where | had a certitude that nmy attribution of elenent, formor colour to a
root was right | have never thought this exhausted the range of its affinities
in our manifold being. | went but a little way within nmyself, but felt that
greater powers awaited discovery within us, powers whose shadowy skirts flicker
on the surface of consciousness but with notion so inpal pable that we | eave t hem
nanel ess. The root | relate to |ight may have correspondence al so with another
power which is to the dark divinity of being what light is to the visible world.
I have never thought that the |anguages spoken by nmen had all their origin in
one intuitional speech. There nmay have been nmany begi nnings in that

undi scoverable antiquity. But | believe that one, or perhaps several, anong the
early races, nore spiritual than the rest,
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was pronpted by intuition, while others may have devel oped speech in any of the
ways suggested by biol ogi sts and schol ars. The genius of some races | eads them
to seek for light within as the genius of others |leads themto go outward. |

i mgi ne a group of the ancestors lit up fromw thin, endowed with the prinal

bl essings of youth and ecstasy, the strings of their being not frayed as ours
are, nor their CGod-endowed faculties abused, still exquisitely sensitive

feeling those kinships and affinities with the elenents which are revealed in
the sacred literature of the Aryan, and nanming these affinities froman inpul se
springing up within. | can inagine the spirit struggling outwards naking of

el enent, colour, formor sound a nmirror, on which, outside itself, it would find
synmbols of all that was pent within itself, and so gradually beconing self-
conscious in the material nature in which it was enbodi ed, but which was still
effigy or shadow of a divine original. | can imgine themlooking up at the fire
in the sky, and calling out "EI" if it was the light they adored, or if they
rejoiced in the heat and light together they would nane it "Hel." O if they saw
death, and felt it as the stillness or ending of notion
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or breath, they would say "Mor." O if the fire acting on the water nade it
boil, they would instinctively conbine the sound equival ents of water and fire,
and "Wal" would be the symbol. If the fire of life was kindled in the body to
generate its kind, the sound synbol would be "Lub." Wen the axe was used to
cut, its hardness would pronpt the use of the hard or netallic affinity in
sound, and "Ak" would be to cut or pierce. One extension of neaning after

anot her would rapidly increase the wealth of significance, and reconbi nations of
roots the power of expression. The root "M wth its sense of finality would
suggest "M " to dimnish, and as to neasure a thing is to go to its ends, "M"
woul d al so nmean to neasure, and as to think a thing is to nmeasure it, "M" would
al so cone to be associated with thinking. |I had nearly all ny correspondences
vividly in mnd before | inquired of friends nore |earned than nyself what were
the reputed origins of human speech, and in what books | could find whatever
know edge there was, and then | cane upon the Aryan roots; and there | thought
and still think are to be found rmany evi dences in corroboration of ny
intuitions. There are
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pitfalls for one who has no pretensions to scholarship in tracking words to
their origins, and it is a |abour for the future in conjunction with one nore

| earned than nyself to elucidate these intuitions in regard to the roots, and to
go nore fully into the psychol ogy which led to rapid extension of neani ngs unti
words were created, which at first sight seemto have no relation to the root
values. | still believe | can see in the Aryan roots an intelligence struggling
outward fromitself to recognise its ow affinities in sound. But | w sh here
only to give indications and directions of approach to that Divine Mnd whose
signature is upon us in everything, and whose whole nmgjesty is present in the

Il east thing in nature. | have witten enough to enable those who are curious to
exercise their intuitions or analytic faculty in conjunction with their

schol arship, to test the worth of ny intuitions. Intuition nust be used in these
correspondences, for the art of using themis not altogether discoverable by the
intellect. | hope also that ny partial illumnation will be conpleted, corrected
or verified by others.

A second line of investigation | suggest is the study of sone harnony of
primtive
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al phabets, such as that conpiled by Forster, and, after arranging the letters in
their natural order fromthroat sounds to labials, to see if there is not nuch
to lead us to suppose that there was an original al phabet, where the form
equi val ents of sound proceeded in an orderly way fromthe circle through the
line, the triangle and the other forns | have indicated. Perhaps the true
correspondences were retained as an esoteric secret by the w sest, because there
may have been in themthe key to nysteries only to be entrusted to those many
tinmes tested before the secret of the use of power was disclosed. And again
woul d suggest a study of that science of divine correspondences which is
enbodied in nmystical Indian literature. The correspondences of form colour or
force with letters given there are not always in agreenent with ny own.
Sonmetinmes as in the Bagavadgita, where Krishna, the Self of the Manifested

Uni verse, says, "lI amthe A anong letters,” | find agreenment. In other works

li ke the Shivagana there is partial agreement as where it says, "Meditate upon
the fire force with Ras its synbol, as being triangular And red." The col our
and the letter are here in harnony with ny own intuitions,
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but the formis not, and | amnore inclined to believe ny own intuition to be

true because | find in so many of the primtive al phabets the form synbol of R
is the line comng out of a circle. The water force is given in the sane book a
sem | unar form as correspondence, but its sound synbol is given as V and not W

The earth force is given as quadrangular in formas | inmagine it, but the col our
is yellow | have not investigated the consonants in their attribution to the
nervous system given in such books. | have no doubt that in a rempter antiquity

the roots of | anguage were regarded as sacred, and when chanted every |letter was
supposed to stir into notion or evoke some subtle force in the body. Tone and
word combi ned we know will thrill the nervous system and this is specially so
with lovers of nusic and persons whose virgin sensitiveness of feeling has never
been blunted by excess. A word chanted or sung will start the wild fires |eaping
in the body, |ike hounds which hear their master calling them by nane, and to

t hose whose aspiration heavenward has purified their being there comes at last a
nmonent when at the calling of the Ineffable Nane the Holy Breath rises as a
flame and t he shadow nman
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goes forth to beconme one with the ancestral self.

What is obvious in that ancient literature is the belief in a conplete circle of
correspondences between every root sound in the human voice and el ements. fornms
and col ours, and that the al phabet was sacred in character. Intuitions which
nmoder n psychol ogi sts regard as evi dence of decadence are found present in the
literature of antiquity. The attributions sonetimes are the sane as mne;
sonmetimes they differ, but they suggest the sane theory of a harnony of

m crocosmwith macrocosm and it is carried out so that every centre in the body
is naned by the nane of a divine power. It is only by a spiritual science we can
recover identity, renew and nmake conscious these affinities. Life had other

| abours for nme fromwhich I could not escape, and | had not for long the |eisure
in which to reknit the ties between nyself and the ancestral being. But while
still had leisure | experienced those neltings of the external into intelligible
meani ngs. The formof a flower |ong brooded upon would translate itself into



energies, and these would resolve thenmselves finally into states of
consciousness, intelligible to me while | experienced them but too
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remote fromthe normal for words to tell their story. | may have strayed for a
noment into that Garden of the Divine Mnd where, as it is said in Genesis, "He
made every flower before it was in the field and every herb before it grew" M
failure to find words to express what | experienced made nme concentrate nore

i ntensely upon the relation of formand col our to consciousness in the hope that

anal ysis mght make intellectual exposition possible. I do not wish to |inger
too long on the analysis | nade. The nessage of nature is nore inportant than
the synbols used to convey it, and, in detailing these correspondences, | fee

rather as one who reading Shelley's "Hymn of Pan" ignored all that ecstasy and
spoke nmerely of spelling or verse structure. But why do | say that? The works of
the Magician of the Beautiful are not like ours and in the | east fragnent H s
artistry is no less present than in the stars. W nmay enter the infinite through
the mnute no less than through contenplation of the vast. | thought in that
early ecstasy of m ne when | found how near to us was the King in Hs Beauty
that | could learn to read that marvel lous witing on the screen of Nature and
teach it to others; and,
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as a child first learns its letters with difficulty, but after a tine leaps to
t he understanding of their conbination, and later, without care for letters or
words, follows out the thought alone; so I thought the letters of the divine
utterance mght be taught and the spirit in man would leap by intuition to the
t hought of the Spirit making that utterance. For all that vast ambition | have
not even a conpl ete al phabet to show, nuch | ess one single illustration of how
to read the letters of nature in their nyriad intricacies of form col our and
sound in the world we live in. But | believe that vision has been attai ned by
the seers, and we shall all at sone time attain it, and, as is said in the

Di vi ne Shepherd of Hermes, it shall neet us everywhere, plain and easy, walking
or resting, waking or sleeping, "for there is nothing which is not the inage of
God. "
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POVER

I HAVE spoken of a training of the will, but have not indicated the spring of
power in our being, nor dilated on those nonents when we feel a Titanic energy
lurks within us ready to our summons as the famliar spirit to the call of the
enchanter. |If we have not power we are nothing and nust renmin outcasts of the
Heavens. W nust be perfect as the Father is perfect. If in the being of the
Anci ent of Days there is power, as there is wi sdom and beauty, we nust |iken
ourselves to that being, partake, as our nature will permt, of its power, or we
can never enter it. The Kingdomis taken by violence. The easier |ife becones in
our civilisations. the renoter we are fromnature, the nore does power ebb away
fromnost of us. It ebbs away for all but those who never relax the will but
sustain it hour by hour. W even grow to dread the powerful person because
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we feel how phantasnal before power are beauty and wi sdom and indeed there is

no true beauty or wisdomwhich is not allied with strength. For one who
cultivates will in hinself there are thousands who cultivate the intellect or



foll ow after beauty, arid that is because the intellect can walk easily on the

| evel places, while at first every exercise of the will is |aborious as the lift
is to the clinmber of a precipice. Few are those who conme to that fullness of
power where the will beconmes a fountain within them perpetually springing up
self-fed, and who feel like the nountain |overs who know that it is easier to
tread on the hilltops than to walk on the | ow and | evel roads. Because in our
ordered life power is continually ebbing away fromus, nature, which abhors a
vacuumin our being, is perpetually breaking up our civilisations by wars or
internal conflicts, so that stripped of our case, in battle, through struggle
and sacrifice, we may grow i nto power again

and this nust continue until we tread the royal road, and cultivate power in our
being as we cultivate beauty or intellect. Those who have in thenselves the

hi ghest power, who are miracl e-workers, the Buddhas and the Christs, are also
the teachers of peace,

p. 139
and they may well be so having thensel ves attained mastery of the Fire.

It is because it is so laborious to cultivate the will we find in literature
endl ess anal ysts of passion and thought, but rarely do we find one witing as if
he felt the powers leaping up in his body as the thronged thoughts leap up in
the brain. | was never able to recogni se that harnony of powers spoken of by the
ancients as inhabiting the house of the body, lurking in nerve-centre or plexus,
or distinguish their functions, but | began to feel, after long efforts at

concentration and mastery of the will, the begi nning of an awakeni ng of the
fires, and at times there canme partial perception of the relation of these
forces to centres in the psychic body. | could feel themin nyself; and

sonetimes see them or the vibration or light of them about others who were
seekers with nyself for this know edge; so that the body of a powerful person
woul d appear to be throwing out light in radiation fromhead or heart, or plunes
of fire would rise above the head jetting fromfountains within, apparitions
like wings of fire, plunes or feathers of flanme, or dragon-like crests, many-
coloured. Once at the apex of intensest
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meditation | awoke that fire in nyself of which the ancients have witten, and
it ran up like lightning along the spinal cord, and nmy body rocked with the
power of it, and | seened to nyself to be standing in a fountain of flane, and
there were fiery pul sations as of w ngs about nmy head, and a musical sound not
unli ke the clashing of cynbals with every pulsation; and if | had renmenbered the
anci ent wi sdom | might have opened that eye which searches infinitude. But |
renenbered only, in a half terror of the power | had awakened, the danger of

m sdirecti on of the energy, for such was the sensation of power that | seened to
mysel f to have opened the seal of a cosmic fountain, so | remained contenplative
and was not the resolute guider of the fire. And indeed this rousing of the fire
is full of peril; and woe to hi mwho awakens it before he has purified his being
into sel flessness, for it will turn downward and vitalise his darker passions
and awaken strange frenzies and inextingui shable desires. The turning earthward
of that heaven-born power is the sin. against the Holy Breath, for that fire

whi ch | eaps upon us in the ecstasy of contenplation of Deity is the Holy Breath,
t he power which can
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carry us fromEarth to Heaven. It is nornmally known to man only in procreation,
but its higher and m ghtier uses are unknown to him Even though in our
scriptures it is said of it that it gives to this man vision or the discerning
of spirits, and to that poetry or eloquence, and to another healing and magi ca
powers, it remains for nost a nyth of the theol ogi ans, and is not nentioned by
any of our psychol ogists though it is the fountain out of which is born al

other powers in the body and is the sustainer of all our faculties. Nornmally I
found this power in nyself, not leaping up Titanically as if it would stormthe
heavens, but a steady light in the brain, "the candl e upon the forehead," and it
was reveal ed in ecstasy of thought or power in speech, and in a continuous
welling up fromw thin nyself of intellectual energy, vision or inagination. It
is the afflatus of the poet or musician. As an ancient scripture says of it,

"The Illuminator is the inspirer of the poet, the jeweller, the chiseller and
all who work in the arts.” It is the Pronethean fire, and only by mastery of
this power will man be able to ascend to the ancestral Paradi se. Again and again

I would warn all who read
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of the danger of awakening it, and again and again | would say that without this
power we are as nothing. We shall never scale the Heavens, and religions, be
they ever so holy, will never open the gates to us, unless we are able mghtily
to open them for ourselves and enter as the strong spirit who cannot be deni ed.
This power mght cry of itself to us:

My ki nsnmen are they, beauty, w sdom | ove;

But without ne are none may dare to clinb

To the Ancestral Light that gl ows above
Its mrrored lights in Tine.

King have | been and foe in ages past.

None may escape ne. | am foe unti

There shall be for the spirit forged at |ast
The hi gh unshakable will.

Fear, I will rend you. Love, | nake you strong
Wed with ny mght the beautiful and wi se.
We shall go forth at last, a Titan throng

To storm H s Paradi se.
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THE MEMORY OF THE SPIRI T

HY BRAZI L, Il dathach, the |ands of Imortal Youth which flush with nagic the
dreans of childhood, for npbst sink soon below far horizons and do not again
arise. For around chil dhood gather the wi zards of the darkness and they baptize
it and change its imgination of itself as in the Arabian tales of enchant nment
men were changed by sorcerers who cried, "Be thou beast or bird." So by the

bl ack art of education is the imagination of |ife about itself changed, and one
will think he is a wormin the sight of Heaven, he who is but a god in exile,
and anot her of the Children of the King will believe that he is the of fspring of
ani mal s. What pal aces they were born in, what dom nions they are rightly heir
to, are concealed fromthemas in the fairy tale the stolen prince lives
obscurely anong the swi neherds. Yet at tinmes nmen do not
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remenber, in dreamand in the deeps of sleep, they still wear sceptre and di adem
and partake of the banquet of the gods. The gods are still living. They are our
brothers. They await us. They beckon us to cone up to themand sit upon equa
thrones. To those who cry out against romance | would say, You yourself are
romance. You are the lost prince herding obscurely anong the swine. The romance
of your spirit is the nost marvell ous of stories. Your wanderings have been
greater than those of U ysses. You have been Bird of Paradise and free of

i mensity, and you have been outcast and w ngl ess, huddl ed under the rocks and
despairing of the Heavens. |If you will but awaken the inner sight, Hy Brazil

Il dathach, all the lands of Inmortal Youth will build thensel ves up anew for you
no |l onger as fantasy but in vivid actuality. Earth will becone magi cal and sweet
as ever. You will be drunken with beauty. You may see the fiery eyes of the

Cycl ops wanderi ng over the mountains and hear the Bell Branch shaken, the sound
that summons the spirit home. From|long pondering | have conme to believe in the
eternity of the spirit and that it is an inhabitant of many spheres, for
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[ paragraph continues] | know not how otherwise | can interpret to nyself the
myriad i mages that as nenories or imaginations cling to it, following it into
the body as birds follow the |eader in the mgratory flock. Looking back on that
other life which began to donminate this there are a thousand things | cannot
under st and except | believe that for myself and for all of us there has been an
eternity of being and that many spheres are open to us. If these inages are not
eart h-born, fromwhat |and, Elfland, Heaven-world or God-world, do they cone?
have chosen but a few images out of many to explain why | think our dreans and
visions conme often in all conpleteness into our sphere out of other spheres of
being and are not built up from nmenories of earth. Looking back upon that other
life through the vistas of menory | see breaking in upon the inmages of this

world forns of | know not what antiquity. | walk out of strange cities steeped
in the jewel glow and gl oom of evening, or sail in galleys over the silvery
waves of the antique ocean. | reside in tents, or in palace chanbers, go abroad
in chariots, nmeditate in cycl opean buil dings, am worshi pper of the Earth gods
upon the mountains, lie tranced in Egyptian

p. 146

crypts, or brush with naked body through the Iong sunlit grasses of the
prairies. Endlessly the procession of varying fornms goes back into renote

yest erdays of the world. How do these self-conceptions spring up? How are they
clothed with the state of ancient civilisations? If when |I perceived themthey
were the newest things in the world, and the inages were minted that instant by
the i magi nation, out of what treasury of design cane the fitting scenery, the

al ways varied buil dings, garnents and setting of wood, plain or nmountain? Are
they not rather, | ask nyself, nmenories of the spirit incarnated many times? And
if so, again | ask nyself is it only on earth there has been this |ong ancestry
of self? For there is another self in me which seemed to know not the world but
revealed itself to the listening bodily life in cosmic nyths, in renpte | egends
of the Children of Darkness and the Children of Light, and of the revolt agai nst
heaven. And another self seened to bring with it vision or nenory of el enental
bei ngs, the shining creatures of water and wood, or who break out in opal escent
colour fromthe rocks or hold their court beneath the ponderous hills. And there
was anot her
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sel f which was akin to the gloonmy world of the shades, but recoil ed shuddering
fromthem And there was yet another self which sought out after wi sdom and al
these other selves and their wi sdom and nenories were but tributary to it. The
gates of sleep too were often thronged with fleeting presences as | sank into
unconsci ousness, or was outcast fromthat innernost bei ng when waki ng, and | saw
but for an instant back into the profundity, and at tinmes it appeared to the

i magi nation as the gate of Eden

Wth dreadful faces thronged and fiery arms.

[ paragraph conti nues] Qut of what sphere cane that being taller and mghtier

t han human, whose body seenmed w ought out of flame and whose eyes had the
stillness of an inmmortal, and who seenmed to gaze at nme out of eternity as |
waked in the night. It was so | ofty and above humanity that | seenmed to nyself
to be less than an insect, though sonething in ne cried out to it in

br ot herhood, and | knew not whether | had fallen fromits height, or was a | ost
comrade lagging far behind in tine who shoul d have been equal and conpani on but

was too feeble to rise to such majesty. | know that | have not been al one
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in such imagi nations for there are few whose intent will has tried to scale the
Heavens who have not been net by nessages fromthe gods who are the fountains of
this shadowy beauty, and who are, | think, ourselves beyond this nirage of tine
and space by which we are enchanted. | have spoken to others, seekers like

mysel f upon this quest, and recognise identity of vision and experience. But |
have not been able to devote to every nental inage the thought which m ght nmake
its meaning or origin intelligible. W cannot do that for the forns we see nove
continuously in visible nature, for we pass themby thinking intensely but of a
few of them But our psychol ogy nust take account of every experience of the
soul. | have not found in latter-day philosophical witers the explanation of ny
own experiences, and | think that is because there has been an over-devel opnent
of intellect and few have cultivated vision, and w thout that we have not got
the first data for fruitful speculation. W rarely find phil osophical witers
referring to vision of their own, yet we take them as guides on our nental
travelling, though in this world we all would prefer to have know edge of earth
and
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heaven t hrough the eyes of a child rather than to know them only through the
musi ngs of one who was blind, even though his intellect was mghty as Kant's.

It is only when | turn to the literature of vision and intuition, to the sacred
books and to half sacred tradition, to the poets and seers, that | find a

grandi ose conception of nature in which every spiritual experience is provided
for. I have not entered the paradi ses they entered but what little I know finds
its place in the universe of their vision. Wether they are Syrian, G eek,
Egyptian or Hindu, the witers of the sacred books seemto ne as nen who had al
gazed upon the sane august vision and reported of the same divinity. Even in our
own Gaelic wonder tales | often find a vision which is, | think, authentic, and
we can, | believe, learn fromthese voyages to the Heaven-world nore of the
geography of the spirit and the nany mansions in the being of the Father than we
can fromthe greatest of our sightless phil osophers. The Earth-world, M d-world,
Heaven-wor| d and God-world spoken of in the Indian scriptures are worlds our
Gael i c ancestors had al so know edge of. Wen Cormac enters the Heaven-worl d and
is told by those who inhabit it,
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[ paragraph continues] "Wenever we imgine the fields to be sown they are sown.
Whenever we inmagine the fields to be reaped they are reaped,” he saw the sane
world as the seer who wote in the marvel |l ous Upani shad: "There are no chariots
there or roads for chariots. The soul makes for itself chariots and roads for
chariots. There are no joys or rejoicings there. The soul nmakes for itself joys
and rejoicings. For the spirit of man is creator." The visionaries of the future
will finally justify the visionaries of the past. | do not feel that ny

know edge is great enough to do this, nor have | been able to steal froma life
made busy by other |abours enough tinme or enough thought even to use in the best
way the little I know | would like to vindicate nmy predecessors in Ireland and
correlate my own vision and the vision of ny friends with the vision of those
who went before us, for | think when we discard the past and its vision we are
li ke men who, half-way up a nountain, decide foolishly to attenpt the ascent
from another side of the hill and so continually |ose the hei ght which was
gained. Qur Gaelic ancestors had the gift of seership, and | had thought at one
time to reconstruct fromthe ancient literature the vision of the universe
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they had, a |abour which m ght be done by any who had vision of his own and who
was versed in the conparative study of the religions of the past, and so nake
intelligible to those who |ive here to-day the thought of their forefathers, and
enable themto begin anew the nmeditation towards divine things so often broken
up in our unhappy history. Al literature tends to produce a sacred book by an
evol ution of thought of the highest m nds building one upon another. A
literature so continually inmaginative, visionary and beautiful as the Gaelic

woul d, | do not doubt, have cul minated in sone nagnificent expression of the
spirit if life had not been drawn fromcentral depths to surfaces by continuous
invasions. | think that neditation is beginning anew, and the powers which were

present to the ancestors are establishing again their dom nion over the spirit.
To some there conme startling flashes of vision, and others feel a hand of power
touching themthrust out froma hidden world. Wiether they know it or not they
are the servants of gods who speak or act through them and nake themthe
messengers of their will. | have witten down some of nmy own thoughts and
experiences that others nay be:
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encouraged to believe that by inagination they can lay hold of truth; and as
sonmet hi ng nust be witten about the geography of the spirit by way of guidance
to those who rise within thenselves in neditation | will try briefly to
reconstruct the Celtic vision of Heaven and Earth as | believe it was known to
the Druids and bardic seers. Let no one who requires authority read what | have
witten for | will give none. If the spirit of the reader does not bear witness
to truth he will not be convinced even though a Whitley Stokes rose up to verify
the witten word. Let it be accepted by others as a ronmantic invention or
attribution of divine powers to certain nanes to nmake nore coherent the
confusion of Celtic nyth.
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CELTI C COSMOGONY

IN the begi nning was the boundless Lir, an infinite depth, an invisible
divinity, neither dark nor light, in whomwere all things past and to be. There



at the close of a divine day, tine being ended, and the Nuts of Know edge
harvest ed, the gods partake of the Feast of Age and drink froma secret
fountain. Their being there is neither life nor death nor sleep nor dream but
all are wondrously wought together. They lie in the bosomof Lir, cradled in
the sanme peace, those who hereafter shall nmeet in love or war in hate. The G eat
Fat her and the Mother of the Gods mingle together and Heaven and Earth are | ost,
being one in the Infinite Lir.

O Lir but little may be affirmed, and nothing can be revealed. In trance al one
the seer m ght divine beyond his ultimate vision this being. It is a breath with
many voi ces which cannot speak in one tone, but utters
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itself through nmultitudes. It is beyond the gods and if they were to reveal it
it could only be through their own departure and a return to the prineval
silences. But in this is the root of existence fromwhich springs the sacred
Hazel whose branches are the gods: and as the nystic night trenbles into dawn,
its leaves and its blossons and its starry fruit burgeon sinultaneously and are
shed over the waters of space. An image of futurity has arisen in the divine

i magi nation: and Sinan, who is also Dana, the Great Mdther and Spirit of Nature,
grows thirsty to receive its inmprint on her bosom and to bear again her

of fspring of stars and starry beings. Then the first fountain is opened and
seven streans issue |ike seven fiery whirlwi nds, and Sinan is carried away and
mngled with the torrent, and when the force of the torrent is broken, Sinan

al so neets death.

What ot her names Connla's Wl | and the Sacred Hazel have in Celtic tradition may
be di scovered later, but here, without reference to names, which only bewi | der
until their significance is made known, it is better to explain with | ess of
synbol this Celtic Cosnpgenesis.
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We have first of all Lir, an infinite being, neither spirit nor energy nor
substance, but rather the spiritual formof these, in which all the divine
powers, raised above thenselves, exist in a nmystic union or trance. This is the
ni ght of the gods from which Mananan first awakens, the nost spiritual divinity
known to the ancient Gael, being the Gaelic equivalent of that Spirit which
breathed on the face of the waters. He is the root of existence from which
springs the Sacred Hazel, the synbol of life ram fying everywhere: and the forns
of this Ilife are conceived first by Mananan, the divine inagination. It throws
itself into seven fornms or divinities, the branches of the Hazel; and these
again break out endlessly into | eaves and bl ossons and fruit, into nyriads of

di vi ne beings, the archetypes and ancestral begetters of those spirits who are
the Children of Lir. Al these are first in the Divine Darkness and are
unreveal ed, and Mananan is still the unuttered Word, and is in that state the
Chal daic oracle of Proclus saith of the Divine Mnd: "It had not yet gone forth,
but abode in the Paternal Depth, and in the adytum of god-nourished Silence."
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[ paragraph conti nues] But Mananan, while one in essence with the Paternal Lir,
is yet, as the divine imagination, a separate being to whom thus brooding, Lir
seens apart, or covered over with a veil, and this aspect of Lir, a mrage which
begins to cover over true being, is Dana, the Hibernian Mther of the Gods, or
Sinan in the antique Di nnshenchus, deity first viewed externally, and therefore



seening to partake of the nature of substance, and, as the priml form of
matter, the Spirit of Nature. Mananan al one of all the gods exists in the inner
side of this spirit, and therefore it is called his nmantle, which, flung over
man or god, wraps themfromthe gaze of enbodied beings. His mantle, the Faed
Fia, has many equivalents in other nythologies. It is the Aether wi thin which
Zeus runs invisibly, and the Akasa through which Brahm sings his eterna
utterance of joy. The mantle of Mananan, the Aether, the Akasa, were all
associated with Sound as a creative power, for to the nystic inmagination of the
past the world was upsung into being; and what other thought inspired the

apostle who wote, "In the beginning was the Wrd"?
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Qut of the Divine Darkness Mananan has arisen, a brooding tw light before dawn,
in which the cloud i nrages of the gods are thronging. But there is still in Lir
an i mense deep of being, an enotional life too vast, too spiritual, too renpte
to speak of, for the words we use to-day cannot tell its story. It is the |ove

yet unbreathed, and yet not |ove, but rather a hidden unutterabl e tenderness, or
joy, or the potency of these, which awakens as the image of the divine

imagi nation is reflected in the being of the Mdther, and then it rushes forth to
enbrace it. The Fountain beneath the Hazel has broken. Creation is astir. The
Many are proceeding fromthe One. An energy or love or eternal desire has gone
forth which seeks through a nyriad fornms of illusion for the infinite being it
has left. It is Angus the Young, an eternal joy beconing |ove, a |ove changing
into desire, and leading on to earthly passion and forgetful ness of its own
divinity. The eternal joy becomes |ove when it has first merged itself in form
and i mages of a divine beauty dance before it and lure it afar. This is the
first manifested world, the Tirnanoge or World of Inmortal Youth.
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[ paragraph continues] The love is changed into desire as it is drawn deeper into
nature, and this desire builds up the Md-world or Wirld of the Waters. And,
lastly, as it lays hold of the earthly synmbol of its desire it becones on Earth
that passion which is spiritual death. In another sense Angus nay be described
as the passing into activity of a power latent in Lir, working through the
divine imagination, inpressing its ideations on nature in its spiritual state,
and thereby causing its nmyriad transformations. It is the fountain in which
every energy has its birth, fromthe power which lays the foundations of the
worl d, down through |love and every formof desire to chenmical affinity, just as
Mananan is the root of all conscious life, fromthe inperial being of the gods
down to the consciousness in the ant or amxba. So is Dana al so the basis of
every material formfromthe inperishable body of the imortals to the
transitory husk of the gnat. As this divinity energes fromits prinordial state
of ecstatic tenderness or joy in Lir, its divided rays, incarnate in form enter
upon a threefold Iife of spiritual |ove, of desire, and the dark shadow of | ove;
and these three states have for
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t henmsel ves three worlds into which they have transformed the priml nature of
Dana: a Wrld of Immortal Youth: a Md-world where everythi ng changes with
desire: and which is called fromits fluctuations the Wrld of the Waters: and
lastly, the Earth-world where matter has assuned that solid formwhen it appears
i nani mte or dead. The force of the fountain which whirled Sinan away has been
spent and Sinan has net deat h.



The conception of Angus as an all-pervading divinity who first connects being

wi th non-being seems renoved by many aeons of thought fromthat beautifu

gol den- hai red youth who plays on the tynpan surrounded by singing birds. But the
gol den- hai red Angus of the bards has a relation to the earlier Eros, for in the
mysteries of the Druids all the gods sent bright w tnesses of their boundl ess
bei ng, who sat enthroned in the pal aces of the Sidhe, and pointed the way to the
Land of Promise to the man who dared becone nore than nman.

But what in reality is Angus and what is Dana, and how can they be nmade real to
us? They will not be gained by nmuch readi ng of
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the |l egendary tales, for they are already with us. A child sits on the grass and
the sunlight falls about it. It is lulled by the soft colour. It grows dreany, a
dreaminess filled with a vague excitenment. It feels a pleasure, a keen nagnetic
joy at the touch of earth: or it lays its head in a silent tenderness nigh a

nmot her or sister, its nood inpelling it to grow nearer to something it |oves.
That tenderness in the big dreany heart of childhood is Angus, and the nother-
love it divines is Dana; and the formwhich these all-pervading divinities take
in the heart of the child and the nother, on the one side desire, on the other a
profound tenderness or pity, are nearest of all the npods of earth to the first
Love and the M ghty Mther, and through themthe divine may be vaguely
understood. If the desire remains pure, through i nnocence, or by reason of

wi sdom it becones in the grown being a constant preoccupation with spiritua
things, or in words | have quoted before where it is better said, "The

i nexpressi ble yearning of the inner man to go out into the infinite."

O Dana, the Hi bernian Mther of the gods, | have already said she is the first
p. 161

spiritual formof matter, and therefore Beauty. As every being energes out of

her wonb clothed with form she is the Mghty Mther, and as nother of all she
is that divine conpassion which exists beyond and is the final arbiter of the

justice of the gods. Her heart will be in ours when ours forgive
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THE CELTI C | MAG NATI ON

OTHER names might be used in this Celtic cosnogenesis and the Dagda stand for
Lir, Boan for Dana, Fintan for Mananan, and others agai n nmight be

i nterchangeable with these. Even as the generations follow one another in tine,
each | ooki ng upon the same unchangi ng nature as the ancestors but naming it by
other names, so in antiquity races were invaded by others who cane with a
cosnogony the sane in all essentials, but for differences of |anguage and nane,
as that of the people invaded. After centuries there cones a bl endi ng of
cultures and a subsidence into | egend, bringing about a bewil dering nosai c of
myt hol ogy. The unity of primeval vision is broken up in the prismof literature.
Deities grow in nunber in the popular inmagination and coexi st there, who in
truth, if their spiritual ancestry was known, were but varying names for one

di vi ne bei ng.
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[ paragraph continues] There are several nythologies in Irish | egend the figures
of which are nade contenporary with each other by the |ater poets, and while it



m ght be of interest to scholars to disentangle these and relate each deity to
its proper cycle, only the vision of the universe which underlay themall is of
real inportance. That spiritual Overworld our Gaelic ancestors beheld was in
essentials the same as the Overworld reveal ed in the sacred books; and in the
wonder tales of the Gael we find a great secul ar corroboration of sacred
literature and of half-sacred phil osophy such as Plato utters through the Iips
of Socrates. Earth, Md-world, Heaven-world and the great deep of deity they
knew as they are expounded in the Upani shads. W can discern the sanme vision in
t he Apostl e whose begi nning of things was in the ful ness of being out of which
arose the Christos or divine imagination, in which, as it went forth onits
cyclic labours, |ife or the Holy Breath was born, or becane in it, and these
agai n shine and work in the darkness of earth. And when St. Paul speaks of a
third heaven we divine he had risen to the world of the Christos and was there
initiated into nysteries of which it was not |awful to speak. In the sacred
books there is a profounder
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life than there is in secular literature where there is vision indeed, but in
the sacred books there is the being. The mind in retrospect, neditation and
aspiration needs guidance; and this spiritual architecture of Earth-world, with
M d-worl d, Heaven-world and God-world rising above it, nmade nmy own vision so far
as it went intelligible to me, for ny disconnected glinpses of supernature
seened to find a place in that architecture of the heavens. In earlier pages |
described nmy first visions of other planes, and the beings there, how sonme were
shining and how others were a lordlier folk lit up fromwithin as if a sun was
hidden in the heart; and in ny retrospect of vision | find all | saw falling
into two categories which | think correspond to the Md-world and Worl d of

I mmortal Youth of the ancestors. My vision into the highest of these spheres was
rare, and only once did consciousness for a nonent follow vision and | seened
nmyself to be in the world | contenplated. At other tines | was |ike one who
cannot enter the gardens of a palace, but who gazes distantly through gates on
their beauty, and sees people of a higher order than hinself nmoving in a world
enchanting to his eyes. | did see in some sphere interpenetrated
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with this beings in an ecstasy of radi ance, colour and sound, |overs who seened
enraptured with their happiness, as they tell in old story of lovers on the

pl ains of Moy Mell, and to nme they seenmed |ike sone who had lived in Earth in
anci ent days and who now were in the happy world. And | saw, wi thout being able
to explain to nyself their relation to that exalted humanity, beings such as the
anci ent poets described, a divine folk who | think never were human but were

t hose spoken of as the Sidhe. | did not see enough to enable ne to speak with
any certainty about their life, and | do not know that it would serve any usefu
purpose to detail visions which remain bewildering to nyself. Into the | owest of
these two spheres | saw with nore frequency, but was able to understand but
little of what | saw. | will tell one or two visions out of many. | was drawn to
medi t at e besi de a deep pool amd woods. It was a place charged with psychic
life, and was regarded with sonme awe by the people who |ived near. As | gazed
into the dark waters consciousness seemed to sink beneath themand | found
myself in another world. It was nore luminous than this, and | found one there
who seened |ike an
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el enental king. He was seated on a throne, and | saw that a lustrous air rose up
as froma fountain beneath the seat and his breathing of it gave hi mpower. The
figure was of a brilliant blue and gol d opal escence, and the breast. as with
many of the higher beings, was shining, and a golden |ight seenmed to pervade the
whol e body and to shine through its silvery blueness. The tribe he ruled were
smal l er than hinsel f, and these | saw descending on the right of the throne,
their shining dimred to a kind of greyness, and each one as it cane before the
throne bent forward and pressed its |ips upon the heart of the king, and in an
instant at the touch it becane flushed with life and it shot up plumed and

radi ant, and there was a continuous descent on one side of grey elenmental s and
on the other side a continuous ascent of radiant figures, and | know not what it
meant. And at another tine | saw one of these |esser beings flying as a
messenger out of the heart of one greater, and | saw a return to the heart and
the vani shing of the |esser in the greater, and | know not what it meant. And at
another tine | was astonished, for | saw rising out of deep water seven shining
and silvery figures, and three on one side and
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three on anot her side and one beneath) they held uplifted hands on the hilt of a
gigantic sword of quivering flanme, and they waved that mighty sword in air and
sank again beneath the waters. And after that seven others rose up and they held
a great spear, and it they pointed skywards and sank bel ow; and after that arose
two carrying a cauldron, and, when they had vani shed, one solitary figure arose
and it held inits hands a great and glittering stone; and why these beauti ful
bei ngs should bring forth the four precious synbols of the Tuatha de Danaan | do
not know, for that Md-world, as Usheen travelling to Tirnanoge saw, is full of
strange and beautiful forns appearing and vani shing ever about the nystic
adventurer, and there are to be seen many beings such as the bards told of:
beings riding like Lir or Mananan upon w nged steeds, or surrounded |ike Angus
QOge with many-col oured birds, and why these inages of beauty and nystery should
be there | do not know, but they entered into the inmagi nation of poets in the
past and have entered into the inmagination of others who are still living. | can
only surm se that they were given the nanes of Mnanan, Angus, Dana or Lir
because they were nout hpi eces

p. 168

of the bodiless deities and perhaps sitting on high thrones represented these at
the Druidic nysteries, and when the nortal came to be nade i mortal they spoke
to himeach out of their peculiar wisdom In nyself as in others | know they
awakened ecstasy. To one who lay on the nound which is called the Brugh on the
Boyne a formlike that the bards speak of Angus appeared, and it cried: "Can you
not see ne? Can you not hear me? | cone fromthe Land of Inmmortal Youth." And |
though | could not be certain of speech, found the wild words flying up to ny
brain interpreting my own vision of the god, and it seened to be crying to ne:
"Oh, see our sun is dawning for us, ever dawning, with ever youthful and
triunphant voices. Your sun is but a snoky shadow. ours the ruddy and eterna
glow. Your fire is far away, but ours within our hearts is ever living and

t hrough wood and wave i s ever dawni ng on adoring eyes. My birds from purple
fiery plumage shed the light of lights. Their kisses wake the |ove that never
dies and | eads through death to ne. My love shall be in thine when |ove is
sacrifice." | do not believe that either to nyself or ny friend were such words
spoken, but the whol e bei ng
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is lifted up in vision and overmastered, and the words that came flying upward

i n consci ousness perhaps represent our sudden harnony with a life which is
beyond ourselves, we in our words interpreting the life of the spirit. Some
interpret the spirit with sadness and sonme with joy, but in this country | think
it will always cry out its wild and wondrous story of immortal youth and will
lead its votaries to a heaven where they will be drunken with beauty. Wat is
all this? Poetry or fantasy? It has visited thousands in all ages and | ands, and
fromsuch visions have conme all that is nost beautiful in poetry or art. These
forms inhabited Shelley's |umnous cloudland, and they were the nodels in the
Phei di an heart, and they have been with artist, poet and nusician since the

begi nning of the world, and they will be with us until we growinto their beauty
and learn fromthemhowto fulfil human destiny, acconplishing our |abour which
is to make this world into the |ikeness of the Kingdom of Light.

p. 170

EARTH

I THINK of earth as the floor of a cathedral where altar and Presence are
everywhere. This reverence canme to me as a boy listening to the voice of birds
one col oured evening in sumrer, when suddenly birds and trees and grass and
tinted air and nyself seened but one nobod or conpanionship, and I felt a
certitude that the same spirit was in all. Alittle breaking of the barriers and
being would nmingle with being. Wiitman wites of the earth that it is rude and

i nconprehensible at first. "But | swear to you," he cries, "that there are
divine things well hidden." Yet they are not so conceal ed that the | over may not
di scover them and to the lover nature reveals herself like a shy naiden who is
slowy drawn to one who adores her at a distance, and who is first acknow edged
by a lifting of the veil, a long-renmenbered glance, a glimmering smle, and at

| ast comes speech
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and the mingling of life with life. So the I over of Earth obtains his reward,
and little by little the veil is lifted of an inexhaustibl e beauty and najesty.
It may be he will be tranced in sonme spiritual comunion, or will find his being

overflowing into the being of the elenments, or beconme aware that they are
breathing their life into his own. O Earth may become on an instant all faery
to him and earth and air resound with the nusic of its invisible people. O the
trees and rocks may waver before his eyes and becone transparent, revealing what

creatures were hidden fromhimby the curtain, and he will know as the ancients
did of dryad and hanadryad, of genii of wood and nmountain. O earth nmay suddenly
bl aze about himwi th supernatural light in some lonely spot anmid the hills, and

he will find he stands as the prophet in a place that is holy ground, and he may
breat he the intoxicating exhalations as did the sibyls of old. O his | ove nay
hurry himaway in dreamto share in deeper nysteries, and he nay see the pal ace
chanbers of nature where the wi se ones dwell in secret, |ooking out over the
nations, breathing power into this man's heart or that nan's brain, on any who
appear to their vision to wear
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the colour of truth. So gradually the earth lover realises the golden world is
all about himin inperishable beauty, and he may pass fromthe vision to the

pr of ounder beauty of being, and know an eternal love is within and around him
pressing upon himand sustaining with infinite tenderness his body, his soul and
his spirit.



I have obscured the vision of that being by dilating too much on what was
curious, but |I desired to draw others to this neditation, if by reasoning it
were possible to free the intellect fromits own fetters, so that the

i magi nation mght go forth, as Blake says, "in uncurbed glory." So | stayed the
vi sion which m ght have been art, or the ecstasy which m ght have been poetry,
and asked of themrather to | ead ne back to the ancestral fountain from which
they issued. | think by this neditation we can renew for ourselves the nmagi ¢ and
beauty of Earth, and understand the neaning of things in the sacred books which
had grown dim W have so passed away fromvital contact with divine powers that
they have becone for npst nanes for the veriest abstractions. and those who read
do not know that the Mghty Mother is that Earth on which they tread and whose
hol y
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substance they call common clay; or that the Paraclete is the strength of our
bei ng, the power which binds atomto atomand Earth to Heaven: or that the
Christos is the Magician of the Beautiful and that it is not only the Architect
of the God-world but is that in us which sees beauty, creates beauty, and it is
verily wisdomin us and is our deepest self; or that the Father is the fountain
of substance and power and wi sdom and that we could not Iift an eyel ash but
that we have our being in Hm Wen we turn frombooks to |living nature we begin
to understand the ancient wisdom and it is no |longer an abstraction. for the
Great Spirit whose honme is in the vast becones for us a noving glanour in the
heavens, a dropping tenderness at twilight, a visionary light in the hills, a
voice in the heart. the Earth underfoot beconmes sacred, and the air we breathe
is like wine poured out for us by some heavenly cupbearer.

As we grow intimte with earth we realise what sweet and august things await
humanity when it goes back to that forgotten nmother. Wio woul d be anbitious, who
would wish to fling a nane |ike Caesar's in the air, if he saw what thrones and
mej esties awaited the
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heavenly adventurer? Who would hate if he could see beneath the husk of the body
the spirit which is obscured and inprisoned there, and how it was brother to his
own spirit and all were children of the King? Who woul d weary of nature or think
it a solitude once the veil had been lifted for him once he had seen that great
glory? Whuld they not long all of themfor the conming of that divine hour in the
twilights of tine, when out of rock, nmountain, water, tree, bird, beast or man
the seraph spirits of all that live shall energe realising their kinship, and
all together, fierce things nade gentle, and timd things made bold, and snall
made great, shall return to the Father Being and be nade one in Its infinitudes.

When we attain this vision nature will nelt nagically before our eyes, and
powers that seem dreadful, things that seened abhorrent in her will reveal

t hensel ves as brothers and allies. Until then she is unmoved by our conflicts
and will carry on her ceasel ess | abours.

No sign is made whil e enpires pass.

The flowers and stars are still H s care,
The constellations hid in grass,

The golden mracles in air. p. 175

Life in an instant will be rent
When death is glittering, blind and wild,



The Heavenly Brooding is intent
To that last instant on Its child.

It breathes the glowin brain and heart.
Life is nade magical. Until

Body and spirit are apart

The Everlasting works Its will.

In that wild orchid that your feet
In their next falling shall destroy,
M nut e and passi onate and sweet,
The M ghty Master holds Hi s joy.

Though the crushed jewels droop and fade
The Artist's |labours will not cease,

And fromthe ruins shall be made

Some yet nore |ovely masterpiece.



