
WB YEATS ESSAY MAGIC

I often think I would put this belief in magic from me if I could, for I have come .. More than once, too, as I wrote this very
essay I have become.

And surely, at whatever risk, we must cry out that imagination is always seeking to remake the world
according to the impulses and the patterns in that great Mind, and that great Memory? We are always praising
men in whom the individual life has come to perfection, but they were always praising the one mind, their
foundation of all perfection. I have come to believe so many strange things because of experience, that I see
little reason to doubt the truth of many things that are beyond my experience; and it may be that there are
beings who watch over that ancient secret, as all tradition affirms, and resent, and perhaps avenge, too fluent
speech. They are not what we call faith cures, for they have been much used and successfully, the traditions of
all lands affirm, over children and over animals, and to me they seem the only medicine that could have been
committed safely to ancient hands. Yeats imagines that the beautiful, shocking truths of the secret rose will be
revealed only after great tumult. We humans are the falcons, and we are dangerously far from a guiding source
of power and love vital to our well-being. William Wordsworth lived amid the sublime landscape of rural
Cumberland, populated by poor people who scratched a poor living from the land; his best poetry is rooted in
his observation of nature and his experiences with country folk. Liddell Mathers who changed his name to
MacGregor Mathers to reflect his penchant for things Celtic founded the order with the intent to renew certain
secret and ancient spiritual traditions. And culture, of course, does not mean just what happens in a university
or at the art museum. He was not convinced by the teachings of dogmatic Christianity, nor was he satisfied by
his father's insistently skeptical outlook on matters spiritual. I remember seeing a number of white figures, and
wondering whether their mitred heads had been suggested by the mitred head of the mace, and then, of a
sudden, the image of my acquaintance in the midst of them. His first book, translated by Arthur Edward Waite
as Transcendental Magic, its Doctrine and Ritual, hooked readers throughout Europe with its phantasmagoric
opening sentence, emphasizing images over ideas: Behind the veil of all the hieratic and mystical allegories of
ancient doctrines, behind the darkness and strange ordeals of all initiations, under the seal of all sacred
writings, in the ruins of Nineveh or Thebes, on the crumbling stones of old temples and on the blackened
visage of the Assyrian or Egyptian sphinx, in the monstrous or marvelous paintings which interpret to the
faithful of India the inspired pages of the Vedas, in the cryptic emblems of our old books on alchemy, in the
ceremonies practiced at reception by all secret societies, there are found indications of a doctrine which is
everywhere the same and everywhere carefully concealed. They break forth amid events too private or too
sacred for public speech, or seem themselves, I know not why, to belong to hidden things. The landscape is lit
up with moonlight, under which things dark and hidden become visible. Yeats insisted that visionary, mythic
knowledge is not less real than scientific forms of knowing, and can help us apprehend truths about life that
science cannot. The story was finished, and I looked at my acquaintance. He was accursed. Jung, Yeats
believed in the primacy of consciousness, that everything we do, think, feel, create, and are is filtered through
the lens of consciousness and the psyche. Yet his life and work led the way for people to consider how they
might best enter into more imaginative and cultured perspectives on life and the soul. He kept the doors too, as
it seems, of those less transitory minds, the genius of the family, the genius of the tribe, or it may be, when he
was mighty-souled enough, the genius of the world. When Yeats arrived in London in , the vogue for
spiritualism was at its height, and the young poet was immediately sucked into the vortex.


