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Part One

EARLY CHILDHOOD MEMORIES-

LEARNING TO LIVE IN TWO WORLDS
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Chapter I

THE FARMHOUSE— MY AUNT AND UNCLE

MY earliest recollections began in a farmhouse in Ireland.

Many memories rush in, from the time when I was prob

ably three years old. It is difficult, therefore, to give them

sequence. Images of the house and garden melt into each other. I
can not tell where one leaves off and the other begins. There was

a long, rambling, stone house, and each succeeding generation

had added another wing to it, I was told. Roses and honey

suckle covered its walls, and peeped through its windows.

Beyond the garden was the farm yard, its sheds crowded with
cattle, and its barns full of hay and fodder. The lane leading

to our farm, I remember, was abloom with hawthorn and

crabapple; this was the boundary, beyond which I was forbid

den to go alone. From the lane, a gate opened into a paddock,

through which the horses and the cows came and went with

an army of farm hands.

My uncle bred dogs; terriers and collies. Their kennels

were at the bottom of the garden, and I was allowed to go

there when I liked. To terriers I never became attached;

they were just dogs. The collies were different; there was

one, my greatest friend, a shaggy, golden haired dog, named

Ida. Her chest was white and silken and her eyes twinkled

with kindness and understanding. She and her family were my

only friends, and I loved them more than anything else in the

world.
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I must have ridden a horse before I can remember. I do

not recall beginning to ride, but that is not strange as children

learn at such an early age in Ireland. At four, when I went

to school, I was quite at home on a horse, as I lived in County
Meath, which was then the second most important hunting

county- in - Ireland.; 3At that time, the Court of England and

the -nQbilipy/of jhp -cpntinent, always came to Ireland for the

. hunting. ^n.d- -shooting -seasons. Their meets for the fox hunt-

m^."were-^ld|aboujt/a\half-mile from our house, so that they

rode over our farm almost daily. Sometimes I held the pad

dock gates open for their horses to pass through, and often I
was lifted to the saddle by these passing huntsmen. I loved

these horses and the bright red hunting coats of the riders,

but rebelled against being petted by strangers. Their crude

caresses always frightened me; I resisted their approaches in

the only way I knew, fighting furiously with teeth and nails

to free myself from their rough hands. The shock of these

early experiences made me from that time on, fearful and sus

picious of everybody. After that I shrank more than ever;

from human contact, and was only truly happy when I was

alone. In retrospect there is no doubt now in my mind, that

these very early experiences affected my attitude to all human

relationships and set up a definite barrier that continues to

this day, between myself and other people.

My aunt always appeared to me as a lovely and statuesque

creature, even when she was cross. To me she always seemed

cold and distant. I remember running up to her, as a small

child, when she was gay with my uncle and others and trying
to get her to turn my way and share her laughter with me;

but her firm hands would take hold of my shoulders and

turn me quietly aside. She never pushed me from her roughly,

but simply removed my fingers from her hands and turned

away. I think of her still as a tall and unbending woman,

gowned in a crisp black taffeta dress, whose rustling always

warned me of her approach. Her glasses, which she wore on a

black silk cord, seemed also a part of her presence, and froze

me, when her cold hands did not. She had tawny hair, dressed
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high in a twisted knot. When she scolded me, and that hap

pened every day, I did not mind so much if I could take refuge

in gazing at her coils of red hair which I always longed to

touch.

I loved my uncle with a deep devotion. I was happy when

I could walk for hours behind him as he strolled; that was

my earliest memory of him. He was never cross with me;

though he did not always answer when I plied him with ques

tions, he often replied to my remarks with an assurance that

I was probably right. I loved and admired my uncle. He
was kind of eye and ever cheerful; dignified in bearing, he had

white hair and grey eyes and a grey beard; and the rifle that

he carried on his shoulder was as much a part of his personality

as the cough that shook him mornings and evenings. Photo

graphs of him, taken in middle age, definitely connected him

with my remote conception of God. I first learned to see

the outside world through his eyes, and because he taught me

that nothing in life existed to hurt me, I knew no fear of the

woods or the animals or the dark. I looked forward to those

nights when he allowed me to accompany him to the woods

in search of poachers, and I thrilled with excitement when he

taught me to hold his rifle. I would have died rather than

let him know that its heaviness was too much for me. His
word was law to me and it never entered my head to disobey

him.

My room was located at the top of a winding staircase.

It was more than home to me, and it knew all my secrets.

The rest of the building was only "the house." The wall of

my room sloped on one side; it seemed to lean over, to look

at the roses growing against it, which reached upwards to the

thatch where the swallows had their nests. Underneath my

windows the garden borders grew blue and yellow until they

reached the kitchen garden and the apple trees. The house

was two storied, thatched and rambling. It seemed to want to

hide itself in the roses which grew around it. To my room,

I told everything I felt, talking aloud. There were pictures

on the walls; those depicting spring I loved the best.
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My chest of drawers told me stories, as I touched its

wood caressingly. A little old lady would visit this chest; she

was tired and frail and never spoke. I could not converse with

her, as I had been taught that I must never address my elders

until they spoke to me. I never found out anything else about

the little old lady. When I spoke to my aunt about her, she

dismissed me with the suggestion that I was the victim of a

too lively imagination. An oval mirror stood on the chest;

into this glass I never looked without first breathing on it; I
liked to see the inverted bits of the room reflected on the

mirror's misty surface. This made me feel that I was, for the

moment, living in a new and different house. I do not recall

the other objects of the room, except the two small and incon

spicuous photographs that stood side by side upon the chest.

Once I heard someone say of them "poor Anthony and Anna;"

thereafter, the two names remained etched in my memory, and

to everything that stood side by side, in pairs,—trees in the

woods, plants in the garden, little hills and even dogs and

rabbits, I gave the names of "Anthony" and "Anna." When,

at ten years of age, it was explained to me that Anthony and

Anna had been the names of my dead parents, I was glad for

them, that I had called so many things I loved by their names;

I felt that I had, in some way, given them life through the

things I loved. It may seem strange that my early life con

tains no association with parents, nor any memory of feeling

their loss. They were never mentioned to me, and I do not

remember ever asking, why I did not possess parents as other

children. Only some years later, before my confirmation, I
was given their few belongings and told the story of their

tragic end.

Within my own room I could extend the nebulous, cob

webby part of me, that had no space for its full expansion

elsewhere. Breathing beyond my fingers and above my head,

I hugged myself with happiness. This protection gained in

my room must have been the beginning of my ability to

draw within and live alone with myself. The time came when
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I could use this process to shut out the voice of my aunt. I
remember finding that I could watch her lips move but hear

no sound of the words she spoke. This then must have been

the beginnings of that separation of personality which later

led to the state known as trance.

From my earliest memory I have been able, by lying

quite still with my head in the crook of my arm, to reach out

and touch the flowers and the sky. I have also, in this way,

sensed the breath of a distant bush, the flesh of a far-off flower,

or the sap of some remote tree. The falling rain could make

my body feel as the grass did under its weight, and I knew

the sense of the damp, just as the leaves knew it. The air

around sustained and fed me as though I had received food

and drink. However deeply, as a child, I might feel the need

of tears, if my head were cupped in the crook of my arm, I
quickly found the peace to banish my hurt in the pulse of the

living world without. I can, to this day, by lying thus within

myself, know "oneness" with all Light and Life.
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Chapter II

THE CHILDREN"

CC* I VIE Children" came. There were two little girls and a

boy. I first saw them framed in the doorway; they were

strange to me, as were all children; I looked at them intently

and longed to play with them but I was not allowed to mix

with other children. I must, I suppose, have turned away and

promptly forgotten all about them. I believe that I first met

"The Children," some time before I went to school, at about

four years old. Out-of-doors next day, I saw them again.

They stood, as children will, intent on looking; I joined them

and after that they came to see me daily. Sometimes they

stayed all day, sometimes but a little while, but no day passed

of which they were not a part. When I looked for "The
Children," I had to seek them out-of-doors; sometimes they

would come within, but I grew to know that they were

unhappy inside the house. Until I was thirteen, they remained

in touch with me, coming and going. I regarded them as "My
Children." From the moment they came, toys lost their mean

ing for me. Like the growing things around me, which I
loved, I loved "The Children." Other people came and went,

I saw them; they interested me for a moment, and when they

left I was glad; not so with "The Children;" anything that

interrupted my life with them made me restless; they became

as much a part of it as the sunshine, the flowers, the rain and

the wind. The living things around me that I loved began
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to change; the animals grew up, the flowers died, the garden

altered; but "The Children" never changed. I dreaded, lest I
should lose them, when school began, but they assured me that

school had no terrors for them, and they promised to remain

with me. So the days went on, "The Children" and I talked

and laughed and played together and were very happy.

When I told my aunt and uncle of "The Children," they

were obviously annoyed with me and again accused me of

lying. They ridiculed the whole idea of the existence of these

playmates and they asked me where they came from, what

were their names, and where I had met them. My aunt did

not believe me when I told her that I had met them out-of-
doors. I begged her to come and see them for herself, but

she replied, "Now do be quiet about those children of yours.

You are making it all up; there are no such children, and God

will surely punish you for telling such lies." Daily I appealed

to her, "Please, Aunt, come today and see them now." I
tried to tell her more about them, how there were two girls

and one boy and that one girl was older than I. She asked

me how I knew all this. "Do you speak to them or touch

them?" I stood abashed at her doubts. "If ever you try,

you will discover that they are not real at all. You are only

imagining these children."

"The Children" laughed when I told them how my aunt

doubted their existence. "We are wiser than she," they seemed

to say. I never doubted the reality of "My Children," or the

fact that we spoke in ways that no grown-up understood. I
touched them and found that they were soft and warm, even

as I. There was one way in which they differed from other

people. I saw the form of ordinary humans surrounded by a

nimbus of light, but the form of "The Children" consisted

entirely of this light. My aunt was so annoyed with my tales

about them that I ceased trying to explain to her that "The

Children" were still mine. I continued to tell my uncle and

he smiled and said "Maybe so."

Gradually I began to suspect that everything that my

aunt told me was not true. As I came to know "The Chil
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dren" better, they taught me not to believe much of what

any grownup said or did; they gave me the courage to disobey

and face the consequences of saying "No." They taught me to

watch people, and especially to study my aunt. I began to see

her face change in moods of anger or doubt or fear; I noticed

that she had none of the placidity of "The Children." They

taught me also how to listen to my aunt's voice and to note

all its changes and its moods; watching her as we did together,

I grew less fearful of her, and by the time I went to school,

I knew no grown-up ever quite spoke the truth. Even my

uncle, whom I loved, and who always listened to me, I began

to trust no longer, with my stories of "The Children;" and

when he asked me sometimes jokingly about them, I would

hasten away, rather than answer. "The Children" had become

my responsibility, and had to be protected at all costs, from

the doubts of others. They shared all my days, and often my

nights, with me. When they appeared again, after I had gone

to bed and asked me to join them, I never hesitated to do so

and never worried about the consequences of our adventures;

I always went with them, even though going brought punish

ment in its wake; no threat of further thrashings could prevent

our escapades together.

In order to be with "The Children," I grew secretive and

wary in my actions by day and was always ready to go to

bed at twilight. Such good behaviour often brought my aunt

hurrying to my room suspicious lest I should have some hidden

plan; she watched me constantly, wondering, I suppose, why
bed should seem so desirable to me whilst it was yet day.

Often when she came I pretended to be asleep. Later, when

"The Children" arrived, I slipped through the window and

joined them in the garden, either under the moon, or in the

starlight, or in the deep darkness of an un-illumined night.

Often my aunt and uncle caught me in the garden, hours

after they thought I was fast asleep in bed. Punishment was

meted out, and I was taken promptly to my room. My aunt

would ask me, "But why must you do this? It is certainly

easier to ask permission to remain up and play in the garden,
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than to go to bed whilst it is yet light, and then get up

again without your proper clothing. You must surely want

to die." At first, I would tell her through my tears that

"The Children" had come for me, and I had to go. This only

angered her and brought me further punishment. I learned

that silence, which she called sullenness, was my only defense

against her. Thus an insurmountable barrier grew up between

us, which I no longer tried to remove.

When "The Children" came, I never saw them approach,

and I never saw them go away. I might look up and find

them there, or, quite suddenly, they would be gone. I wanted

to follow them in the early days when they left me, but

they shuddered and said "No." After that, I never asked to

go with them any more. If I had known where they went,

I would have told my aunt, and then she could have seen

them. "The Children" annoyed me when they refused to

climb trees with me, or row across the river or paddle in the

brook. Evidently they did not like the water much, though

they never said so. They disapproved of my tree-climbing;

they liked to look at the trees and live with them, but told

me that trees were meant to be left intact, and not disturbed

by the tree-climbing of any of us. All else in my life they

shared; they loved everything that grew and flowered, and

they opened up my sense of beauty. They shared my enthu

siasm for the garden and the fields; every stone had a story,

every hill in the neighborhood an adventure for us. Trees

and shrubs became our friends. They showed me where the

first violets bloomed, where the primrose grew thickest, and

the cowslip flowered in greatest profusion. They knew where

the finest blackberries grew and took me mushrooming before

the dawn. They found out where the wrens and robins built

their nests, and led me forth to look at the bats, hidden from

the light of day in the roof of the barn. When the puppies

came, they were the first to know and when the lambs were

born, they hurried me outdoors to visit them.

In later years when I spoke of "The Children" to those

who knew something of my childhood, I was often asked,
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"Did these playmates of your childhood resemble any actual

children you had known?" and to this I have often replied,

"No." Before I went to school, when "My Children" first

came to me, I knew no other children; I saw the village

youngsters at a distance, but was never allowed to play with

them, and there were no others in our neighborhood. Other

people, trying to understand the quality of these childhood

companions, would ask me, "Did those children seem com

pletely real to you, or were they perhaps fairies?" To me,

"My Children" were in no way-iairy-like in appearance, judg

ing of what I learned later about fairies; for at the time,

when "The Children" first appeared, I was only four, and I
had never heard any stories about fairies, from either my aunt

or uncle, before I went to school. It was not until years

later, that the old people of the countryside regaled me with

tales of brownies and fairies.

I have also been asked to tell how "The Children" com

municated with me when we met. "Did they use words?"

is often asked. I can only answer by saying that I conversed

with the children as I did with everything that was alive; for

it seemed that I knew what the flowers and the trees were

saying without the use of words. So it seemed to me that "The

Children" and I also communicated our meanings to each other

without the use of words. Even today, words have not the

value to me that others place on them. I can, in a flash, by

sensing, communicate to another all my thoughts and wishes,

as well as perceive those of others, without uttering a single

word. The inadequacy of words, to express emotions, thoughts

and feelings has, from time to time, created a barrier between

me and others, and even made it seem impossible for me to

explain myself and my method of functioning to most other

people.

As a child I deeply resented the fact that no grown-up

believed anything I said. When I expressed dislike of people

from their touch or smell, I was always reprimanded by my

aunt. When I said someone hurt me who had in reality only

stroked by hair or touched my face, I told the truth; but the
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horror produced on my aunt's face by such statements made

me realize that she considered that I had committed a misde

meanour; I was bewildered by this treatment. I was con

stantly tearful and wondered why no one believed me when I
described exactly what I saw and felt. I could not under

stand why no one seemed to like me. My only peace carqe

from being alone; no wonder my room became my haven of

safety, and "My Children" and the growing things, my only

companions.

It must have been this, early misunderstanding of my

perceptions that threw me into a state, where observation

became my only means of self-expression. I soon discovered

that there could be no exchange for me in understanding with

other people, since no one ever admitted that I was right and

I could not see things except in my own way. It was not

until many years later that I found out that what went on

around me became visible to me by a type of sensing that

people then termed supernatural but which even today is

regarded as supernormal. It can, therefore, be seen why I
was not more in harmony with the world in which I grew up.

No one could bridge this gap, since no one else near me ever

knew my world; and I was quite as unable to live in theirs.

Small wonder, therefore, that my aunt saw in me only a sullen

child with a wild imagination whose only outlet seemed to be

lying, disobedience and cruelty. It was not until I was

twenty-three that I met and talked with Edward Carpenter,

who first helped me so that I became aware of the meaning

and functioning of my supernormal nature.
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Chapter III

GOING TO SCHOOL AND THE "SURROUNDS"

OF LIVING ORGANISMS

I WAS scarcely four when adults would remark hopefully to

me, "You'll soon be able to go to school." From this tone,

in which they spoke, it seemed as though it must be a dark

place, surrounded by high walls, where my liberty would be

suppressed, and some form of punishment would surely be

meted out to me. School sounded like a distinctly unpleasant

place. Only when my uncle spoke of it did the prospect

seem interesting and exciting, something to which I could

look forward.

When I finally went to school at four, I was much

relieved to find that its sunny rooms were full of pictures and

maps and books. The teacher was kindly, but such numbers

of children gathered in one place, overwhelmed me. I had,

up to that time, only known my family and the people on the

farm. Going to school brought me a bewildering sea of faces,

and a long three mile journey each day between home and

school. At first, I was driven there with a neighbor's child;

I enjoyed the drive but disliked the child. She talked inces

santly about her clothes, her hair ribbons and her lace pina

fore. One day, in anger, I pulled off both her ribbon and

pinafore; that was my first act of disgrace. I was punished

by my teacher and my aunt, and then had this atrocious child
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held up to me as a model of all the virtues that I did not

possess. I could not bear to ride with her any more and suc

ceeded in getting my aunt's permission to walk alone to

school so as to avoid the sight of this child on the road. I
chose a roundabout and much longer way; for the seven

years I remained at school, so deep was my dislike of her that

I would never again use the shorter road.

School made me neither happy nor unhappy. I always

knew that the children and teachers lied to each other as

well as to me. It gave me a secret pleasure to sense this, and

to know that they were not aware that I could see what went

on within them. The younger children relied on me for every

thing. I had to take them to the wash rooms, do their les

sons for them, and cheat for them with the older girls and the

teachers. The little ones bored me with their endless demands,

but I never had the heart to say "No" to any of them. They
knew so well how to play on my weakness, and in conse

quence, I could never get a chance to finish my own lessons.

I preferred to take my punishment silently from the teacher,

for neglecting my work, rather than explain how I had really

been spending my time.

I had not been long at the school when I realized that

the other girls and I were very far apart. They saw and

understood nothing as I did. They only knew what had been

taught or told them and never thought out anything for

themselves. They depended entirely upon the final authority

of grown-ups; their pretense of accepting whatever opinions

the teacher expressed, and their inability to have their own

point of view sickened me.

The contrast between the way my schoolmates and I
dealt with life, confused me; I saw people, not merely as

physical bodies, since for me, each person was set within a

nebulous egg-shaped covering of his own. This surround as

I call it, for want of a better name, might consist of trans

parent changing colours, or sometimes become dense and dull

in character. The state of these coverings changed according

to the variation in people's moods. Because, since childhood,
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I had always been used to seeing such surrounds encircling

every living plant, animal and person, I paid little attention

to the actual body contained within each of these envelop

ments. I tried to talk to the girls at school about these mist

like surrounds which I saw, but they did not know what I
meant. All my life it had been difficult for me to believe

that others did not see as I did, these formations enveloping

each living organism.

As a child, I knew that the character of people depended

on their surrounds. By the quality of the light and colour

they gave forth, I could judge their personality. Some people

moved in grey shadows and some in glowing lights. For me,

the important thing about anyone I met, was to see and feel

the quality of these surrounds. By their colour and their

tone, I knew whether people were sick or well. This was

equally true for me, of plants and of animals; I knew, accord

ing to the condition of their envelopes, when the vitality of

trees and flowers was high or low. While the girls at school

were not aware of such matters, I was sure that the animals

understood them. I noticed how animals behaved towards

each other, and with people and I could tell that they sensed

these surrounds. As a mouse reacts to the presence of a hawk

before it sees its form, so did I know that all animals reacted

to their enemies and friends, by means of these enveloping

forms. It was difficult for me to understand what other

people meant by personality; for to me personality was a

blending of the light nimbus, which surrounds each form,

with its physical body. It was the colour and movement of

these surrounds of living things, and not the physical body,

which gave me complete understanding of their being.

I was often called a liar by my schoolmates and teachers

for telling them what I really saw when it was something not

evident to them. I was deeply hurt and baffled by these

accusations because I knew that I was telling them the truth.

As the months went by, I became convinced that it was

useless to speak of what I saw. I was forced to live in my

own world, alone, and I came to accept this as inevitable. I
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learned to become apparently receptive to the ideas of those

at home and at school; thus I gained a reputation for being

an amenable and silent child. Actually I gave up none of my

own views, for I was positive that things were truly as I saw

them, but I had now learned that it was useless to try to dis

cuss "my world" any longer with other people. The old gypsy

I came to know when I was ten, was the only person in my

life who ever understood what I sensed and saw. That remains

true even to this day. Since other people dwelt in a world so

separate from mine, I had to learn to deal in my own solitary

way, with what I alone, saw and I became at times quite

unhappy and fearful over this. The impacts which I saw tak

ing place in the surrounds of people as they met and reacted

to each other's thoughts and emotions, constantly disturbed

me. I saw how people's conflicts rocked them without their

understanding why and gradually I became aware that people

were thus the unconscious victims of each other's moods.

This made me withdraw as much as possible from the pain of
human impacts and seek more and more to be alone. After
the turmoil of each school day this need grew stronger. I
would return to the quietness of my own room and the gar

den and "My Unseen Children." Bitter experience had grad

ually taught me not to speak of "My Children" to any adults;

they did not believe in their existence, and only laughed at me

for making up such stories.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-0

3
 1

6
:4

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
3

5
2

7
6

4
4

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



Chapter IV

I DISCOVER THE DANCE OF THE LIGHT GLOBULES

I HAVE often been asked how I saw forms in light and

movement. I first became aware of movement in light and

colour before I was five years old. I grew conscious of it

by lying still on my bed and looking into the shadows. I
began then, to see globules of light bursting at intervals

within the beams of sunlight. When I knew them better, I
discovered them moving in any kind of light; they swirled

around each other, enlarging and bursting as bubbles do,

when they give way one to the other; and just as bubbles

reflect colour, so also did the bursting globules have colour

within them. These light balls presented themselves in so

many shapes and sizes that my head ached from trying to

see them all moving simultaneously in many directions. They

were always egg-shaped and not quite round. Their move

ments were like the steps of a dance, weaving a well regulated

pattern as they swirled.

My room became a haven to which I fled to shake off

the sense of being too close to other children. I felt, as a

child, hurt and oppressed by any close contact with others;

so much so that I struggled violently to free myself if anyone

caressed me. Lying in my room and merely breathing, I
became aware of the movement in and around the room.

Instead of empty space, I found that the air was full of sing

ing sounds, and my globules danced like midget stars weaving
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in and out and around each other in ordered ways. From

that time on no space that was empty existed for me; I
seemed to feel the weight and movement1 of a condensed

area without sensing either its weight or heaviness. Soon I
began to move within myself. It is difficult to explain my

meaning. If I try to describe how I entered into this state

I can only say that I felt myself drawn into it. I seemed to

be split up as though divided into little pieces and each piece

was located in a different place.

When I say that I know a tree or a flower or even a

rock, this same thing that I have been trying to describe

happens to me, and I then experience a flowing part of me

which goes out towards the plant and yet remains myself.

As the years developed, this mechanism became for me, more

conscious and usable. I found that at will, I was able to

project myself or some aspect of myself into the personalities

of people and things. This I could even do with persons

that were unknown to me, living perhaps, in some distant

house or country. This ability to project a fluid part of

myself, consciously and without fear, began when I was very

young as a game with myself and much later this developed

into what has now become recognized as an aspect of my

supernormal sensing.

In the early days at school I tried to tell some of my

companions that there was no such thing as a space that was

empty. I spoke of how the bright globules of light danced

and filled all space. But they, as was the case with my aunt,

did not understand. Their scornful smiles silenced me and

made me realize that to them, all space seemed empty. But

even as a child of five I knew it packed with infinite variety

of form and movement. It was to be many years before the

experiments of modern chemists and physicists helped to

interpret for the world what my supernormal sensing had

already begun to register for me.
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Chapter V

WHY NAMES HAVE MEANT LITTLE TO ME

I HAVE never really wanted to hear names when a new

person approached me. As an animal must know by sense

the appearance and smell of objects, I too sense and know a.

person; never by the physical appearance but by the taste,

smell and touch of their surrounds expanding beyond their

physical selves. Even today do I clearly sense the shapes that

encompass every person, plant and living form. As a child, I
resented the touch or feeling of these surrounds in people,

though not in animals or plants. I have asked myself in late

years what was the quality in the human surrounds which I
disliked. In retrospect, I am sure that I judged people in my

childish way by reacting to them by some process of taste

or smell.

I began then to study and watch these surrounds which

enveloped all those I met, and saw how they fought and

interchanged; as people's moods shifted, their surrounds would

struggle with each other and when the tone of a conversa

tion changed, these nebulous forms would expand, contract

and change their colour and shape according to the tone and

quality of the words spoken. After a while I never listened

to what people said when they addressed me or paid attention

to what they told each other. I saw their conversations

shaped in space in flowing colours which were sometimes

bright and shining, but more often showed in deep and sullen
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shades. Within these colours I perceived breaks in the mass

of the surrounds and in the breaks, silver lines appeared, fine

as the threads of cobwebs; these delicate lines would move

back and forth as though breathing gently to themselves.

As a child these shapes and surrounds were for me, more

important than the creature they enveloped and they became

a source of constant interest. I talked of them and their

movement constantly. I watched them in and out of season.

When I spoke to my aunt and uncle of these nebulous sur

rounds and told them how their impact hurt me or gave me

pleasure, they looked at me in shocked amazement, became

cross and said, "You will be punished the next time you say

these things."

I never understood at that time that shapes and surrounds

were not visible to everyone else. It was only many years

later, after my marriage, that I really found out that others

did not see such forms. Before I went to school, at four, I
had already learned to rely on my own perception of things

and ask few questions since no one would answer them; but

I never quite understood why I must not ask questions about

the things I wanted to know. This did not make me unhappy;

I simply learned to hug my world of shapes and colours,

shadows, sounds and movements to myself. I loved more

than ever the moments of my silent day when I might live

with them alone.
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Chapter VI

TESTING GOD

I HAD no fear of anything as a child; but of God I had at

times great fear. When my aunt first spoke of Him as

being ready to punish me, I thought of someone who would

some day suddenly descend on me and I should be no more.

Since He never showed Himself, I grew less fearful and even

began to wonder how I could force Him to appear. I did

such things as my childish imagination could invent to anger

Him and believed that then surely He would come. No
breaking of china, no stealing of sweets or other childish

pranks of mine ever brought Him forth. In a rage one day

at what seemed to me unjust punishment, I wondered what

terrible thing I could do to make God finally appear. Taking
the Bible I tore one or two of its pages and hurled it against

the farther wall of the room, calling on Him to come forth
and punish me. I waited for what seemed like hours, in
terror, not daring to look up or move. When He did not

appear I had at first a sense of relief, but afterwards my fear

of this Avenging One began to diminish and my belief in all

that was told me by my aunt and others was considerably

shaken. I was however, to test His Presence once again

before I finally shook myself free of my childish fear.

At about eight or nine I became aware of problems in

religion beyond those ideas I had been taught at home. There,

the ever-present God was spoken of, One whose only mission
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seemed to be to punish me. At the Low Church Sunday

School this image was again made vivid in its dreary teach

ing of the Catechism and Bible lessons. Near Dublin, where

I lived, I went to the National School where the preponder

ance of children were Roman Catholic; in Ireland no other

religion is taught in the government schools, and so quite

spontaneously I absorbed its prayer and ritual. The music,

the ceremonies and even the sing-song way in which the

Catholic children intoned their prayers, fascinated me. I, as

a Protestant, was expected to leave the room during the

recitation of the Catechism or while the children prayed as

the Angelus was rung. This I did not always do for it gave

me peace, to think of a God who could be approached by way

of the Chapel, the Virgin and the Holy Saints, and the kindly

old parish priests. It brought me rest and comfort to find

myself in the warmth of the Chapel, with its lighted altar

and its incense. The intoning of the service gave me a feel

ing of devotion and quiet which I experienced neither at home

nor in my own church. My happiness, however, was inter

rupted by my classmates, all Catholics, pointing out to me

that I, the only Protestant in the class, was committing mortal

sin by attending Chapel. Mortal sin was a term that to them

brought eternal damnation, but for me it had no meaning.

So I continued, whenever possible, to creep into the Chapel.

This religious peace was rudely shattered by my aunt,

when I asked her permission to see my classmates confirmed.

The kindly priest had already told me that I could watch the

ceremony from the gallery where I would be unobserved by

the others. This I joyfully told my aunt, believing she would

let me go. She seemed shocked that I should on any occasion

desire to visit the Chapel and emphatically refused her con

sent. In doing so she expressed the hope that as a good

Protestant I had never in the past entered the Chapel. I am

afraid that I hurt her deeply when I confessed that the

friendly Chapel was more to my liking than her forbidding
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church. She forbade me ever to enter it again or have any

thing to do with the Catholic religion; but as the school stood

in the Chapel yard I continued to visit it secretly.

The effect of imbibing the two religions at one time

became a little overwhelming. At home the fearsome and

forbidding God of the Protestant Church and my aunt's inter

pretation of His Avenging Wrath awaiting me; at school,

within easy reach, was the consoling presence of the Virgin
and the Child. These two religious attitudes were, in my

mind, worlds apart; they had not the least relation to each

other at that time or since.
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Chapter VII

THE "VISION" OF MY AUNT LEON

AND THE DEATH OF THE DUCKS

BETWEEN
the conflicts of home and school, religious and

otherwise, these mixed emotions and resentments of mine

grew greater, making me at times, more tearful and unhappy.

Until that time, however, I could somehow deal with life as it
came, and although the school children and others wearied

me, I had learned to keep my own counsel and managed to

become better liked by my school companions. The situation

at home did not change. I was never, in my own mind, a

part of the household; I belonged more to the world that

grew and took its living outside the house; if this house and

all in it had folded up and gone away one day I might have

been astonished, but like a cat which dwells with its own

surroundings more than with its owner, I always felt that

the house and its occupants were only incidental to my own

existence. My real life was lived alone or close to the animals

and the growing things around the farm. The fact that no

one took notice of what I said or did ceased soon to cause

me much bewilderment; but something happened to me at

this time which frightened me and shook the foundations of

my world for the time being.

I was sitting lazily on the porch at home, turning over

the leaves of my school-book when, looking up suddenly, I
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saw my favourite Aunt Leon approach me. I had only seen

her a few times in my life because she lived with her family
some twenty miles away. I knew that the aunt I lived with

cared for her sister, Leon, very much and had been worried

of late about her health. Often I had heard mentioned in the

household that Aunt Leon had not been as well as usual. I
had not been to visit her for several months, so I was naturally

pleased when I saw that she had come to see us like this. I
noticed, as I got up to greet her how very tired she looked

and fearing that she was really ill, I reached out to take her

hand and help her to walk indoors. I shall always be sure

that she said to me, "I must go away now and take baby

with me." I waited to hear no more and fled within the

house to fetch my other aunt to help Leon. She looked most

astonished as I pulled her out of her chair and told her to

come quickly to see Aunt Leon. She hurried outside with me.

When we reached the door I saw that my Aunt Leon was

gone. I went into the garden and down the lane in search

of her but she was nowhere to be found.

When I returned my aunt questioned me closely as to

how her sister had looked and how she had been dressed.

Every detail of her weary expression and of her clothes was

stamped clearly on my brain and I described them minutely.

The baby that I had seen interested me most of all. Carefully
I had observed the little bundle, clasped to Aunt Leon's heart;

I had wanted to look at it more closely, but I had not dared

ask my aunt, since she seemed so tired. My story told, I
was full of questions as to what could have been happening

to Aunt Leon. My aunt did not seem to believe anything

that I described and told me that I had been cruel to play such

a practical joke on her. In vain I assured her that I had

really told her exactly what I had seen. She doubted my

sincerity and questioned me closely as to what I had previously

heard in the household about my Aunt Leon's new baby. I
told her I had heard nothing but she chided me for eaves

dropping about things that I was not supposed to hear. I
had overheard nothing about my aunt's new baby but she
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did not believe me and told me that I was wicked to have

concocted such a story and that she must severely punish

me for having done so. I took my whipping silently as I
always did; but this time her fury against me was not easily

appeased.

That night I cried myself to sleep and in the morning I
awakened with an aching head. My body felt heavy as a

stone. I recalled the scene of the evening before when my

Aunt Leon had visited with her baby. It stood out so clearly

that I knew I could never have made up such a story. My

tears fell afresh and my heart ached as never before. At that

moment a cold hate of the aunt with whom I lived was born

in me and remained until she died. I spent the day wondering

how I could hurt her most deeply, so as to revenge myself

for all that she had made me suffer. Fear of her left me

forever, as I knew that I had become indifferent to her opinion

of me. The opportunity I sought in which to hurt her

presented itself on that very afternoon.

I was too ill in the morning to be sent to school, so I
was allowed to remain in bed until the middle of the day. In
the afternoon I went into the garden to lie quietly in the

shade. There I played by the stream and went idly to see

if there were ducks floating on the lake beyond. I saw the

baby ducklings which I sought, talking to themselves on the

water; I watched them dipping here and there and gaily

swimming in small circles. I knew in a flash that they were

the means of my revenge. My aunt loved her ducks and

would be deeply hurt if they came to any harm. Bending

over the water at the edge of the shore I caught each baby

bird as it passed close by me, and in quick succession I
held each one under the water until I had drowned the entire

brood. Then I laid the dead ducks in the grass beside me and

was immediately overcome with a terrible dread of my aunt's

wrath. I began to think, as I wondered, how she would

punish me, that now surely God must come and His punish

ment would be greater than any my aunt might visit upon me.

I remained rooted to the spot, frozen with fear, waiting for
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God's wrath to fall. I felt that my life would surely be

wiped out after this last grave wrongdoing. The very inten

sity of my fear produced a strange state of suspended quiet,

in which I waited.

In this condition I looked at the ducks lying limp on the

grass beside me and almost hoped they might still be alive.

But at this moment something really startling did begin to

happen. The ducks were quiet but there was a movement

going on all around them. I saw, curling up from each little

body a grey smoke-like substance, rising in spiral form. This

fluid stuff began to move and curl as it rose and gradually I
saw it take on new shape as it moved away from the bodies

of these little dead ducks. Fear had now given way to

amazement in the face of this spectacle. I was joyful because

I knew in that moment that the ducks were "coming alive"

again. I had forgotten about their dead bodies lying limp

below and waited, with tense expectancy, to see them take

on new shape and run away.

I do not know how long I stayed, gripped in fearful

fascination. I only know that the punishment which must

surely follow my wrongdoing, would never prevent me from

trying to find out how the ducks had "escaped" me in that

strange way. I began to wonder whether all other creatures

also had this same fashion of escaping from life, as did these

ducks. The only way to find out for certain was to begin

to kill something else and watch what followed. All thoughts

of revenge on my aunt had now faded from my mind. The

only important thing for me now was to discover whether

or not death brought forth new life; and if this were true,

what kind of life did death produce?

For two weeks crows and little rabbits became the vic
tims of my search for knowledge. Then, of a sudden, came a

terrible revulsion against myself for all this killing that I
had done. The startling truth now came to me in a flash.

I had seen enough to know by then, that I had killed nothing

at all, but only had changed its form. As a result of know

ing this, I asked my uncle not to take me with him hunting
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any more. I became sick from that time on, at thought of

the creatures that died. Anger shook me when I thought of

those who killed any living thing. A mouse caught in a trap

made me suffer, and a cold rage now turned me against the

dogs whenever they hunted little animals. The sight of the

cat stalking a bird became unbearable. The farm hands were

now my enemies when they were brutal to the animals. Every

night I shed tears for all the living things which were daily

killed, and I wept bitterly for those ducklings which I had

drowned.

After I had drowned the little ducks my uncle had come

upon the scene. He looked down at the dead ducks, then at

me. I found his presence a relief. There was no anger in

his voice or face, he just said, "You had better come with

me and see your aunt." When we found my aunt, my uncle

said to her, "You had better go to the pond and see what has

happened to your ducks." She looked at my uncle and then

at me, coldly, and went towards the pond as he suggested.

My uncle and I stood still awaiting her return and I did not

even think of the moment that would follow. When she

returned, he slipped away and left me with her alone.

Strangely enough, for the first time in my life she did not

punish me with a thrashing. She told me that I was such a

wicked child that I must be sent away from home. I was no

longer fit to live in her house. She spoke then at length of
God and His hurt and His wrath at my wrongdoing. I was

relieved to hear that I should be sent away even though I did

not know where; and I did not believe a word of it when she

said that God would punish me.

"Go," said my aunt, "go to your room and don't let me

see you again tonight; and ask God to forgive you." I was

sent to bed without supper. I did not care about the food

or anything she had said. I could only feel relief that I
would be leaving her very soon.

An hour later my aunt appeared in my room and woke

me from a sound sleep. She sat down beside me on the bed

in a kinder mood than of an hour before. Abruptly she
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told me that she had just had news of my Aunt Leon's death

while giving birth to her baby and that the little one had

died also. Before I could say anything, my aunt said to me,

"Don't ever speak again of the things that you see for they

might come true." Then she left the room as abruptly as

she entered it. When she went away I was thoroughly fright
ened. In every corner of the room I seemed to see my Aunt

Leon and her baby, just as I had seen them in the vision of

the previous day. I shook with fear through the night but

recovered next morning to adjust to this new fact which I had

learnt—that a baby was born from the mother. I had never

been told how a baby was born until that moment, when my

aunt spoke to me of Aunt Leon's death, and its cause. The

excitement of this new discovery about babies banished my

sadness at Aunt Leon's death and considerably lessened the

shock that my prevision of her dying had caused me.
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Chapter VIII

I SEARCH FOR THE MEANING OF DEATH

AND LIVE IN MY OWN LITTLE WORLD

HE vision of my Aunt Leon and the manner of her dying
-■- were all things which needed some explanation. My

repeated questions to those around me brought no helpful

answer. I was wise enough not to ask questions at school;

I knew that these things, however they might appear to me,

were not within the range of my schoolmates' understanding.

I went to the old people around the farm and questioned

them as to what they knew about the process of dying; they

could tell me little. I told them of my own experience in

seeing things that "came alive" again, after their death, but

they shook their heads and said nothing, as though the whole

matter was too much for them. One old woman assured me

that I had been bewitched by the fairies who lived in the

valleys and the glens and had so been made to see things which

fairy-people, but no human beings ever saw. I believed all that

I heard about the fairies, and made up my mind to see and

find them for myself. I had been told where they lived in

the valley near the lonely thorn trees or where the spring

water jutted from the earth. I sought for them in every wood

and glen, morning and evening. I was so obsessed with the

need of finding them that although I went to school, it was
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an effort for me to remain awake there or take any interest

in my lessons.

I never found the fairies. Although "My Children" came

and seemed sympathetic to my search, they never quite knew

what I was looking for and so could not help me to find

them. What finally made me give up seeking for the little

people was my next new and exciting discovery about life.

Whilst I had been waiting so still and quiet for the fairies to

appear, I began to distinguish new sounds and new areas of

light around me and throughout the woods. I became aware

that everything had its own song and sound. With my back

to a tree or stone, I could hear the tones come from them

and vibrate through my own self. With my head on the

grass I could hear the sounds from within the earth like a

gentle murmur passing through the roots of the grass. I
began to be able to distinguish the song of the grass from

that of the insects beneath the sod. Around each tree, even

to its tiniest leaf, I noticed a surround that seemed to breathe

and move gently. I realized that this nebulous veil I saw

about all growing things was of the same order as those that

I had seen around people. These surrounds were like cradles

in which every animate creature or growing plant breathed and

was sustained. I knew that these enveloping forms gave them

health and protection to live and grow. Their substance

seemed to emanate from within and yet had a life of its own

from without which, if destroyed or crushed, would cause

death to the more solid living form which it enveloped and

sustained.

Lying thus in the grass and watching every moment in

the fields lest I should miss the "little people," I observed how

the living trees and shrubs and flowers drew their air and

colour from the dancing globules of light which filled, what

people know as space. Such globules I had first seen, long

before, in my room and I knew that the entire atmosphere

was made up of these little dancing balls of light. Now, for

the first time I discovered that these little whirling forms had

within them colour-substance which was eagerly sucked in
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by the surround of every plant and animal. This, I realized,

was the way in which the plants received their colour and

their odour. I was definitely certain that this was so, for

under the midday sun I saw the globules drawn back from
the flowers by the intense heat of the sun and then absorbed

by its rays. In the early morning, and more particularly in

the twilight, the light-substance of the globules was stronger

and danced more swiftly toward the surround of all living
forms. They seemed glad at such times to give themselves

and their fluid-substance back to living things, as though

they would thus make up for their midday lack of vitality.
When the sun had gone and twilight had ended, I saw

the light globules intensify and grow stronger. Deeper

colour-substance living within these balls became more vivid
as they played in the dark. Now they gave themselves so

intensely to the flowers that the perfume of the blossoms grew

stronger and their petals more vigorous; the over-blown rose

revived for a moment and the drooping plants lifted their

leaves erect again. I knew that the night air whatever it
contained, charged and recharged all living things with new

and strange vitality. I realized that the plants and flowers

knew this too. I watched them feed themselves upon this

strange night force, and even hold this invigorating sub

stance greedily within the base of their bloom and the curl
of their leaves.

I also saw the globules dance in the moonlight in a

slower and more premeditated rhythm. I knew that the

influence of the moon's rays on the light-balls was far differ

ent from those of the sun. In the moonlight the little balls

grew strong like glass; their blue colour gave way to violet

and deep purple tones; they took on the light and colour of

night. As I watched the globules respond to the moon, I too

felt the effect of its light on my body. Under the influence

of the moon I threw off my clothes to let the light-substance

of the globules touch direct upon my body. When I returned

to my room from the garden and the night, I opened the

window wide and invited the globules to come and share
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with me my sleep. I felt the melody of the dark and the

moonlight caught up and held in the dance of these little

balls of light.

I shared my new discoveries with none but "The Chil

dren." They nodded their heads; I was sure they under

stood. Apart from "The Children," I now needed no

companionship; I lived in my own little world. I had only

time, apart from them, for the sounds and the colours and

the movements of this new Universe.
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Chapter IX

THE COMING OF THE GYPSIES

HEN I was ten the gypsies came with their caravan

▼ V and animals. I remembered them vaguely, from other

years, but on this occasion I saw them with new interest. For
the first time, my uncle allowed me to go with him when he

went out to show them where they might camp on his

property.

That first night I was impressed by the strange difference

of the gypsies to any of us. I wondered at their brilliant
kerchiefs, their gleaming bracelets and heavy earrings, which

even the men wore. I was intrigued by their sullen faces

and their downcast eyes which darted at one obliquely

instead of looking straight into one's eyes. The two solemn

gypsy babies interested me, even more than the women who

carried them; so silent and still were these infants that they

might not, I thought, have been alive. I lingered with my

uncle, watching every move as the gypsies prepared their

camp for the night.

Early next morning, before the household was awake, I
slipped away to the gypsy camp alone. They were cooking

their breakfast over a bright fire and barely looked up as I
approached. A very old woman whom I had not seen the

night before addressed me and bade me seat myself beside

her; a man moved to make room for me. I instinctively

knew that the old crone liked me and that she ruled the
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family. The rest of the gypsies ignored me but that did

not matter, for I knew that she was my friend. So I sat

quietly and looked her up and down; though she was dirty

and unkempt I did not mind. I noticed that the gypsy men

hardly spoke to the women, unless to demand something, and

in a language which I did not understand. My first visit

to the gypsies was suddenly brought to an end by the

appearance of my uncle. He took me home and warned me

not to see too much of them.

I had waited impatiently all next day for the twilight
hour when my uncle said that I might approach the gypsy

camp. In the evening I went back to them and talked with

the old woman. I found her strangely sympathetic and

from the way she looked at me, rather than by anything she

said, I knew that I had found in her someone, at last, with

whom I could talk and who would understand me. The other

gypsies interested me less, although I liked to watch them

and hear them speak. I was fascinated by the dark sullen

heads of the two young men, bending over sheets of tin

which they made into cans and cooking utensils; and I loved

to watch their brown fingers lacing the red willow canes into

chairs and garden seats, or cutting up leather to make laces

for their shoes; so easily did their fingers work they might

have been working with magic. The babies I could examine

to my heart's content; they were most disappointing, since

they hardly moved and never cried. The two young women

seemed tired and unhappy, they had no authority of their

own in the camp. They quarrelled amongst themselves in

harsh and angry voices. When the women argued with each

other, the old man whom they addressed as the "Old One,"

bade them keep quiet; otherwise he hardly looked up from

the fire or spoke. He and the younger gypsies however,

regarded the old woman with respect. Her voice brought

them all to a strained attention; even the young men looked

up attentively when she addressed them. It was easy to see

that her word was law to the entire camp. I found that the

late evening was the best time to visit the gypsies, when
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they gathered before the fire and rested. As I approached

them they would make room there for me. If no word of

greeting was spoken it made no difference; their eye contained

a welcome and that was enough.

The old woman's appearance was not prepossessing; she

always looked like a bundle of rags to which there was

neither beginning nor end. But her deeply furrowed face was

kind and her dark eyes were merry and young. In time I
had told her everything that had happened to me and all that

I secretly thought and felt and experienced. As I spoke to

her I watched her face for signs of disbelief; but there were

none, so then I knew that I could tell her of my visions and

of "The Children." She listened with interest to all I had to

say, remarking, "Do not be unhappy if others don't believe

you. It is not given to everyone to know and see such

things; not all my people can see that way, though we are

born of a mighty race to whom God gave direct knowledge,"

she said.

"Years ago, in the dim beyond, our peoples talked direct

with God; we have been wandering over the face of the

Earth longer than man remembers, and we have forgotten

the methods of our Fathers. I was born with the 'seeing eye'

and have the power to heal and to kill. The things you see

and hear are therefore not strange to me. I have seen and

heard beyond man's understanding ever since I could talk
and walk."

She told me then of her childhood in Poland and of her

first unhappy marriage in Spain. She slipped back to tales

of her youthful beauty which she said had always brought

great good to her tribe, in presents and privileges in whatever

country they had wandered. Her stories of the killing of her

rivals interested me most. When the moon was at the full
she said that she buried with special incantations a wheaten

sheaf, three feet deep, to represent her adversary. For three

weeks she waited; each night she worked the spell. After that

her rivals always wilted, grew sick and died in great pain.

She told stories of bewitching cows so that they fell sick
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and gave no milk when a farmer refused her people food or

shelter. And she would put curses, she told me, by sign, on

the gates and doors of those who drove her away from their

farms.

It became a regular thing for me to visit the old woman

every day. She allowed me to accompany her when she went

to reconnoitre for the tribe. With unerring eye she always

went to the most prosperous farms and cottages. A well-filled

hen-roost made her chuckle with delight; she would remark,

"to night my soup will be good." We would often go to the

fields together to gather herbs for her seasoning and ingredients

for her potions and ointment. She taught me strange names

for all the flowers and told me the stories of these names.

She showed me all the plants she used for her concoctions

and told me which ones healed and which would kill. At
first she went with me on these trips but afterwards she sent

me out alone to reconnoitre for her food and gather the

leaves and roots for her mysterious brews. Although I loved

to wander with her by day, I waited with impatience for the

night to come when, unknown to the household, I would

leave my bed and cross the garden to slip down to the camp

and take my usual place beside the old woman at the fire.

In the wavering light, strange shadows flickered across their

faces; the old man played wild gypsy songs on a violin, which

he had made himself. The women rocked and crooned to

the babies; then, tapping their heels to the sharpened notes of

the music, the men sometimes broke into song.

The strange atmosphere, the weird shapes in the dark, and

the wild music all stirred me deeply. It was like my first

taste of heaven. I used to ask the old woman never to go

away, but if she had to leave I begged her to take me with
her; but she shook her head and said, "No, you mustn't

think of it." My aunt's threat of sending me away from

home was often repeated and this life of the gypsies seemed

to be a perfect way out of my troubles.

One night the old woman drew a black box from the

folds of her tattered shawl and showed me her treasures of
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gold and silver, strange coins and amulets gleamed in the

dark, each, she said, possessing mystic powers. From the

bottom drawer of the box she drew forth a packet of Tarot

cards, greasy and torn; she began to tell me then the meaning

of the symbols. The old man looked up in protest as though

to stop her but she answered his disapproval by saying, "This

is a 'knowing one' who has come amongst us." He accepted

her statement and she went on telling me the story of the

cards. She taught me also to lay them out and read them

for myself whilst she made sand pictures and mysterious

signs. She afterwards showed me how to make the sand

pictures and even to read their meaning. But, she warned

me that I must never tell my family what she had shown

me, as this would surely arouse my uncle's disapproval of her

tribe.

One night when I was sitting close beside her, one of the

young gypsies came in, later than usual, bringing with him a

young girl who looked about thirteen to me. She seemed very

frightened. The young gypsy approached the older man and

spoke with him in angry tones. Then he pushed the girl away

from him; whilst he spoke to the woman, she crouched trem

bling by the fire. One of the young women then arose and

grudgingly gave her a drink. I was consumed with curiosity

to know what was happening, and asked the old woman to

tell me. She refused to answer and told me to go home. The

next day when I returned she was as kind as usual and said,

"Tonight there will be a wedding, and you must come and

join us." This surprised me, as I felt that the youngest woman

of the tribe was already the gypsy man's wife; she had, I
noted, looked hurt and angry and perhaps jealous, the night

before, at the sight of the other girl.

That evening when I reached the camp there was an air

of excitement and expectancy; the women were still cooking

a pot of food over the fire, the men were drinking together

and the old man was playing softly on his violin. Tonight
the old woman did not seem to notice my presence; she was

getting things out of the boxes, jewelry and bright coloured
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shawls, in preparation for the wedding. Everyone looked

gayer than ever before in their special vivid shawls and ker

chiefs. The bride had lost her frightened look of the previous

night and now seemed bright and happy. She was wrapped,

by the old woman, in a brilliant red shawl, leaving her shoul

ders bare in gypsy fashion; she had no jewels and her long

black hair hung straight across
'

her shoulders. The other

young woman, whom I believed was already the gypsy's wife,

sat weeping quietly by herself. The rest of the camp was gay

and joyful. By the old woman's side was a small table con

taining coloured cups and strange instruments. I could make

out a small dagger lying beside them on the table.

To begin the ceremony they took the pot off the fire

and the old woman ladled some of its contents into the col

oured cups for each of the gypsies. They drank this solemnly

in silence and the rest of the pot was then taken and buried

in the earth by the old woman, without a word. Then the

old man built a fire of twigs and carefully sprinkled the

sticks with powders. Before setting the fire alight, he took

the right wrist of the young gypsy and bound it to the left
wrist of the girl. After that the old man lit the fire and

took the dagger from the table and quickly pierced the wrists

of both with a sudden thrust and blood spurted forth. I
saw the old man reach for a piece of linen to bind their

wrists together, but the sight of this blood made me sick and

I fled from the camp in terror.

Next morning, when I went back, the gypsies had

broken camp and gone away. I was sad at losing the old

woman; I felt I should never see her again. The stories she

told me remained with me and my enthusiasm to possess my

own herb garden grew out of my contact with her. I remem

ber the amusement in my uncle's face when that patch of

garden, which he had set aside for me, became a lurking

ground for strange weeds and herbs that I had come to love

and cultivate. I never saw these wild weeds as intruders;

to me, because of the old gypsy woman, they were always

the treasured healers of the garden. Day by day, as I dug
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my plot of ground and watched the growing things develop,

I loved it more deeply. Every moment in which I could

escape the house, I lived with my strange herbs and flowers.

I was amply rewarded, for I began to discover how the

plants and blossoms received their perfume and their colour.

I saw the process whereby growing things receive their colour

through light, and I knew, without being told, that there

was indeed, an hidden and healing strength in my colour

world. I began to pretend that I too, as with the flowers,

could draw colour from the light; and now I have, strange to

relate, come to know that it is truly possible for me to do so.

I was quite certain that among my myriad flowers and plants,

each had a personality of its own. And just as I knew them,

I felt that they knew me. I became aware of all the strug

gles which went on amongst the growing things in the gar

den, and sensed all their loves and their joys and sorrows.

The life of the garden became an amazing world in

which an actual drama was lived out in my presence; there

fore my responsibility to love and help the garden grew. Now

I began to dislike cutting off the growth of the flowers as

much as I did the killing of animals; for I was certain

plants suffered as much as other living creatures when they

were separated from their stalks. Whenever any flowers were

cut in the garden, I would try to comfort them through sym

pathy for their pain. But then I began to make a marvelous

discovery; I found that my beloved flowers were able to

develop a different process of breathing in their new environ

ment and so survive the first shock of being separated from

their parent roots. It comforted me to know that all

plucked flowers could survive in this way. I would be up

with the dawn to watch the opening of the flower cups, and

at night I would slip away secretly, to surprise the flowers as

they went to sleep or wakened for the night. I came to

know also, the way that the midday sun would absorb the

perfume and steal the colour from the flowers, and how they
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waited for the going down of the sun, so that they might

revive. Already I had begun to watch closely and understand

the initial processes of growth and change in my little world.
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Part Two

ADOLESCENCE—

THE RESPONSIBILITY OF GROWING UP
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Chapter X

I AM SENT AWAY TO BOARDING SCHOOL

I DO not know how long I might have continued living
in my own discoveries, now silent and no longer speaking

of anything which concerned me, if my teacher had not

noticed my weariness, and that lessons were interrupted by

headaches and coughing. She drew my aunt's attention to

my run-down condition, and it was discovered that I was

on the verge of a complete collapse from bronchial catarrh

and measles. After that siege, I was never again a completely

healthy child. A series of illnesses followed which left me

subject to bronchitis. Only many years later did I realize

that I had at this time, developed tuberculosis, a family inher

itance, to which most of my mother's family had been sus

ceptible. When my teacher drew my aunt's attention to this

weakened condition, my aunt became kinder towards me and

took me to task for not having told her myself that I was

suffering.

When I recovered from this illness, my aunt decided that

I must now go away to boarding school because she was

unable to control my reckless habits of running out of doors

inadequately clothed at all hours of the day and night. It
gave me no feeling of sadness to say farewell either to my

aunt or the day school. I only worried as to how my "Unseen

Children" would take my departure and whether they would

follow me. The necessity of leaving my room and the gar
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den gave me the greatest unhappiness; I felt that somehow I
was being parted from something which I should never know

again. I regretted too, losing the happy associations with my

uncle; he had not been well for some months and I sensed

that we would never have such companionship together again.

I dreaded the prospect of boarding school because I was sure

I should be confined indoors a great part of each day. I was

never happy in a house without a garden; a house without a

garden was inconceivable to me. I had seen city houses and

shuddered at the prospect of ever having to live in one. To

be happy I had to be related to all growing things; it was

the only way in which I felt secure and complete. In spite

of my reluctance at leaving home, I parted from my aunt

without regret.

The new school made no great appeal to me. Situated in

Dublin within an old square, the house was a cheerful and

friendly three-storied Regency building. The Principal was a

shadowy creature who had little to say at any time; she did

not impress me when I was brought to her on my arrival; I
am not even sure that she saw me. I suppose a new girl

meant little to her anyway; she seemed more concerned with
her sheet of figures than her pupils. Her two sisters, both

dressed in black were present; they spoke in hushed tones and

took charge of the running of the establishment. They

seemed gentle when they took me to my room.

There were sixty girls, ranging from ten to sixteen, in

the school. This was a strict Protestant establishment, chosen

by my aunt to help me overcome and forget the Roman

Catholic teachings. I shared a dormitory with five others;

although these girls were older than I, I felt immediately that

I would have no trouble in handling them. I was flattered

that the older girls took me up, treating me as one of their

own age, and making me their confidante. They liked my

recklessness and my ability to enter into all kinds of pranks

which upset the law and order of the school.

My knowledge of Biblical lore helped me much at first;

the fact that I could now recite from the Bible, as well as give

44

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-0

3
 1

6
:4

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
3

5
2

7
6

4
4

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



m
the catechism and most of the book of Common Prayer,

impressed my new teachers. I had no difficulties with such

f studies as English, History and Mathematics. But troubles
* • - began immediately with French, German and Music. The

same teacher taught me French and German. I knew from the

first that she disliked me and I felt the same way about her.

I found her perfunctory and slack in her teaching. I was

never willing to curry favour with her as some of the others

did. When she gave me dry grammar rules to learn by heart,

I would ask her to give me examples of how to use them.

She would become angry and say "You are not far enough

advanced for that, as yet."

I cannot absorb information unless I hear it first and

see it written down. I could learn things by writing and

re-writing, but never by repeating them by rote. My insistence

on trying to understand and learn in my own way, was mis

understood and mistakenly attributed to impertinence. My

antagonism to this teacher caused me to create fresh disturb

ance whenever I could. She assumed therefore, that every

sign of disorder in the classroom was caused by me, and so

she punished me for every misdemeanour in our group. There

was an open feud between us and as it grew deeper it became

impossible for me to learn or absorb anything from her. Due

to the resistance she set up in me, I have never, to this day,

been able to learn any foreign language.

Music I loved until I began to study it at school. I was

discouraged and scolded there because I sang off key. When

the teacher asked me to sing or play scales, I tried to place

additional half-tones between the usual whole notes. I was

reprimanded for this. I could not make her understand that

I heard the finer intervals of sound between the ordinary notes

of the scale. I felt those tones ought to have some location

on the piano keyboard before me.

Again and again she would say, "Listen to this," while

she played over the scale and then would add "There are no

other notes to be heard." As she played those never-ending

scales, 'I would hear each note split and become two tones, the

45

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-0

3
 1

6
:4

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
3

5
2

7
6

4
4

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



note she played and the half note below it. We came to an

impasse over this; she refused to teach me any longer, saying

that I was a willful and disobedient child and would not listen

to any scales. I was hurt and vexed with the teacher when

she said that I could not hear. I knew that I heard what

she heard and much more besides. Once in trying to defend

myself I told her that I heard sounds not only with my ears,

but felt them pass through my spine and vibrate at the knees.

Her answer was "You can lie and fool other people, but not

me." That was the last time she taught me. Again I was.

forced back into my own world of listening and seeing which

no one understood or believed in. It was twenty years before

I obtained objective confirmation that my hearing and seeing

as a child, was bound up with my actual clairaudient and clai '-

voyant faculties.

The moment came when I could not fight any longer

against the misunderstandings and accusations of the teachers.

I lay awake, weeping at nights over my failure to adjust

myself to the point of view which met me at school. Natur

ally curious and eager to learn, I wanted passionately to

understand music and languages. I felt now that my spirit

was breaking. I was conscientiously telling my teacher's the

truth of what I saw and heard and felt; they would not

believe me.

The break-down in my health soon followed in the wake

of my despair; I had to be taken home. I developed bronchial

pneumonia which later gave way to whooping cough and I
was weak and sickly for many months. This return home

was a merciful release from my nights of agony and my days

of frustration at school. One day when 1 was recovering, I
overheard the doctor telling my aunt that it was a miracle I
had not died. I had shown, he said, no will to live. I knew

he was right. I was exhausted, a child fighting against a

world that had never understood the truth of any of my

experiences.

I went back to school when I recovered. My attitude

had changed. I would, as far as I was able, carry through
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the outer forms of school requirements without active resist

ance. I hated the idea, but saw no other way out. Everyone

at school seemed glad to see me; the teachers were kinder in

their treatment, but still objected to what they termed by

incorrigible behaviour. They did not change my point of

view; I withdrew and gave up trying to study or work for I
could not carry the full school program, because I had not

yet regained my normal health. The doctor had insisted that

my illness was due to cramming and overwork and at last

the teachers were solicitous and allowed me special privileges,

which made me the envy of all my schoolmates.
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Chapter XI

MY UNCLE'S DEATH AND MY "VISION" OF HIM

T iTHEN I was recovering at home from bronchial pneu-

▼ ▼ monia, the doctor made frequent calls on my uncle,

who was visibly tired and coughed a great deal. Suddenly, one

day, my aunt called me to my uncle's room. She was obviously

upset, a state I had never known her in before. I entered the

room and stood looking down at him. He was still, barely

breathing. I knew he was dying, and once again the fascination

of death was upon me. He looked at me with what seemed to

be a troubled gaze, essayed to speak, but no words came. I
touched his hands gently —they were cold. I could think of

nothing to say, and could only remember how often I had

clutched his hand before, to steady myself in our walks in the

woods and fields. Although we had not walked together since

I had been at school, I now felt a terrific need for his pres

ence. I cannot say that I was upset emotionally, but that

I felt terribly empty as though a hole had been made in my

head and my brain seemed to be slipping away. How long

I lived in this sensation, I do not know. When my uncle died

events for some time had no meaning for me. The loss of

my uncle through these days preceding his burial was a deep

pain. To look ahead was to feel his loss more keenly. I could

not bear to contemplate life with my aunt without him; I
realized how vastly important to my life there he had been.
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He alone had made it bearable, interpreting my needs and

wishes to my aunt when I could not.

Through these days no one expressed sympathy with my

aunt, without turning to me and saying, "Now you must be

a comfort to your aunt." I, who had never known the

meaning of being comforted was now expected to comfort

another.

I did not go near my uncle's room after he died. From

my observations of what happened at death I was sure he

was not there any more. In my own mind I was certain he

had tired of living and escaped his body. So surely did I
believe this that on the day arranged for his funeral, I went

to the garden where he liked to sit in the sun and spoke

aloud to him, saying, I at least understood why he had gone

away. It never occurred to me to doubt that he had heard

me. When the time came for the body to be removed from
the house I refused to go to the cemetery. On the Sunday

following his funeral I was given a spray of flowers to place

on his grave. I carried them to the churchyard but resenting

the idea that his body should want them, I threw them out

of sight over the churchyard wall. I never could bear to

approach his grave nor the grave of anyone I have loved.

A few weeks after my uncle died, I was sitting in my

own room in the twilight feeling very restless and depressed.

I had not been allowed out that day because my chest was

troubling me. As I was waiting for the lamps to be brought

in, the door opened quietly. There in the lamp light of the

hallway I saw my dear uncle, standing clearly before me. I
was surprised how well he looked for in the weeks before his

death he had seemed feeble and worn. Now he appeared as

before, erect and strong. I was overcome with joy at seeing

him again and he showed himself happy to be back with me.

He spoke to me and asked that I obey the wishes of my

aunt, whenever possible. He said he appreciated the difficul

ties of my present life with her, and predicted that in two

years time I should be free to leave her and go to London.

Then, before I had time to ask any questions the door closed
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quietly and he was gone. My first impulse was to run after

him but I found myself rooted to the spot. Gradually it

dawned on me that he had gone and I could no longer reach

him. Suddenly I collapsed in a chair and tried to under

stand what had happened. By the time the lamps were lit, I
had begun to ask myself whether I dared tell anyone of this

experience. As the night came on I began to feel at peace,

knowing definitely for the first time that death was truly a

"coming alive" again, in some place beyond my ordinary seeing.

At first I felt strangely exhilarated by my uncle's unex

pected visit; but later, came a sense of terrible emptiness at

his going. The conviction grew deep within me that my

uncle knew my needs and would continue to care for me,

with the same* understanding as he had shown before his

death. It never occurred to me that I had seen a ghost, or

that anything strange had taken place. I simply explained

the appearance of my uncle to myself by my knowing that

all things went "out there," and that he too shared that fate.

Never again did my uncle visit me. Nevertheless I continued

to believe that he was still close to me and ready to hear

whenever I spoke. This knowledge comforted me. Who

would understand this experience of my uncle's return? . It
was not, I knew, to be shared with anybody.
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Chapter XII

I PURSUE THE MEANING OF DEATH

THAT
spring, my delight in the isolation of my room and

the garden was rudely broken by the homecoming of my

cousin Ann. She had always been a mystery and I had never

given much thought to her brief visits. But now, my aunt

informed me Ann had been ordered by the doctor to take a

long rest and give up her work.

Since my uncle's death my aunt had lost her grip on

life and her health had broken down. So now I heard that

I was to be turned out of my beloved room which contained

all the secrets of my life; I had to gather myself up and

leave this refuge from whence I could, at night or dawn,

slip out into the garden and escape into the fields for untold

hours; precious hours that had been my very own to be lived

with the things I knew and loved. A room upstairs, which

had been my uncle's study now became mine. It was pleas

ant and sunny and the roses peeped in at the windows. Under

other circumstances I might have loved that room which in

retrospect, appears to have been a charming haven for any

child; but my longing for the freedom of the garden made

my new room take on for me the air of a prison. It was true

that this room also faced the garden, but as I was now so high

above it, I felt myself miles away from the growing green

things which I loved.
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Ann's homecoming was a source of joy to my aunt, but

to me it was a catastrophe. I never grew accustomed to her.

She had been undergoing cures abroad for two or three years

and that was why I had not seen her for a long time. My
aunt, realizing that Ann's condition was hopeless, had brought

her home. That autumn she died suddenly. Since I had

scarcely known her, her death did not touch me. It was

the second death of a human being I had known, but it dis

turbed me less than that of my uncle; certainly less than

that of the little animals that I had killed.

Within a few hours after my cousin's death, I asked for

permission to visit her room. I tip-toed in and remained quiet,

lost in wonderment at where the personality of Ann might

now have gone. Again, as with the little ducks, I saw, rising

above Ann's body, a curling, shadowy grey substance. When

I entered the room it was already gathering itself with slow

movement, into a spiral shape which finally disappeared into

the atmosphere above her head. I was most interested to dis

cover that this process of separation took, with the human

body, hours longer than when the shadowy substance separated r

from the bodies of the little ducks.

While I had been able to escape attending my uncle's

funeral, I was forced to be present at Ann's. The same dread

of such lugubrious ceremonies was upon me now, as when my

uncle died. I was repelled by the groups of mourners and

the obvious satisfaction they derived from their black clothes

and their short lived grief. The minister began the burial

service with solemnity, but before it was half over he was

hurrying it unceremoniously to a close. I moved quietly to

the edge of the grave as he spoke and looked in to watch

them lower the coffin. My head swam, and I felt suddenly

sick. I caught hold of my aunt's arm and begged her per

mission to go home, but she would not let me go.

A sudden sense of indignation overwhelmed me at the

false mourning of my aunt and those around her, about the

rightful and inevitable process of death. I knew that in the

animal world, there came a clean, natural departure from the
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physical form, at the moment of dying. This whole dreary

set-up of funeral ceremony, I was convinced, had no relation

to the truly simple changes which occurred to all creatures,

at the moment, which human beings call death. This rhythmic

transformation which I had watched, again and again, with

all living creatures, gave me no sense of finality, but rather

of a continuous and rhythmic movement toward fresh adven

ture. In living close to the animal and plant worlds, I had

come to understand that there seemed little difference between

birth and death, to any living creatures excepting the human.

How much unnecessary and hopeless misery might have been

spared to man had he observed as I had the true nature of
birth and death. I knew both of these processes of change

to be joyful and equally creative. Why, since the balance of
the whole universe is kept so perfectly by Infinite Direction,

must man alone, of all living creatures, fear for his place in

the scheme of things, and be so lost and frightened in facing

what he calls death?

After Ann's passing, my aunt's attitude underwent a

change. She became gentle with me and punished me less.

If she did so, it no longer took a physical form. She would

set me sections of the Bible to learn by heart; but this was

no real punishment, as I enjoyed that immensely. I then took

the Bible, as do many others, to be literally true. God became

a reality to me and I grew fond of this "Invisible Old Man of

the Skies," as I called Him. I took keen pleasure in His

ability to know what all His People were up to. I loved the

idea that He was always causing wars, and tearing peoples

asunder. This idea of continual punishment came so close

to my own life at home that I began to put my aunt in the

same category as God. Sometimes, however, I thought He

overdid the punishment of His People, and as I read more

of the Bible I felt less sympathy with His severe measures.

Gradually I found my sympathies shifting altogether from

the thundering God of Genesis to the serene beauty of the

Psalms.
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Chapter XIII

I APPROACH THE MYSTERY OF CONFIRMATION

MY uncle had expected me to be confirmed in the Eng

lish Established Church and the school was preparing

me for this, before his death. I was looking forward to the

ceremony with anticipation; although I had never obtained

my aunt's permission to attend a similar service in the Cath

olic church, I had, some years before, gone to the chapel and

secretly watched the confirmation of my Catholic schoolmates.

These girls were not more than eight or nine years old;

before the ceremony they seemed awed and impressed by the

service in which they were about to participate. I was dis

appointed, when I tried to question them, to find that they

understood very little of the actual meaning of this Sacrament

they were about to undergo. So, feeling that I had to see it

for myself in order to more completely understand it in spite

of my aunt's command, I hid myself secretly in the gallery

of the chapel. In that position I was far enough from the

altar to be impressed by both the mystery and the beauty of

the ritual of the Confirmation Mass. After it was over I
talked to the children who had been confirmed and expected

that those who had participated in the service would be even

more deeply moved than I. This was not so; they had not

been stirred at all by this experience, although they were
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pleasantly excited by their new white dresses, their wreaths

of flowers and filmy veils, and they felt the importance of

making their first communion on the coming Sunday.

When I was twelve years old I came home from boarding

school to be confirmed myself, in the Church of England.

In spite of the slight impression confirmation had made on

those Catholic children whom I had watched go through this

ceremony some years before, I felt sure that something deep

and profound must be about to happen to me, through my

own experience, or my uncle would never have placed such

emphasis upon it.

The day came at last. I was full of expectancy. That

morning I re-read my catechism, to be very sure that I
understood the importance of that Sacrament in which I was

about to participate. With half a dozen other girls I knelt

by the communion rail, full of hope and deeply moved by the

expectation of being transformed into a graver and more

responsible person. My first shock came when I looked up

and saw the Bishop. He was a gross, red faced, heavy handed

man. I knew immediately that he could not be the means of

bringing me the deep and mystical experience for which I was

hoping. I tried to curb and deny this impression to myself,

but it was useless. I watched, out of the corner of my eye,

as his coarse hands gave grudging benediction, and I really

dreaded the moment when he would finally move up the line

of children and touch my head. The memory of the Catholic

confirmation I had witnessed flashed ' back into my mind.

I could see again the kindly Catholic prelate placing his hands

with gentle blessing on the heads of my schoolmates. I could

still remember how deeply moved I had then been, by the

mystical setting and the harmonious chanting and intoning

of the priests. Here, in this church there was neither beauty

nor true emotion; everything was hurried, perfunctory and

cold.

When my confirmation was over, I went home and

straightway sought the end of the garden, where my uncle

used to love to sit. I spoke aloud to him, knowing that he
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would hear me. I said, "I am so sorry, I'm afraid I have

disappointed you. My confirmation has not changed anything

in my life, as I had hoped. How can I take on new life and

responsibility when I do not understand the pledges I made

to renounce 'The Devil and all his Works and the Lusts of

the Flesh'?" I tried to explain to this uncle who had died

that all this talk of the Devil and temptations of the flesh

meant nothing at all to me. Until now I had never been

on speaking terms with the Devil and his works, so how then

could I renounce them. I was heartbroken and wept and

through my tears I sobbed to my uncle, "If you had only

been here you would have helped me to understand."

That evening I asked my aunt why I had gone through

the confirmation service without emotion or change of spirit.

Her answer to me was, "I suppose you hardened your heart

against God." That left me bereft of any hope to understand.

I wept the night away in my bed, more utterly alone and at

sea than I had ever been before. That was the end of all my

hope of spiritual regeneration.
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Chapter XIV

I TAKE MY FIRST COMMUNION

AFTER
recovering from the disillusion of my confirmation,

a faint hope came to me that in my first communion I
might still experience the rebirth of myself, which I had

missed in the previous ceremony. I went to the early morning

communion service on Sunday, again hoping that at this

moment I should feel the Presence of the Host. The whispered

words, "Take this and eat," accompanied by the participation

in the ritual of Bread and "Wine, brought me no sense

of a Potent Presence. I left the communion rail, realizing

again that this minister of God who was a sickly man, was

no adequate representative of God's Grace on Earth. I knew

in a flash that whoever God was, he was not to blame for the

perfunctory and empty interpretation of His Words and Works,

given by those consecrated as His ministers in the Church.

I had come to realize that these men of God, spoke of Him
in the same tone of voice as they enquired about the weather

and their next meal.

After my first communion, since I was still forced to go

to church .by my aunt, I developed a different attitude.

I listened and watched critically, finding fault with the

readings of the texts by the minister, and I took special glee

in noticing how often the old fellow repeated the same sermons.

The nobility of our countryside came to church, and sat apart

from the crowd below. They paid for their pews in the
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galleries, which were for only the titled families. I watched

a certain baronet look down from his height and count his

retinue of servants in the pews reserved for them in the aisle

below. If any of them had dared to miss a service, I knew

that they would be reprimanded. As the baronet sat down

in his seat, I could see him run his finger around the hymn

books on the stands, looking for dust with his chamois-gloved

hand. This he did each Sunday and woe to the verger if any

dust were found. I knew the verger would never have a

chance to listen to the Word of God without interruption.

He was kept too busy regulating the furnace, to keep the

temperature of the church bearable.

Often his Lordship arrived early, in search of trouble,

and when his pew was not in order, would even interrupt the

bell-ringing of the verger and roundly abuse him with such

words as, "What the b hell does this mean, leaving these

dead flowers under the memorial window of my family?"
This happened so regularly that it became for me, part of the

Sunday ritual. The old baronet had often threatened me

with corporal punishment, if I did not curtsey suitably when

he appeared.

Our family pew was in the rear of the church, near the

font. From there I had a full view of the local community

coming in Sunday attire to worship God. The more prosperous

ones sat in front in their spruce clothes, the poorer ones were

lined up behind them, dressed in their faded black. Sometimes

I tried to imagine what would happen if one poor woman,

more daring than the rest, should come to service with a vivid

poppy in her hat or dressed in some unexpected and brilliant

colour. I wondered too, if all this dull monotony of our

Sunday service gave God any pleasure. There were moments

when I had an unholy wish that God would really come and

manifest His Presence to this dozing congregation. How

startled and afraid they would then be, to find that he did

actually exist. This then was the way I imagined the drama

of God being played, each Sunday morning, when I was

forced against my will, to attend church services.
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Chapter XV

I MEET MY FIRST BOY FRIEND

AFTER
first communion I went back to school feeling

that something should have happened to me even if I
felt no change. I therefore, began to pretend to know a

great deal more than I really did. On my return to school

the older girls began to take me into their confidence at night

in the dormitory. Commenting on my new grown-up-ness,

they began to tell me of their budding romances. Most of

these opened with the exchange of notes with boys in a nearby

school. As in most Irish boarding schools of that day, we

went out in the afternoons in our dark uniforms, always

walking two by two in what we called a "crocodile." Accom

panied by two teachers who conducted the promenade, the

tallest girls were at the front, the shortest ones at the rear.

Although I was fairly tall, I often manoeuvred to walk with
one of the smaller girls, so as to be at the end of the line.

This was a strategic position; there I was beyond the direct

supervision of the teacher's eyes and was free to pass messages

for the other girls to a waiting scout from the boys' school.

He in turn would carry these missives to the boys they were

meant for. I enjoyed winning the approval of the older girls

for the way that I transmitted their letters. But I never had

any personal interest in all this exchange of messages.

Contact or communication between school boys and girls

is absolutely prohibited in Ireland, either during or after
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classes. But as soon as a girl leaves school she is expected to

settle down and marry. In Ireland of that day, there was

little chance of a girl having a professional career; marriage

was the only solution for most of them. This strained and

repressed attitude towards normal companionships between

growing boys and girls resulted in an hysterical undercurrent

of secret manoeuvring. This atmosphere both repelled and

excited me. The favourite places for exchanging confidences

were the dormitories at night and during church service on

Sundays. At church the boys and girls were under one roof

together, for morning and evening services.

In church I gradually became aware of a strikingly tall,

good-looking young man who watched me on successive Sun

days as I came and went from church. When he caught me

looking up he smiled at me and I smiled back. A few weeks

later, one of the older girls for whom I constantly delivered

notes, came to me with a very mysterious air and confided to

me that several of the girls had been in the habit of escaping

from school at night, for secret meetings with the boys from

a neighboring school. She said she had been instructed to

bring me along to meet someone who wanted to know me.

But she gave me no details. This was the first I knew of the

secret meetings. I was very thrilled at the prospect of the

adventure and went with her that evening when she escaped

to meet her special friend. I was pleasantly surprised to find

that the boy who wanted to know me was the admirer who

had smiled at me so often in church. He was older than

most of the school boys and was studying medicine at Trinity;

his home was in the Argentine. Our first meeting was easy

and natural. He apologised for the necessity of meeting me

in this secret way but knew no other means of getting in

touch with me. He was under the impression, from seeing

me at church, that I was a good deal older than I really was,

and he was quite concerned when he realized that I was less

than thirteen and that he was already twenty-four.
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Chapter XVI

I AM EXPELLED FROM SCHOOL

AFTER
this meeting I went back to my dormitory

pleasantly excited but with an uncomfortable feeling

that the whole escapade was wrong and that I had not only

failed myself, but that I had exposed myself to justifiable

reprimand, should my secret rendezvous be discovered. Ac
customed as I was to punishment, I had, nevertheless, been

comforted by knowing that up to that time I had not acted

wrongly, according to my own standards. Now I knew that

I had not only broken the law of the school, but that I had

entered into something which gave me an uncomfortable sense

of guilt. When I expressed this, next day, to the girl who

had been my companion, she said: "Don't be silly! Everyone

else breaks out of school to meet the boys, why shouldn't we?"

This answer did not make me feel any less guilty. But
the days went by and I began to feel less troubled and even

hoped that I might again accompany her to meet our boys.

I had no longer any qualms about going.

When we met again, my South American friend was as

happy to see me as I was to be with him. We walked into

the Park and sat down on a bench. As we sat beside each

other, he took hold of my hands and explained to me quite

seriously, what the inevitable outcome of these meetings might

be. For the first time, I heard the explanation of the meaning

of sex, and he, being a medical student almost twice my age,
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stressed his own sense of responsibility about our conduct. He

told me that he was surprised to find that I was only thirteen;

my appearance and bearing had given him the impression that

I was much older. He told me that if he had known I was

so young, he would never have sent me the message to meet

him. He warned me too, that my maturity while still such

a child, might lead me into situations with other boys for

which I was not prepared. He was astonished to find that I
had no sex knowledge of myself, instilled, either at home or at

school, and he directed my reading on this subject for the

future.

I had listened eagerly to all he had to say. Whilst I had

observed the process of life and death in nature and the sex

process in animals, I had never thought of any of these

principles as having any practical relation to my own life.

On the way home, as we walked together, it occurred to me

that the happiness I felt in the nearness and companionship

of this new friend, was perhaps connected with what the

catechism called, "The sinful lusts of the flesh." Weighed

down by this thought, I went back to school with a depressing

sense of the responsibility of growing up and feeling that it

was not going to be such a pleasant adventure after all.

I went back to the appointed place to meet my school

chum, so that we might return to the dormitory together. She

was not there and I hurried back only to find that she had

reached school before me; some of the girls were bending

over her bed as she wept brokenheartedly. They tried in vain

to still her sobs. All I could find out from these frightened

girls was that "something terrible had happened." I guessed

that what had occurred to her was probably the "tragic

consequences" my friend had already warned me about. I
went to bed very disturbed, dreading the approach of morning.

When the Principal sent for me, my schoolmate was already

there in her office. Frightened at her bitter experience, she

had gone to the Head of the School, not only to confess what

had occurred to her and to me the night before, but also to

expose the whole system, by which the girls in school escaped
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at night, to meet their boy friends outside. My share in the

whole sorry business seemed grave, for I had been with her.

So, I too, was forced to tell all I knew and freely admitted

my responsibility in disgracing the good name of the school.

I felt myself to be an outcast and a sinner. I did not know

how the other girls felt.

Next day I was expelled from school and sent home in

disgrace. There, I had to face the anger and condemnation

of my aunt. When I reached home, she met me at the station.

Her greetings were abrupt and cold. Neither of us spoke a

word during the drive home, but when we reached the house

she told me to go to my room where I would get my tea, and

as soon as I had finished it I was to come downstairs and give

her some explanation of my unfortunate conduct at school.

As I came in to see my aunt, I felt relieved that, at last, this

was to be the end of my misery. Any punishment I felt

would seem a welcome relief after the confusion of the last

few days. When I saw her I decided not to beat about the

bush, but to tell her the truth about everything that had

happened. As I explained how the adventure began, she pressed

me to continue, saying, "What did the young man talk to

you about?" When I told her that he had explained to me

the true meaning of sex, and helped me to understand what

risks there were for a girl out in the world alone without

this understanding, she interrupted to say, "Aren't you ashamed

of your sinful and venial behaviour?" I answered that while I
was sorry for breaking the school rules, I had no sense of

personal shame or disgrace for what I had done. I was eager

to get through with her and take my punishment so that I
might again be alone and at peace with myself. My interview

ended with her final words, "Now go to your bed, and by

morning I will have decided what to do with you and I will

tell you about your parents."

I guessed by the tone of her voice that tomorrow's

disclosures about my parents, who had died when I was an
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infant, would be far from pleasant. So many events had

crowded themselves into the last few days that I went to bed

troubled and confused, and slept little.
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Chapter XVII

I HEAR, AT LAST, THE STORY OF MY DEAD PARENTS

NEXT
morning my aunt was distant and cold and made

me feel afresh, the enormity of my conduct. Without

any explanation, she handed me two photographs of a young

woman, whom I recognised as the "Anna" belonging to

"Anthony." In a vague way I had thought of these two

people as being my father and mother, without attaching

importance to what such a relationship implied. Handing me

the two pictures, my aunt said, "This was your mother as a

girl, and at the time of her marriage. I prayed when she died

that you might die too, and be spared her inheritance, for it

was a bad one. Your mother was like my own child. She

was the youngest of a family of thirteen, of which I was the

oldest. Your grandmother's health failed after your mother's

birth, so I became for a time, responsible for the family,

especially for her, a growing babe. I loved her as though she

were by own child. She was very unlike the other children

in the family, and had a wayward and independent nature

like you. She loved the pleasant and artistic things of life

and did not fit into the rigid family tradition.

Your grandmother, a French woman, loved this last child

very dearly and gave permission for her to be educated abroad,

even though this was bitterly opposed by other members of

the family. She went to school in Belgium and later on was

allowed to visit our mother's relatives and friends in France

(5
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and Algiers. On one of these trips to Algiers, she met a young

Spaniard and corresponded with him. When it was found

that she was taking his attentions seriously and considering

him as a suitor, our parents forbade the correspondence. He

was a Roman Catholic and besides he had neither position nor

money. Our parents would never consent to your mother

marrying someone who was not of her own faith; she was

strictly raised, as we all were, in the Presbyterian Church.

Our parents had hoped that she would marry a man of her

own faith, well-known to them both, a young clergyman who

had been devoted to your mother, even as a child. She seemed

to conform to their point of view for her future, and to have

given up the young Spaniard as a suitor. The preparations

went on in the family for her impending marriage to the

clergyman but on the eve of the ceremony, she disappeared

without giving any explanation as to where she was going.

"I was convinced that she had gone to her Spaniard. I
had never been wholly deceived into believing from her

acquiescent demeanour, as did the rest of the family, that she

had given him up. Our father and mother spent days of

anxiety trying to discover her whereabouts; then came a

letter telling them only that she was in Paris, whither she had

gone to marry her Spaniard. The family, outraged by your

mother's marriage to a man who was a stranger to her faith

and one who had nothing to offer her in either position or

wealth, forbade her even to communicate with any member

of our family again, and nothing more was heard of her for

four months.

"Then came a letter to our mother telling her that she

was to have a child. She was unhappy and afraid to be alone

and asked permission to return to Ireland and have her child

in her home. Her parents would not receive her, but I, who

had recently married, told her to come to me. She came with
her husband.

"From the first, I did not like him. He bitterly resented

the attitude of the family towards him." My aunt turned to

me and explained, "You see, he had no right to be resentful.
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He had neither position nor money when he married your

mother, and besides that, he was a Roman Catholic. I could

not bear to have him in the house; there could never be any

peace between us. He found a position as private secretary

which took him away from my home; then, as soon as he had

enough money, he took a little cottage not far from us where

your mother went to live until you were born.

"During all this time before your birth, your mother was

very unhappy, because her parents still refused to receive her.

Under these circumstances, I gave her all the love I had, but

this was not enough to give her peace. She grew sick and

unhappy before your birth and she was made miserable by

your father's hate of her family. He was moody and resentful

and therefore, he often became irritable with her. I might

have been sorry for him then, but I could never forgive him

for having taken her away from our Church and home. He
soon became bitterly jealous of my influence over her.

"You were born to her with great difficulty. She hoped

that your coming would be the means of bringing about that

reconciliation with the family for which she still longed. But

I told her, when she was up again, that our mother and father

would never forgive her. I knew, too well, that for them,

the barriers of religion could never be dropped. Your father

could never be accepted in our family.

"The next day I saw your mother's lifeless body being

lifted from the well in the garden. After that I could never

bear to see your father again. I then insisted that you must

be brought up by me in our religion, but I gave in to your

uncle later and allowed you to become a member of the

Established Church to which he belonged. Your father had

hoped to take you away and have you brought up by his

sister. This, our family would not allow. Six weeks after

your mother's death, your father shot himself in the office of

his employer. Later, I had your name changed from Vancho

to that of your uncle.

"I have told you today the story of your parents, to

show you how easy it is for the child of two such tempera
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mental people to sin. You see how your mother and father

were punished for their wrongdoing. The laws of God cannot

be set aside. Don't forget you have their blood in your veins.

I have prayed often, that this heritage might not come out in

your behaviour. Already you show a tendency to looseness.

Your mother too, was wayward and headstrong. Never forget

how she gave way to the desires of the flesh with a foreigner

and a Catholic who had nothing to offer her and was in no

way her equal. The lust that overcame your mother ended in

shame and disgrace to our family. Beware that your own

seeking for knowledge may not be a cloak for a desire to fall

away from spiritual grace. Unless you can turn to God and

your Church and admit your sins, it will be too late to seek

redemption. I feel it is not possible to send you to a boarding

school again, but if you are at home and go daily to school,

under my personal supervision you may learn to conduct

yourself properly."

The tragedy of my parents' deaths failed to bring home to

me the moral that my aunt had hoped to point out. I saw

only in their sad story the injustice and intolerance of the

family which had really caused their deaths; sympathy and

understanding might have helped them to live. I could dis

cover no sin in the love and marriage of my parents. Since

already I took neither the Protestant nor Roman Catholic

religions very seriously, I failed completely to see the enormity

of my mother's crime in marrying a Catholic. I knew that

I would feel that it was horrible for any two people in the

world, whether close to me or not, to be prevented from doing

what they really wanted. This revelation of my parents'

history did not make them seem any more real than they had

been before. What remained with me was an intense hatred

of my aunt's intolerance, and a recognition that she had, that

day, put an even greater barrier between us and our under

standing of each other.

My increasing unhappiness made me seek "My Children"

more than ever. They had visited me less often at boarding

school and I hoped, now, that I was back again, that we would

(8
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recapture our happy times together. But to my disappoint

ment, they came less often. At about thirteen, "My Children"

went away as suddenly as they had come, when I was four.

Since then, I have often wondered why when I seemed to

need them most, they ceased to come.
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Chapter XVIII

FROM CHURCH TO POLITICS— MY ARRIVAL

IN LONDON

NOW
that I was living at home again, formal religion

had to be taken up in my aunt's household. This

forced me to ask myself, again, whether the Protestant or

Catholic Church could give me the spiritual comfort which I
sought from religion. To find this out, I went to the services

of both churches. Now, however, neither of them gave me

anything. In my childish way I believed I had already found

out too much about the limitations of those responsible for

the destiny and teaching of both religions.

I had heard the Catholic children prepare for Confession

and was shocked to find that for them the Confessional was

no means of spiritual release, but a place where perfunctory

peccadillos could be recited each week to the priest. I there

fore, came to the conclusion that Confession, to which that

Church attaches so much importance, was for most of my

schoolmates merely an empty formula. Yet even today, I
know that if I had to go to church, I would prefer contact

with the mystery and emotional fervour of the Catholic

Church, to the cold formalism of the Church of England.

Unfortunately at a very early age, I came unexpectedly

upon the mockery of the principle of celibacy amongst the

clergy. I knew of more than one unhappy boy who had been
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drawn into illicit relationships by his own pastor. It was

unfortunate for me that these experiences came my way at an

age where I was seeking from the church, that peace which

was denied me at home. I now only went to church to

satisfy my aunt, and keep up an appearance of devotion for

her sake. At thirteen, an age when most children are only

beginning to think seriously about the meaning of religion,

I was already finished with what had become for me, the

empty forms of both the Protestant and Catholic churches.

As with most Irish children, I grew up in an atmosphere

in which politics were alive and really important. The history

of Ireland became a living thing, which did not begin and

end with the text-book. Sunday mornings, after mass was

over, political meetings were held in the National School. The

country people from far and near attended. Their very

obvious interest and sincerity had always attracted me, but

I had never been allowed to go to these meetings when I was

younger. Now that I was at home again and more mature,

I made up my mind to investigate the local political scene for

myself. I would start out to go to church on Sunday morn

ings, to appease my aunt, but instead of entering, I would

continue on to the village schoolhouse to attend a political

meeting.

Men of the position and standing of Joe Devlin and John
Redmond sometimes came to lead these meetings; there were

lesser speakers also, whose sincerity and enthusiasm marked

them for future honours; amongst these was Jim Larkin.

Their oratory was superb. I was deeply stirred by such use

of language, as I had never heard before. Whilst I found

myself moved by the music of their words, I became aware,

for the first time, of the vibrations that words make in space.

The intensity of feeling released through the sounds of the

voice projected a moving energy into space, which became

visible to me in the form of undulating lines. As I looked at

these rhythmic currents, produced by sound, I began to

wonder whether the beginnings of music had not risen for

early man, through his perception of these charged lines in
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space. I became lost in the magic of my own contemplation

and I do not know whether the music of the speaker's voice,

or the emanating lines from his speech fascinated me most.

I recognized that the speaker's words, with their deep sincerity

born of his emotion, constituted in the truest sense of the

word, a deep prayer for Ireland's freedom. I knew that the

quality of these words would draw from the Living Breath, a

true response, just as I knew that my own prayers would

always be answered from that same Source.

Whilst I loved the sincerity and earnestness of these Home

Rule Leaders, I sensed limitations in the attitude of some of

them. The violent tactics of a Jim Larkin, driving the

cattle and the horses off the estates of the landowners, some

times causing them to be maimed, upset my ideals of how

Home Rule should be won. Although I accepted such political

methods as temporarily inevitable, it caused me, later, to lose

sympathy with many of the Leaders of the Home Rule move

ment; though I never lost faith in the dream of a free

Ireland.

During this period, I had many altercations with my

aunt over my devotion to the "Rebel Cause," as she called it.

She had been raised as a Conservative, and could only accept

Sovereign Rule as being right and necessary for Ireland. Not
even on the subject of politics, did we have a meeting ground.

I continued to go to the day school which my aunt had

found near us for me; and there I made great efforts to

conform to school routine and I curbed as far as I was able,

my adventurous impulses and my rebellion against authority.

I was successful, and I became a favourite with the teachers.

But this time I remained aloof from my schoolmates. Though

I was always glad to have a word of approval, I no longer

needed companionship because I had become so deeply attuned

to living in a world of my own.

The power to sense and see the surrounds of living things,

and my growing capacity to visualize forms and sounds in

space, kept me absorbed. I no longer needed to speak to

anyone of these things which I knew. Nor was I convinced
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of their meaning and reality to me, and I had no hope any

longer, of winning understanding from others.

At fifteen, I had another serious break-down in health

and spent the winter in bed; the latent tuberculosis which

was a family heritage became active. In the. spring, the

doctor said I could make no permanent recovery in the Irish

climate, so he advised my aunt to send me to the drier atmos

phere of the south of England. She found a school to her

liking there where I was to go, after the Easter holidays. In
the meantime I was to visit for a while, a friend of the family

in London.

I was inwardly excited about leaving my aunt and no

thought of what she felt about all this entered my mind; in

fact I never believed she felt anything, so little emotion did

she ever show me. To say farewell to the farm-people never

occurred to me, but for days before I went, I spent hours

taking leave of the trees and the flowers and little brooks

which I loved, and all the hidden places in the woods which

knew me, as well as "The Children." The night before

leaving home, I felt a terrific conviction that I should never

be happy again in the same way, nor ever see these things

again with the same eyes. I wept for all the bushes and

blossoms and birds which I loved, without knowing exactly

why I wept; a cold, vague discomfort possessed me. Had I
felt, at that moment, that my aunt would have listened to

my appeal and allowed me to remain at home, I would have

asked her that boon; but I knew, from long experience, that

this would be a useless request. Still feeling sad at going away

from all the living things I loved, I went to the garden and

there faced quietly the knowledge that the future turmoil of

my life would make this kind of peace impossible again. So,

gravely, I took leave of my childhood and the world of living

force there, which was so intimately bound up with my whole

being.

I bade a formal farewell to my aunt. She exhorted me

to curb my temperament and remember to keep up my reli

gious training. Her son, whom I had but rarely met or seen,
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took me to the boat; he told me that I was very like my

mother and promised to send me some old pictures of her. He

spoke a good deal about my father, of his family background

in Spain and of his tragic death. I had always, in the past,

felt glad that I had no parents, when I heard other children

talking of how much they feared them. Now, for the first

time I wished, as he spoke of my mother and father, with
warmth and understanding, that I might have known those

two who were my parents.

When my cousin spoke of my parents, he retold much of
what my aunt had already said, but he gave the story a

sympathy and understanding that she had withheld. He made

me comprehend something of my father's deep sensitivity and

tragic nature, and that he had been torn with grief and

bewilderment at my mother's death. He also told me how

deeply hurt my aunt had been, when my mother decided to

live independently, and how she had grown to positively dislike

and disapprove of her before her death.

My arrival in London thrilled me. Whilst I have never

yet quite understood the English temperament, I gave my

heart at once to that great city. I went to live with a

cousin of my aunt. I went to school for a short while with
her daughter, who was soon to be married. For the first time

I was thrown into adult society, and was pleasantly surprised

to enjoy it, and immensely pleased to find myself treated as

a mature person. These people, to my astonishment, listened

to my views and ideas as though they had importance. They

commented on how much I had lived and experienced, to

know so much of life at sixteen. I had the novel experience

of being constantly in demand with everyone I met. Then I
knew, that all the hardships and misunderstandings at home

had not been in vain; I realized that through these conflicts

I had become an individual and that I could deal more easily

because of them with this large new world that I met in
London. They laughed at the idea of a girl of my maturity

continuing at boarding school; I began to agree with them,

and I asked my new friends how I could avoid it.
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Part Three

DISCOVERING THE MEANING OF

MARRIAGE, CHILDREN AND A CAREER
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Chapter XIX

LIFE IN LONDON

ONE
night, a small dinner party was given by this friend

of the aunt with whom I lived; it was to celebrate the

impending marriage of my cousin. The man who sat next to

me at dinner was a dark, merry, blue-eyed person, whom

everyone seemed to like. In our talk he plied me with ques

tions and was amused to hear of my coming to England to go

to school, and to find out that this was my first dinner party.

Turning to my hostess, he commented, "This child is delicious;

before she goes to school you must let me take her around and

show her London. You know," he said, laughingly, "I'm
fond of educating the young." She replied, "We are all so

busy getting ready for the wedding, it will be a great treat

for her to have you."
So it was settled that he would call for me a day or two

later. He took me to all the places a child should go; the

Tower of London, St. Paul's Cathedral, Westminster, and all

the museums, until my head whirled. I told him I was stifled

with buildings, and asked where I could see some gardens, so

then he took me to St. James Park and Kew. He found some

time every day, to take me around; when he was too busy to

take time off to explore the city, he would at least take me

out to luncheon. Gradually I began to accept him as part of

my daily life and to feel that this pleasant companionship

would go on forever. I had from the first day, called him by
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his Christian name, Clive; now the household I lived in began,

good-naturedly to tease me about the way that I had taken

possession of him. He had become the confidant of my mis

givings, about going to a new boarding school; to my anxiety

he always replied, "Don't worry. When the time comes, we'll

find a way out." This remark, though vague, quieted me

for the moment; I was satisfied, as always, to live in the

"now," and let the events of the next hours take care of

themselves; in this mood I enjoyed every moment with Clive

and put school out of my thoughts.

The wedding of the daughter of the house happened ten

days before I was to leave for school. It made a deep emo

tional impression upon me, because I regarded marriage as

one of the most serious sacraments of the Church. I pre

pared myself for her wedding day by reading the ritual of

the marriage ceremony as laid down in the Book of Common

Prayer; I went to the wedding in an exalted state of mind,

expecting to see some powerful transformation take place in

both the beings of the bride and the groom. I expected this

experience to be so overwhelming that the bride would prob

ably be unable to participate in the reception. My feelings

towards this wedding ceremony were altogether mystical; I
seemed to be participating at some other such ceremony

which had happened to me, long before, that had since been

forgotten. I felt somehow the necessity of some spilling of

blood; perhaps I was unconsciously remembering what I had

seen as a child at the gypsy wedding.

I was disappointed to see the bride appear at the recep

tion in a gay and nonchalant mood; I was still immersed in

the mystery of the marriage ceremony and expected her to

be in the same state and I was shocked to find that after the

service, there had occurred no change whatever in her state

of being; the lofty and impressive meaning of the ceremony

had passed her by; she responded so carelessly to the toasts of

the guests, and consumed so much champagne, that it shocked
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me. That day, the marriage ceremony as I knew it in the

Book of Common Prayer, had lost for me, something of its

sacred beauty, due to the irreverent behaviour in my young

eyes of the bride and the groom and their wedding guests.
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Chapter XX

MY WEDDING

EXT day Clive came as usual to take me out. I told him

that I had expected the bride to be transformed by the

ceremony and that I was disappointed when she took' it all

so casually as an every-day matter. He laughed at me and

enquired whether I would not like a wedding of my own

some day. "Yes," I responded, but "some day" seemed a

long way off to my sixteen years.

Clive stayed to dinner that evening; the conversation

turned to the wedding of the previous day. Suddenly Clive

turned to the family and said "Eileen said today that she

would marry me." My hostess indignantly turned on him

and said, "Clive, don't be silly. You have been turning the

kid's head. She has been brought up very strictly, and I
am responsible for her while she stays in London. You have

no right to joke with her about such serious matters." I
was hurt by his words and thought that he was teasing me

for having taken the wedding too seriously; but he turned

to me and said, "I'm serious. You are going to marry me,

aren't you?" I remained silent. My hostess asked him, "Are

you out of your mind, Clive, or have you been drinking, to

make such a proposal. She is only a child." I was hurt and

humiliated by the turn of the conversation and left them all

hurriedly to go to my room.

L
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The next day my hostess spoke with me before I went

out to keep a luncheon appointment with Clive; she was

obviously worried by the further conversation which had

taken place after I had gone to bed. She said very kindly,

"Go out to lunch with him, my dear, but don't take him too

seriously. Your aunt would never hear of such a thing as

this marriage, and I would be held responsible."

At lunch, Clive was more in earnest than I had ever

seen him before. He turned to me and said, "Eileen, I am

very serious about this proposal. I do love you and I want

to marry you." I was flattered, and I must confess that in

my young ignorance I saw in this proposal a means of avoid

ing the new boarding school. After lunch the storm broke

when I told my Aunt's cousin, that I had said "Yes" to

Clive's proposal. When she asked me why, and realized that

I saw in it a means of escaping school, she was terribly upset

and sent word, post-haste, to my aunt, who ordered me to

come straight home to Ireland. I showed my aunt's letter to

Clive; he was angry and pointed out to me that if I went home

now, my aunt would make my life more unbearable for me

than ever before.

I must say I was still capable of being frightened by

her disapproval, but her negative attitude roused my fighting

spirit. Now, for the first time, this marriage seemed really

necessary and important to me; with a newly summoned

bravado I was now determined to marry Clive, however much

my friends and family opposed. When later that day I heard

that my aunt had already started her son toward London to

fetch me home, I was more determined than ever to go through

with my marriage.

I moved to the home of one of Clive's friends and he

then applied for a special license so as to marry me as soon

as possible. When my cousin arrived from Ireland, instead

of opposing the wedding as I had expected, he furthered our

plans for two reasons: first of all because he immediately liked

Clive and became fast friends with him; and then he told

him that knowing that I was a strange child, he feared that
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another tragedy such as that of my father and mother might

occur in the family; he declared that he would not stand in

the way of the marriage. Within a few days I was married

without the approval of either my aunt or my London friends.
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Chapter XXI

AFTER MARRIAGE I LIVE DIVIDED WITHIN MYSELF

I WAS married at eleven o'clock in the morning, and at

four we were leaving London for Paris on our wedding

trip. After luncheon, when I was alone for a moment, I
was for the first time able to realize the terrific step I had

taken. I was about to move into a new life with a complete

stranger, who, from now on, as my husband, would have con

trol over me and my life. I wished in that moment of acute

realization that I could rush back to my home in Ireland; I at

least knew the measure of my aunt's severity; but of this

strange man to whom I had so suddenly bound myself, I
knew nothing. Abject fear for the future and what it con

tained swept over me.

My honeymoon was a miserable experience. I found

myself daily rebelling against the thing I had done and I
would have made any sacrifice if I could have found some

way of being relieved of my new relationship.

I was still undeveloped and quite ignorant of what mar

riage meant. I did not really care for my husband until after

the birth of our first child. The house where we settled in

London on our return had been newly built and I could plant

my own garden. In spite of other restrictions it was a great

joy to me to have this house. Since I had been well trained

by my aunt to be an efficient housewife, I was eager to show

my husband how successfully I could cook and sew and take

83

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-0

3
 1

6
:4

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
3

5
2

7
6

4
4

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



care of our home. He reminded me that he had supplied

me with competent maids to take care of the house and that

he felt that his wife should be well-dressed and charming and

entertain in style. He expected me to be ready, whenever he

came home, to adjust myself to his wishes and interests. If,

he said, he had wanted a housekeeper, he would have married

one! I was terribly disappointed but I had already learned

that arguing with him was of no avail. I knew then that

he was going to do the thinking for us both and that what

I wanted did not matter to him at all; he told me more than

once during that first year, that I was too young to have a

mind of my own.

During this period, my mother-in-law helped me to

understand the willful and difficult nature of her son; she

taught me the importance of adhering to social customs, and

she gave me a sense of the dignity of my new position as

her son's wife. She often bridged the differences between us by

making him realize that I had too much mind and energy to be

left without any definite activity of my own and she helped

me to realize that her son was not the self-sufficient male that

I had imagined him to be, but a limited human being like

myself with needs which must be considered. Gradually I
began to accept my mother-in-law as a friend; I could tell

her my innermost thoughts, and I was happily surprised that

she cared to listen. She came to see me every day and we

frequently went on expeditions together and soon became close

companions. As our friendship grew, she often entreated me

to speak to my husband as frankly as I did to her. She did

not understand why I could not talk more freely to Clive.

On our return from our wedding trip, my husband had

spoken very seriously to me of the necessity for abandoning

my way of visioning. He told me that other people did not

sense and see such things and that if others heard me speak in

that way they would surely consider me unbalanced. He

insisted that if I continued such ways of perceiving that it

would surely lead to insanity; he reminded me that I had

probably inherited such unhealthy tendencies from my mother
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and my father. The coldness of his tone and the emphasis of
his words brought home to me very definitely that the world

of adult normal people did not sense and see as I did.

I took his words literally and believed that I was surely

headed for madness. I accepted what he said when he told

me that the things I saw had no reality for others; I was sorry

if they did not exist for others but I knew that they were

more real than ever for me. Nevertheless his words gave me a

great shock, for until that moment, I never truly believed

what had been told me at home and by my childhood play

mates that other people did not perceive in the same way as I.
A surface part of me now accepted this fact, but the inner

"me" heard a voice, saying, "But this is not true."

From that moment I became aware of living in two

separate worlds. In one I was the gay, superficial and accept

ing wife; in the other, I was the sensitive, observant, truly
active personality, belonging only to myself. Into the second

world no one else ever had a chance to enter, my husband

least of all. As the division between my two states of mind

grew, I chose again to draw in and live with myself alone, as

I had done when a child. This now made it easy for me to

deal with both my husband and my friends; when I lived in

this separated state no one was really able to reach me and

they could no longer cause me either hurt or confusion. If
this were madness then I had no more fear of it, because in

this state alone was I truly peaceful and happy.

I must have been married about four months when I
knew that I was going to have a child. I was intensely happy

at the prospect; I felt that while I had been outside looking

in at life previously, now I was participating actively in its

creation. Giving life was something that I understood; I had

so often sat with the animals and helped their young to be

born. Now I could identify myself with this miracle of

birth. I was going to have a male child, I knew, full of

power and rude with health; and even in that first ecstasy,

my wish was to give birth to my baby quite alone and have

it take place in the open night under the stars. I would have
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none of the conventional way of treating my pregnancy; I
was, to myself, a young animal about to bear her young.

This exaltation of carrying my child, opened me again to

the rhythm of living things, a state which I had rarely exper

ienced, since I had been living in London. Now I walked in colour

in which my child was also bathed. I went away from people

and sought the open fields and woods; again I was at home

with the trees and the living earth; again I ceased to be "me"

and became a vessel through which the stream of life rushed

on, torrential and inevitable. My clothes were a hindrance

to the caress of the energies which came to me from the liv

ing day and night; again I was folded in the voice of the

wind and the rain and the sun; I threw off my clothes and

crept into the garden to sleep. I resented the nurse, chosen to

help me through my labours; I was unwilling to have periods

of rest imposed upon me and I became irritable, if anybody

tried to interfere with my mode of living.

My husband had little interest in becoming a father;

this suited me because I already felt that the child belonged

to no one but myself. But our relations had now become

strained. I learned with a shock from his cousin, that a

mistress, who was in his life before he married me, had never

really been out of it. His cousin showed me one of my hus

band's letters in which he wrote of me: "I am tired of her

virginity and ignorance." The unhappiness of this revelation

hurt and crushed me and my first impulse was to run away,

but then, I still accepted the formal teaching of the Church,

to which I had seemed to have so little relation, that "whom

God hath put together, let no man put asunder." Now lone

liness drove me into a deeper identification with the baby I
was carrying.

My son came quickly, a little before he was expected.

I was able, therefore, to bear him alone. I had no fear for him

or myself, although I was wracked with pain. The exhaustion

which came after this effort gave me a reaction from which

I nearly died. Although I was grateful to my husband for
his kindness to me during the months of pregnancy, now I
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was very little concerned as to what he did with his life.

I was relieved to be excused from dressing up and entertain

ing tired men and ugly women at his table. I lived for

the child and was bored with the community which made

up our neighbours and associates.

Living away from people with the baby as my only

absorbing interest, the world of nature opened to me again. I
lived in a state of bliss, bordering on exaltation. This fright

ened my husband and I could not make him understand that

I was living again, as I had in childhood, in an intimate con

tact with all living things. My state worried him and he

again begged me not to speak to anyone of my sensings or

inner experiences. Suddenly it came to me that all the depths

of misunderstanding I had lived through with my husband,

as well as earlier with my aunt and teachers, arose from

the fact that this contact with all living forces which flowed

through me was not perceptible to them, or to anyone else

I knew. Maybe, I thought, that difference between me and

other people is the borderline between sanity and madness.

I felt there was absolutely no one to understand or help me;

I was forced back to living in this world of my own true

being, quite alone; but never afraid.
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Chapter XXII

MY SONS AND THE GROWING DRAMA OF "VISION"

Y son grew in loveliness. I wanted to take care of him

myself, but I soon realized that I had not recovered my

strength sufficiently to look after him alone. Life slipped

by in the household fairly easily, until my boy was five months

old. Then, one afternoon when I had the child out in his

perambulator, he became fractious and irritable; I stopped a

moment to change his position and lifted him up and shook

him impatiently. As I put him back more comfortably I
heard, to my surprise, a faint sigh over my shoulder, then I
heard my name called distinctly and a voice, cold and admon

ishing, warned me that I must not lose my temper with the

child as he would not be with me much longer.

I turned my head around, in the direction of the voice,

but there was no one to be seen. The voice was not that of

anyone I had known; it was cold and dispassionate. I was

sick and frightened at these words of warning and brooded

over them for days. As my son throve and grew, I began

to suspect that I had been a victim of my own imagination;

but I worried if this boy showed the least sign of not being

The following year my second child was born. I had

none of the same intense feeling about this child, either dur

ing pregnancy or after his birth. He came quietly, a wide-

eyed baby. As soon as I had recovered, I began to have a

well.
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