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Foreword to the Fourth Edition


Like its predecessors, this edition aims to present a responsible, attractive selection of Yeats’s poems and plays. Over the years, scholarly studies have achieved ever more dependable texts. Hence the welcome revisions in our successive printings.


It was a special joy in the 1986 “Revised Edition” to present the poems appearing after A Full Moon in March (1935) in their proper groupings and order. This major change had been deferred in earlier printings to avoid confusion, since the Collected Poems of 1956, then current, still lumped together arbitrarily as “Last Poems” the poetry in New Poems (1938), the posthumous On the Boiler, and Last Poems and Two Plays (both 1939). But in 1983 Richard Finneran’s The Poems of W. B. Yeats: A New Edition had sorted out the order correctly. We could finally, without being at odds with this improved collected edition, close the selected volume with key poems and both plays from Last Poems and Two Plays: a powerful sequence showing the continued vitality of Yeats’s tragic imagination despite his failing health. Yeats’s climactic pairing of the plays The Death of Cuchulain and Purgatory stunningly reveals the subtle intelligence informing his art to the very end.


The 1986 edition included a few poems I had ruefully omitted originally, and the present edition adds an extraordinary play, The Words Upon the Window-Pane (1934), I have long felt was needed. For one thing, the play throws a vivid theatrical light on the poet’s typically paradoxical attraction to supernaturalism and “psychic research” and to certain Anglo-Irish figures of the eighteenth century: chiefly, Burke, Goldsmith, Berkeley, and especially Swift. For another, it employs a realistic style unique in Yeats’s writing to bring us into a visionary realm of violent psychological torment beyond the grave.


In general, my texts are based on The Variorum Edition of the Poems, The Variorum Edition of the Plays, The Poems of W. B.Yeats: A New Edition, and the redactions of The Death of Cuchulain and Purgatory by Phillip R. Marcus and Sandra F. Siegel, respectively. The texts here represent as sensibly readable a conflation as I can manage. (For further discussion, see the note “On the Text,” pages 247-249.)


The date printed for each poem or play is that of first publication as given in Allan Wade’s A Bibliography of the Writings of W. B. Yeats. In the Notes section at the back, I have drawn on Yeats’s notes and added my own critical and interpretive suggestions sparingly, to clarify an allusion or provide a hint about a work’s organizing perspective. For the poems (but not the plays), I have usually for simplicity listed names of people and places, both historical and mythical, in the alphabetical glossary rather than in the Notes. My main factual sources are the books listed in the brief Bibliography: either Yeats’s own works or those by such pioneering scholars as Richard Ellmann, George Brendan Saul, T. R. Henn, and A. Norman Jeffares. For extended criticism and treatment of the poet’s many-faceted life and work, one must turn to those books and to others that one’s interests may lead one to seek out. My introductory essay proposes some of the relevant considerations and discusses the purely poetic character of Yeats’s achievement.





Introduction:
The Poetry of Yeats


I


William Butler Yeats is the most widely admired, by common reader and sophisticate alike, of all modern poets who have written in English. Early and late he has the simple, indispensable gift of enchanting the ear:


In pools among the rushes


That scarce could bathe a star


(“The Stolen Child,” 1886)


Cast a cold eye


On life, on death,


Horseman, pass by!


(“Under Ben Bulben,” 1938)


It was not this gift alone which made Yeats the poet he was, though without it no poet can be great. He was also the poet who, while very much of his own day in Ireland, spoke best to the people of all countries. And though he plunged deep into arcane studies, his themes are most clearly the general ones of life and death, love and hate, man’s condition, and history’s meanings. He began as a sometimes effete post-Romantic, heir to the pre-Raphaelites, and then, quite naturally, became a leading British Symbolist; but he grew at last into the boldest, most vigorous voice of this century:


Now days are dragon-ridden, the nightmare


Rides upon sleep; a drunken soldiery


Can leave the mother, murdered at her door,


To crawl in her own blood, and go scot-free;


The night can sweat with terror as before


We pieced our thoughts into philosophy,


And planned to bring the world under a rule,


Who are but weasels fighting in a hole.


(“Nineteen Hundred and Nineteen”)


These lines grew directly out of “the Troubles” in Ireland following upon the 1916 Rebellion and preceding the establishment of the new Irish state then coming to birth. Irish history aside, however, one could hardly ask for a clearer, more bitter statement of the problem of contemporary man face to face with the rebirth of naked violence. “Violence upon the roads: violence of horses,” Yeats says later on in the same work. Or, as he puts it in four more famous lines elsewhere:


The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere


The ceremony of innocence is drowned;


The best lack all conviction, while the worst


Are full of passionate intensity.


(“The Second Coming”)


This passage, in turn, is intimately an expression of Yeats’s theory of history and of the aristocratic ideal he cherished. But no one needs a gloss to see its relevance to the flood of war and terror in our century, with murderous fanaticism overruling skeptical intelligence.


I do not wish to oversimplify matters. Yeats sometimes demands a knowledge of his special interests and at least a momentary sympathy with them. Read a line like “Hunchback and Saint and Fool are the last crescents” (in “The Phases of the Moon”) or lines like


Had De Valéra eaten Parnell’s heart


No loose-lipped demagogue had won the day,


(“Parnell’s Funeral”)


and at least at first you will feel meanings here beyond what is given. Yeats sometimes made the assumption, flattering both to himself and to his readers, that because he had something intensely felt to say it must somehow be understood. When in “Sailing to Byzantium” he begs the “sages standing in God’s holy fire” to “perne in a gyre” few readers can follow him to his literal meaning. Yet these three poems have an overriding beauty and power that give him the right to make his assumption. In these instances the meaning does make itself manifest with attention, but in any case the poems present images and “magical” incantations with a tremendous magnetism apart from their literal meaning.


Still, Yeats is not the poet mainly of mystics and scholars. Anyone can read and follow most of his poems, hear their music, visualize the pictures they project. I mean this in the sense that “anyone” can read Shakespeare or Keats or Tennyson. Yeats called himself one of the “last Romantics.” He was intrigued by the thought that in India one might hear peasant women in the fields singing the songs of the Bengal poet Tagore. The women were illiterate and ignorant of whose poem they sang; perhaps they did not even know a poem must have an author. Such a thing could hardly happen in the English-speaking countries, at all events now. We have no illiterate peasantries to speak of, and poets “hear” their first romantic lyrics on the printed page (unless they are the mass-produced, copyrighted songs of popular tapes and recordings). In Ireland, Yeats was still in touch with an earlier day:


Some few remembered still when I was young


A peasant girl commended by a song,


Who’d lived somewhere upon that rocky place,


And praised the colour of her face,


And had the greater joy in praising her,


Remembering that, if walked she there,


Farmers jostled at the fair


So great a glory did the song confer.


(“The Tower”)


Like Wordsworth, Yeats turned to folk sources to give his work the grain of ordinary humanity and the direct appeal of ballads and other popular traditional forms. One poem, for instance, was “an extension of three lines sung to me by an old woman at Ballisodare.” Another was “developed from three or four lines of an Irish fourteenth-century dance song.” A third was “founded on a West of Ireland legend.” The element of song is always present in this poet’s work, not only in his purely lyrical writing with obvious roots in folksong but also in his more intellectual and rhetorical writing. Everywhere, too, the theme of music and singing recurs constantly. Thus, the old man of “Sailing to Byzantium” dreams of the songs he will make if, by studying man’s most beautiful creations, he can be lifted beyond the needs and limitations of the flesh:


Once out of nature I shall never take


My bodily form from any natural thing, a


But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make


Of hammered gold and gold enamelling


To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;


Or set upon a golden bough to sing


To lords and ladies of Byzantium


Of what is past, or passing, or to come.


In a sense Yeats’s own making of a song and his subject are one and the same here. It is not only his alliterations and reverberating disposition of sounds and words (note the echoing of “nature,” “form,” “gold,” “past”). It is his very construction of the stanza and the way it builds up to the image of the golden bird singing its timeless song. As usual with Yeats, he employs a conventional stanza, in this case ottava rima, and his syntax is as straightforward as that of good prose. The conventionality allows his reader to expect the working out of a known pattern as a sustained unit of composition. Yeats’s originality and daring lie in the force of what is wrought from these conventional formal qualities, and in the paradoxical insights the poems unfold. Also, he can make a slight distortion or variation—an offrhyme or grammatical ambiguity—count for a great deal.


Yeats was sixty-two when he wrote “Sailing to Byzantium.” He was in the midst of that wonderful period when his powers seemed unbounded. It is curious to speculate about how predictable this future would have seemed in the eighties and nineties when he first won recognition as a young exquisite. In 1885, at twenty, he published “The Cloak, the Boat, and the Shoes,” a lovely, “strange,” perfect poem of its kind whose delicate poignancy betokened a coming de La Mare much more than the author of “Sailing to Byzantium.” As it first appeared, one section read:


‘What do you build with sails for flight?’


‘A boat I build for Sorrow:


O swift on the seas all day and night


Saileth the rover Sorrow,


All day and night.’


Nor could we have foreseen the mature Yeats from the original form of “Cuchulain’s Fight with the Sea,” published in 1892. Even the briefest passage from that sad adventure in mechanical rhyme is well-nigh unbearable:


A man came slowly from the setting sun


To Emer of Borda, in her clay-piled dun,


And found her dyeing cloth with subtle care


And said, casting aside his draggled hair,


‘I am Aleel, the swineherd, whom you bid


Go dwell upon the sea cliffs, vapour hid,


But now my years of watching are no more.’


Despite the excellent ear that produced the quick, light modulations of “The Cloak, the Boat, and the Shoes,” the young poet could not yet handle the more intransigent problems of a narrative poetry hagridden by the twin conventions of the iambic pentameter line and the heroic couplet.1 At the same time, we can see even from this sample that he lacked neither invention nor a lively fancy. He had also the simple virtue of being able to carry through an extended piece of writing. Yeats showed unusual energies in this respect, unlike the many young poets whose paths are strewn with unfinished masterpieces. In the long run his persistence helped him make poetry his natural means of expression.


But many a poor poet perseveres and writes his roomful of wretched verse without rising an inch toward Heaven. Audacity is another thing, and it seems to me the early Yeats had this quality to a marked degree. He was not afraid to juggle with ideas and adumbrations or to risk ambiguity for the sake of the main chance. His boldness undoubtedly had much to do with his excursions into Irish faery lore and into the self-hypnotic realms of occultism. He tried to look at the world through a seer’s eye, and to see reflected in one another that world’s sense-realities and the evocative, symbolic forms of the dreaming mind that draws endlessly on a stock of archetypal images and memories. As the hero of “Fergus and the Druid” suggests, all that has ever been is contained within that mind. He says, at the close of the poem as it first appeared in 1892:


I see my life go dripping like a stream


From change to change! I have been many things:


A green drop in the surge, a gleam of light


Upon a sword, a fir tree on a hill,


An old slave grinding at a heavy quern,


A king sitting upon a chair of gold;


And all these things were wonderful and great.


But now I have grown nothing, being all:


The sorrows of the world bow down my head,


And in my heart the daemons and the gods


Wage an eternal battle, and I feel


The pain of wounds, the labour of the spear,


But have no share in loss or victory.


Although it was not until 1925 that he made the last important changes in this poem, Yeats’s most brilliant revisions took place in the very next printing, the same year as the original publication. The same passage in its present version is very close to the revision of 1892, and shows how quick he was in learning to gain greater lyric swiftness and variation and greater dramatic impact through concentration and a shift of tone or emphasis:


I see my life go drifting like a river


From change to change; I have been many things—


A green drop in the surge, a gleam of light


Upon a sword, a fir-tree on a hill,


An old slave grinding at a heavy quern,


A king sitting upon a chair of gold—


And all these things were wonderful and great;


But now I have grown nothing, knowing all.


Ah! Druid, Druid, how great webs of sorrow


Lay hidden in the small slate-coloured thing!


Yeats made many subtle changes in punctuation and phrasing between 1892 and 1925, but the most striking alteration comes in the replacing of the five lines at the end of the original version by the two that now close the poem. (The later 1892 printing made this basic change, though it retained one line of the original ending and had other differences from the final form as well.) The ending underlines the situation of the poem, for the “small slate-coloured thing” that Fergus holds is a “little bag of dreams” given him by a Druid to make him forget he was once “king of the proud Red Branch kings.” He has given up his power to the more worldly Conchubar and seeks to learn the “dreaming wisdom,” both intoxicating and bitter, which is poet’s wisdom also and in which by his late twenties Yeats had diligently schooled himself. The vocabulary remains very much of the nineties, but the poet was even then beginning to use it in new ways. He manages to imply strongly through it the self-tormenting, restless intelligence behind the silently lush phrasing.


Fergus stands forth ambiguously, a mythical, yearning presence. He is from one point of view a half-king, and from another a double king, poised hesitatingly between two realms. He cannot quite give up what he has forsworn, nor does he quite possess the ideal realm of desire and imagination he has turned to. That no one can choose absolutely between opposites is one of the major motifs of the whole of Yeats’s poetry, and so is the further complication that the two realms depend on one another for whatever it is they signify. Thus, Fergus prefigures many another character of Yeats’s poetry and drama such as the old man of “Sailing to Byzantium,” the beings out of the world of spirit and imagination who in “The Magi” haunt the “bestial floor” of human life to search out their meanings, and the baffled hero of Purgatory. He appears again in the brief, disturbing “Who Goes with Fergus?” This is one of the loveliest of the early pieces, whose most seductive and at the same time most sinister phrase (“white breast of the dim sea”) we hear Joyce’s Stephen Dedalus repeating to himself in Ulysses.


Indeed, the whole of the poem is seductive and sinister. Fergus (or the poet as his wry spokesman) seeks to lure the young to his dream dominion whose “woven shade” and “level shore” suggest the triumph of aesthetic vision over life’s disorder. No longer will melancholy, like Blake’s “invisible worm,” assail and corrupt their joy.


Young man, lift up your russet brow,


And lift your tender eyelids, maid,


And brood on hopes and fear no more.


And no more turn aside and brood


Upon love’s bitter mystery.


Yet the fear and bitter mystery and ruthlessness of reality cannot be escaped. “Brazen cars,” “shadows of the wood,” “dim sea,” “dishevelled wandering stars”—all are images to trouble the imagination. Neither Faerie nor art, it is implied, can be free of the sickness of unfulfilled yearning; one might easily, bringing many other poems to witness, press the thought to the idea that Paradise itself could not be free of it unless through the harshest impersonality (a view Yeats embodies most specifically in the late poem “News for the Delphic Oracle”).


Throughout his career Yeats wove certain hoary systems of philosophical symbolism into his poetry. “With them,” writes Richard Ellmann, referring specifically to the symbolism of the four elements earth, air, fire, and water, “he was able to enlarge his context steadily…. By couching his feelings in the framework of the elements, he anchored them in universal forces and lent them added dignity and sanction.”2 By the same token, we can add, he gave to the universal symbolism he employed the coloration of his private feelings. This happens literally in “Who Goes with Fergus?”—in which the impersonal sea and stars, for example, are made to seem distraught and erotically perturbed by the figurative language that associates them with white breasts and “dishevelled wandering” lovers. In poetry an image or figure brought in to illuminate a subject is itself inevitably illuminated by the subject; it is not a matter of logic but of transferred association, as in the subconscious life of the mind and emotions. Yeats wove his symbolic effects into his writing subtly, at times almost invisibly; the more subtly, the more effective the transference. I say “effects,” but what he did was more than a technique. It approached an experiencing of relationships and insights at many different levels—of correspondences, to go back to the way of thinking we associate with Boehme, Blake, and Swedenborg, which so influenced him in his youth.


That influence had extraordinary results for Yeats’s early poetry, as did his involvement with Rosicrucianism, theosophy, and spiritualism. Not only did it lend authority to what might otherwise have been vague sentimentality; it also made him at home, as it were, among the “universal forces” of magical and religious tradition that have stored up—whatever their objective validity—certain explosive symbols of tremendous psychic power. No poet since Blake has succeeded like Yeats in bringing this tradition and the sense of ordinary mortality to bear on one another. Among simpler examples we have poems like “The Stolen Child” and “The Man Who Dreamed of Faeryland.” The former poem is unspeakably touching in its evocation of the uneasy world into which the child is beguiled by the faeries to abandon its parents’ warm hearth-and-oatmeal world for their mysteriously sad one. In the second of these poems the hero would have known a few good, “normal” things in his life had he not been led into impossible visions that mocked him and cheapened everything he actually had in his grasp. He is seduced by the song of things below the level of human consciousness that speak for the elements themselves and cry out the longing of all mortality for eternity. The “singers” are a pile of dead fish in the market-place, a lug-worm in the mud, a common weed, and finally the worms that “spired” about his body in the grave so that he could not even have his death in peace. (The complaint, incidentally, is the same that Lazarus raises against Jesus in Yeats’s play Calvary.) Students of Yeats will see in the word “spired” that pervasive gyre-symbol that appears in so many later poems and is so important in his prose work A Vision, but the poem gives us a clear enough picture in itself; as with its use of the four elements, it absorbs the further symbolism into its primary effect. Even when he introduced such symbolism much more dramatically and forcefully, Yeats usually was able to keep it in human perspective and, as I have suggested, give it a human coloration:


Until the axle break


That keeps the stars in their round,


And hands hurl in the deep


The banners of East and West,


And the girdle of light is unbound,


Your breast will not lie by the breast


Of your beloved in sleep.


(“He Hears the Cry of the Sedge”)


Yeats’s earlier poetry is to some extent obscured by the thunder of his last three decades; he seemed to advance in power almost to the day of his death. But we have seen that the later achievement is foreshadowed not only in its themes but also in certain qualities of imagination and style by the work he did before 1900, and especially in its treatment of the human vis-à-vis the superhuman, the Here and the There. Leaf through his writing of this period and you will rediscover the germinating passion behind the end-of-century tone: the resentment against “time’s bitter flood,” as he calls it in “The Lover Pleads with His Friend for Old Friends,” with its desolate awareness that the loss is more than a personal one:


‘Ah, do not mourn,’ he said,


That we are tired, for other loves await us;


Hate on and love through unrepining hours.


Before us lies eternity; our souls


Are love, and a continual farewell.’


(“Ephemera”)


What is the difference between this and such harsh later developments of the same motif as “The Second Coming” and “Under Ben Bulben”? The former poem, like “Ephemera,” also speaks of the irreversible cycles of eternity but relates them to our specific historical era and to the terrible moments of annunciation that accompany the death of old eras and the birth of new ones. “Under Ben Bulben,” written in the poet’s last year, tells us that


Many times man lives and dies


Between his two eternities,


That of race and that of soul,


And ancient Ireland knew it all.


Whether man dies in his bed


Or the rifle knocks him dead,


A brief parting from those dear


Is the worst man has to fear.


Though grave-diggers’ toil is long,


Sharp their spades, their muscles strong,


They but thrust their buried men


Back in the human mind again.


The difference is important—a matter of cleanness of statement and of liberated stylistic energy. A unique and rich personality has emerged, with a mind full of paradoxes and ranging freely over the fundamental issues of man’s existence. The tone is prophetic and incantatory, yet in some fashion these qualities are combined with candor, directness, and something like the flavor of conversational speech. There is far more to the later Yeats, but it was all promised in the poetry before 1900 which looks so intently and with such originality at the predicament of man—the gap between his will and his fate, the tragic impersonality of the universe, and his nagging inability either to accept things as they literally are or to escape them entirely through his dreams.


2


When Yeats received the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1925, he said, in the course of his address to the Swedish Royal Academy:


When your king gave me medal and diploma, two forms should have stood, one at either side of me, an old woman sinking into the infirmity of age and a young man’s ghost. I think when Lady Gregory’s name and John Synge’s name are spoken by future generations, my name, if remembered, will come up in the talk, and that if my name is spoken first their names will come in their turn because of the years we worked together. I think that both had been well pleased to have stood beside me at the great reception at your palace, for their work and mine has delighted in history and tradition.3


Lady Gregory and John Synge came particularly to Yeats’s mind on this occasion because his prize was to him not only a recognition of his work but a tribute to the Irish Renaissance in which he, with these two, played his part. The Free State was, in 1925, but a few years old. The memory of terrible struggles was fiercely alive, as we can see from the wholly or partly political poems of this period. (See the 1921 volume Michael Robartes and the Dancer and the 1928 volume The Tower.) The poems report the hopes and disillusionments of those years, and Yeats’s feeling of inadequacy for the physical side of the struggle:


An affable Irregular,


A heavily-built Falstaffian man,


Comes cracking jokes of civil war


As though to die by gunshot were


The finest play under the sun….


I count those feathered balls of soot


The moor-hen guides upon the stream,


To silence the envy in my thought;


And turn towards my chamber, caught


In the cold snows of a dream.


(“The Road at My Door”)


Earlier, immediately after the Easter Rebellion, he had expressed the ideal of an Ireland that had recaptured the “history and tradition” Yeats said his own work and that of his two friends “delighted in.” The Rebellion might have been a needless sacrifice, yet it had transformed a nation of mean-spirited clowns into something glorious:


All changed, changed utterly:


A terrible beauty is born.


Then, in “Meditations in Time of Civil War” (of which “The Road at My Door” is one section) and in “Nineteen Hundred and Nineteen,” he had seen the transformation apparently undone. Under the impact of the atrocities perpetrated by the “drunken soldiery” of the Black and Tans and other groups, Ireland was once more the home of squalor “where but motley is worn”:


Come, let us mock at the great


That had such burdens on the mind


And toiled so hard and late


To leave some monument behind,


Nor thought of the levelling wind….


and—


Violence upon the roads: violence of horses;


Some few have handsome riders, are garlanded


On delicate sensitive ear or tossing mane,


But wearied running round and round in their courses


All break and vanish, and evil gathers head.


Political struggle, though occasionally inspiring and doubtless necessary, was thus seen by Yeats as not only tragic but by its very nature inimical to uncompromised idealism. Against it he could set the struggle for an Irish art and intellectual life best exemplified by Synge and Lady Gregory. The house of Lady Gregory at Coole he saw as the center of this nobler struggle. A refuge and a meeting place for people like himself, it generated the atmosphere out of which came the Abbey Theatre and the new Irish literature, and in itself it stood for a heritage—aristocratic, disinterested, aesthetic—which was Ireland’s true meaning:


Beloved books that famous hands have bound,


Old marble heads, old pictures everywhere;


Great rooms where travelled men and children found


Content or joy; a last inheritor


Where none has reigned that lacked a name and fame


Or out of folly into folly came.


(“Coole and Ballylee, 1931”)


I have used these tributes to Lady Gregory and the allusions to the Civil War as a starting point to suggest the complex subject of the relation between Yeats’s private life and his art. More than most poets of his time, he worked his association with particular men and women and his personal problems and predicaments directly into his poetry. Usually he did so quite deliberately, though he never conceived of a poem simply as a private mirror—not in the published versions, at any rate. He read a special symbolism into all his private acts and relationships, so that although he often writes in the first person he rarely presents himself nakedly in his poems. When we come across the draft of an unpublished poem which does present him in this way it is striking because so rare. Here is a stanza from such a poem in his manuscript book:


Oh my beloved. How happy


I was that day when you


came here from the


railway, and set your hair


aright in my looking glass


and then sat with me at


my table, and lay resting


in my big chair. I am


like the children o my


beloved and I play at


marriage—I play


with images of the life


you will not give to me o


my cruel one.4


Compare this poem with almost any of the published poems in which he speaks of his beloved. The emotion of such poems, say of the early “He Bids His Beloved Be at Peace” or the much later “An Image from a Past Life” or “Among School Children,” is no less strongly felt, and the last-named one even describes a real incident in the first person. But all have a protective symbolism and achieve, if not absolute impersonality, some kind of removal from the feeling that first motivated them. The draft poem, on the other hand, is much closer than any printed work of the poet’s to the unpretentious immediacies of a whole new school of contemporary American poets.


Be that as it may, some knowledge of Yeats’s life and thought is helpful for understanding his poetic personality if only we do not read the private Yeats too literally into his writings. Fortunate in his biographers, such men as A. Norman Jeffares, T. R. Henn, and Richard Ellmann, he has also left us a fascinating Autobiography and Journal I can here offer only a few notes. He was born in 1865, the son of John Butler Yeats and Elizabeth Pollexfen Yeats. The father had been educated to go into law but instead became an artist. He was a highly articulate man, deeply involved with his son’s upbringing, and doubtless the single individual most important in Yeats’s life. He gave him a background of constant discussion of ideas from many view-points and an understanding of the seriousness of the arts, especially of poetry, and even left his mark on his prose style. His own father and grandfather had both been rectors of the Church of Ireland, but he had turned against both orthodoxy and a conventional profession. His son went him one better by resisting a conventional education and, after studying art for a short time and turning more and more to writing, by seeking to master occult systems in part at least as a reaction against the father’s skeptical and logical turn of mind. Their difference on this last score, as on some others, took on some bitterness, but in fact the father’s rationalism was of a rather precarious sort. It centered on words like “personality” and “experience” and “desire” and gave full encouragement to the idea of self-liberation from conventional habits of thought and to introspective pursuits which might well lead one into mystical paths. It was precarious in another way also; his views and interests were forever fluctuating. He could see the various sides of a question and liked considering problems in terms of opposed categories. So in an important sense the son’s interests were an extension, with many different points of reference, of those of his father.
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