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FEOREWORD

In the pages in which I onclyse these scripis,
prrporting to come from Oscar Wilds, T asmume
throwghout that [ om speaking of o dircormate
personalily of whose existence there i mo
guestion,

I leque ¥ to my readers to pronounce on the
ense. ] speah eith asnironce of Oreor Wilde's
condinked exisience, merely for convenience; my
oum feelimg is thot of a diver who has pulied wp o
stronige creailire from the deep gnd wonders of
what naduse he may be! I kope he may excite
criticamm from every point of view and strengthen
the ranks of those who take peychic sudy seri-
outly, A highly intelligent ghost seems worthy
of muestigation; I hove therefore made an effort
to pit the case foirly from the three angles which
seens passble,

I donet kold myself responsible for any of the
Kterory criticism in these scripte—the opinions
expressed by ™ Osear Wilde ” are not mine.

T dedicate thi book, with his permisrion, in

Sir Williems Barrett, FR.5.,
respectfully and gratefully.
HesTER TraveERS SMITE.
¥






PREFACE

Whatever intetpretation the reader may put
wpon the remarkable scripts which arc here pub-
lished, there can be no doubt that they present an
amaring and most imeresting psychological
problem.

The complete solution of this problem may not
be reached for tany years, but that any educated
person should regard it as unworthy of study, or
that science should treat it with seorn, is 2 view
now, happily, very rare. The time has gone by
when thesze noyel peychical phenomena wers re-
garded by Dr Carpenter and others az * epi-
demic delusions,” or as ™ an odious fraud,” which
is what the Lance? said of hypnotism in the
middle of the last century.

Psychologists now tell us that to regard
these phenotmena &fther as delusions or framd
is nonsense; in fact, hypnotism has Lecome 2
therapentic agent, recognized by the medical
profession. A jc scripts are considered a9
 the emergence of the subeonscious,” and doubt-
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Preface
less, in some cases, do indicate ' a dissociation
of personality.”

Recently one of the foremost physiclogists in
Europe, Professor Richet, after thirty years in-
vestigatinn of psychical research, haz startled the
seientific world by his courageous publication of
the results he bas obtained. 'With ncble loyalty
to truth he asserts that he has heen convinced of
the genuineness of phenomena so amazing that
many psychical researchers hesitate to admit the
facts. He is, however, a materialist and explains
his results from that point of view. He divides
all peychiral phenomena into two classes ; either
subjective, such ag antomatic writing and speak-
ing; or objective, such as the physical pheno-
mena of spiritism.  He dotz not believe in
survival, and regards the phenomena ag merely
due to psychical faculties possessed by certain
persons who are psychics or mediums. The sub-
jective he attributes to “cryptesthesia,” the
objective to " pragmatic eryptesthesia” But
these polysyllables do not help us any more than
the names given by some learned psychologists,
who tell us all these psychical phenomena are
illustrations of the “exteriorised effects of un-
conscious complexes.”

Cne 5 reminded, by this formidable nomencla-
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Preface

ture, of the numsrous and recondite hypotheses
by which Ptolemaic astronomers tried to make
their observations square with the geocentric
theory of the universs. To the plain man it
seems simpler, less improbable, and mors in
accordance with facts, for biologists to recognise,
what sstrotomers have done, that the universe
is not explicable from the restticted viewpoint of
the earth or of the brain. Persanally T am con-
vineed that whilst many zuper-normal peychical
phenomena may ultimately be proved to be due
ta abnormal conditions of the brain, yet there
will be found ta remain well attested facts which
will eompel science to admit the exigtenee of &
soul; and also of & spirimel world, peopled with
discarnate intelligent beings, some of whom can
occasionally, but more or less imperfectly, get
into commuszication with us,

Whether these geripts, purporting to come
from Qscar Wilde, will support this view or not
it i3 perhaps too soon to decide, Every render
will form his own cenclusions; to me it seems
that—given the entire honesty and trustworthi-
ness of the antomatisty themselves, and of this
there is ne reason to doubt—they do afford strong
prima facie evidence of survival after the dis-
salution of body and brain, Of the condition of
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the soul in the unsesn, at present we can only
“ se¢ throwgh a glass darkly *; for the meesages
that purport to come from the discarpate are
lLittle more than the record of their earth mem-
ories and habits, We have little or no evidence
of that higher and more ample existence which
we desire and mean by eternal life, Perhaps
this is because nione of thase whom the world
has Jmown as saints ever seem to communicate
though many stupid personations of the great
and good frequently cceur.

Since the foregoing was put in type, Miss G. D.
Cammins, for many years a friend and colla-
borator of Mrs Travers Smith, hay published in
the Ocewlt Resiew for February 1924 an ex-
tremely interesting end impartial study of these
Oscar Wilde Scripts. Miss Cumming, like Mrs
Travers Smith herself, was at first very sceptical
and regarded the results of automatism—much as
arthodox psychologists do—=aa merely interesting
illustrations of the emergence of the subcon-

of the jst, But as time went
an, durmg' the eight years she studied these
1pt she was o lled to aban-

don her premmeived opinion. Th‘e striking per-
sonality of the sei-disond Qscar Wilde gradually
x



Preface

became apparent Miss Cumming remarks:
“Style, hsndwrﬂ:mg, personality, the speed of
the ¢ tion, the farts un 1 to the
medinms " must all be carefully considered
before any judgment can be passed.

It will be seen from the dispassionate examina-
tion of the scripta which Mrs Travers Smith
gives in the present volume that she is disposed
to agree with Migg Cumming, that the whole
contents of the scripts afford * more convincing
evidence of survival than the giving of certain
facts unknown to the medinms."

Nevertheless, my own belief is that, just as
here on earth our trme personality cannot
reveal itself except through some material
medium such as the brain, so after death
the soul must await the clothing of *the
spititual body ™ before it can fully tmanifest
itself to otbers. Be this as it may, the frag-
mentary and elusive plimpses we get of those
who bave passed into the unseen do afford to
some a basis for religious belief, and frequently
they give inexpressible comfort and hope to
many bereaved and stricken hearts,

WirLiag F, Baprsrr,
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INTRODUCTION

This book bears the title of * Paychic Megsages
from Osear Wilde® Twenty-three years have
passed since the anthor of * De Profundis™
passed out of the present life, Tt may seem in-
credible that he shoild make an attempt to send
hix thoughts back again to a world in which his
ghare of ill-fame sxveoded his pood fame and
forhune. Have we adequate reason for suppos-
g that these messapes are penuine? That
Oscar Wilde still exists? The public must judge
of these matters; those to whom the wiitings
came can only transmit them to the world to
which they are addressed.

How and by whom were these messages re-
ceived? They came through automatic writing
and the cuijz board, two methods of peychic
communication which are described later on in
this bock. In all cases Oscar Wilde was “the
communicator,” not what is termed “the con-
trol” This distinction between * & control ” and
* 5 communicator ” may not be clear to thase who
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Introduction

bave not made a special study of Paychic
Phepomena.  * Control™ is a term which is
applied to that mysterious entity who professes
to be the * spirit guide * of the mediym, He is
the intermediary whe admits suitable communi-
cators. He iz a being whose identity it is diffi-
cult to establish, The i * pro-
fesses to b the discarnate spirit of o human
being. Qur communicators, not our controls, go
to prove or disprove survival. These messages
came directly from Oscar Wilde to his mediums,
My contrel, whe calls himself “ Johannes,"
merely introduces this eomumunicator, rather un-
willingly, to me. In the automatic writing there
was no control or intermediary.

In the chapters which follow the sutematic
script T have more fully described the circum-
stances under which these writings came. I have
frequently quoted and referred to the work of
Professor C. Richet, not only because I value hiz
conclusi but alzo t he has formulated
a theory which is logical and not impozsible, and
by which he seeka to explain psychic phenomena
without accepting the spirit hypothesis, It is a
significant fact, for those who refuse to consider
peychical research seriously, that Professor
Richet hps devated thirty years of his life to the
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study of this subject. Fis great distinction, as
perhaps the most eminent physiclogist in Eurape,
shonld give him a hearing, though his present
theoretical opinion may be open to dispute. In
fact, Sir Oliver Lodge has already dealt very ably
with the problem of “ eryptesthesiz  as an ex-
planation of psychic phenomena It will seem
difficult to thany.

The first of our messages from Oscar Wilde
came in automatic writing, as foliows:






CHAPTER 1

AvTonatic SceIpT OBTAINED 017 JurE 81m, 1923,
Sitters—Mrg Travers Smith and Mr V.

Lily, my litHe Lily—No, the bly was mine—a
crystal thread—a gilver reed that made music in
the morming. (Who are you?) Pity Oscar
Wilde—one who in the world was a Iing of life,
Bound to Ixion’s wheel of thought, I must com-
plete for ever the arcle of my experience. Long
age I wrote that there was twilight in my cell
and fwilight i my hear?, but this is the (last?)
twilight of the soul, In eiernol Renkight I move,
but I know that in the world #here is day and
wight, seed tme ond hareest, and red sunset must
follow apple-green dawn, Every year spring
throws her green veil over the world and anen
the red antumn glory comes to mock the yellow
moon. Already the may is creeping like 2 white
migt over lane and hedgerow, and year after year
the hawthorn bears blood-red fruit offer the
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Paychic Messages From QOscar Wilde

white death of dts may. (Mrs T.S5.—Are you
Oscar Wilde?) Yes, Oscar Wilde., (Mes T.5—
Teil me the name of the house you lived in in
Dublin.  Tell me where your father used to
practie) Near Dublin. My father was a
surgeon, These names are difficlt to recall
(Mrs T.5~Nut at all diffictlt if you are really
Oscar Wilde.) I used to hve near here—Tite
Street. (Mrs T.5.—There I5 3 Tite Street near
here and he has spele it correctly. I don’t know
where he lived in London.  Did you know about
it?) (Mr V, the writer of the seript.—I have
never been in Chelsea before to-day, aod to the
best of my knowledge I had never heard of Tite
Street.) (Mrs T.5.—Weli, Oscar Wilde, what
was your brother’s mame?) William—Willie.
(Mrs T.5.—Now, what did your mother, Lady
Wilde, eall herself?) Speranza. Pity Oscar
Wilde. {Mrs T.5.—Why have you come here?)
To let the world know that Oscar Wilde is not
dead. His thoughts live on in the hearts of all
those who in 2 gross age can hear the flute voice
of beauty calling on the hills or mark where her
wkhite feet brush the dew from the cotoslips in
the morning. Now the mere memory of the
beauty of the world is an exquisite pain, 7 war
oiwsys one of those for whom the visible world
6



Automatic Writings

existed. T worshipped at the shrine of things
seenn,  There wor not o blood séripe on a tulip or
a curie o ¢ shell or a tone on the sea that but
had for me its meaning and its mystery and its
appeal to the imagination. Others might sip the
pale Jees of the cup of thought, but for me the red
wine of life.

Pity Oscar Wilde, To think of what iz going
on in the world is terrible for me. Soon the
chestmits will light their white candles and the
foxgloves flaunt their dappled, drooping belis.
Soen the full moon will swim up over the edge of
the world and hang like a great golden cheese—
Stop! Stopl Stop! Stop! This Image is in-
sufferable. You write like 2 successful grocer,
who from selling pork hasz taken to writing
poetry. (Mrs T.5—Wha said that?) Oscar.
T find the words in my medivm's mind. Try
again—rlike o great golden pumpkn hanging in
the blue night. That is better, but it Is a Hitle
rustic. Stil, I adore rustic people. They are at
least near to nature, and, besides, they remind
me of all the simple pleasures I somehow missed
in life. {Here Mrs T.5. made some remark
about Lady Wilde being a half crazy old woman
who thought she could write poetry.) Please do
not insult my mother. T loved and honoured her,
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Psychiec Messages From Oscar Wilde
{Mrs T.5—We are not insulting ber, Spell out
the name by which your mother called hersslf)
Speranza. ‘Yes, it s quite true what T said. I
Ylived for the beauty of visible things. The rose
Hushed, aneraones that star the dark woodland
ways, those loveliest tears that Venus shed for
Adonis, and shed e vain, were more to me than

many philesophies.*

*Mr V weale with My T5's hund restlng on b When
the took her tand off, the precl ealy Lapped and dad pot con-
tane  The stalics Beve bem umerted a abeve copr
inizate quo! umar @ winch m afteraards di-
mmdlnwdﬂa‘uwwh Mr ¥ u a mathemabieal acholar and

20 _spoeral ntermt 1o Osear w;m He mttd
"The Hallad of Rﬂdm’ ‘rolumdia " aod ' The
Pucture of Gray.!



Cory oF AuToMaTic Scrir OBTAINED MoNDay,
Tz 187m, 1923,

Present—Mr V, Mrs Travers Smith, Mr B, Mr
Dingwall {Research Officer of the Society
for Peychical Research), Miss Cummins,

Mr V was the automatist, Mrs T.5. touching his
hand.

Oscar Wilde. Being dead is the most boring
experience in [fe. That is, if ope excepta being
marrieq or dining with a schoolmaster. Do you
doubt my identity? I am not surprised, since
gsometimes I donbt it myzelf, I might retaliate
by deubting yours. I hawe always admired tha
Society for Psychical Research. They are the
most magnificent doubters in the world. They
are never happy until they have explained away
thelr spectres, And ope suspects 2 genuine ghost
would make them exquisitely ancomfortable. 1
have sometimes thought of founding ag academy

9



Psychic Messages From Oscar Wilde

of celestial doubters . . . which might be a sort
of Society for Psychical Research among the
living. No ome under sixty would be admitted,
and we should call purselves the Society of
Spperannnated Shades, Our first object might
well be to insist on investigating at once
into the reality of the existence of, say, Mr
Dingwall.

Mr Dingwall, is he romance or reality? Is he
fact or fiction? I it should be decided that he
is fact, then, of course, we should stremuously
doubt it. Fortunately there are no facts over
here. Oun earth we could scarcely cscape them.
Their dead carcases were sirewn everywhere on
the rose path of Iife. One could oot pick up a
newspaper without learning something useful.
In it were some sordid statistics of crime or dis-
gusting detail relating to the consumption of
pork, that met the eyes, of we were told with a
precision that was perfectly appalling and totally
unnecessary—What time the moon had decided
to be jealous and eclipse the sun. {Mrs T.5—
Shall we ask him some questions®) Don't de-
grade me into giving you facts, Enquire about
Mrs Chan Toon. 1 had the honour of her
acquaintance some years ago.

(Mr B told & story of Whistler and Wilde.

10



Automatic Writings
Wilde had expressed a wish to have made a cer-
tain witty remark which had just been uttered
by Whistler. Whistler retorted: * You will,
Wilde; you will in time.”} The pencil suddenly
moved and wrote : With James, vulgarity always.
begins at home.

1



REcorp oF A ComuumicaTroN RECRIVED AT THE
Ouira Boaen, Ture 177H, 1923, ar 1130 pas,

Recorded by Miss Cummins. The medium was
Mrs Traverg Smith,

Osear Wilde. T have come, a3 you asked for
me. I am natorally an interssting person—not
only do T Aaunt the eolours of literature, but I
have the lurid fame of crime attached to me also,
My dear lady, do you realise that you are talking
to a social leper?  (Yes, we do.) I do not wish
to burden you with details of my life, which was
like a candle that had gutied at the end. T rather
wish to make you believe that T was the medium
through which beauty fitered and was distilled
like the essence of & rose.

Forget my history, dear lady, and thiok of my
best powers ag they were when London was the
haunted house of the . . . Oscar iz speaking
again . . . the haunted house which was peopled
by the shades of Olympus, I think you may
reasonably belisve you are a living being and I

12



Automatic Writings
a chimera of your mind, But let me explain
that fo tne you are & roere chimera, and, in reality,
you are less alive than I gm, For I am =till 2
livitg soul and mind, and I have as great a feel-
ing for beauty as I bad when I wore 2 top hat
and let my hair stream from beneath it.  (Tell
tis about Mrs Chan Toon) I will not tell you
anything about her. For T want you to make
enquiries about the lady. She was a perfect
specimen, fit for the satin lining of o jewelcase;
end i she is still alive she could tell you much
that would throw a light o my life as she knew
it. It was not the life of a rustic, but it had
something of the rustic element in it, and I can
confidently say I had in my heart the Innoeent
joy of a ruatic who has never seen the stomes of
this great prison house, where if a man is un-
fortunate he is despised and threwn ot upon his
own menta! chance of regeneration. Mine was
not a very lucky one. My chance, as I was, when
I Ieft that quiet and monastical retreat whers
justice made me repose and take my pleasures
sadly. (Here Wilde waz interrupted with the
query: ¥ Who did you communicate through at
the sitting for automatic wiiting this after-
noon? Threugh Mr V, or through Mrs Travers
Smith?) Through you, dear lady. He is 3 tool,
13



Psychic Messages Frem Oscar Wilde

You are the light that lets me peep again into the
world which seems =0 dazzling, now that the
Divine Justice finds it His pleqsure to keep me
in dim twilight. (Did you know Mr W. B.
Yeats?) T knew Yeats very well—a fantastical
mind, but so full of infiated joy in bimself that
his little cruse of poetry was emptied early in his
career. {What of his work? A little drop of
beauty that was spread only with infinite pains
over the span of many years.

He will not be interested to know that T have
still the voice to speak and the mind to put my
thoughts on peper. He is too full of hiz own
literary salvation to worry over a brother in art
who fell from too much beauty, or rather, the
desite for beauty. (Mrs T.5.—Give us a proof
of your identity.} Do not ask me for proofs. I
do not wish to visualise my medium zs an old
spinster nosing into the cther world in the hope
that she may find salvation for herself when
Providence removes her from this sphere. I
rather like to think of her as a creature who has
a certain feeling for those who strive from fwi-
light to reach the upper air. (We admire your
work.) I am infinitely amused by the remarks
you all make. You seem to think that I zm
gratified by your approval and your smiles,

4



Automatic Writings
which mean that, in spite of all lns crime, he had
a certain value for us. I have value as each and
al! of yom have; and T am none the worse for
having drunk the dregs as well as the best of
the vintage. . ..

Here we are in the most amusing position.
We are like 50 many ants that creep round and
round and do our silly tasks daily without any
intercst in our work. I feel ltke a very ancient
ount nowadays. I am doing what is little better
than picking salkum in gaol. There, after afl, my
mind could detach itself from my body. Here,
I have no body to leave off. So one of my mest
interesting occupations is impossible. It = not
by any means agreeable to be a mere mind with-
out a body. That was a very decorous garment,
that made us seem very attractive to each other;
or, perhaps, supremely the apposite.  Over here
that amusement is quite out of the question, and
w¢ know far tao much about the interiors of each
others' ideas. They grow very pale in this pro-
cess, and one tires of one's ideas =0 easily. You
can see ther just as you saw the slightly creased
and dabbled clothes of your fricnds on earth.
{Fave you seen your mother?) Yes, I have seen
her. She bas wot really improved in the process
of dying. She is less comely now thar when

15



Peychic Messages From Ogcar Wilde
Speranza used to lead the intelligentsia in Dublin
in thoge days when we had siill the relics of
civilisation among us. {Will you come again?)
I will come again gladly, if you will let me buzz
on as an auwtumn bee might who was tired of
hunting for fresh blossoms out of season. I am
tired, too, but I Jike to remind myself now and
then of the fact that there are peaple who regatd
this little globe as the whale of what is reality.

16



Copy o AvToMatic ScriPr WRITTEN 0N JuLy
8o, 1923

The writer was Mr V, who was assisted by Mrs
Travers Smith touching his band.

Present—ise Cummins.

Note.—A portion of thiy seript deals with the
novels of Arncld Beonett, H. G. Wells, and
Eden Fhilpotts. Naither Mrs Travers Smith
nor Mr V ere great novel-readers.  They
had each read one novel by Arnold Bennett,
three or four of H. G, Wells' carlier novels;
they had not read anything whatever by
Edea Philpotts.

Oscar Wilde. Like blind Homer, T am a
wanderer. Ower the whole world bave I wan-
dered, looking for eyes by which [ might see.
At times it is given me to pleree this strange veil
of darkness, and through eves, from which my
secret must be forever hidden, gaze once more
on the gracious day. I have found sight in the

17



Psychic Messages From QOscar Wilde

most curious places. Through the eyes out of
the dusky face of a Tamal girl I have looked on
the tea fields of Ceylon, and through the eyes of
a wandering Kurd I have seet Ararat and the
Yezedes, who worship both God and Satan and
who love only snakes and peacocks,

Onege an a pleasure steamer on its way to St
Cloud I saw the grecn waters of the Seine and
the lights of Paris, through the vision of a Jittle
git]l whe clung weeping to het mother and won-
dered why. Ah! those precious moments of
sight. They are the stars of my night, the
gleaming jewels in my cashet of datrkness, the
priceless giierdon for whose sake I would willing-
Iy barter ali that fame has brought me, the nectar
for which my seol thirsts. Eyes | what can it pro-
fit & man if he loses them, or what ¢an g man
give n exchange for them? They are fairer
than silver, better than seed pearls or many-hued
opals. Fine gold may not buy them, neither can
they be had for the wishes of kings, . .. (A pause
to rest the mediums.)

Tt may surprise you fo learn that in this way I
have dipped inte the worles of some of your
maoderty novelists. That is, I have not drawn the
whale brew, but tasted the vintage, You Mave
much to learn. Time wifl ruthlessly prune My

18



Automatic Writings

Wells” fig trees. As for Mr Arncld Beanett, he
iz the assiduous apprentice to literature, who has
conjured so long with the wand of his master
Flanbers that he has really succteded in per-
suading himself and others that ke has learnt the
trick, But Flaubert's secret is far from him,
0Of his characters, one may say that they never
gay a cultured thing and never do an extrasrdin-
ary one. They are, of course, perfectly true to
life—as true as a bad picture. They are per-
fectly commongplace, and, for the Clayhangers,
the Lessways and the Tellwrights, oblivion will
have a plentiful meed of poppy. Mr Bennett has
undertaken a grave irresponsibility by adding to
the number of disagreeable types in the world.
Of l1ate, we understand, he has taken to produe-
ing prostitutes. It is plessanter to turn to Mr
Eden Fhilpatts, who, unlike Mr Bennett, on
whaose sterile pages no flowers bloom or birds
sing, has a real and unaffected love of nature,
and, uofortunately, ail nzture’s fack of variety.
He is a writer who has been very faithful, far
too faithfyl, to his first Jvve. One wishes that
spring would sometimes forget to come to Dart-
moar.



The followi jication vame throngh Mra
'I‘ravm Sn:uth's hand at the Ouijs Board,
July 2nd, 1923, at 11 pun.

Recorded by Miss Cornmins,

Osear Wilde. T have no very special desire
to give my thoughts from this place of dimmess
tu you who are breathing the upper air. But if
it gives you pleasure to speak to cne, who is in
a marmner soiled in the eyes of the world, T will
continue to talk to you and to spin my webs of
thought around you. As you kmow, I have only
dimness argund me, It is that darkness, which
is reserved for these who are the prey of social
conventions, which has cast me into 2 state which
is not beneficial for me from the point of develop-
ment of mind. My ming is now a rasty lock, into
which the key grates with a rasp. Tt does not
move easily and lightly as it used. I will goon
and tell you how I have wandered into the minds
of the moderns, as you are fleased to call them,

Tt is & rather entertaining process. I watch

20



Automatic Writings

for my opportunity, and when the propitious
moment comes I leap into their minds and gather
rapidly these impreseions, which are largely col-
lective. I spoke to-day of Mr Bennett and Mr
Wells, These two writers have samehow man-
aged to attain a summit which bes deceived
themselves. They actually believe they are fit
for the company of the gods who drink the necter
of pure mind, And bere they are utterly lost,
neither of these gentlemen cen do more than
prepare & teady-made eostume for the lay igure.
They cannot create, and even when the lay fgure
is nailed together they cannot clathe it.

T fecl the London of my time has been awal-
lowed up; an article of a coarser quality is now ie
its plaze. The women of my time wers beautiful,
from the outward side at ieast, They had a
melliflucus flow of language, and they added
tonch to the brilliant pattern of society, Now
woman is an excrescenece, she protrudes from
gocial life as o wart doea from the nose of 2an
inehriate. (Do you =ee women?} I see them
now and then, dear lady, when I have the chance
of using the eyes of a suitable medium, (Do
you see thiz room?) Yes, 2 little dimly. (Mrs
T.5~Do you see me?) Yes, I can see you quite
tlearly. (How do you manage when Mr V and

© 21
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I sit together?) I can control his hand. I can
only control your mind, Your hang is guided
by your mind. , ..

(What is your opinion of Bernard Shawf)
Shaw, after all, might be called a contemporary
of mine, We had almost reached the point of
rivalry, in a sense, when I wap taken from the
scene of action, I had a Kindly fecling towards
poor Shaw. He had such a keen desire to he
original that it moved my pity. Then he was
without any sense of beauty, or even g sense of
the dramatic gide of Life, and totally without any
idea of the cutside of any buman being as he was
utterly igmorant of his internal organs. And yet
there was the passionate yearning ta be a parson-
age, to foree his person on the Londaon world and
to press in, in spite of the better taste of those
who went before him. Ikave a very great respect
for his work. Adfter all, he is my fellow-country-
man, We share the same misfortpne in that
matter. I think he may be called the true type
of the pleb. He is 50 anxicns to prove himeeli
honest and outspoken that he whers a preat deal
more than he iz able to think. He cannot analyse,
he is merely trying to overturn the furniture and
laughs with delight wien be sees the canvaz
bottoma of the chairs he bas flupg over. e is
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ever ready to ¢all upon his audience to admire
his worle; and his andience admires it from sheer
sympathy with his delight.

[(Whom de you edmire ameng the moderns ¥}

I am 1ot given to admiration, [ fear, But if
you ask me alncerely whom I admire among the
mndern dramatists, T think there is only one whe
has any approach to form and a sense of drama.
T feel that if [ give you the name of this writer
you will think that T praise hiz work chiefly as
Shaw might, with = desire to be original. But
I assure you, the only mind I have entered into
which appeals to my literary senze is John Gals-
worthy. He is my successor, in a sense.  Tor
although he dives more deeply into the interior
of the human being he is ever cooupied with the
exterior, which is go impertant in the play of
society; and he succeeds, with this very difficult
mediurm, in producing something aldn to life with
all the artificiality which is so essentlal to the
stage. He is the aristecrat in literature, the
man who takes joy in sslectivn, as our poor
friend Shaw never did. Shaw plunges In and
seizes the firat object his band can grasp and
takes o wholesnme joy In cipping it to pieces,
Galsworthy i3 slow in bis selecton, but when he
selects he does mo from wn exguistte sanse of
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fitness and he presents the complete pattern of
his idea. ...

It gives me pleasure to dive a little into the
present time, It is a form of amusement over
here.



The following communication came through Mrs
Travers Smith's hand at the Ouija Board,
July 4th, 1923

Recorded by Miss Commina,

Oscar Wilde js here. I sball readily speak to
you, because it seems to me that these glimpses
of the sun keep me from growing too mouldy
Lere below. Hamlet speaks of his father's ghost
13 “old mole” I often used to smile in my un-
regenerate days et the cumsy way in which the
Englisman—for surely our Shakespeare was
nothing if not English. . . . The clumgy way in
which he addressed the shade of hia father used
to wound my feelings of delicacy end selection.
But now that I am & mole myself I understand.
T fuily apprecizte this expression, It was well
chosent and shonld be of interest to the Soclety
for Psychical Research, as it displays an inward
knowledge of the state over bere. . . .
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So far I canbot be said to have fonnd the after
Tife a state of bliss—rather it is the dimming of
the aenses and the stultifying of the Brain from
lack of light and colour. . . . But doubtless the
Almighty has an excellent purpose in stamping
cirt ag far as possible that taste for his creations
which worked so deeply ta my detriment, . . .

I am & hittle astray as to what specinl subjects
ate of ioterest to you. {We are interested in
drama.}) If you tempt me to speak of drama I
shall weary you with my complaints and my
fanciee, I had a different thought from my
fellows when my plays were shaped, and conse-
quently [ cannot absoth their attituds towards
the stage. My dear lady, how do you approach
the theatre? ¥From what side of your nature
does it repel or attract youf Have you ever
considered whether our tagk should be to aim at
representing life in its rather crude and disgust-
ing ghape, or whether the stage, like the other
platforms from which we endeavour to bring
home the essence of things to the herd, should
be teserved for the expusition of besuty in
some form. . . . (Do you ask for my
apinion?) -

Oscar is still here. I do not intend o Hepen
to your modern critcdam, becatzse you have the

25



Automatic Writings

misfortune to live in an age of harghnesa, In
my lifetime I strove to bring heauty home to the
hearts of men. But In wour time the main en~
deavour of the so-called artist iz to torture the
genses. Pain is the only quality which is essen-
tia! to any literary work of the present day which
is to find its way into the favour of the pleb whe
rules the world at the present howr. . . .

(Tell tne about your plays?) My idez in writ-
ing a play was to weave a pattern of humanity,
as I mentioned to you befare, I thinke, T am quite
sensible of the fact thizt T sound supetficial, and
you may srgue, if you wish, that the poet who
iz an artist in weavlng patternz from words
cannot  approach the preblem of weaving
patterns from the human material at his
disposal.

T have never swerved from my ideal. I have
served the theatre in my owm way, and from my
own standpoint 1 succeeded.  (Tell us zbout your
earth life)) . . . I have delayed a Lttle, T feel
it an effort now to lay my past feelings before
your eyes. They are past, after all; and in our
state it is difficult to look into the abyss that lies
behind us.

I find it easier to speak of the present time for
two reaspns. One, thiat yon, my dear [ady, are
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more tiseful to me when I speak of what you are
familiar with; and the other, that I enjoy my
glimpses into the present chaotic conditions. It
affords me great happiness when I reflect that T
escaped this age of rasp,



Mes Teavers Suim 41 THE OuiJa Bowen,
Junz 207=, 1923

Recorded by Miss Cummins.

Johannes, (Will you summon Oscar Wilde?)
He iy unpleasant. You may speak to him, but
not often or much. . . . Oscar Wilde is speaking.
Yes, I will give you a few mioutes’; Light; that
allows me to look through the peephole. It quite
amuses me in a desnltory way; It is not atrietly
an intellectual cccnpation, but it is a mild dis-
traction from the twilight of my present state,
which 1z somewbat the condition that is suitable
for the propagation of & low form of vegetable
existence. {Mrs T.5.—I have sent your com-
munications to Mr Yeats.) Fe will not be grati-
Eed by finding me stll extant, unless it affords
him some proof that he will continue to inflate,
in a further state, his ecstatic penetrating of the
universe. (What shout your literary work?) I
da ot get much literary stimzius over here. I
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am rather in the condition of coma of the mind
that used to overcome me when the great massed-
up population of London oppressed my being.
The shades here are really too tumnltusus. They
are overcrowded and we get confused by seeing
Into cach others' thoughts, . . .

1 wish you would just take me as I come, 1
craw! into your mind like a sick worm and try to
bore a hole above the earth so that I may once
more Jook at the sun. ...

(Why do you speak to nel)

I like to speak to you becsuse you remind me
of the time when I too was a creature hampered
by that garment you call a body, I really do not
miss it much, because there is a joy In that naked-
niess which leaves all the thoughts and ideas of
the mind, whether foul or fair, open to the public
gaze. I feel now pg if the extreme reticence of
wearing & body was almost indecent. It is far
mare decent to go ebout blaring one’s loves and
hates, blowing them in the faces of those we mest
—as jt were, being eo muck on the cutside that
we camiot be said to have an inside. My dear
ledy, what will it be for you to lose your litte
shape, to bave no rhape, to be a fluid and merely
strearn gbout in such an undecided way that it
ig like drifting: before a Heavy tide. My mind is
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not really as repulsive as you would expect. It
Tooles quite respec®ble at times. Of course thete
are imeg when it locks like an ancient thief, who
steals away from me with shame in his face,
That iz only ome aspect of me. I have other
attractive ones. There is the brilliant orange of
iny thoughts, and the deep rose red of my desires,
which cling to me gtill. They are perfumed and
smell sweet to me, But there is somehow a sense
that they are getting a little stale. This condition
of twilight iz bringing out a delicate messy mould
upon them which rather damages their hoe.
(Here the sitting was interrupted.)
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The following commumication came through Mrs
Travers Smith’s band at the Quija Board,
Jane 24th, 1923,

Recorded by Miss Cummins.

Oscar Wilde is speaking. [ have come, as if
I were a servant maid who replied to her mis-
tress's bell with great assiduity.

I am glad to have a tttle of the apper air to
breathe now and then, And you, dear lady, bave
given e an opportunity. . . . I see you have
made up your mind that I am not 2 reasonable
shade, that T am a capricious ghest, who merely
behavas zs if he had no reason to guide his mind,
which now without a body to act as pilot strays
about fluidly in space. But, my dear lady, you
are mistaken. My mind is quite clear, I am in
excellent conditon for exploidng the Enplish
language, if only you give me & theme to weave
patterns on.  (Tell ug about your time at Trinity
College, Dublin)

T almost forget that time when I was chiained
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within the walls of the university. I was likea
carrier pigecn who had flown by mistake into
nest of sparrows, Thege Duoblin stndents could
see stich a short distance. 1 was a giant among
pigmits. {Weare great admirers of your plays.)

1 bend deeply to your compliment. My plays
were ecarcely drama, They were more the
weaving of character into pattern; and this, with
the uze of language which I chose in each in-
stance to illustrate the gurface of the human
being. I did not propose to go deeply into the
heart, as it is ealled-—that organ, which iz so
frequently maligned, did oot interest me. Y was
more intrigued by the bumar pattern as it ap-
peared on the surface of London soviety. It
sesmed to me we used to get more from each
other by accepting the outside than by probing
into the intestines. The outside of this great
machine was at that date comely, and presented
to the eye a plcture which had the charm of much
shade and liitle light. Tt was a titze when beanty
weas spoken of, bitt kept in the innermost chamber
and not permitted to walk abroad. . . .
# I feel inclined to rejate little tales to-day of my
adventures on the surface of society here. Imay
not be as full of grace If you call me another
time. . . . T showid rathier like to glve yon some
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idea of what it meant to plenge into this huge
heap of philistinism. T felt like a goldfish who
has choked from devouring too much bread. The
meal did not nourich me, it merely distended my
stomach., It seemed a foolish thing to ga on
Jiving in such a world as this was. And T found
I had a missi the mission of drawing aside
the veil from beauty and showing her in her
makedness to the world. T had all the ardour of
a missionary; and my owsn rather umisuz! ap-
pearance pave me the seitzble parh of a parson.
The priest of art, of culture, must of necessity
show it In kis own form.




The following rommunication came through Mrs
Travers Smith's hand st the Ouija Board,
July 5th, 1923.

Recorded by Misa Cummins. It wag with diffi-
culty the recorder kept pace with the
message.

Oscar Wilde. (I have a question fo ask)
Your question shall have rvy best attention, if it
savonrs of what congerns yourself; if it eoncerns
me, I reserve the tight to be silent if necessary.
(Why did you select me as your medium?) That,
my dear lady, is not easy to explain. I have told
you how I gazed through the eyes of many
nations that I might gein onee more a lock inte
the glory of the world. I bad often fancied con-
veying my thonghts from this place of darkness
ta someone who kad a fitting understandiog of a
mind such as mine is—fantastical and pained by
a desire to express beauty in words. I tried many
times to sectire § vial for my ideas, which could
contain them in an essence as it were. But until
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the day when I seized the pencil from some un-
noticcable being, who seemed to make an effort
to press through the brain of * the tool,” never
before had I found the exact quality I needed.
If T am to speck agein as I used, or to uze the
pen, I must have a clear brain to work with, It
must let my thoughte flow through as fine sand
might if fltered through a glass cylinder. It
trust be clear and there must be material which
I ¢an tnake use af. I can use the hand of the
tool and leave an impress of my writing as 1
used. Bt his brain does not serve me. I can-
tiot use it, for ideas would stick there as flizs do
in & cloyed mass.



Mea TeaveErs SuitTe At TER Ovijs Boamp,
Jury 61, 1923, 11.45 P,

Recorded by Misa C ins. This e
tioe came through with the same rapidity 28
the previous message,

Oscar Wilde, I will try to let my thoughts
fly through your brain. (I was tired when T
spoke to you last) I found you less sensitive to
my ideas than before, but even when you are
tired you are a perfect =mollan lyre that can
record me a3 I think. (Mrs T.S.—A legend kas
sprung up concerning you. It is believed by
sume that you &id not die when you were sup-
posed to have died)

Men gte ever interssted, my dear lady, in the
reraing of those who have had the audacity to
be distinguished, and when, added to this, the
corpse has the Aavour of crime, the carrion birds
are eager to light on it. In my case the corpsa
was taken from the humble place where it was

o 37



Psychic Mesgages From Ogcar Wilde
cast off by my mental portion and conveyed to o
retreat where it might decay quistly and in pegce.
It had none of the gaudy ohsequies which would
have fitted much a5 I was, And hence this legend,
which had a charm, in spite of the fact that I
had passed from the public gaze long before this
dissolution took place. It is really delightful to
think that when one has striven and conquered
Londan—for I conquersd London partly through
my supposed crime—it {s delightful to think that
after the cercase has been conveyed to its modeat
hole a legend is woven round its decaying par-
ticles. You, I am sure, ghve me cradit for the
fact that T really accomplished the feat of dying
whep I was supposed to die, T did pot fiy from
the world a second time in order to create fiction.
This legend was merely an accident due to the
fact that I was still talked abont.  {Mrs T.5. took
her hand off to rest her arm.)

(Mrs T.5.—Are you there, Oscar?) T waited
for your returning strength as a footman might
wait for his mistress, standing with deferential
pomp behind her. {That is very neat) Thank,
you, dear lady; I smile at your approval.

{(What is your opinion of " Ulyases,” by Jarnes
Joyee?)

Yes, T have smeared my fngers with that vast
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work. It has given me one exqhisite moment of
amusement. I gathered that if T hoped to retain
my reputation 2s an iotelligent shade, open to
new ideas, I must peruse this volume. Ttis a
singular matter that 2 countryman of mine
should have produced this great bulk of filth,
VYou may smile et me for witering thne when you
reflect that in the eyes of the world [ am a tainted
creature. But, at lesst, I had a sense of the
values of things on the terrestrial globe, Here
in “Tlysses” I find 3 monster who cannot con-
tain the monstrosities of his own brain. The
creatures he gives birth to leap from him in
shapeless masses of hidecusness, 23 dragons
might, which in their foulsome birth contaminate
their parent. , , , This bock appeals to all my
senses, It gratifies the soil which is in everyone
of vz, It gives me the Inpression of having been
written in a severe fit of natsea. Surely there
i 2 nansea fever. The physicians may not have
diagnosed it. But here we have the heated vomit
continued through the countless pages of this
work, The author thought no doubt that he had
Eiven the world a series of ideas. Ideas which
bad sprung frem out his body, not his mind|

I, who have passed into the twilight, can see
more clearly than this modern prophet. I al=o
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know that if he feels his work has saprung from
courage, which is innate in him, he shonid be led
to realise that * Ulysses ” is merely involuntary.
I feel that if this work has caught a portion of
the public, who may take it for the truth, that I,
even I, who am a shade, and I who have tasted
the fuiness of lfe and itz meed of bitterness,
should cry aloeed : ™ Shame upon Joyce, shame on
hig work, shame om his lying soul”™ . . . Compare
this monster Joyee with our poor Shaw. Here we
find very opposite poles. For both these writers
ery aloud that they have found the truth, Shaw,
like a coy and timid maiden, hides his enormons
modesty with bluster, Joyce, on the other hand,
is not e blustersr at all. In fact he has not
vomited the whole, even in this vast and monu-
mental volume—more will comae from Joyee.
Far he has eaten rapidly; and all the undigested
food must come away. I feel that Joyee hasg
much to give the world before, in his old age, he
turtis to virtue. For by that time he will be
tired of tmith and turn to virtue as a last emetic.

(You are most amusing.}

I 2m glad that a poor ghost can bring langhter
ko your eyes.

(I am interested in literature.)

I quite appreciate that fact. You have a sense
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of style, and this helps me to put poor thoughts
before you,

(What do you think of Hardy and Meredith )

I adore the rustic, as you know. His simple
mind appeals to mine; and for that resson I
should be interested in Mr Hardy’s work. But
il that iz in me of rusticity revoits against this
realism that flaunts itself in bopeless wanderings
among the Selds of Dorsetshive. Think for one
moment and reflect that Mr Hardy's works are
just the jottings down of a limited village ex-
perience with a primitive sense of romance edded
to it. A very barmless writer, Hardy, He
almast succecded in being a little risky now and
then in that dull pericd when he wrote, I well
remember how his Tess set maiden hearts a-
throbbing, It wae a tale which might attract the
schoolgirl who imagined she had just arrived at
puberty; but as a work this book is shapeless and
has neither value as an artificial rendering of
rustic life nor as 2 minute study of the village,
Mr Hardy is indeed the middls class provincial.
He never dreamt he cotld arrive, and yet he had
his day, partly becanse he tried to paint the
peasant, who at this period was just about to peep
above the hotizon for the first time. We were
quite interested to meet the peasant; wa even
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found him rich for a short space, but scon his
day had passed, For Mr Hordy wearied us.
We wearied of his peasants, and he had to fall
back upon a clasa a little more elevated but totally
uninteresting. This, I feel, was the teason for
his steady decay.

(What do you think of Meredith)

I atn fraokly an admirer of Meredith, He,
of course, was a man without any appreciation
whatever of beauty, but he had & moat ingenicus
way of plaiting words, so that his most ardent
admirers conld never extricate his thoughts from
them. They clung about his ideas 2s barmacles
on an old ship. And he was so completely
clogged that his idess escaped and only words
were left.  But, after all, what an immense
achicyement it s to plait the Englich languags!
1 never attemapted this experiment myself, My
plan wag to select my words, to cherish them and
move them from ome cormer of my room to
another, until they each and all received their
due, Meredith eollected them and wove them so
intricately that his-intelligence was cramped by
them, and no one ever penetrated their crustated
masses,

Norz—Ahbcut 2 year previons to this sitting
Mrs Travers Smith had glanced af B topy of
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“Ulysses " for a few minutes in Ireland. Out
of seven hundred pages she could not bave read
more than half a dozen, nor bad she read reviews
of this work. So she was not in a position to
cridcize it, She is a great admirer of Meredith,
and beiieves him to have a fing sense of beauty.
She therefore almost entirely disagreed with
Wilde’s canstic estimate of his work.



The following commumication came through
Mrs Travers Smith's hand at the Cuija
Board, July tb, 1923,

Present—Mizs D, Mr ML, Mr CL. Recorded
by Miss Cummins,

Oscar Wilde, (Give us your opinion of
women?) Dwear lady, do you really wish to speak
again to your criminal? [ feel rather melancholy
to-night, 5o possibly it is an occasion on which
I may reasonably babble about my lost illusions
I have long since passed into a state in which
WOmen appear to me merely to exist as the
coloured phantoms of an over-excited brain.
But even here, in this condition into which the
Almighty has found it His pleasure 1o confine
e, he cannot shut cut from my only-too-fertile
memeory the images of those who passed in and
out of my life—fashes of lightring flitting across
the leaden Heeven, . . .

I desired to say that not one woman passad
across my path in life who left no fatrow on the
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road behind her. My sensations were so varied
with regard to yout sex, dear lady, that you
would find painted on my heart—that Internal
organ so often quoted by the vulgar—you wonld
fod every shade of desire there—and even morea.
{An interruption) These women, who like
dancing flowers sprang on my path, these jewels,
who crowned me with torturing pleasure, were
the strings of my lyre. They gave me words to
weave, and theughts to cluster round my words.

{Tell us about one woman?)

Women were ever to me g cluster of stars,
They contained for me all, and more than all,
that God has created. Ewil came through them,
and all the best of me was woven from the
wornan.  {Here there waz an interruption from
those present.)

Qscar s spraking. Woman was to me a
colour, & sound. She gave me all.  She gave me
first desive, desire pave birth to that mysterions
essence whicth was within me, and from that
deeply distilled and perfumed drug my thoughts
were born; and from my theughts words sprang.
Eacli' word T uszed became a child to me, I loved
my words and cherished them in secret. They
became so precious they were hidden from the
gaze of men and! I ourtered them, and in their
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fullness brought them forth as symbols of the
woman. . . .,

T feel it very difficult to make your simple
nature follow me in this matter. Do I insult
you if I maintain that woman must ever be to
man the force that is creative, That was what
made ber hateful in my sight—hateful and sweet
28 a too powetful vintage.

{Were all women the zame to you?)

Women came to me like clustered stars. [
gathered them as flowers might be culled fram
a rich garden. All their varisd perfumes came
to me as an intoxicating draught—not singly,
but combined, This twined wreath encircled me
through life, and made my days both sweet and
bitter. . . .

{Are you there, Gsear?)

QOscar Is still waiting on your fainting
strengifl,

{Mr L. WEat do you thitk of thie Sitwells?
Have you read thelr postry?) Mo, I do oot
spend my precious hoors in catching tadpoles.
I cnly Jeap into the minds of those whe bave a
certain value. Balow this standard I do not
sink.

The ctiticlare communieated by Oscar Wilde
was considered foo malicious to be published.
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A suting was therefore held at 15 Cheyne
Gardens, Chelses, January 4th, 1924, and when
Oscar Wilde spoke e was agked to write a
criticism of George Moore's works which would
be less unkind than the previous ome. The
message wag received through Mrs Travers
Smith's hand 2t the ouija board. Recorded by
Miss G. D. Cummins,

(What do you think of George Moore?)

My fellow-couniryman from Dublin! Dear
lady, here iz 2 fine and intricate mind deeply
nurtured in culttre; steeped in it in fact, to a
point that compels him to lose sight of the com-
mon forms of man and weman, To my nature,
writing of this kind is almost incormprehensible.
I used the heavy pen; and, from the soil my tool
had turned, roses and flaunting lilies rose; but
from the rocky soil, on which Moore strives to
plant the rose, only the lichen draws sufficient
nourishment. How can we meet on any grounds?

Ome difficulty, in reading him, is to differen-
tiate between the aexes. To me masculine and
feminine are the entirely arhitrary division of
nature, while to him they srem perpetually to
merge in sach other. I am ever intrigued as to
whether his men are women or his women met.
And yet, what a fne perception of style has
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Moore; style, i you like to style it go. A con-
tinual Aow of words, rippling, as a stream with-
out eolour, Aows through a level plain—no rsh
it these waters; they follow their course with a
certainty which may be considered mongtonous
by the full-blooded.

The continual flow and ripple of Moore's prose
lills the reader to a dozing stale. It is * haif
slumber * that carries him throngh these colour-
less pages.

Thus Meore murmnrs on; never a clear or
masculine idea, but the hali-tone, delicately sex-
less, sustained throughout. Do you agree, dear
lady? In your mind 1 fnd an admiration of
Moore's style. Consider my own productions,
which have entirely sprung from out the male,
How can [ speak of onc whose delicacy of per-
ception exceeds my own, My work was fashivned
in the glare of sunlight, A« in the mist of even-
ing. For, after all, dear lady, even these figures,
which move behind the blind in Moore's tales,
are but shadows.

I canniot speak too highly of what our Mogre
has said of art; here, indeed, we find the slow
but determined intention to criticize where there
is no intuitive taste. A worthy critic, Moore|
Most conscientious, in that he tries to approach
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that which, to him, is aimost unintelligible. 1
cannot praise bis industry too highly, for sheer
determination has led him to the studio; and
what he says is the result of a decizion to become
what he iz not, by nature.

(What do you think of “Hail and Fare-
well™?) .

I have not, personally, a craviog for the dis-
secting room. The enquiring mind of Moore
has induced him to lay his friends and enemies
this on the table, in order that he may have
the opportunity of observing their entrails
while still they are alive. An accurate methad,
but rather a severe tension for the unfortunate
subjects, who have to undergo this ordeal in the
cause of literature.

{ A pause.)

T have a gentle feeling for poor George. He
is 50 entirely opposed o me in nature that T feel
we, perhaps, are the complement of ¢ach other;
possibly the two halves of the whole, Ihavea
sensation of mild curiosity in trying to discover
of what ingredients he is fashioned.

Note.—Mrs T.5. has always been a great ad-
tolrer of George Moors's work, and more especi-
ally his style,
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Copy of commynication received at the Ouija
Bozrd by Mrs Travers Smith, July 12th,
1523,

Recorded hy Miss Cumming.

Osear at your bidding, dear lady. (Do you
object to speaking of your prison life?)

I do mot at all object to speaking to you about
what was to me a most enthralling experience.
When I szy enthralling I mean that my circuit
of the world's pain would not bave been adequate
witheut that supreme misery, for to me it was
supreme. I, who worshipped beanty, was robbed
not only of the chaoee of beholding her face, but
T was cast in on myzelf; and there, in that barren-
ress of soul, I languished until my spirit rose
once more and ctied aloud that this was its great
opportunity.

If I may be a little sutobiographiesl, T will po
back to the beginning. It sesmed to me at first
that T bad died and passed across the bitter
stream to that place of dimness where now I am
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confined. There was 2 desolation of the soul that
savoured of despair; and yet within me despair
bad never found 2 lndgment. I wasa fallen god,
a fallen king, and felt I had the dignity of royal
blood within me. 1 hardly realised my state. It
sesmed imposaible that beauty had deserted me.
I had been tondemned—it seemed a8 monstrosity
—condernned by whom? Not by the world, but
by a spiteful, sarrow ¢rew who could Dot steer
their ship if it fell on a storm, 1 kpew the value
of that crew; the knowledge helped me in my
impotence. I tat and brooded on the values of
the world Hounded down by little men and
called unclean by Pharisees and Philistines I
had a greater place in the world's scheme than
they had ever dreamed of. This thought brought
me a certain quiet. And as day by day came one
by one creeping upon each other in sterile dim-
ness, my soul cried aloud that it was healing. . ..

Oscar, dear lady, waits for you. My soul
was healing, but my vision of thitgs seen was
Hind, What service ave the eyes if they behold
nothing but bare and wgly walls and barer, uglier
humanity? What food for me, of such as I, was
then within these prison walls? My eyesight
was my food, my nourishment ; and every stimn-
lating glimpse of the world's wonder was shut
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out from me—the pain to think of beauty there
without, but not for mel The agony to feel that
still the seasons followed in their courses!
Spring dancing in with all its songs and blos-
soms, and Suruner in her fullness of repletion,
and Auturnn laden dowtrwards with the fruit her
womb had born, and Winter ashen white . . .
and in my cell was dimness, only dimness!

These were my pai t suffering t
the world was faithless to me, but suffering
because all that gave me life and gave the value
of my life was shut away from me. But here [
learnt what I could never learn when beanty was
iy playmate and companion. . . .

T learnt the force and use of indignation,
which, surging apwards in my spirit, became a
fury, a possession. It gave me life agaim—a
scarlet life—flashes of scarlet-on a sombre back-
ground, Put life it gave e, and from the hour
when first I realised the power of indignation
I was a living man again.

(Was that what induced you to write * The
Baliad of Reading Gaol *¥)

Here, in the twilight, I can think about the
time I fought within myself and conquered, I
lived as fuily then as in the days when I pro-
claimed the triumph of my mistress beauty, and
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all the world of London stood stil] and hearkened
to my paeans in her praise.

Dear lady, could you only kmow the real values
of the world, you would not reckon crime a loss
rather than a gain, For here I found for the
first time what strength is lodged within a man.
My daily tasks were easy to me from that day
when from out my surging soul came this great
revelation of the spirit.

(Are yuu in dimness becanse of what you were
sent to prison forf)

I worshipped the divine inhuman Power that
casts me into darkness once aagin, It is a
different datkmess from that within my cell. For
over here the soul and spirit have reached &
realization of themselves. Here is oo glorious
birth for soul and spirit as that which sprang
from me in Beading Gaol. . . .

{Dwo you know Galsworthy’s play, * Justice ™7)

Yes, I know it well, Ihave carefully digested
what our friend has said about a subject he
knows nothing of. His fertile brain could not
devise a prisen such as mine was. The world
divides what it is pleased to call our sins from
our good deeds. This cleavage i possibly the
net result of total ignorance. For what can be
called * justice ” that tises from half the man?
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I, bound as to a wheel which evar in its revola-
tions adds to my pain, my pleasure and experience
can speak of justice; and if you are pleased to
listen to me, I will give you what has come to me
from foy, an ecstasy of joy, an ecstasy of pain,
an ecstasy of kmowing every day what can be
known both in the body and in this state of
Auid mind. . . .

There is no justice podsible heve or in the
world  For justice is the full completion of ex-
perience, nothing more. The man who dares to
dive below the surface and pick from the deptha
the creaturss of the darkness, must ever be
despized and hunted while still opon the earth
he lives within the body. The world has formu-
lated many schemes for what he calls the safety
of his race; but he has never sesn that in this
scheme with which be joys to torture those of
hiz fellows who despise his edicts he is provid-
ing for himself a torture of the soul’s remorse,
For here we learn that what is anguish, more
acute than human beings can attain to in the
world, is the remorseful soul, who, blind, even a3
a worm is blind, haa spent his hour in torturing
his fellows az a benediction.

(I am tired, Cotld you speak of this some
other time?)
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1 should be grateful if your womanhood would
bend to hear me longer. . . .

I wither here in twilight, but I kaow that I
shall rise from it again to ecstasy, That thought
iz given to us to help us to endure, . ., The
human spirit must pierce to the innermost
retreats of good and evil before its consummation
is complete. I soffer here becauze my term i3
lang, and yet I have the power of knowledge—
knowiedge, such a3 all the justice that has tor-
tured the poor world since it was born, cannot
attain to.

{I must stop naw.}

I shall come again and speak to you of what
you must experience before you come to fitness,
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Copy of automatic scrip wiitten on July 13th,
1923,

The writer was Mr V, with Mrs Travers Smith
touching his hand. Present—Miss Cum-
mins. The communication was written in
an hout and = helf. The only interruptions
were the replacing of one pencil by another
when the point was worn down.

Oscar Wilde. Society sent me to prison
and then inte exile. The world that had wel-
coraed me so gladly thrist me out from its care
With the brand of Cain on my brow and the
charity of Chyist in my heart, I sct out to seeke
tny bread in sorrow—and, like Chost or Cain, [
found bow weary the way was—and, like Dante,
bow salt the bread when I found it.  The world
had no place for me. When I walked in public
places T was= asked to go, and when in hot con-
fuzion I retreated, the curious craned their heads
or raised their lorgnettes that they might the
better view a monster of vice. I had lust every-
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thing except my genins, All the precicus things
that I bad gathered ebott me in my Chelsea home
and that bad bacome almost a part of my per-
sonality were scattered to the winds or lost or
passed into careiess and alien hands, The very
children of my imagination were thought un-
waorthy to live, and a lady whom | had trusted
and who in the days of my pride had often called
me ber friend, deliberately destroyed a manu-
script of mine. As the man wag tainted &0 must
his work be tainted also, The leper with his cowl
and little bell was not more shunned than 1. . . .
But though I have forgiven the world the
humiliations that were heaped upon me, and
though I can forgive even that last insult of
posthumous popularity that has been offered me,
I find it bard to forgive them for translating
miy beautiful proze into German. ‘You may smile,
but thet to the artist was 2 very resl form of
murder. To have maimed my soul was terrible,
but o have maimed the scul of my work was
more terrible still. For my work, besides being
oy great memorial, is my one link with the minds
of living men, More then that, it i3 the golden
thread that will deaw me close to the happier
generations in the after time. And I am flled
with a noble pleastire when I think that childrea
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yet unborn will read in my pages the story of one
wha found love better than riches or of him who
refused the fair raiment of a king that Justice
might hold her sceptre in the land; or of ane who
denied the mother that bore him and expiated his
sin in deeds of mercy end kindness. I once said
~I think it was in * Dorian Gray "—that art bad
a soul but man had not, When I wrote those
words they were perhaps no more to me than a
phrase dung from the flippant lips of a cymic.
I did not realise that they would have any tragic
relation to my own life or to the lives of us all.
They were perhaps only balf true. It would have
been better to bave said that man bas a soul and
that the zoul finds itz true immortality through
art. Art is the true Vishou, the presecver, who
embalms the soul for eternity, and embalms it
not in oatron or in wax of in hotey like some
poot lifeless thing but in its own living fires,

The makers of history, those who ruled man-
kind with Justice or with the pitiless sword, may
find that the secret springs of their actions are
hidden from posterity and thelr motives mis-
understood so that the good they did is acconnted
unto them as evil and the evil good.

The man of scienre lives in the name of the
flower or the star he has discovered, and, ke a
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flower or & star, his memory has no secure
abiding place. His wotrk can be geen only in
relation to the work of others, his theories are
superseded.

The little stone of jasper or of betyl is hidden
away under the masonry of many hands o that
they, who conternplate the finished edifice, forget
the ndividuel builder. To teke one perfect
illustration of this, look &t the history of
RStroDOITy.

Om that wondrous shield forped by Hephsestos
for Achilles, on which was deplieted the whole of
the life of man in its joy and sorrow, we are told
was wrought “the earth and the sea and the
unwearying gun, the Pleiads and the Hyads, she
that men call the Bear who watches Orion, and
alone bath no part in the baths of ocean”

That pleture in Its ageleas simplicity of charm
{2 as trie to-day as it was in historle times. The
mariner at his wheel or the peasant in the silent
fields at evening may gare o the same stars as
Homet's heroes, can watch the blazing Sirins
znd know not that to the Greek it brought fever
and pestilence ang sorrew, can note the Pleiads
and remember not fhat their rising was the sign
for the great horped ships to go forth am the
pca. But with science it {3 very different. We
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talk ahout the changeless constellations, but
through the ages of science the scroll of the
hegvens is a palimpsest en which are written and
erased the names of many men. At the coming
of Copernicus the heavens of Ptolemy ceased to
revolve, and after Copernicns came Galileo and
Tycho Brahe, and Kepler followed the Dane,
and the fair guiding angel of Kepler's planets
faded into the cold dawn of Newton’s great
formula, and last, like a monstrous fish, Newton
himself lieg snared in the strange nets of space
and time that Einstein has set about him, And
of all these men what can we know, what whisper
of personality reaches us through the ages? A
few anecdotes, and these mostly myths, such as
the myth of Newton losing his horse and return-
ing the bridle, or of Newton forgetting he had
dined; or of Kepler sclving the problem of
matrimony by mathematics, or of Galileo telling
the hystanders thet nature abhorred a vacuum,
tut a vacuum of not more than thirty feet.
And as it was in the past, 5o it will be in the
future. When we have forpotten all that
Poincart did in mathematics, we shall remember
that he walked the streets of Paris with a strange
bird cage which he had picked up at some stall
and was puzzled to know how to dlspose of. And
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if we totn to the artists and posts we shall find
that their lives are just as uninteresting and as
incomplete.

Even the love affairs of the poetz are like
thoze of ordinary mortals. We feel as we read
them they are as purely accidental, as incomplete,
and as frankly physical as those of th ds of
quite commonplace people.  Which of es really
wanis to pry into Chopin's life at Majorea, or
his relations with George Sand; or who, without
weariness, can read the ravings of Keata over
poot, foolish Fanny Brawne?

These things don't interest us, and simply
because they do not reveel to us personality.
In fact a ploughman in love and a poet in love
present much the same spectacle, only the poet
haz a capacity for self-deception that the plough-
man, happily for himself, can never attain to.
These things are of no real wital consequence,
They may, like Charlotte Brontes® teapot, furnish
lachrymal urns for the sentimental or go to swell
the muck heaps of that latest terror of modern
society, the psycho-analyst—but to the student
of letters, the secker after persomality, they
signify so very little. In his search for the real
Chopin 2nd the real Keats, he will turn his eyes
elsewhere. He will realize that all we should care
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to know of Chopin, all at least that it is important
for us to know, the poet has put Into those im-
passioned preludes, and in that wonderful last
gonnet the soul of Keats shines, as steadfoat as
the lone star to which it was addressed, and sings
as sweetly in the great Ode as the Immortal bird
apee 9ang in the Hampatead Garden.



Cory or AuroMaTic Scuirt RECEIVED oN Jury
131e TERouGH TEE HaNb oF Me V,

Mzs Travers Smith toushing hiz hand.

Tell me, dear lady, what are the virtuea that
are necessary for a happy lie? Tell me in g few
words, I don't want to know anything about the
vices! (Mrs T.5.—Give me your views) 1
have no views. Iwish [ knew. IfJdid T should
not tell you, sinee it 15 always bad advice that Is
giver away, {Mrs T.5—1 really cannot neme
any virtne that mekes for a happy life) 1 was
afraid you were going to say work. Never hav-
ing dene any in my life I am naturslly an
authority onit, Ahl Iforget! Ionce trundled
the barcow for poor old John Ruskin, and in a
moment of weckness I almost rencunced the
great cardinal doctrine of the Indignity of labour.
But during those few days T learned so muck
about the bedy of man under Scclalism that
afterwards I only cared to write gbout the soul.
I told people that I never even walked. But that
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wae a pardonable exeggerztion. 1 always walked
to bed. Don't talk to me abont work, dear lady.
It is the last refuge of the mentally unemployed,
the occupation of those too dull to dream. Ta
be eternally busy is a sign of low vitality. They
who go to the ant to learn her ways always come
back amiiguated but seldom wise. And while it
may be true that Satan sometimes finds mischief
for idle hands to do, even God does not know
what to do with the industrious.

So, dear Yady, live to do nothing and be happy,
Eschew work and be fine.  No one should ever do
anything. At least no woman should. The
woman who was content to merely be was always
charming, bt the woman who Jid was often
detestable. This is a maxim which might be
taken to heart by our modern business girls.
Then, instead of unting so diligently for their
hushands in dusty offices, they would stay at
bowme and their hashands would come to them.



Cory oF Arvmumatic Scrier OBTAINED oW
Ty 197m, 1923,
The writer was Mr V, Mrs Travers Smith's
hand touching his,
Present—Miss Travers Smith, Miss Cummins.

Oscar Wilde Let me descend for once Into
the dull abyss of facts. T would like the world
to konow that the story af Walter Pater wanting
to kisy my hand was not true, It was invented
by me perbaps to assist in the revival of a lost
art. {A story unknown to those present.) Pater,
of course, admired me immensely, but he was far
too sensible to do that, Pater zat af my feet,
In fact everybody gat at my feet. He counld not
telk ot all himself. . , , It is so difficult to drag
the past from memory’s black cave, One of my
earliest recollections was of a little farm in
Irelard at McCree . . . Cree . . . no, that's not
the name , , , Glencree? , ., . where we stayed with
Willie and Iso . . . and there was a good okd
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man . . . used to Jook after our lessons . .. a
priest . .. Father. .. Prid. .. Pridean? There
was a beautifu) stream near the farm. ., . Other
memories. . . . Dining with Arnold and Pater
near Hyde Patk Lunching with Margot
Tennant, Mrs Fox Blunt and others in London,
Asquith was like & fish out of water, I did most
of the talking and afterwards told Margot
storfes. Stayed behind.® , .. {These statements
were mat within the knowledge of anyone
present)  {Here Miss T.5. put her hand on
Mr V'3 hand instead of Mrs T.S. The writing
remained the same in character but hecame con-
siderably larger.)

Oscar Wilde. One of my happiest mothents.

.. One of my few happy moments after leaving
prison was when [ entertained the little school-
children at the little village neer Berneval? . . .

*In "My Diarler” by Willred Scawen Blunt, on pp 17879,
ithe Hlﬂm’l‘ aniry oo?m »

=17tk Jul 'bdﬂﬂnl luncheen with Margot aod ber hus-
Imnd ut vm Grorvenor Street, mod 1 ook ber 8 Weddmg

mm‘fﬂmﬁh:‘ l“‘mw iR M’mmmm

o [

ooz away, Cecar remuord tallng atoriea to we qod Margot ™
Mo "My Fox™ wra present mt conigon

may have gecyrred i eamnection the -

i to Fuher “FPodeau-Fox™  Wilde ﬂ'ldnﬂ.r fnrwt hos



Automatic Writings
Of course [ was M, Sebastian Melrotée in thosze
days. . .. Melmoth from some ancestor of mine.
Sebastian in memory of the dreadful arrows.
Jean . .. Dhupré . ., I knew in & Paris Café.
Everything is confused and I misplace eveats in
time.

Another memory of poor Whistler, Eis paint-
ing was quite delightful. It had 2l the charm
of being perfectly incomprehemsible, and so
formed an excellent basis for criticlem, Un-
fortunately, in a rash moment, and in forgetful-
ness of a maxim which every conjuror knows,
that where there is no mystery there can be na
magic, he zet about to explain himself, (Mrs
T.5.—Do write smaller.) I do the best I can.
Have patience,

Poor Jamesz! He wag really very absurd. I
would watch him paint and he would sing to
himself some foolish ditty sbont * his heart being
true to Poll.” T forget what. ...

Hiz pichires were interesting, but, of coutse,
not g0 interesting as the things T should have
said about thent.



Communication received by Mrs Travers Smith
at the Ouija Board, July 26, 1923.

Present—Miss D (recording} end Miss Travers
Sraith.

Asked about the Epstsin monument in Paris.

Allow me to be slightly egotistical for once,
The French are a humorous natien, but, at the
same titme, full of sericus moral feelings. They,
natyrally, wished to do benour to one who had
served Art 25 far as his humble powers would
petmit him, and bence they raise 2 mighty tomb,
which in its monstrous want of taste does hom-
age to the man whoee raonstrous want of morals
suggested the design.

The Freach, desr lady, ate a natica of moral-
Ista. Their morals ere condenmsed, they have
packed them so dphtly that they cannot allow
any sense of haunour to came through,

This mighty t, built and designed to
otnament my tomb, outraged the moral sense of
the French mation so deeply that they decided
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with one woice that Wilde and Epstein taken
together were dangercus fo France. The moral
tone of the great nation would risk a blot ypon
its esoutcheon if this indelicate block of hewn
and carven merble was permitted fo stand up-
challenged.

In thig design a part of me is given, that part
which the world has chosen 2s my symbol. But
this enormens mass of stone does not contain an
atom of that power which came to me direct
from my great ancestors. ‘The power which can
create and faghinn beauty iz ahsent from this
muuntain, erected by a man who should have
known, that each and all of us comtain both
what is noble and divine, combined with what is
built of heavy clay.

The French nation did me honeur in refosing
to permit a monument which expressed merely
the earthy clay.

(Someone said here that the monoment ex-
preszed the spirit stroggling to shake off the
clay.)

An insult such as this should not be offered to
the artist. The artist does not struggle from the
clay. The artist is a spirit which creates, not a
mere body which is striving upwards.

My spirit, which created beauty, waa spirit; a
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passiqnate spirit craving for form and colour.
It did not strive to break itz bonds, because bo
bonds were there to bind it. The monstrous
cregture shaped by Mr Epstein does not express
the sonl of Oscar Wilde. In rejecting it, the
French did me great service thereinre. My
wihgs were spread, ready to carry me away into
the heavens, not lying slack and lifeless. This
was an instinct in the French, this sure apprecia-
tion of my genius.



Oscar Wiz, Juiy 26, 1923,

I bow to your call, dear Iady, Why have I
Tost you? The world cares little for a shade, hut
if the shadows of my thoughts still interest, I
2m willing that they should po forth as little
moths Jit into the deep night.

{Asked about Freud's theory of dreams.)

Direams, dear lady; in your sterile age, dreams
are degraded even as woman. Dreams are the
food on which the children of the light subsist,
and in your age of cold and barsh ideas dreams
Tave become the offal, not the food.  But if you
listen to the poet's voice, the priest of beauty in
her shrine; dreams dwell far from the world,
and in your gross age they live cn those who
know that life is faded and without fortn, tinless
the dream comes which creates for ua the verit
able image of beauty as she is,

We, who have passed beyond your ken, we
¢nly know what these men {Freud and Jung)
guess at.  Tell the world that vision for it must
ever be obscure. While body still exdsts, the
mind is trammelled by weights such es the
beaviest burden borne by man cannot compare to.
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CHAPTER I
THE AUTOMATIC WRITING

I his recently published volume, “ Thirty Years
of Psychical Rcsearch,” Professor Richet,
that eminent physiologist, speaks of certain
hitherto discredited branches of abnormal
psychology as baving come withio the realm
of acience. He even opens the door to
ectoplasms and pre-vision. The fact that he
devotes 626 pages to the demonstration of the
gcientific value of auch subjects means that we,
who are interested in what used to be ealled
* ghosts * and * hauntings,” need oo longer be
alarmed at accepting phencmena of that nature
as being of supreme interest. We may reason-
ably cry aloud on the house-tops that we have
been wiser than some of our scientific brethren in
devoting time and attention to the sifting of evi-
dence in this direction. For, although Professor
Richet cautiously lirits his declared beliefs to
the acceptance of *cryptesthesia as an explana-
"4 mper-oormel power of duwgrenpg whal i ticmewn



The Automatic Writing
tion of monitions, premonitions and pre-vision,
he confirms his belief in the genuinensss of
materialisations and so~called ectoplasmic forms
as scientific facts, admitting that, so far, he is
umnable to explain them.

I feel that the acceptance of the phenomena of
pre-vision by an eminent scientific man ia of
supreme importance to psychical research. The
impossible seems to have become possible if we
are permitted to feel that we may, without ridi-
ctile, give grave attention to what comes to us in
dreams or from the clairvoyante in its bearing
on future events, We shall still have constant
backslidings and disappointments, but we are
confirmed in helieving that every case which
comes in our way is worthy of attention.

For many years we have talked about tele-
nathy until that theory has become g0 extended
that it threatehs to stap asunder, if it has not
done so already. We are atill deeply occupied
with the stedy of the sub-conscious. It is flatter-
ing to feel that each of us possesses a deep well
of stared-up memoties into which we may dive
if ronditions permit us, and from this diving we
may draw up creatures rare and strange.  Their
long sojourn in the waters of Lethe bring them
back to us as new ideas.
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Now Professor Richet tells us that each of us
possesses  eryptesthetic power,” We may not
discover the fact during our earth existence, but
if we analyse our experiences sufficiently care-
fully we shall recognise that ionally we
bave had a glimpee of the unlmown; that we
have been cognisant of facts which must be out-
side our sub-consciousness. So here we pause
and ook back and find that two of the planks on
which we stood are floating out to sea. H weare
to take Professor Richet seriously we shall begin
to put less faith in that speechless converse of
mind with mind which served us so long; we
ghall begin to wonder whether the vast well of
ouf memories really contains this swarming
ruass of lmages. The submerged self is a com-
paratively new suggestion; it has absorbed us
since Frend boldly laid his map of our dreams
before us.

We wonder what the next step will be. Pro-
feszor Richet has heaped 1s with responsibilities.
‘Where it was a cage of " agent and percipient,”
our percipient has vanished; we alone are re-
sponsible for what we used to call " telepathic™
impressions. We creats our own phantoms, we
even materialise them in some canes. Chr auto-
matic meszages are all part of ourselves, They
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are largely fished from the great well which we
call the sub-conscicus, but when we recognise
impressions which must be outside our memories,
because, ag yet they have not beratne memories,
we have created them through that new sense
which in future we shall recognise ag cryptes-
thesia. Professor Richet expresses absolute pain
in having to make some of these admissions. He
has not suffered the supreme pain, however, of
accepting the spiritist theory; which, of coutse,
is the simpl platiztion of the shadowa that
beset us from time to time. e seems more
ready to believe that angels and demens are in
touch with us than to give consideration to the
possibility that those, who loved the world and
what it contains, may survive in some form and
stize any opportumity, no matter how dim, to
impress their continued exdztence on ua.

For my own part, I am an apnostle in ihese
maiters; T dare not say I believe in the
experimental proef of survival, though it
seems to me on the whole a less romantic
idea than belief o monihilation. At any rate,
in cur psychic studies, we should always bear in
mind the possibility that cur communications are
coming direct from the minds of bumen beings
who onge were imprisoned In the body. Afterall,
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telepathy, the sub ious and cryp i
are only words which serve to express ideas
covering phenomena which are o mysterious
that the scientific truth about them to-day may
be the childish fally of to-marrow.

One of Professor Richet's arguments against
“ ppirit ¥ communication is, that, in most cases,
when we get messapes purporting to come from
the dead, they are of a poor and trivial nature
and rather tend to show that death deprives us
of pur finer mental parts, I entirely agree with
thiz eriticism of much that I have come acrosa,
At times we sicken when It dawns on us that
death seemsz to diminish mental vigion, if gur
messages are to be accepted.

T think this difbculty may be largely due to
the imperfect means of communication at our
Hsposal. If the medium could be disy 1 with
and a gnitable * telephone * ted hetween
this world and the other, no doubt results would
be less uneven and clezrer. 1 am quite certain
that the mental and physical condition of the
mednuty makes or mars the messages to a great
extent. [ conditions are satisfactory the com-
municater takes entire command; the medium re-
mains sbsclutely passive and can be ' used”
Satlsfactory conditions chiefly comsisi in {ree-
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gom from distraction of any kind whatever.
Physical upset makes communication almost im-
possible, any mental worry is still more mis-
chisvous; noise, windy weather, ete., all injure
the guality of what comes through, The reason
is very evident to anyone who has had experi-
ente of hypnotism. If we are to be used an
“igstruments " we must remain passive. In
order to acquire complete passivity, anything
that jars on the mind or distracts it in any way
or keeps the consriousness awake must be elimi-
nated, Trance or *' sgomnambulizm " js the most
favourable state for good results, but hers,
when entire control of the personality is possible,
that entity which we call the * guide ™ seems to
interfere. I believe that many of the trivial re-
sults, attributed to discarnate personalities, are
in reality the work of the “ guide ™ or " contrel ™
of the medium. This happens lesa frequently i
agtomatic writing or ouija work, becanse the
hypnoeis of the medium iz slight and an pltera-
tion in the eommunicator would be observed jm-
mediately by an experienced sitter,

The * Oscar Wilde ™ seript which I offer to the
public, hath berause of its literary and psychie
interest, seems to me to suggest definitely the
poesibility thet we may be in touch with an ex-
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ternal influence, If T were fully convinesd of
that fact, I should cettainly be as fully convinced
that Oscar Wilde had spoken to the world again.
I sheald oot attribute any messages so charac-
teristic of the whole man to an impersonation on
the other gide. I think in this case it is 2 choice
of two hypotheses; either Oscar Wilde 12 speabe-
ing, or the whole script, ouija board and auto-
raatic writing must be derived from the sub-
consciousness or clairvoyance of two medfums,
In gither case, the matter of the messages and
the maoner in which they came are of such un-
usual interest that [ feel the entire case should
be stated a3 fully as possible. I believe it to be
tnite outside those which can be acensed of being
trivial or dull, Perhaps it is best first to explain
kow these scripts came o us.

A gentleman, whom I shall call “ Mr V,” had
several sittings for ouija board work with me at
the PBritish College of Paychic Science. He
seemed quite cooversant with his subject, but
gave me to understand that he had no powers as
a medium himself. He is a mathematician and
i5 interested In musie, but, so far as T know, he
bas no special interest in literature, I soon per-
ceived that he was one of those persons, who, in
some mysterious way, are helpful at a sitting.
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He was very reticent, but I had a sense that he
made communpication easy and harmonious.
There was a clearnegs of paychiz atmosphere
when I sat with him which is net usual with
strangers who come to me for the first time.

In May of the present year, Mr V joined a
smazll class of mine for the development of auto-
matic writing. 1 had a firm conviction that he
had mediumistic power, but to my disappoint-
ment he moade no progress at the first two sit-
tings, either with writing or the onija board. He
seemed in fact to have less power than the other
members of my tlazs, At the third meeting Mr
¥V wrote for the first tims. I rested my kand on
his, while he held the pencil, and a sentence or
two were written slowly, purporting to come
from a deceased friend of his own, This was
rather more encouraging, but it did not indicate
that Mr V possessed any special faclity for
autamatizm.

At the fourth meeting, which taok place at my
own house, Mr ¥V was the only one of my class
able to ba present. He wished to contimue the
automatic writing. So we pursued the same
method @5 on the former occasion. Mr 'V held
the pencil, T sat heside him and rested my fingers
lightly on the back of his hand. Before we bad

by
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started he asked me whether it would make any
difference if he closed his eyes. I was pleaszed at
his suggestion. On two former orcasions that
desire to work with closed eyes had been the pre-
lude to interesting results.

At first his pencil tapped repeatedly on the
paper, then it began to move more rapidly than
at our last meeting. He wrote the nane of his
deceased friend again; the message concerned his
daughter Lily. "I want my davghter Lily, my
little Lily,” it began. As the word © Lily ” was
written I was sensible of an interruption; I felt
instinctively that the ¢ icator had ct d
I asked who was speaking; immediately * Oscar
Wilde " was written and the message continued
more and more rapidly. I looked at MrV, He
seerned only half sonscious, his eyes were closed.
His pencil was so firmnly controlled that I feund
it very difficult to move it from the end of one
line to the beginning of the next. I Lifted my
band from his; the pencil stopped instantly; it
merely tapped impatiently on the paper.

These first scripts, written by Mr V end my-
self, were short in compatison with some of the
later ones. It seemed that be wrote in 2 state
of semicoma and this condition was of short
duration. He stopped and spoke two or three
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times while writing the first communication; as
soon as his pencil began to move he closed his
eves and looked unconscious, I was surprised
at the clearness and accuracy of the wiiting.
The words were divided, the Fs crossed, the 't
dotted, even quotation marks were added and
punctuation attended to. The signature struck
me a3 unusual, and on reading the script over
noticed that et times 8 Greek a was used; alao
that there were strange breaks between the let-
ters of the words, such as d-eath, vin-toge, etc.
Neither Mr V nor I had ever seen Wilde's writ-
ing so far as we could remember. When he was
gone it struck me that it would be interesting to
compare the script with a fac-simile, if T could
find one. I was singularly fortunate, for at the
Chelsea Book Club, not only did I see a fac-
sitnile of Wilde's wotng, but an autograph
letter of his happened to be there for sale. Iwas
amazed; the handwritings seemed similar,
allowing for the fact that our script was written
with a heavy pencil and the antograph letter,
probably, with a steel pen.  There was a Greek
a, used occasionally, not imvariably; and there
were the leng breaks between the letters of
certain words.

In this first communication there are mamy
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points of interest; zome of them seem to indicate
sub-ronscious plaginrism, I shall deal in & Jater
chapter with passages which, though not actuzlly
guotations, bear a strong resemblance to ideas
and sentences in various published works of
Qscar Wilde’s—" Intentions," " De Profund:s,”
ete. Against the sub-conscious theary is the fact
that certain questions I asked were answersd in
& manner indicating that the communicator did
not reply from material which was in Mr Vs mind
or mine. Iasked for the address in Dublin where
Sit Wilkiam Wilde (his father) lived and with
which Oscar must have been familiar. I could
have written it withont a moment's hesitation as
I know the house well; probahly it was not in Mr
Vs mind ag he dots not know Dublin, The reply
was: " Near Dublin; my father was a surgeon;
these names are difficult to resall” I was dis-
appointed, this savoured of the usual dodging of
evidence we meet with so often In antomaiism.
N, 1, Merrion Square, where Oscar Wilde lived,
i1 ip the centre of the city. I contitued : *“ Not at
all difficult if you are really Oscar Wilde” The
pencil moved ageln and wrote: “T used to lve
near here, Tite Street” T took my hand off Mr
V'3 for p moment and said: * There iz a Tite
Street near here and he has spelt it correctly. 1
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don‘t know where he lived in London, do you? ¥
Mr V replied: "1 have never been in Chelsea
until to-day, and, to the best of my knowledge, L
never heard of Tite Street” Oscar continned
the writing. My next question was, " What was
your brother's name?” * William," then a
pttoke underneath, and below it * Willie”
vrritten, T then asked for Lady Wilde's nom de
plume, and “ Speranza” was written without
hesitationn. Se far as he can tell, Mr V' did not
know Oscar Wilde's address in London and
neither did L, and yet it was written without my
having asked for it. I kmew the Dublin address
and no attempt was made to give it; I knew Lady
Wilde's nom de plume, Mr V did oot yet he
wrote it lnmediately it was asked for. Taling
these facts into comsideration, it caonot be said
that the information was in the mind of the
mediums; it might probably be accounted for by
ceyptesthesia if we excdude the possbility that
Oscar Wilde may have been speaking.

At our pext meeting several persong were
present.  Mr Dingwall, research officer of the
Soc.lety for Paychical Research; Mr B, who is
an i and Migs G ing, who
has wide experience 0f psychic work,

Mr Dingwall probably gave the impetus to qut
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message that day. The entire departure from
the redundant style of our firat seript into the
* Wilde " epigraro interested and amused us all.
It seemed such an wnexpected development from
that * cther sige® from which so often we get
either trivialitiea or empty pomposities, My
suggestion that we might ask some questions was
swept aside haughtily by our communpicator.
Wilde has rwice refused to give definite proofs,
but on several occasions he bas volunteered
information which was not in the mind of either
medium, so far a3 they know, and which proves
to be correct. While the little tale about James
McNeill Whistler was toid by Mr B, Mr V and
T sat as before, he boiding the penal while my
band rested on his. When the story was Hnished
the pencil moved and wrote: " With James
wulgarity always beging at home !

I have ohserved during all these sittings that
this communicator is very ssnsitive to the influ-
ence of those present or to the condition of the
mind of either medinm. Thia is, of course, quite
natural, whether we conslder that Oscar
Wilde is spesking or that the sub-conscigms-
tess of the sitters is respomsible. At the
first sitting (allowing the « icator was
Oscar Wilde) the control seemed passicnately
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anxious te convince us of his identity; he pro-
ceeded to do so by pouting out an essay which
would at once arrest attenton by reason of its
similarity to well-known passages in his prose
works, It does not seem to me that the fact that
he almost quoted from his own writings proves
it to be a case of subconscious plagiarism, be-
catse, in later scripts, this is not the case. Cer-
tainly in this short essay on the Society of
Psychical Research he does not quote, and yet, if
it was read aloud, the name of the author being
kept back, I think it would immediately suggeat
Wilde to anyone conversact with his work I
need hardly draw attention to whet is obvious,
that, in judeing automatic seript, allowance must
be made for the intervention of the medium. If
the brain of the medium or mediums is used,
their personality must lend a certain flavour to
the communication, Less of this is traceable In
these writings than in the average automatic
message. Again, if we return to the suggestion
of sub-consdous plagiarism, it is well to make it
clear that neither Mr V nor I had ever had any
epecial interest in Oscar Wilde, Mr V states
that he had only read “ The Picture of Dorizn
Gray,” "De Profundis? and * The Ballad of
Reading Gaol,” and all theze before the war, I
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kad read more then Mr V and I had been inter-
ested in Wilde's plays, but, except “ Salomé," I
had not read & page of Oscar Wilde's wark for
twenty years past. This, of course, does ot re-
duce the value of the sub-conscious explanation,
but it iz 23 well to state eeactly how things stood
befote the first message came and to make it plain
that ne recent soggestion had recalled Oscar
Wilde to our memories.



CHAFTER IIT
Tue Ouirs Boarp

More than half this script came to me when I
was zitting slone at the ouija board. Perhaps
I had better explain this method of communica-
tion, as it seems less familiar to most people
than autematic writing. The puija board, which
1 use, is an ordinary card table covered in preen
baize, On this the letters of the alphabet are
placed; they are cut out singly and arranged in
any convenient order. A sheet of plate glass i3
laid over the table and the letters. When using
the board I rest my fingers on a small, heart-
shaped piece of wood coversd with rubber and
shod wnderneath with three pads of carper felt
This little ™ traveller,” very much the same as a
planchette, without its pencil, flies over the glass
from letter to letter. I prefer it to antomatic
writing because of the speed with which I can
get messages in this way. A shorthand writer
is &t times necessary owing to the rapidity with
which the commuynications are spelt out.
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Omn the evening after the first seript had come
to Mr ¥V and me, I tried the experiment of asking
whether Wilde would speak through the ouija
board 1o me alone. My control, * Johannes,”
was very unwilling to permit this. Apparently
he considered I was getting into bad company.
With a little persugsion, however, he consented,
and szeon the name “QOscar Wilde” was ppelt
out. The traveller flew from letter to letter with
itg usual lghtning rapidity, occasionaily making
2 patise as if the comminicator was feeling for
the right word, I gathered that this was a con-
versation. The script in the afterncon seemed
more premeditated and rather of the nature of
r short essay; the ouija was a method of * talk-
ing " to Wilde. In this firgt * talic,” T interrupted
him several times. I hoped that he might give
me some definite proofs of his identity. A hint
of any intention of the kind was evidently un-
welcorne.  Various circumstances, which were
not in my nﬁndoerVs,]mre come throngh

Iy, but a defmite demaand for evi-
desics was always refosed. In this first talk Wilde
describes his condition on the " other side ™ in a
moszt depresging manner, In the antomatic writ-
ing ke had spaken of being in twilight, here he
makes it plaio that some routine work has been
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given him which borcs him infmitely. He ia
shut away from the beauty of the world and
doing what is little better than “ picking cakum
in goal” It is here for the first time he speaks
of that nakedness of mind which lays our
thoughts and feelingy bare when the * decorous
garment of a body " is cast offt. “ Ideas grow
stale,” he says, and lock like “the slightly
creased and dabbled clothes of our friends on
earth.” T have never had 2 statement of thia
kind in any message before. The average com-
municatar sometimes speaks of seeing into my
mind; that is to be expected if it is being nsed;
but no ome except Oscar Wilde has mentioned
this exposure of thought. Amongst the ques-
tions neked was, whether My Vs mind or mine
was used when the automatic writing came
through. The reply, “ through you, dear lady,
be is a * toal,’ you are the light that lets me peep
inte the world,” must pot be taken literally.
Some explanation was bound to come and this
may have been considersd Battering to me, It
is interesting that the word " toal™ should be
used of Mr V. In My Bligh Bond's first " Glas-
tombury ' Beripts two mediums were responzible,
Mi: Bligh Bond and an automatic writer, and in
thesc seripts the autoraatist is always spoken of
&9
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a5 “the instrument” In cases of double
mediumship, such 2s the Glastonbury and the
Oscar Wilde seripts, it Is so difficult to deter-
mine how the results are produced that it seems
altnost idle to attempt to solve the problem, The
facts as they stand now are—

1. Mr V and I produced the first five or six
automatic seripts. I could not get the hand-
writing without hir; he could get nothing with-
out my help.

2. I found that I could get communications
from Wilde sitting at the ouijz board alone.

3. T tested Mr V with four different persans
at my house, but out of these coly one succeeded
in getting anything through with hime

4. When my daughter touched his hand the
same writing, magnified at least twelve times,
appeared. Since then, I understand that Ms V
has found two other mediums with whom he can
work. The nature of the writings seems to vary
with each medium, So far as I know no literary
criticiam has come with anyone except myself.
On the ocrasion, when a strong circle was pres-
ent, Mr V was able io write alone. T sat beside
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him. The seript was long; not Wilde at his best,
1 thought.*

This case of Ozcar Wilde is the third instance
of successiul double mediumship which has come
to me during the twelve years T have been work-
ing at Paychical Research. The first opened up
the path to the most interesting series of experi-
ments I have ever bad.f These were sittings at
the ouija board, of which T have spoken before;
both the mediums being blindfolded; the mess-
ages belnp taken down by a shorthand writer
in absolute silence, so that the sitters had no ldea
what they bad been apelling out until their masks
were removed from thelr eyes. Mr L, my feilow-
medium, had never seen & ouija board until one
evening he came by chance to my house. He
failed to et any movement whatever with his
eyes open, but Iramediately they were closed
messages came rapidly when he and I sat with
both our fingers on the traveller. Mr L found
one other lady with whom he could work, but his
results with her were rather different from his

OTt muxt hs recopmuast thal in cases of doubbs madicmabip
tha commeeications canoel be mnhulud o :ldwv mﬁw wlone,
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results with me. In thiz manner we did a long
series of most intricate telepathic tests and had
many interesting messages, incuding a very
accurate prophecy of the course of the Palkan
war, which came (o us on the day after hos-
tilities had begun,  After these blindfold sittings
with Mr L T found one other medinm who could
work with me in the same way, Mr X had
enormous " driving " power at the ouija board,
but alone he could not spell out soe word co-
herently. When he ang I sat together we never
failed to get seript Blindfolded; without my help
ke could move the traveller about at a tremendons
rate, but there it ended. He got no cohsrent
messages when he worked alone. T gnote these
two cases of Mr L and Mr X, whe worked with
me blindfolded, to show that better results often
come through double medivmship than through
ope person. It does not follow that other sitters
cannot succeed with cither medium, it demon-
sirates rather that there is o certain psychic
harmeny n which one automatist seems to com-
plete the other. It 1s a matter which is difficult,
if not impossible, to explain.

Here I think I must impress the fact on those
who are not familiar with antomatism, that both
these ouija scripts and the automatle writng
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came from Wilde at such a headlung pace that
it 15 impossible to imagine that the mediums conld
possibly have imptovised them conscionsly, The
enly possible accusation might be that they were
composed and memorised. I can vouch for my
own being entively unpremeditated, and in double
rnediumship the fact that both operators have a
share in the work, sets that contention aside;
memarising would not serve where there was
more than one automatist. The speed of both
the puija work and the wrjting was tremendous.
The lopg script (700 words), in whick Wilde
mentions the planets, came through in an hoar
and a quarter on a sweltering day in July.

To return to my otlija scripts.  After my first
“talk * we had another sittiog for automatic
writing, and the second half of that afternoon's
work was a little essay an the novels of H. G.
Wills, Arncld Bennett and Eden Philpotts,
Wilde states In that essay that he is permitted
to gather a little of the Literature of to-day by
dipping into the minds of modern novelists. He
explaing this method rather more fully to me in
a later ovifa seript. He saya:

* It is a rather entertaihing process. I watch
for my opportunity and when the propitions
moment comes I leap into their minds and gather
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rapidly these impressions, which are largely col-
lective.” These statements were, to say the least
of it, astonishing. I felt that as the essay in
automatic writing had been so entertaining I
might test the communicator’s powers in that
directon a little further. The criticisms of
modern writers In the seript are not my conscions
criticisms, of that T can speak definitely. T can-
not answer for my sub-consciousness, but I can
hardly imagine that any part of my mind could
speak as Wilde dogs here. [ found no diffieulty
in inducing him to give his opinlon In any case
which oceurs in the seript; but twice T asked for
his ideas abaut & writer with whom he moust have
been familiar and with whom | am familiar also :
Henry James, There may bave been a complex
there; no results came on elther occasion. Iem
personally a great admirer of Henry James and
would have been interested to have * Oscar's ™
fdeas on his work,

All through we have the continual repetition
of the state of dimnesa on the other side into
which, apparently, * victims of the soclal con-
vention ” are cast. It is quite ohvlous that Wilde
has Iost neither hiz pride nor his es‘nhsm, but he

1 repeatedly of the db of his
mses "for lack of nght and uolwr " Y My
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mind is now a rusty lock inte which the key
grates with a rasp,” he says. “ It does not move
casily and lightly as it used." Later on he speaks
of “ thege glimpses of the sun keeping him from
growing too motldy here below.” It has been
ahjected by some critics that these messages have
not the edge which we find in Wilde's Enest prose.
I feel the persons who expect & style equal to his
best knaw little or nothing of the dificulties of
psychic communication. He ended his life a
wreck, saddened and disappointed, and he has
evidently found a ecertain meed of punishment
awaiting him at the other side. Ha seizes on this
chance of speaking again to the world, to which
hig love of chjective beauty still binds him fast.
Can we reasonably hope that his briliance should
be still untarnished, that the edge of his wit
should Be as keen a5 in the nineties? As [ have
said in the foreword, I assume throughout this
book that I am convinced that Oscar Wilde is
actually speaking at these sittings, The fact is,
I try to keep en entirely open mind on this peint,
but “an open mind* means that the spiritist
theotry must have a hearing, for, to my thinking,
our imaginration must be called ont in any case,
whether we accept Professor Richet's crypres-
thesia or the sub-conscious or the spiritist theory
95
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as our hypothesis. It seems that, taking inte
congideratinon the universal faith inherent in
baman beingn that we survive death,ft is equally
probable that Oscar Wilde's spirit is compyani-
cating with ug or that Mr V and I, and in some
cases 1 alome, possess cryptesthetic power, ot
possibly, that this is a ease of plagiarism, arising
from the sub-conscions, which is less likely in my
opinion.  All three explanations must be taken
into acgount, but it is simpler for me to asgume
that Osear Wilde is actually with us again when
I write of thege seripts,

1 do not consider that, even if we do acecpt the
view of some of our critics that Wilde's genius
is diminished and that the edge of his wit is less
finely ground than when he was alive, it detracts
from the engrmous importance of our having
produced something so much akin to his style
that 3t invites discussion. It must be borne in
mind that this individual style is copled with
handwriting which is remarkably like Wiide's;
that fact adds enormously to our evidenge in
favour of its being a genuine caze of continued
personality,. It demands a very wide strewch
of imagination to believe that sub-sonstious
memory from a possible glance at Wilde's writ-
ing could produce hundreds of pages of script
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which never varies in its Imitation and is written
in & handwriting which is totally unlike Mr V's
or mine. Most of those facts which were un-
known ta the mediums, but which I have verified
as being correct, came in avtomatic writing, One
important point, however, gocurs in the ouije
script which iz of great peychic interest. I quote
thres passages from the ouifa messages relating
to Wilde's state on the other side.

He rays: " My dear lady, what will it be for
you to lose your little shape, to have no shape, to
be a fluid and merely stream about in such an un-
decided way that it = like drifting before 2 heavy
tide" Again he says, speaking of his mind that
™ now without a body to act as pilot strays about
fluidly in space.”

In another passage he says :  The shadeg here
are reslly too tumultuous. They are over-
crowded. . . M

In Shetrard's * Real Oscar Wilde " {whick 1
did not read until all these scripts came through)
he mentions a sitting for automatic writing held
at André Gide's house after Oscar's death.
Ruyssemberg said: “ We would like to koow
your opinion of life beyond the grave" Wilde
angwered ; ** A chaotc confusion of fluid nebu-
losities, a cloague of souls” I think it is Inter-
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esting to find the same ides in two of the three
communications which we actually knew of from
Wilde since he passed over.

In the ouija script, T have on several accasions
tried to discover what this process of entering
Into the brain of the medium actually is. Replies
to my-questions are as vague as such replies gen-
eraily are. 'Wilde says: “ If I am to speak again
as I used, or to use the pen, T must have a clear
brain to work with. It must let my thoughts
fow through zs fine sand might if filtered
through 2 glass cylinder. It must be cJear and
there muost be materfal which I can make uze
of.” Again he says: * Even when you are tired
you are a perfect wolian lyre that can record me
as [ think” It is difficult to follow exactly what
iz meqnt here, more especially as I cannot repro-
duce Wilde's handwriting, If the actual content
of the medium’s brain is used, possibly a training
in passivity may serve, also the fact that, in my
tase, there has been a literary training also,

1 felt it rather difficult and dangerous ground
to ask about Wilde's prison experience. What
goes to prove, I think, that the oulja talks and
the antomatic writing are from the same sgurce
is that Wilde willingly spoke to e of his suffer-
ings in gaol and contivued the subject wirhout
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any suggestion on our patt on the next cccasion
when Mt V and I sat. This “ prison ™ script is
quite in harmony with what came before. It
would seem that, if there is & ruling Providence
which moulds cur destinies, Wilde's love of
objective besuty had to be starved before the
spirit could aszert itself. For, except in * De
Profundie” and "“The Ballad of Reading
Gaol,” we get beauty of & certain type from him,
but it iz beauty of the flesh not the spirit. If
we may carry speculation g little further it may
be imagineq that his prison life had purged him
only to o slight extent, Thers was a drifting
Back to evil conditions, partly, perhaps, due to the
fact that when he was free again, nothing was
left him, not even his power to éreate. In the
" Real Oscar Wilde,” Sherard says: * The terri-
ble fact is, that he wag drinking becauge he could
not work, He was secking in the palpable Hell
of being unable to produce, hecanse his brain was
exhansted, the artificial Paradise that aleohol
affords.” Possibly his social fall wag merely the
beginning of what is tontintied in the Hades
where he iz now shint away agaln from the joy
of *aeeing.” whicH was nourlshment his nature
demanded.

Deapair never really caught beld of Oscar
9%
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Wilde; e bad a bungry eagerness for what the
world contained and even in prison he used,
when in the infirmaty, to entertsin hiz fellowa
with jokes and gtories. In the ouija script he
says that when he learnt the power of indigna-
ticn be was a living man again. But his present
condition is different from his state in Reading
Gacl. He says: " It is a different darknesa from
that within my cell. For over here the soul and
spirit have reached a realisation of themselves.
Hete is no glorious bitth for soul and spirit as
that which sprang from me in Readiog Gaol”
I must make it quite clear thar until all my onija
talks had come threngh I did not dare to open
a bock about Oscar Wilde. I had forgotten
most of his work that I had read, and I had never
been sufficiently interested in him to look up any
facts about his life outside what was made publie
at the ime of his trial.  Eves now I refrain from
reading Ransome’s Life in case I should have
further sittings. As it is, I feel, having published
this Book, I have been forced to enguire too deeply
into the subject to make further script evidential.

A passage (in the ouija talks} where he spegks
of women, is, I think, in its idea at least, very
characteristic of the man. “ Woman was to me
a colour, a sound. She gave me all, she gave me
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first desire, desire gave birth to that mysterious
esgence which was within me. And from that
deeply distilled and perfumed drug my theughts
were born : and from my thoughts words sprang,
Each word I nsed became a child to me.” Thiz
worship of words is underlined in my script.
Twice Wilde speaks of “ weaving patierns
from words” in his poems, and he also
speaks of “weaving patterns from chat-
acter” in his plays. This feeling for the
sound of words must have been strong in him,
though I believe he, like many other poets, was
not musical. I have made several attempis to
get him to speak of nws=ic, with no success,
although music is my own specinl subject. 1
asked him to compare music and colour. He
Immediately replied that colour was far more
closely allied to literature than music, and,
leaving out the question of music altogether,
began discussing its relation to words.

Again and again be emphasises the import-
ance of dealing with the surface of both society
and literature and forebearing to * probe into
the intestines.” His words were in reality his
children rather then his ideas. During his
prizon life, however, ideas dominated him, per-
haps for the first time.
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CHAPTER IV
Tre Suep-Conscrous

Now that I have described the methods as to
how these communications came to us, perhaps
it s well to discuss the three explanations which
ere most likely to present themselves to my
readers.

First, and apparently simplest, is the theory
that Oecar Wilde has arvizen from the sub-
conscipus memeries of one or both of the
mediums who produced the seripe

I have already disposed of the ides that Mr ¥V
or I had been reading Wilde's books immediately
before these messages came or that he or [ were
enthusiastic admirers of his work. That is
naturally what the man in the strest szys when
he plances at these writings, It is true that if
either of the mediums had been making a special
study of Wilde's work, there would be a very
etrong case for the subconscious. Even then
there are points which would throw it off its
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balance. I shall not discuss this sub-conscious
theory except a5 a passible result of cur readings
of Wilde many years ago and a less possible
restlt of one or both of the medivms having at
some time seen a fac-simile or autograph, which
would account for the handwriting,

We are told by Freud and Jung, whose work
on this subject has met with vety peneral accept-
ance, that everything seen, known or heard of is
photographed indelibly on the mub-comscioms
mind; everything, literally, which has become a
memory is there. Therefore, if T had at some
time it my life (fow remote} picked up a book
In some shop or stall and glanced at it momen-
tarily, whatever had met my eyes would prob-
ably remain in my sub-consciousness, buried, bot
gtill alive. So that, if conditions were favour-
able, that memory might, as well as any other,
tize to the surface. Now what are the condi-
tions that zend these buried meories doating up
to the conscigus mind from the sub-conscious?
To put it very rmldly, the most favourable con-
dition is o of consclc ‘This
oceurs, of course, in sleep, In hypnosis, in trance,
In z lesser form, I believe it occurs when the
medium s writing autematically, using the cuija
board or gazing into a crystall Under these
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clrenmstances we may draw up from ihe well
of our memories anything we have seen, known,
or heard of.

I do not pt to dispute this bypethesis; it
has, like many others, been proved and accepted.
That of course doss not mean thet it will not
be disproved at some future time. There are
stumbling blacks for the unsclentific person in
accepting this theory, It seems difficult to
necount for the strange selection of fish that we
draw up in our net,

I the sub-conscious really holds all our
mematies, why iz it that what is brought to the
murface is frequently what has been of no par-
ticular moment to us? For instance, if Oscar
Wilde arises from my memories he is one among
hrndreds of Bterary persons who has interested
me, but distinctly a lesser light, not one of the
authors who has made any real impression on
my mind. Why should my sub-consclotsmess
amuse itself by plagiarising his style rather than
the style of any other writer who has errested
my attention more folly? The reply to this is
‘I because Wilde's style In casy to plagiarise” If
we accept the explanation thet Mr V and T
(either or both of us) have drawn up Oscar
Wilde ina of suspended consci
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what was the process?  First, we had both read
some of Wilde's work, poems and proge, though
not recently, Ethoes from that source might
readily rise upwards. Then it will have to be
supposed that at some unknown time one or both
of us had seen an autograph or fac-simile of
Wilde's handwriting. Further, we shall have to
imagine that gt some vague period one or both-
of us had read or heard & number of small and
intricate farts relating to Wilde's life which
remain photographed on our sub-conscious
mertories, while others more important cannot
be ifiduced to tmake their appearance. Now,
irom these rags and tatters in the sub-conscigus-
ness we must imagine we can create a style so
sitmlar to Wilde's that the chicf question for the
critics i3 whether it is Wilde at his best or
whether his “wit I3 tarpiched,”" and also
handwriting which is almost a fac-simile of
his manuseript and which continues without
8 bregk through hundreds of MS5. pages.
That point seems to me to be diffeult to
explain, These buried memories rise rather
dimly, as a rule. At times they present them-
selves as symbols of what s to be conveyed.
It reguires a wide stretch of the imagination to
believe that a glance at a letter of Wilde's at
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some ubdefined period would resnlt in this sus-
tained forgery. I fancy the most accomplished
forger would find it a tough job to carry om
through even a hundred pages—much lesa
through owr mannseript.  Of course, speaking
from my owno small experiments, I am quite
aware that the sub-conscipus mind can do what
the conscious mind is incapable of. Its clair-
voyante or " eryptesthetic " powers are entirely
different from those of the conscous mind. In
fact in my own case semi-hyprosis seems sctually
to create powers which I do not ordinarily
poseess.  Normally 1 have no clairvoyarcts gift
at all that I atn aware of, yet at the oulja board
1 develop & power of petting at facts which are
not present in my conscionsness. In my normal
state T might hold an object in my band for hours
ard get no impression of its history, but at the
ouija board I can do psychometry. These facts
are, I take it, due to a state of semi-hypnosis,
although any petsor sitting with me would prob-
ably say I was fully conscious. A wery import-
ant point in this case would be to discover where
the supgestion arose which brought about this
Osear Wilde episode. It seems apropos of
nothing. I sit at the cuija board and ask my
contral to write me & poem or 20 essay, and, at
106



The Sub-Conscious

a speed which far exceeds that of the fastest
writing, a poemt ot #ssay s written, which 5
perhaps erude but is quite beyond my powers
unless | were to =it and think. Here we have
seript after script poured out at a headlong rate
In Oscar Wilde's style; indeed, In his two styles,
for we get his over-ornate and redundant prose
ang that sharp caustic humour of his alternately,

It is said that Wilde was not quick at repartee.
Whistler's rapid shafts of wit used to annoy him
because he never could reply with equal speed.
If the cuija talks sometimes confain expressions
which seem cruder than anything Wilde might
be supposed to have used, #t should be remem-
bered that they are conversations; they certalnly
are not prepared as the amtomatic writogs
appear to be, The latter nearly always savour
of the essay.

I am quite ready to admit that the whole case
can be explained by anyone who accepts Pro-
fessor Richet's theory that, under certain eir-
cumstances a clairveyante power, above and
beyond what we possess normally, comes to us;
but I am nct inclined to think that it is due to
sub-conscicus plagiarfzm alome. It iz too
accurate, too sharply defined, What rises from
the submerged past of us Is blurred in its out-
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lines. It is aver ready to accept suggestion and
spin elaborate webs around i, but where there
is mo guggestion it js inclined to be indefinite.
From long practice ] have come to recognise Little
halts and hesitations where the sub-conscloua
alone is at work. In producing these scripts we
have sometimes had long pauses, and with the
outija board there have besn halts where the

tor was obviously hunting for &
happy expression, but in neither case has there
been the groping that comes when one feels in-
stinctively that we are dealing with the sub-
consclons mind alane.

Al that T have =aid on this subject seems 3
special pleading apainst the conclusion {which
might be arrived at rapidly by any intelligent out-
sider who reads the scripts) that both medinms,
baving a certain knowledge of Wilde's work,
were plagiarising from their submerged mem-
ories, I think the opinion of the medium is
worth something cn that point; I fes! instine-
tively that it was not the case.

X we tdke these scripts one by one and ana-
Iyse them we shall find much that speaks in
favour of end against this idea. In the first
automatic writing we had 2 dozen or more
passapes which, though not quotations, were
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parallel with pasgages in “De Profundis”
“ Dorian Gray," and * Intentions.” That fact,
of course, is an argument in favour of the mab-
conscings idea. On the nest occasion we bad &
completely uncalled for essay on the Society for
Psychical Regearch, suggested probably by the
presence of Mr Dingwall. His preacnce there
might have given the sub-conscious mind & sug-
gestion; but, if sn, how very aptly it responded !
Going back to the first seript it should be re-
membered that when I asked the address at
which Sir Willlam and Lady Wilde lved In
Duiblin, whick I knew, the reply to my question
was that it conld not be recalled; but the Tite
Street address, which I did not know, was given,
MrV or I may bave had this information at some
time, but that canmot he proved or disproved.
Later on we had various facts given to us which
we contld not have known consciously and which
go to disprove the sub-conscious hyporhesia,
Some of these related to Wilds's personality,
gmall details which could not have reached me
unless T had read a life of Wilde or met someone
who kniew him intimately. He left Ireland after
he had gradoated at Trinity College, and I never
came across any member of his family, or, 50 far
as | know, anyone who knew him personally.
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Except one, the Literary scripts all came through
the oufja board. The first, which was in auto-
matic writing, deals with H. G. Wells, Arnold
Bennett and Eden Fhilpotts. MNeither Mr V nor
I had ever read a page of Eden Philpotts’ work
angd very little of Arnold Bennett's; rather more
of Wells, It is noticeable that very little is said
of Weils, Both antomatists were more familiar
with his work than that of either of the other
novelists.  Surely more should have been photo-
graphed on our sub-conscious minds of Wells,
whose works are fairly familiar to us, than of
Bennett, who is criticised in greater detail and
of whose writing we Jmow far less. Again, in
spealing to me at the ouija board of Shaw, Gals-
worthy, Hardy, Meredith and Moore, if this is
sub-conscious criticism direct from my mind, the
submerged portion of me must bold entirely dif-
ferent opinions from my consci Joyer
T had not read, I had glanced at 2 few pages at
the beginning of his book, but felt the task be-
yond my powers and resigned myzelf to being
one of the persong who hag not sticeseded with
" Ulysses.” I admit, of course, that in some in-
direct way, I might have gathered that Fhilpotts
wrote about Dartmoor. I so, T have absolutely
nio recollection of the fact. Mr V was as much
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at sea about thiz allusion to Deveonshire as I was,
I admit alse that my sub-canscious mind may be
the direct opposite of my conscious mind. It i3
a fact whick oo one can prove or disprove. If
g0, the literary criticiern of my sub-conzciousness
in its opposition to my consciousness is singularly
aceurate, except in the case of Galsworthy,
where in a senze I agree with Wilde, Thex there
arises that interesting point, which could not
possibly have come from me, conscously or sub-
consciously. On those three or four different
occasions, always through the onija beard,
Wilde speaks of the “ fluid state of his mind at
the other side.” I have referred to this meident
in 2 previous chapter and polated out that at the
stance after Wilde's death he has described his
condition In almost the same words as in my
seript; the idea is exactly the same. How did
this idea reach et It doss not strengthen the
sub-conseious theoty.

In the last message that came through the
amtomatic writing—which consists of a series of
tattered memories—Wilde says: ™I wes M,
Sebastian Melnotze In those days.” This was
quoted to me as definite proof that the sub-
‘conscious memory had supplied the word, as
Melmoth was the name which Wilde took after
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he left prison.  On looking again at the original
automatic seript, I found that the name was firat
epelt  Mefwotte ang  afterwards Melmoth
Strangely enaugh, some weeks later T saw in The
Times a notice of & sale of Oscar Wilde's letters.
Injt was mention of several of these being signed
* Sebastizn Melmoth,” and further, there was
one in which Wilde asked that the reply should
be addressed M. Sebastian Melsoite. He says
in that letter that he will expiain the change later
on. These facts cannot have arisen from either
My V's mind or mine. Neither of us knew con-
sclonsly the name Wilde had taken and certainly
wre did not know that he had used two different
versions of that aame,

Apain, in the script in which the planets are
mentioned, some knowledge of astrenomy is dis-
played which might come from Mr V'z brain
He, being a mathematician, is natarally con-
versant with this subject. This can be used as
a prop for the sub-conscions case. It seems,
however, to be expected that the communicator
will make use of what is jn the brain of the
medium; these references to the history of
astroniomy are selected by Wilde merely to illus-
trate his own argument; possibly the literary
criticisms may have been belped by the material
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in mine, though, of course, that is less probable,
as Wilde was distinguished in literature. I
therefore ask my readers to pause and consider
a while before they decide that the seript con-
tained In this book iz merely sub-conscionm
plagiarism from the medium or medinms as the
case may be. T am quite willing to admit the
poeaibility that it may arise mainly from the sub-
cotisciousness; bat before deciding T would ask
that those who take it serionsly would weigh
what evidence there is, and would consider
whether this evidence covets all the pround. To
tny tnind the completeness of these results show
some more subtle cause. I feel that the hand-
writing is the point that almost decides me
against this hypothesis, Seceptics are often more
crednlons than petsons who allow their imagina-
tion to carry them away in a different direction,
who admit that there may be a larger reality out-
side themaelvas,

Agpropos of the unbelievers I am glad to find
in Professor Richet’s new book that he etz aside
the argument, o often repeated to me, that every
medium is a fraud; that the professional medium
hias mken pains to become so expert a conjuror
that he or she might well make an easier living
on the music hall stage; or that a private " Seot-
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land Yard™ is employed by the average clair-
voyatte in order to discover facts about every
ciient who knocks at hiz or her door. It seems,
oo the face of it, rather absurd to imagine that
the very moderate fee offered to the professional
ntedium cotld cover such heavy expenses, These,
however, are the arguments put forward by
highly intelligent and sceptical persoms deeply
interested in Paychical Research, perhaps be-
cause they suffer the pain which Professor Richet
speaks of, the pain which comes from belief being
wrung from us in what we hoped was the im-
possible. T can say with perfect sincerity that I
believe in my sub-conscious mind. No one who
has worked for so leng at experiments under
vatious degrees of hypnosis could deny the fact
for a moment. What I doubt is, that as dcfinite
an entity as the Oscar Wilde of these scripts can
be dramatized by Mr V or myself. Possthly
there is a mingled condition here.  The sub-
conseicus may =upply 3 part and under these
conditions cryptesthetic power may also come
into play. We are dealing largely with words.
" The sub-conscious™ and " cryptesthesia " ex-
press ideas that serve us for a time, and will
surely be superseded by others ag our knowledgs
Increases. We may, in fact, be coming towards
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the time when we shall 2l be forced to admit the
presence of an external influence in cases such
as thiz, We may even be reduced to the stage of
believing some of the statements of their identity
which our communicators make to us. T admit
that in many instances they lead us astray, but.
I think the best results are obtained by taking
them at their face value. That, of course, i the
medium’s point of view while experimenting.
The medium should produce as much evidence aa
possible, should ask no questions until he has
atrived at the limit of production, and then add
hiz criticism to that of the scientists. For, aa in
somie ways the actor is the hest and most intimats
eritic of drama, the medium, who has instine-
tively felt results, can explain them from a peint
of view arrived at by no ather persor. 'We, how-
ever, want many opinions on cases such as this,
I feel that, when possible, it is a duty to offer
such material to the public in arder that its value
may be thoroughly sifted.
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CHAPTER V
CRYPIESTHESIA

Ler us now copsider this case from Professot
Richet's point of view and see how far it will
iead us towards solving the problem of Qsear
‘Wilde's unexpected appearance. Let ug set aside
the suggestion that he may possibly be speaking
to us fram some unknown region, the conditions
of which we ate tunable to understand, and as-
sume that our seript has risen entirely throogh
the medium’s clairvoyante or cryptesthetic
POWErs.

To express it simply, FProfessor Richet's
theory is that science has proved, ubder condi-
tions which earmot be definitely defined, that it
is possible ta develop " cryptesthesia,” a super-
normal power by which we become aware of
facts unknown ta us in either the present, past or
Futpre. We have therefore no proof of survival
and none is possible.

Such a hypothesis can catry us over all the
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ground if we are ready to secept it In my first
chapter I have already spoken of this solution of
the difficulties that baset the student of Peychic
Science. I shall not say that I am wholly con-
vinced by it, but T am quite ready to admit that
it is entirely logical and would probably be en-
tirely satisfactoty to cettain types of mind. In
fact to these persons it will be an immense relief
tor shake off ali the difficuliies of proving survival
and rest on a basis which seems netural and con-
ceivable.

As T continued to read “ Thirty Yeare of
Psychical Research ™ I grew more and more in-
terested.  We progress from telepathy to moni-
tions and premonitions to the problem of peycho-
metry, which seems inscluble to erdinary mortals,
ta pre-vision, an even more impessible puzzle,
and we fmish with hauntings. There we call a
balt; for, so far, materialisations and * tele-
keneszis,” etc., though scientific facts, cannct be
explained; cryptesthesia does not take us guite
the whole way.

‘We must not be alarmed in discussing Pro-
fessor Richet’s theories by the fact that the strain
on our imagination will be mere severe than if
we admit the possibility of survival. Through

*The bkyitanoz of chiects withaot conmet with the medwm,
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countless ages we have been taught to look for-
ward to a life beyond the grave where reward
of putishment awaits us according to our deserts.
This belief is 50 embedded in our nature that it
requires less effort to entertain it than to accept
a series of ideas dealing purely with what is in-
tangible; which invclves faith in & power, the
poasession of which has been hitherto discredited
by many of our scientists, For crypteathesia is
practically what we used to call clairvoyance, It
iz more extended in its application; it is the
power of * secing more tlearly " than the ordin-
ary mortal, seeing fn many directions to which
the “ clairvoyante " vision was not supposed to
extend. What amazes me most in reading Pro-
feszor Richet’s book 15 that he aceepts more than
many of us, provided the case fits in with his
central idea, Tiifles, which seem hardly worth
recording, present themselves to him as fresh
evidence of his hypothesis, We recognise that
with Professor Richet cryptesthesia fills all the
eracks; we must preserve a critical attitude and
ot perimit oursclves to be carried away too far
by his enthusiasm.

Let us now analyse the case of Oscar Wilde
from Professor Richet's polnt of view.

In speaking of Mrs Piper's phenomena, Richet
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says: “ When these entities manifest, they make
mistakes, trifle so childishly, forget so much and
show such reticences that it 15 impossible to be-
lieve that the spirit of a deceased persom has
returned.” That is 3 very sweeping statement,
Even 1, with a very limited experience, and that
without the help of any professional france
medium, deny that communiration purporting fo
be from the degd is, as a rule, childizh and futile;
I agree that my communicators seen to have for-
gotten most facts connected with their earth life,
and, more strangely still, they sometimes seem to
have forgotten their own names and the names
of their friends, but I do not often gpet what
could be called “ childish ** messages from them.
In another passage Professor Richet says: “ The
poor spiritist personelity s not in any way in-
eoberent, it is simply low grade, and very low
grade, being with few exceptions much below
average intelligence™ I have usually fve to
seven sittings In the week gt the ouija heard and
my tesults very considerably. I find, if inteli-
gent questions are asked, intelligent answers ate
given. In fact I should say that, far from being
low grade, the spirit personality [ come across is
extremely interesting so long as it ia apeaking of
conditions on the other zide; the difficulty az a
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rule Is that its memory of earth life io dim, it
forgets mames and details, which may be ac-
counted far by its distance from the earth atmos-
phere. 'We, howsver, look naturally for clear
and distinct proofs of an earth existence, and if
what we get deals chiefly with the futurs state
we attribute the communication to the mb-

i of the medi and possibly we

are right.

We must, however, for the moment, adopt
Professor Richets explanation of the appear-
ance of Oscar Wilde, We must assume that
when we had that first sitting for autematic
writing, at which he professed to speak, Mr V
and T brought our cryptesthetic powers Intn play,
we impersonated Qscar Wilde aod, playing up to
the impersonation, theough our sub-conacious
tninds, we made use of the submerged memotias
of Wilde's works and perzonality, which we pos-
seszed from reading his books. A very remark-
able feat at a first sitting for zutomatic writing.
The Imitation of styls, Professor Richet would
say, i3 " paredy, not authorship. It i clever
literary work, but it does not come from a Re-
yond. The human intellience that composes
this prose is in 0o way beyond human powers.”
I believe that there have been a good many cases
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in which distinguished persons have purported
to speak from * Beyand,” Most of these have,
i reality, been perodies, The style is a dim ra-
flection of that of the author who is supposed
to be writing; I have not persomally come across
a case where a clever imitation of style was com-
baned with a clever imitation of handwriting.

‘What is Professor Richet's explanation of the
handwriting? * The similitude of handwriting
need mot trouble us,” he says, ¥ for there is
nothing to show that eryptesthesia may oot ex-
tend even to that. Helen Smith sees before her
the signature of Burmier by her cryptesthesia,
and then ghe imagines herself to be Burnier in
virtue of the natural tendency of medinme to
impersonate.” My only cbjection to this last
contention ig that, even if Helen Smith sees
Burnier's signature throngh her cryptesthesia {a
signature that includes coly a few of the Jetters
of the alphabet), will it leave a sufficiently en-
during impression to carry her throngh hundreds
of pages of M35, withoni any alteration in the
handwriting? Perhaps; but we must admit that
a great stretch of imagination is required to
suppose so; and that at least the Oscar Wilde
seript is @ remarkable case,

I have said that I did not think the explana-
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tion of sub-congcious plagiarism covered the
ground. [ feel sure, however, that cryptesthesiz
eovers it completely if we accept this hypothesis,
because, onge awakened, that power can develop
coguition of facts unknown to the sitters.
Therefore, Profcssor Richet contends it is jm-
possible to prove survival. He also contends that
the existence of cryptesthesiz is a fact, which is
demonstrated by hundreds of Instances which
he quotes. I agree with Professor Richet that,
in a sense, it 45 impossible to prove survival,
Proofs on 2 subject so tnuch cutside human ex-
perience are, at best, otily partially comancing;
but in defining * metapsychical facts,” he says,
“they seem due to unknown but intelligent
forees, including among these unknown intelli-
gences the astunishing phenomena of our sub-
consciousoess ", and he defines cryptesthesia
further on s “a sensibility ™ whose nature
eseapes us. I 8o, if we are dealing with “un-
known ™ intelligences, we are not in a position
to assert that Oscar Wilde is or is not an ex-
tension of cur own farculties. This © unknown
intelligence * may surely be the discarnate mind
of Cscar Wilde himself. Professor Richet says,
speaking of “ Raymond,” “Cryptesthesa is
ghuays partial, defective, symbolical and se
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mixed with errors and puerilities that it is diffi-
cult to beleve that the consciousness of a
deeeased person can be limited to such a degree
Does that eriticizm apply to the series of scripts
now before us? Symbolizm is, I think, roled cut
in thiz case, and, even if the facts in the scripts
wiich were unknown to us are few, they are not
“ errors * or “ pueriliies” Therefore, accepting
Professor Richet's own statements, this is not a
typical caze of cryptesthesia.

Taking the scripts one by one, we must sup-
pose that the first was largely due to the sub-
conscious. The two mediums had a certain
content of Wildes writing in their minds, and
from those memories they built up sn essay
which had many scntences in it containing fdeas
from Wilde's published works, sometimes cven
the words being almost identical with phrascs
from “De Profundis™ * Dorian Gray,” eto.
‘The handwriting must have been due to the fact
that Mr V or T had glanced at an autegraph or
fac-simile of Wilde's handwriting at some time,
now forgotten. In the state of * semi-somnam-
bulism” induced by automatism, the eryptes-
thetic powers of onie or both mediums was
aroused, hence the address in Tite Streat, un-
fmown to gither of us, It seems strange, under
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these cireumstances, that the address in Dublin
was not given. Mr V knew neither it nor
“ Speranza,” Lady Wilde’s nom de plume, 1
knew both. At the second =itting, at which Mr
Dingwall was present, ks gave the suggestion to
the sub-conscions minds of the medivms, and the
eszay on the Scclety for Psythical Research was
the result. Cryptesthesia was not evident here
except in supplying the name of Mrs Chan Toon,
who was unknown to either medium,

The second essay on that afternoon, in which
Wells, Bennett and Philpotts are spoket of, was,
of cotitse, due to the sub-conscions minds of both
sitters, except in the case of Philpotts, where
cryptesthesia may have secounted for the allu-
slon to Dartmenr. Of eourse some casual glance
at a volume in a book shop or 2 review of one of
Philpotts' novels may have dropped that memory
into the sub-conscious mind of either or both
medinms,

Then comes that question of Wilde's refer-
ences to his fluid state of mind and * cloaque of
souls " of the seance at André Gide's, which finds
an «cho in the ouifa script, * The zhades are
reglly too trmultuous, They are overcrowded
and we gat confused by seeing into each other's
thoughts.” I must have, through my cryptes-
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thesiz, got ot the fact that Wilde had professed
to speak throngh automatic writing before and
have gatheted the ideas that were communicated
on that occasion.

Agaln, in the oumija seript, dealing with his
prizon life, T seam to follow the actoal state of
Wilde's mind, so far as we can judge from what
Skerard, who frequently vigited him in gaol, has
told us. First, despair seems to have sefzed him;
te, however, rose from this, and, pressing from
fory and despair to resignation, made use of the
resources of the prison, and before he left,
through his good conduet, his life became more
tolerable, and he was permitted to have abundant
books and periedicals to read., This particular
seript, I have no doubt, would be relegated by
Professor Richet as an entirely sub-consclous
producton.

Now, teking the lapt section, which came
through in automatic writing, partly through Mr
¥V and myself, and partly through him with my
daughter’s hand resting oo hiz, we find a sumber
of ragged bits of memory giving us sotme inter-
esting points which I have been able to verify
and some which ere of such a trivial nature that
it would be impossible to get evidence for thelr
truth or the reverze. I cannot, so far, verify that
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a story was spread by Wilde about Pater's wish-
ing te kiss his hand, | have verzfied the fact, un-
known to me when the writing came through,
that Pater was a very silent person in company.
‘The next memory, recalling a little farm at Glen-
cree, was interesting.  Wilde makes two shots at
the name: * McCree—Cree—mno, that's oot the
name—Glencree.” Ikoew; MrV could not have
knowr, 85 he has never been in Ireland, that, high
up in the mountains twelve miles from Dublin,
there is a lonely valley called Gleneree. Wilde
speaks of staying there with # Willie and Iso®
Of course, I knew Willie must be hiz brother,
but T had newer heard he had a sister. I find
now that Oscar was very much attached to his
only sister, * Isola,” who died when she was eight
years old.

He speaks of an old priest, * Father Prid*—
Pridean,” who gave them lessons thers, I wraote
to Glencree reformatory school and, through the
courtesy of Father Foley, ascertained that sixty
years ago Father Prideay Foxr was mangger of
that schoal, at Glencres,

‘We then come to the passage whers the village

* This mfoomation I now find 1 could have obtaned had 1
seen Domakor'y M (Baston, Masa, U5 A far Apn] 1905
Fatber Lawresce rles Prideau For siatas i an achiele be

contributed to that mageeme thet be kpew Ledy Wilde aod
baphieed Oscar
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of Berhaval is mentioned. At that time my
daughter had her hand on Mr V7s; she knew
nothing whatever about Wilde's life, neither did
Mr V nor I know that Wilde stayed at Bernaya]
when he left prisan. Then comes the paint about
the name Melmoth or Melnotie, to which I re-
ferred previcusly, The little story about Whistler
iz so trifling that I hardly hope to confirm it.
Here therefore, in this one smail section, we
have evidence in several instances of the cryptes-
thetic power of the mediutos.

In another short script, speaking of work,
Wilde says: “I ance trundled the barrow for
poear old Jobn Buskin” This referred to his
Oxford days when Ruskin used to irvite his stu-
denta to work in the garden. When the writing
came through the fact was unknown to us.

It his final chapter Professor Ruchet says:
" Every pl of cryptesthesia must be
preceded by an exterior energy that has started
it; some nnknown vibration, that has set in
mution the latent energies of our human mind,
unaware of its powers.” Therefore even mental
mediumship must be in a sense ohjective, if we
allow that it is due onginally to an " exterior
energy.”  Strange that any energy or vibration
shonld start two wninteresied persons, guite un-
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premeditatively, on these long plagiarisms of
Oscar Wilde, unless that vibration comes from
samething that was once the Oscar Wilde we
knew. In another passage Professor Richet
says: “In certain cases, rate indeed, but whose
siguificance I do not disguise, there are, appar-
ently at least, intelligent and reasoned intentions,
forces and wiills in the phenormena produced.” I
cannot help feeling that Richet haz almost ad-
mitted that an externs] influence is respansible
in gnme cases at least. He mentiong that Geley,
who no doubt would prefer to attribute all
phenomena to the sub-conscious, states that “ the
high and plex pk of fiumship
seem to show external direciion and intemtion
that cannot be referred to the medinm or the
experimenters,”

I have tried, as far a3 is in my power, to put
the case faitly to oy readers. I feel, personally,
that it may well be attributed to cryptesthesia in

tion with the sub i The original
suggestion puzrles me, however, [ fail to see
what started us so unexpectedly on this line, if
we leave out the spitit Liypothesis, In judging
these sciipts, the greatest weight should be given
to the theories of Professor Richet, who is un-
doubtediy one of the most importent living
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thinkers on this smbject. He is so frank and
definite in his staternents that we know exactly
where we are with him. He has admitted far
more than I should have dared to expect, and
he bas placed at our disposal a very logical ex-
planation of the most dificult points in Psychical
Research. He bas found an argument to clear
up the mystery of psychometty, that power by
which throngh unknown means the history of
an inanimate object may be gathered by certain
persons. I indine to dizagree with him that
the presence of an shject is not a neceasity, and
I =peak from extended experience. My point is
that the auggestion should be there to awake this
super-normal power. Again, Richet recognises
it 43 a demonstrated fact that ooder similar con-
ditions we can see future events, * There are
premenitions,” he says, He explains thiz as
cognition of future svents through cryptesthesia;
bow these soppeations reach the clairvoyante he
cannot conjecture. 'With respect and gratitude
to Professor Richet, T feel that his theory is too
incomplete to warrent our accepting it in its
entirety yet awhile, Myrers, who admitted the
survivel of personality ss an explanation of our
messages and visions, asked less of cur imagina-
ticn than Richet doea, Although we know how
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important 35 the part which the sub-comscious
plays in our work, we naturally look for some
raison d'¢tre for visitations lke thiz of Osear
‘Wilde. If Professor Richet could explain why
and from where the original suggestion came, we
should listen to the rest of his argument with
more conviction. In reading his concluding
chiapter, I felt that on one very important point
he and I take different roads. e speaks most
reasonzbly when he says: “ Why should there
not he intelligent and puissant beings distinct
frotn those perceptible by cur senses? By what
right shonld we dare to affirm, on the basis of
our limited senses, our defective intellect and nur
seientific past, a3 wet hardly three centuries old,
that In the vast Cosmos tmat is the sole intellipent
being and that all mental reality always depends
upon merve cells irrigated with oxygemated
Blood?” . . . He speaks again of * mysterious
beings, angels, or demons, existences devoid of
form, or spirlts whith now and then seek to
intervene in our lives, who can by mmeans entirely
unknown mould matter at will , . . and who,
to make themselves known (which they could not
otherwise do) zssume the bodily and peycho-
loglcal azpect of venished personalities—all this
iz a simple manner of expressing and under-
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standing the greater part of metapsychic
phencmena.”

Now here Professor Richet and I part comm-
pany. I am as ready as be is to believe in the
existence of angels and demons and mysterious
beings, but that it should be suppesed more con-
ceivable that a case such as the one we are deal-
ing with is an impersonation by an angel or
demon, rather than & communication from the
discarnate smind of Oscar Wilde, is quite un-
reasonable to my thinking and simply complicates
our difficulties. I am ready to admit that in the
early stages of the development of mediumship,
impersonations are common, These, however,
can be easily recopnised by any expericnced
sitter, and seem to e, if I may speculate, to be
of the poltergeist order. The messages are vague
and foolish and lead nowhere. The case we are
considening is of a differsent nature.

1 telieve therefore that, if we are ready to
accept Professor Richet's theory in its entirety,
we may regard the Oscar Wilde script as 2 very
notable case of cryptesthesia aroused in both the
mediums.
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THE $P1RITIST EXPLANATION

Ir may be well now, as we have discussed two
possible explanations of Oscar Wilde's appear-
gtee, fo consider a third, It may be Wilde him-
=elf who is epeakiog to us agein, It is the
obvious and simple explanation, but many of us
set it aside; perhaps because, in accepting it, our
imagination is not sufficiently excited. Why are
our gcientists so slow to admit the possibility
that we survive death? Professor Richet's
theory of cryptesthesia ig difficult, I donot agree
with him that it is proved =g yet; it does not
cover Bli the phenomena which he admiis are
gemiine, In arriving at this stage he has sufi-
fered getual “ pain " as each fresh proof forced
itself on him; and yet he states that he considers
belief in sutvival superfluous when appiied to the
hundreds of cases he quotes. I can follow his
argument, and I believe he will go further, In
my long course of slow, humble experiments I
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have experienced no “pain” in advancing to-
wards faith in survival I hgwe found very great
difficwity in believing that, throogh my pencil or
the puija board, I am actually in communication
with the dead. It has taken me twelve yrare to
arrive at a stage when, reviewing my own work,
I can gee that it is of some real value, Until a
mass of evidence has been piled up, there is little
or nc uee in applying criticlom to ety paychic
subject. A few cases teach us nothing and prove
ay little,

Those who believe in annihilation are among
the credulous; they have fized & dogma for them-
selves on very slight grounds, so far as we can
see, and every day, I think, will lessen their mim-
bers. I was never one of them, so naturally I
fail to understand their attitude. Meither can I
anderstand the attitnde of those who accept all
the vapid messages we get from what they eall
" the other side.” Professor Richet says that we
tannot prove survival, and I thiok be is right.
What we cap do is to review our evidence fairly
and without prejudice; thus each of us can come
to ki awn Jusi This Is d ding e
great deal, for prejudices are deeply ruoted com-
plexes in the sub-consciousness, which have such
a firm hold that we caonot consciously shake
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them off. Granting that we have & tass of
evidence before us, how should we deal with it?
The only really satisfactory method is to make
our own results; in other words, {o arrive at
them through our own experiments, We cannot
all do this; many of us must take the word of
those who have had the power to act 25 medinms,
even in & small way, and who have devoted a
great deal of time for a number of years in order
to evolve some theory on the subject.

Proof of survival vatles with the minds of
individuals. I meet a great many people who are
most anxious to get in touch with the dead; the
proofs they desire might be placed roughly nto
two classes, They demand either messages of
an emuumml nature, of a tiumber of small and

portant details ct 1 with the supposed
comrsunicator’s earth life. Few are interested
in allowing an entive parsonality to reconstruct
itself slowly through the medium,  Of course the
ideal should be to combine an accurate memory
of the earth life with the mentality that we were
faimiliar with and through a number of sittings
to heap up evidence that the personality survivea.
These ideal proofs, however, are very rare; we
generally get a few small details of the earth life
or 2 number of rather vapid messages of a con-
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soling order from our mediums, Now, if I may
expreaz an opinion on such an eotirely meta-
physical point as to the value of these messages,
T should sey that the reeollection of small details
of the existence on earth constitutes, by itself, but
a very imperfect proof of contimued personality.
Still less does evidence such as The Timas
# tests,” which, though of enormous value as
proving Professor Richet's theory of cryptes-
thesia and of very preat interest, geem to me to
be iundicrous as evidence of an after life. In
Professor Richet's words, T feel that spirit inter-
vention I3 superfluotis here, unless it is aseribad
to the mystericus entity which we call the * spirit
guide” If I were at the telephome, anximusly
trying to prove my identity to some near friend
or relative, I wontld scarcely be inelined to tell
him that the shop window round the cornet was
broken or that in The Témes of to-merrow morn-
ing he would see on the third column, near the
bottom of the page, the name of some place
where hie and I had stayed, ot of some person we
had met, It seems to me, looking at it from the
rational peint of view, that this wetld be outside
probability, Neither do I take it as a proof of
survival that the dead are supposed to be occu-
pled in superintending the business affairs of the
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living. It is inconceivable that & discarnate mind
tan trouble itself abont the investment of money,
the terms of a lease, the taking of a house, stc.
Indeed, accuracy in giving names of people and
places is no proof either. These can all come
through super-normal cogeition of the medium
or through the “ guide.,” Yet these are the re-
sults which convince many persons. To me, even
the emotional or sentimental message, if char-
acteristic, 18 worth more than this. All these
cases fo which I fiave allnded are of more veloe
to the student of psychology than any evidence
of the after life which we can offer him, 2nd he
will do well to devote time and trouble to the
study of guch surprising phenomena; but, to my
thinking, he need not connect this type of evi-
dence with the disearnate spirit of any dead
person.

If I were asked, then, to state what I consider
proof of an after life, I should reply reconstrae-
thott of personality. If we ever really attain to
this it cannot be ascribed to cryptesthesia from
the mediuvm, If, in twelve sittinge with X,
em satishied that T have been in touch with my
father’s personzlity, if his train of thought and
ideaz have been reconstructed and the style of his
converzation preserved, T have g more definite
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pracf that his mind is stil alive than if he told
me I ocughi to invest £100, whick I happen to
bave st hand, in war bonds, or that I should see
a septence in a certain position, oo a certain date
it The Times, in which the word Cork would
occrr, which is the name of the town in which be
was borm, The reconstruction of personality
coming through a medium, who had not known
my father, would require powers quite beyond
the spope of Professor Richet's crypresthesia. It
would require sustained powers, lasting through
many sittings, # the subtleties of the huwmasn
ntind were revezled. The proof we demand is
that mund survives: small details could at best be
merely an indication that somehow a memory
remained, If, Bowever, we believe that ingni-
mate objects retain memories, which I consider
an indisputable fact, as I have prowved it through
dozens of experiments, then it seems poasible
that any person who retains memories may con-
vey them to the medium telepathically, or that
cryptesthesia may be arcused. Trifling details
do not necessarily indicate that a discarmate
personality is there,

Sir Hugh Lane spoke to Mr Lennox Robinson
and me on the evening on which the news of the
Iuss of the Lusitania reached Dublin, and before

137



Psychic Messages From Oscar Wilde

either of us kmew he was on board the wrecked
wessel.  That message was, in a sense, very con-
vincing, although some of the details given were
incorrect. I confees it did not convince me. A
guod deal of what came through was personal
and conld have been constructed by our sub-
conscious minds. The subsequent sittings, how-
ever, shook ty faith in the worthlessness of this
first message. At every sitting for months after-
wards, Sir Hugh came pressing through impetu-
ously with messages about the return of his pic-
tures (oow In the London National Gallery) to
Dublin, Apain, I could have constricted the
matter, bt the of the ication
and the character were so definitely Sir Hugh's
that I have now no doubt that he survives, some-
where, somehow |

I have tried o explain what I consider the
only logical method of criticising evidence of
human sutvival, and if we analyse the cases
which have been made public we shall find that
very few of them are reconstructions of person-
ality, and of course much of the evidence is of
such a private and personal nature that the pub-
lic is nnable to follow {t. Some communications
from celebrated persons have 2 tnge of what we
might expect, but I have not come across aoy-
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thing really valuable in this line. And yet it
should be very much easier to reconstruct a pub-
lic character if the sub-conscious mind is capable
of reproducing personality. In  Professor
Richet's hook he quotes several extracts from
commumnications of supposed celebrities, and in
reading themt I felt he was justified in attribut-
ing them to the sub-conscious mind. They
seemed bardly more than conscious plagiarism.

‘The case of Oscar Wilde differs, I think, from
those quoted by Professor Richet.  Our seript is
long and continuous; the same perzonality is
there from heginning to end ; a personality which
is unmistakable, with which we are familiar to
an utusual extent because of the strange wcissi-
tudes of hiz career. We have three separate
proofs in this script of the identity of our com-
municator. First, similar handwriting; secondly,
his style, or rather hi= two styles, and thirdly, his
ideas; his mind, in other words.

If we had this handwriting alone, it would be
very curious and interesting, because here many
of the characteristies of Oscar Wilde's writing
are to be found, and his was no ordinary hand
which could easily be Imitated. Tt has all the flow
and irregulerity characteristic of the artist. Of
tourse if this had been our only proof it should
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of necessity be attributed to sub-comscions
memory. Even if a vague resemblance of style
were added, we should still reject i az 2 proof
of gnrvival, What we demand is that, added to
this handwriting, there should be the style of
Wilde's writings, and, above all, the mind hehind
it. Now, if we analyse these scripts I think we
shall find that we have cne of the rare cases
where evidence can be said to be complete. Let
us imagine that in the Tnseen, Oscar Wilde is
toaking an attempt to convinee us that he is stifl
alive. He seizes the pencil from another writer
at the mention of the word Lily and proceeds to
give us & proof of his existence by an es=ay, in
which he comtinually inserts passages which
might remind us of his work. He is naturally
rather atmoyed with e when I interrupt him and
ask questions; he is only experimenting with his
mediums and finds them clumsy tools at first. Fe
1z not thinking of repreducing his style at fts
best, he is anxious to fores his identity on us=.
At the second sitting, he has realized how diffi-
cult i i3 to convince those who are atill alive; he
therefore finds in the Society for Paychical
Research, that society of ' magnificent doubters,”
a fine opportunity. He ls in the same position
over there as we are here; why should he not
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fourd a * Soclety of Superannuated Shades * for
the investigation of the living. Who but Oscar
Wilde cotlld have written this little message; he
cannot be said to have lost his sense of bumour in
the twilight, In the literary talks, again we have
al! the characteristics of Wilde's mind. His play
of words on the ideas of others is 2 game which
he finds irresistible. He shoots out his remarks
without any feeling of veneration for his literary
brethren; these impish phrases trip off his tongue,
grezing the sutface of things; even here Le ia
not occupied so mmch with the writers he s criti-
cising as with bis power to dock them off with
a few well-selected words.

The spiritlst should be interested by some
idess in the oulja script of the life beyond, which
are, ] think, unusual, T bave ot come across
thena myself before. The nakedness of mind, of
which I have previously spoken, is new to me,
also the Auld mentsl conditons, which Wilde
does not explain, are unlike what we mest with in
the usual automatic message. On what plane or
sphere are we cast into twilight, shut away from
fight and beauty and given dull and manctonous
tasks to perform? We may well 2sk why this
further punishment has been Inflicted on a soul
who has suffered so desply in his earth life. We
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can only speculate.  Perbaps through bis too
highly developed senses, Wilde failed to reach
his spiritual part except during those dreadful
vears in pricon when he realised for the first
time what the beauty of sorrow meant. His
spitit may have found expression for the first
time within the walls of his cell; it may have
awed its birth to misfortune. Two years are a
short time out of prisen, a long time there, The
spirit of Oscar Wilde left Reading Gaol an in-
fant; an infant proud and glad of itg birth, if we
are to take " D Profundis ' as a siocere ex-
pression of Wilde's feclings. It left its sterile
nursery to face a bitter wind of scorn and dis-
appointment and to realise the supreme misery
of mental impotence. Poverty of mind, added to
poverty of the material things that had made life
a too heavily scented garden, drove poor Wilde
towards @ new weakness, the drowning of mantal
sterility with the an®sthetic of drink. He felt
instinctively that he had come to the end of every-
thing; his wife and childrez, eocial position,
property, good name and most of his friends
were gane, When the door of his prison opened
for him at last, he lenked forward to shelter from
the few faithful friends whe had still the cour-
age to be seen in his company; and he believed
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that a fresh spring of lterary work, growing out
of the birth of the gpirit, which bad come to him
through his fall, was to be his. He found the
bread he had to earn, * salt** indeed; the earming
of it more irksome when he disgovered that an
intellectnal winter was vpon him, The infant
spirit shivered and sank away onice more.

We, who are human, can hardly blame poor
‘Wilde because weakness overtock him a second
time; the moral sirength was oot there, that was
all. We make our own fate perbaps, or perhaps
it is shaped for us through our degree of spiritual
development. If Wilde had arrived at a surer
realisation of his spirit, a glimpse of which he
caught in Reading Gacl, he might bhave passed
into a more serene light than most of us, when
ke put off the garment of his body. As it is he
Las been cast again into twilight and it is infi-
nitely pathetic to find that he sl cries for
abjective beauty,

He speaks of the wonderful revelation that
came to him in prison; there he was able to throw
off his body and set his mind free, now there ia
no body to escape from; he i3 fluid mind and
tothing more, He knows his term of dimness
will be long, but he will rise agzin as the “ wheel ”
tevolyves; that certainty is given him that he may
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endure, In his earth life he experienced more
good and evil than the average human being;
more evil than good, unfortunately,. Now he
st complete that experisnce and pierce to the
innertnost retreats of good and evil. The dim-
negs in which he withers is not the dimness of his
cell, for now be has the power of " knowledge
such 2s all the justice that has tortured the poot
world since it was born cannot attain

If we are to believe in the sincerity of the
Wilde of “ De Profundis," we may recall what
be says of humility, * Humility in the artist i
the frank acceptance of all experiences, just as
love it the actist is simply the sense of beauty
that reveals to the world its body and soul” I
fear the Wilde of these scripts has scarcely
attained t humility in the sense he uses the word
bere. Al through, even in speaking his spiritual
reveiations in prison, there is o loud note of
egoism and hauteur. He has not  frankly
acgepted experienves,” they have been forced
upon him; he has revolted against them and still
is revolting. He is not meekly accepting hia
place of dimness. “ Pity Oscar Wilde,” he says,
*“ gne who in the world was a king of iife. Bound
to Ixion's wheel of thought I must complete far
ever the circle of my experience.” He uzes the
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same simile when in, ™ De Profundis,” he speaks
of zorrow : " Before sorrow had mads my days
her own and bound me to her wheel, etc”
" Justice,” he says, © is the completion of experi-
ence, nothing more™ Human justice, according
to Wilde, I3 merely the storing up of remorse
which iz anguigh mote acute than human belngs
can attain to. To torture your fellows as a bene-
diction sectires you thi=s remorse at the other
side.

We cannot hope that the author of “ De Pro-
futndip " has remained even on the shoulder of
the meuntain to which he had climbed towards
the end of hiz time iz gaol, It i= twenty-three
years since he died in gordid poverty and de-
graded by drink, and he still bemoans his con-
dition. He knows his term will be long; perhaps
he has not realisted humility ot love as he has
explained them in his moment of vision

Through this chapter I have spoken as if T
were entirely convineed of human survival 1
can say sincerely that oo case [ have come across
hax dona so much for my belief in the spiritist
theary, as this of Oscar Wilde. Hitherto [ have
felt, and indeed I still feel, that the work of Mr
Bligh Pond at Glastonbury is the most interest-
ing page in the book of Puychical Research. 'We
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cannot, however, toke the Glastonbury scripts as
a proof of human survival. We might deseribe
them better as the most overwhelming cases of
cryptesthesia in exigtence and further, eryptes-
thesia in four different persons, wholly uncon-
nected with each other, concerning the same
subject. It certainly proves the survivel of
memories, but it can scarcely be described as
proving the survival of personality,

This case appezls to me because of it com-
pleteness, My critics will no doubt attack it from
the literary standpoint 2nd prove agein that the
deed Wilde is vastly inferior to the living Wilde.
These literary critics will oot take our difficulties
into consideration; they will prohably be preju-
diced in spite of themselves against the improb-
ability of my tale. The spiritualists and students

- of metapsychics will merely differ in their ex-
planations of resultz. The script should appeal to
all who take any interest in psychic phenomena.

If Oscar Wilde from the twilight realises that
he is the subject of discussion once more It must
afford him some amusement that he, who is now
a fluid mind, cao still make his bow to the public.
He will no doubt find entertainment if he can
* leap into the minds® of my critics; and, if [
give him a sitting at the ouija board, I am sure
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he will be ready to answer them. For I am
almast tempted to befieve that the soal and mind
of Oscar Wilde still live and will continue to
develop, until, having pleresd to the innermost
retreats of good and evil, he rises again to
egstazy.
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Te t=E Pupric

It iz fime that I drop the role of lecturer on
peychic phenomenz and put myself into the posi-
tion of those to whom the terma automatic writ-
ing, ouija board, sub-conscious and cryptesthesia
mean little or nothing, but in whom the fact that
we seemt to be talking again to 50 prominent &
figure as Oscar Wilde is an adventure which
arguges surprise and interest. ‘'When portions of
these scripts appeared in the Dadly News, the
Ocewlt Review, ete, [ was infinitely amused at
the diversity of criticism which they brought
forth. Qur frst critic, Mr John Drinkwater,
who “was interviewed " by the Heekly De-
spatch, frankly confessed that he was entirely
otit of touch with the psychic side of the matter,
but from the literary standpoint he did not con-
sider the style convincing. THe cited vations ex-
pressions which were © not Liee * Wilds, notably
the cruel manmer in which he describes the
modern woman as “a wart on the nose of an
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To the Public
inebriate ¥ and dismizses the wiitings of the
Sitwells by stating that he does oot spend his
“ precicus hours in catching tadpoles.” These
expressions, Mr Drinkwater says, are “crude.”
He cites Wildes hotror of anything nnpleasant;
the horror with which he was ingpired by seeing
a man with toothache for instance. He suggests
that the real Oscar would be incapable of speak-
ing of amything as painful as a wart. I admit
that this case i3 so surprising that if one is
suddenly “interviewed” it is probably very
difficult to criticise the writings of a discarpate
spirit who is speaking from the " twilight” My
reply is that Wiilde's feeling for what is ugly and
painful altered after hiz prison experience. He
probably had not prepared these discourses, and,
even in his best period, it is possible that & erude
expreasion tnay have escaped him how and then,
egpecially in conversation. For instance, being
tapped on the shoulder by zo nequeintance, with
the remark, “ Wilde, you are getting fatter and
fatter,” his retort was: “ Yes, and you are get-
ting reder and ruder” Wauld Mr Drinkwater
consider that & very subtle reply? Other critics
have expressed the opinion that Wilde “ has not
improved in the process of dying,” as he says of
hia mother, Lady Wilde, His wit is * tarnished ™
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since be " passed over.” Do we then expect our
shades to “ stoarten up* in the Beyond? The
pathetic part of it is that poot Oscar agress with
these critics ; he moans over his mouldy state and
cites Hamlet's remarks to his father, when he
calls him " old mele,” 83 2 case in which the
Society for Pgychical Research should take an
interest. In coe rather long article we are
accnsed of raising a * dreary ** shade. Now why
are we expected to provide a jovial ghost, when
we consider poor Oscar Wiilde's career? It is
sugpested that we should let the deedq rest, that
having been exhutned was bad encugh for the
poor peet and that 1 add insult to injury by haul-
ing him back from Hades. The fact, however,
iz that poor Oscer forced his compapy oo Mr 'V
and rayself. He seized the pencil from another
communizater and has held on Srmly to it ever
since. He bas insisted on speaking to the world
aguin, It seems to afford him a little relaoaation:
why should T refuse it? If it relieves him to et
dy hig bitter shafts of wit onge more, I feel, in
mere conrtesy, 1 must permit him to relieve his
mind.

That first little essay, written probzbly to
convince his medinms, is almest the only
case in which Wilde has Indulped in what are
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practically quotations from his works. If he has
failed to select his words as happily as he used,
we must allow for distinely trying cireum-
stances, He pushes in on our sitting, I am taken
by surprise and I continually interrupt hiz Row
of language with annoying questions, He even
complains of finding unsvitable words in his
medium’s mind; the only simile he can seize on to
describe the moon is a “ great golden cheese”
He can't bear this and writes, * stop, stop, stop,
stop, you write like a ancressful grocer, etc,”

The next time we sat Wilde was deterinined to
let By at something. He dropped his pathetic
tone and tsed the Society for Psychical Research
as a means of expressing his indignation at my
having guesticned his identity. Really this script
cannot be described as the work of & dreary
ghost. Are there many persons in the literary
world to-day who could improve on the discar-
nate Wilde’s wit when he speaks of the “ Society
of Superannuated Shades'7

Then, quite uninvited, he beging to criticise
modern authers. He prefaces his first criticism
by another appeal to our pity. There iz real
pathos in his description of the chances that
oifered themselves to him from time to time to
see the world again. It is a fantastic idea and
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quite characteriste of its supposed author, I
think. He sayz: *In this way I have dipped
into the works of some of your modern novel-
ists." These criticisms are all written, it must be
remembered, from the standpoint of thirty-five
years ago, for, though Wilde may have tasted
madern literature, he can hardly be expected to
have moved with the times. This “ age of rasp™
is a positive pain to the Apostle of Beauty, he is
glad to have escaped it. " In your time the main
endeavour of the so-called artist is te torture the
senses. . . . Pain is the only quality which is
assentizl to any ltetary work of the present
day® . ., It is from that angle he speaka of
Wells, Benmett, Philpotts, and Joyee His ather
eriticisms are levelled at Shaw, Hardy, Meredith,
George Moore and Galaworthy., The latter 13
the only author who escapes Lghtly. All the
others, even those who were practically his con-
temporaries, come in for a share of pepper from
Wilde's caustic tongue. The note of a eoloszal
egotism iz prominent in all these scripts, it never
varies, When he speaks of his prison life It Is
positively shameless: “1 was 2 fallen God, 2
fallen King,” #tc. He views hizs brothers m
literature with & certain jealousy, I fear, His fall
and the bitter and cruel misery of his last years
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appear to have gent him on to further miseties.
His literary career stopped dead three years be-
fore he died himself; it was shart, and fame has
come to him, a5 to many atbers, after he passed
into twilight, He speaks of * having conguered
London, partly by his © supposed crime.” " Wilde
was not a great writer and his work might
possibly have attracted less attention if ke had
gone down o posterity as a fashionable poseur,
It is trne that bis life in prison brought cut a
side of him which otherwise would probably
never have seen the light. In fact the discipline
of gacl held down hia baser nature for a time and
gave us “ De Profundis™ afterwards and the
" Ballad of Reading Gacl™

T feel it i3 quite natural that Wilde should be
revalted by a work like * Ulysses.” It is entirely
out of harmony with his time and ideas. He
might ¢asily fail to see what the admirers of
Joyce call the * vastness of the book.™ It is com-
pletely ugly; that is encugh, His horror of prob-
ing into the “ inside” of a human heing would
naturally be aroused by 2 book which, I believe,
practically deals with nothing else.

1 am not altogether surprized that Galsworthy
appeals to Wilde. There is little real kinship
hetween these two, but it Is true that Galsworthy,
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in a different sense from Wilde, deals with the
surface of social life; that his feeling for form
iz fine and that his sense of selection iz often
exquisite. Galsworthy, howevet, tises the sur-
face of society as a medium through which he
expresses imtense emotions, emobons which
sometimes tend to become sentimental, Wilde
never rouses our emotions, he certainly cannot .
be accused of being a sentimental writer, he
never pets the full valie out of a moving situa-
tion, he iz too deeply interested in the *human
pattern,” as he calls it, to worry about such
futilities a5 joys and sorrows.

The gibes thrown at Gearge Meredith were
surely flung off in an airy fashion. Oscar Wilde
was in reality a great admirer of Meredith, and
if he cracks a joke at his involved sentences he
bas the later works in mind, which perhaps de-
serve chastiserent. No one can deny that in
“One of Our Conquerors ™ words are inclined
o occupy the reader go fully that ideas do per-
Baps retreat into the distance, The effort to un-
wind the " plait” certainly requires stremious
effort.

In hie eriticism of George Moore, Wilde dwells
on the even Sow of his prose, suggpesting that
Moore holds his readers rather thraugh style
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than through the clear-cut persomality of his
characters, Lt is true tHat Wilde and Moare are
apposites, both perhaps more fully occupied in
usiny the English language than in introducing
ns to a fresh series of acquaintances, Wilde
must, of pecessity, fee! Moore dim; their
medinms of expression are far apart. The pastel
artist produces his effects less emphatically than
the painter who uses colour boldly.

In several of the onija scripts, Wilde speaks
to us about his own “ play-making.” He dwellz
on the idea of " pattern,” a patlern woven, not
from words as in his poems, but from humanity
as it presented itself on the surface of Loodon
society. ' It geemed to me we ueed to get mare
from each other by accepting the cutside than by
probing the intestines,” It Is interssting to com-
pare this determination to remain on the surface
of thinga with his change of thought in * De
Profundis.”” * The external things of life seem
to me now of no importance at all. Nothing
seems to me of the smalleat value except what
one gets ont of cneself.” In speaking of his own
plays in the seript he says again : “ Lhad a differ-
ent thought from my fallows when my plays were
shaped and conzequently I eannot absorb their
attitade to the stage And further: “I have
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never swerved from my ideas. I'have served the
theatre in my ewn way and from my own stand-
point I succeeded.”

We pass on to Wilde's memories of his suffer-
ings in prison. I rather hesitated to ask him
about that time, but to my surprise he seemed
cager and willing to talk of it. In reading this
seript it must be borne in mind that I had not
read " De Profundis” for over twenty years,
Wilde as he was when he left prison was nat the
Wilde who played with the “ surface of society,’”
the # flaneur,” as be calls bimself, He had learnt
the value of humility and love, and was, as he
says, a richer man after he had come to realise
the sgeredness of sorrow.  His life, after he left
gaol, was more tragic perhaps than while he was
there. His present condition seems a continued
tragedy. It Is painful to feel that after twenty-
three years he iz still without the beauty and sun-
light for which he thirsts, Yet he has the
certainty, which few of us have here, that his
state is temporary; that he will achieve again
all and more than he posseesed in his earth
life.

In eriticlsing these writings it must be remein-
hered that between the Wilde of the nineties and
the Wilde of 1523, two grent gulfs are fixed.
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The gulf of his imprizanment and the gulf of his
death. It cannot reasonably be expected that he
is unchanged since he wrote * Intentions " and
“The Importance of Being Earnest,” [In his
letter to Robert Ross with instructions regarding
the publication of " De Profundis,” Wilde says:
“Of course I need oot tetnind you how fluid a
thing thought {5 with me—with us all—and of
what an evanescent substance are our emotions
made.” Here again we find the idea of * fuid
mind,” which came threugh at the sitting at
André Gide's and again to me several times at
the onifa board, before I knew he had used the
expression before.

In the automatic writing which followed on
the sctipt about his prison life, Wilde begins with
a quotation from " De Profundis,” * Society sent
me to prison,” and again he quotes from it when
he says, specking of the bread be was forced to
earn, “iike Dante, how salt the bread when I
found it.” This seript is completely clear and
logical from beginning to end. The astronomical
knowledge displayed here is merely uzed as illus-
tration and does not in any way detract from the
characteristic turn of the sentence or the appli-
cation of ideas, which are more in the style of
“ De Profundis * than his earlier works,
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Let us for a motment try to imagine the present
position of Oscar Wilde, allowing it is be who
wiites these He has suddenly found
a means of speaking to the world again affst
twenty-thres years' silence. His mediums are, of
course, 2 matter of indifference ta him, he merely
wants to make use of any possible instrument,
It would be futile to speculate as to how or why
he discovered us. The word Lily is written;
‘Wilde seizes the pencil; the emblem of the
aesthetfe movement gives him his opportunity.
“ No, the Jily is mine, not his,” he writes. When
T have identified him he quotes from ¥ De Pro-
fundie.” * Twilight in my cell and twilight in
my heart,”” As he goes on he reminds us of
 Intentions” and * De Profundiz” In * Inten-
tions ™ we have " The white feet of the Muses
brushed the dew from the anemopes in the
morning.” In our first script, * Her white feet
brush the dew from the cowslips in the morn-
ing." In “ De Profundiz " the passage occirs:
“ Thare iz not a single colour hidden away in the
chalice of a flower or the cutve of a shell to
which, by some subtle sympathy with the very
soul of things my natare does not answer™ In
the automatic writing we Gnd, “ There was not
a blood stripe on a tulip or 2 curve oo a shell or
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a tone oo the sea, but had for me its meaning and
its mystery and its appeal to the Imagination.”
If any of us bad spent bwenty-thres years in
2 distant country, and, doring that time, bad
neither visited nor written to our own land, we
could scarcely be expected to preserve our
memories of it intact, nor could our friends ex-
pect us to return completely unchanged and as
we were i our prime. Oscar says he is more
alive than we are, in spite of the fact that he is
confined iv a dim Hades. 1 disagree with one of
our cratics, who says that the first script is the
ghast of Oscar's style as well as of his personality,
I quite understand the difficulty presented to the
lzy mind by phenomens professing to come from
the dead. To them the dead are dead in every
sense. There may be a vague religions faith in
the hereafter deep in the sub-conscious mind, but
when it comes 10 accepling an actual personality
which does not approach us with any of the
orthodox ideas of the Beyond it seems too pre-
posterons and onr criticism of evidence is, very
naturally, highly prejudiced. Yet, in ail the
notices of our script, it is admitted that these
communications are not of the order which is
generally offered us from the other side. Noone
can deny that this discarnate Wilds has pre-
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setved his sense of humour. Ie regards his
present state as in some ways inconvenient and
amusing. Poor Wilde, who loved his cutward
appearance; to whom costume meant so much;
suffered intensely from the hideous garb he was
forced to wear in gaol. He spezks of the gro-
tesqueness of his garments more than once in
** De Profundis,” especially on that most degrad-
ing occasion when, for half an hour, he stood on
the platform at Clapham Junction in prison dress
and handcuffed, the target of a jeering crowd.
Now he speaks with regret of that garment
which we call a body, It zerved, whether foal
or fair, to fix certain reserves between ue and
our fellows. He is bored by the continual sight
of the idcas of other persons. ** They grow stale
ani one tires of them,” he says. I admit this is
an appalling znggestion. It would rob ug of half
the mystery and adventure of Jife if we could
take the entire measure of every human heing
we met.  Wilde's boredem contioues apparently.
Probahly the only part of his life in which there
was no boredom was his time in prison. There
his soul must have been so racked with surprise,
remorse, despair and indignation, so vitalised that
ke can hardly have felt ennni which always hung
about him in kis days of freedom. If we are
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to take any of the informaticn which reaches us
from the " Beyond” zeriously, what seems ta
delay progress here, and there also, i5 3 clinging
to material things; worship of beauty in the sense
that Wilde worshipped it. There the beauty
which is given outwards from the spirit is of
supreme value, what is received through the
senses seems actually to drive the spirit back-
wards. The anthor of # De Profundis,” had he
died in gacl, wouid perhaps have escaped the
twilight in which he suffers now.

I should like to make it quite clear that the
speed of both the writing and onijs comminica-
tions was tremendous. I already mentioned that
in one Instance 700 words were wtitten in about
an hour and a quarter. Thiz essay is a long and
logical argument. As regards the onija board
messages, it was difficult to keep up with them
even in shorthand; the traveller Aew from
letter to letter with lightning speed at the rate
of 60 to 70 words per mimute. TIf we
regard the seripts as A case of sub-conscions imi-
tation, it is interesting to mote that style and
handwriting were sustained through hundreds
of pages at thiz pace.

All things considered, T fesl we may discuss
the authorship of these writing from any pofmt
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of view without being considered sbsurd. In
most cases it iz very difficult to present auto-
matic seript to the public, but here, when to the
style and humour we add the handwriting, there
seems reasonable ground to admit the possibility
that we are agzin in touch with Oscar Wilde.
We find traces of the author of * De Profundis *
and alse of " The Importance af Being Ernest,”
we find the egoism, the cynical smile, even the
paradox in which he delighted,

I am sorry that the subjects spoken of are zo
seattered. In the avtomatic writing, Wilde chose
thent himself. At the first two sittings he seemed
to exhaust the power in his mediums very rapidly.
There was a pauze, and when the peneil moved
again an entirely diffevent theme was chosen,
The later writings have been lonper and more
continuons. In the cuija work, I suggeated sub-
jects, as a rule. T asked a queation and it was
promptly followed up,

T vaiue the opfnions of those who are not con-
versant with psychic subjects, also those of per-
sons who, lke myszelf, have studied meatal
medivmehip. Both can help us from entirely
different standpoints, The Jliterary critics must
make aflowance for the difficulties in automatic
communication and alse for the fact that Dscar
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Wilde has passed un to new conditions. They
must not demand exactly the mind they are
femilizr with. From the psychic point of view
these seripts must be of value whether they are
considered to arise from the sub-conscious or to
be a proof of survival Their value from the
literaty point of view i3 quite another matter.
I sincerely hope that no prejudice against the
method by which they came will injure their
chances of having & fair hearing.

A literary ghoat is, I think, a new departure
in the paychic world, Messages from the dead
are usually very vague as to work and interssts
on the other side. Oscar Wilde may be occupy-
ing his time with * what is Little better than pick-
ing oakum in gacl,” but his keen enjoyment of
ideas seems the same as ever, He s certainly
less changed by the * process of dying * than any
other ghost I have come across 2o far.

I have endeavoured fo analyse these writings
honestly, I am convinced that they are worthy
of investigation. They are certainly so to those
who are interested in proof or disproof of sur-
vival, and they may be ugeful also to the faith-
ful: those who have accepted the gospel of
anrdhilation. Fer them Oscar Wilde’s return
can be reparded as a fresh proof of the credulity
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of even intelligent persons. ‘The theosaphist will
fall ip with us, I think, for here we have evidence
of the punishment that awaits our astral pari
The spiritualist will add a very lmportant addi-
fion o what confirms his faith; he can hardly
produce a more defieite instance of continued
personiality than what is before us.

I hope that Oscar, it his state of twilight, may
be comforted if he realizes that some of us are
conscinus he stil] exists. He may give us further
evidenee that he is gtill o living mind. T s0, [
shall publish a sequel to this book, He is still
quite willing to talk and write. He has supgested
that ke i3 in a position to resume gome of his
literary work again; but, knowing as I do the
difficulties and uncertainty of automatism, I dare
not promise anything defnite,
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These commumirshons ame throwgh from time to
Hime since the frst batch of scripts went mio press. I
add them, althemgh they are slight, as T think the ideas
very charactenstic of Wilde, The crinoism of the pro-
duction of * The Importagce of Being Earnest,” at the
Haymarket, 13 veprinted from The Sundoy Express

w&hdmamhy»w
&Mg’#ﬂ-ﬂ&bﬁaomﬁf
JIMMJTW;‘{- im
“WM-M?’W
st Hnk pfoyelotopentt,
T&Wuy thrpplind wraa
MWM %M&«
&J’Mﬁumw
2ellyy wmsnhabl  pueoagyes of
well-jhvosed  Rprer. Bk on
e whole J oo wot- Lokt
Elr smamdams Loulele .

Fac-amune oF Mz Vs Hapowerriva
u 165



Appendix

éé“’:"

3?‘“*”3
i

31
it)

&:ﬁ;{

Fac-snunz oy Mrs Teavias Surme's Humwiitoie,



TatEyg HTIAL ETIE) QEOEE ETIRTE-0V

N7
‘afl 03\ e hv..h.a.smwe ley

Warl s ..-.ea.ﬁtw w\uuQ .E“h g

—ré&% A g ﬂu}ae“w.ou e

derm bngg



Appendix

LA BTITNY AVCS() DMLY WLFELE-STA

T A, A P PENCH TITRG MWL TR O T
stk (0xd Juippn poep B A LG MR

iy k...u\ln G g .»\hl\ Gt

BEE g tomgren  wem e o =0 f
pve Lo pomeg R g,
Rl R
Lt ¢ o Gy gone 1B
x.s\hvu“w " meniler ot Ferny e 7,
< Pam...,\_“vnw.i?rxra S

s, ¥ N P,

168






Reseovrer Faod “ Tex Summay Exyezss ™

Mrs T.5—Is that Oscar Wilde?

O.W.—Yes; why doubt sy 1dentity, dear Jady, before
I heve spoken even a doubtful word?®

Mr T.5—Dnd you come with me to the Haymarket
Theatre to see " The Importance of Bring Tamnest " last
Thursday ?*

OW.—It was & meat amusing experience. I locked
thtough yeur eyes and saw my children agan, and
reglised for the Eest bme that they were merely manom-
cites, not human bengs,  Yau, who have an idea of what
the value of humopr 3, could bardly grasp, as I coutd,
the arttade of the andience that mght. T was pleased to
note im ther laughter a feelng that, after all, although
be had made mustakes m his bfe, he could still entertan
I could see a shightly contemptucus colour in these tinds.
They islt that he was a shade démodé, but they locked
on bum 35 2 curi worthy of a dark corner i the drawing-
Toom,

The spectacle presmtbed o me throngh your eyes was
very different from the produchicns of my tume T had,
of course, to superittend my own rehearsals, tore
espeaially becatee the balance of my plays was so delicate,
And even in those days, when my ideas had all their
reality and freshness, there was difficulty te 1mpressing
the players with my own conception of these character.
For, although g I paid, they scemied o me to have the
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rmiality of mari I ded them io the
actyal catward surface, shghtly magndied, of d-e various
ingradients that made up the social patterts of my Lme,
Hern, I fear, I was migtalren, Jn * The Importancs of
Brmg Earnegt* I had wntepded to overstep sll possible
lizrurts and present an entirely nnreal problem to the publc,
but I never wmtended my play to be taken as a farce.

That mght I saw the producer's thought He had
evidently the conceptiom that the play should be smar-
coed for the modern stage, and he has my entire sym-
pathy bere. For my presentabon wes prohably top
prepastercus for an age of reaksm He has done bng
wark competently, oo doubt. But T must speak o the
Players mogly, and ask them to remodel thelr work a
livtle, 1 deference bo the author's wishes.

Firgt, piease ask Mr Worthing to gtep up 10 me and
Yisten to tuy crinciams of Wy performance. Worthung
takes humself perfectly seroualy, of coerse, bat he dots
nat try to faree that feebing en hig sedience. He does not
I} the centre of the stage with solemn pompomty; mther,
be imbues the public wath bus own inward sincetity.  Ask
the geotléman who plays Werthing to feel the part 3
httle, mot to ged it Quite g0 ardoously.

Far Algernon I bave a alncers admiration, but let him
take into consideration the fact that he is oot a mere lay
figure. He utters his words an if he were the doll used
by & ventriloquist. Ask hum, please, to modify hin volez
a titde, and also to modify his genersl bebaviour. He
BEEmS $0 W 1 move on hingea,

Gwendolen ia fairly safisfactory. She glves me the
impression of having playcd the first act with great care
and precision, but a3 ghe gues oo, & delicate diminvendo
brings her to total blankness at the cod.  Urge the lady
ta krep her mentelity on the aleet until the play iy ended.
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Mrs T.5—What atwut Lady Bracknell?

OW—5he 18 oot exactly the dame of the hincties
The dame of that perod certunly mopht have bad sotoe
mamnengms, but what reelly emtertained us i ber was
ber cotplete fath in her own uncerity. Now thus lady
who plays her, it absolutcly convinced of ber own insin-
centy. This in 30 obvious that ot fails to ammse me. T
should be amused by the cluld of my own brain; but
bers 1= cnly 2 pose whuch iy ferhle in the igrerpretation
of ths part of my pettern,

Teo centinge, T thunk cor Ltfle Cieely s excellent. I
Iikod her, and more especially her intonation, She peed
not spesk po defimtely to the audiwnce. That yesms to
e, even from my own démod! standpoint, n sustake.
For your young gzl should hold all her mpudence of
mmd with o certam hypocrsy which is only sesmly in
a mudem,

I think my pleamant recter was pot o borny person.
He waa, tm the contrary, smeoth and well hiong, T foel
that the right note har oot been struck here. He 11 far
too angular. Tt ix just the smoothness of siommed miTk
that 1a required m hm.  Hr dors pot achieve i

Migs Poam wat quite agresable to me. I thmk she
2ot my [dex better than the others. ¥ fel sbe had been
memoriging my hoes with an wnward appreciation of my
imtentiony. ! should like to tell the lady thus, for T feel
grateful to her. Coe in 80 sckiom taken with under-

The costumes do not matter mach, I should certginly

like my own pericd better.  But undonbtedly that is

preindice with which it would be foolish to comply.

The author i very grateful to the management and

cast for putting s poor ideas agun before the public,

He Ends it difficult to enter into the present time. But
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sofar asircis  in gee the K ket production,
it 1 smartened beyond hus powers and given bo e
present day with 2 gauce which should malee 1 padatabile
to =l

He feely that the ingredients of his entremets have
been carcfolly weighed; and the result 33 am agreesble
flavorr without any undur spueng which might make it
difficutt of digeshon. He wisher to convey to all those
cancerned bes pleasurs m baning attended a performance
in the theatre onee again. .

I have slready spoken to each :rf Lht playl:rs personall;.
and now I should hike to repeat what [ said before Let
them all and the producer alse, be assured of my surpnse
at seeng thar own complete msapprebension of noy play

It 1a delightful at any tioe to stand o an ecstasy of
chservatan before what 19 absolntely perfect; the com-
plete whale, as it were.  Here T beheld toy awn chid,
and almest fuled to recogruse it Iits new gown and ats
new atttude were 50 unfamdiar,

I do oot wish to cavil at the present age, but the Hay-
market company and its produter mest {orgive me 1E 1
am surpnssd rather than enchented by what they have
woetenphished.

Art, after all, has many aspects, and this eatire per-
vermon of a hterary effort 15 50 adequately accomplished
that it may te zegarded 15 a stronng towards perfection
It bas the qoaliry of the exgaustely curved Greek vase—
abaokutely withoat hie, but perfect, 1n 13 entire abobrae-
biots from the mtentien of the autbor,

Perhaps yon would teach me somethung about the
preseat ticse Tt seems to me to be 3o far removed from
mine. The world of London Jocks 2s 1f it had cast off
all its beantiful clothing and adopted the gnmy garments
of the arhsan.  That 15 bow it stnkes me. Ths whole
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theatre wore a * useful * aspect that night when I saw
it throegh your eyes There was no dlusica nor oy
Flamour thrown out frem the sudenco to the stage. Tt
was 3t wm keepog, and all pressmted a practical and
tradeanag-like sppearance. Jo my time the actors were
belped and inspired by the perfumed and gowned attand-
ants af thar work. Now they gun no imgpurabon to
catry them through. The plaudits of the hoose thar
evemng were pale and gave me the impression that they
ware there, merely to carry the evening on to its con-
cumon.  This i evideotly not an age of lesure, The
leisured sge is the age which grves the dramapat by
oppartomty.

T fecl now that it would be futile to write 2 comedy.
My ows hitle play i3 30 rotally away from ite own ele-
ment that I shoyld liks ta cover up the poor little nursling
and lead it away from the foothghts They make its
colowrs pale and dim A mad bttle effort thus, te revive
the fechoga of & different age.

Brs T.5—Will you go on with the pew play.

O W.—I have been conpdering o, and 1 is cengin it
will be written, and ip 2 mapner different from my poor
hitle ¥ Eaoeae™
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December J4h, 1923, 1145 pm  Fresmt—Mr Blgh
Bond, Misy G., Miss Cornmins.  The mediusn was
Mre Travers Smth,

Ogcar Wilde, I have bren sommoned here. May I
wsk why such an honour 1 done me?

{Mrs T 5.—We want you to comeuticate an inter-
eghng mssage o us next Sondey, when we wre having o
gpecual muting.

I assute yon, dear lady, the garland of my thoughts 13
wiathered ; the scarlet exctic does mot stand a long peniod
m the Arctic winter, 1 wather because my thougbts are
Lroken on the stem  {The traveller wae pointed towards
Mr Bligh Hond,) A cunous restorabion thie  Here I
find 2 ming m whose intricacies I should Iike te plunge
Peerat e, v, to probe your wdeas . . . This 15 2 strange
construetion.  Here I find the swdipews! mind, and on
1t 13 perched, b a pert burd, the spint of the pweatieth
cegtury. A poet could mmdeed miake sport of you, e I
have other feehngs  For my decp pity 15 exoted=—that
thig intnicacy of mind 1a pleced o this dim ege of tole
somme work  Sir, wall you permit me to discourse with
yoo . . . It would gve a shade, who shuns the fght,
grear pleasure to share 1deas of twenty yoars ago with
youw

(Mr Bond~Surely the glimpses of the world you
obtain thrangh this medum must be helpful and refresh-
ing to you’)
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It a5 as 3 a roge bad opened 1w my path, for what
<att such as T, fod & world of shadows and of dumness.
This 1 At pusushment, as you believe, but a poroen of
my =xpenence, which floats by me ke 3 grey clonmd,
and which will the full exp of my
senl,

I imow that ecstasy 15 mine. But here 1 am confimed
and the nich day is hidden from me. Never can I guze
agun upon the hlug wavery of the saa, or feel the wind
come whispenng by me in the dum evernng hght, I am
u shadow and the bie here, the shadaw of o ghadgw. Can
yoR umagne what I am?

{Mr Bond made some further remarhks )

No, oy dear @r; oot for a mmd ke yours the dumnese
and confnement. Youors s & oature which has nat spent
its richness i the wordd. . . . (Mr B made 2 remark
abont the eternal ife) Here ihe eternal Uile spreads out
before us ke a silken stuff shaded from grey to gold.

{But you obtawn ghmpscs of the world at hmes?)

A sunbeam dyttg em the couds, a it withio a deep
abyss., This 1a what comes to me from looking once
pgun at the fair world whose beauty wat 2 nd wmrox-
catien for my senses. And for thus ecatasy of joy, joy
ia the day, Joy m the mught, joy in the paleness of the
dawn and the grey twibght and the sound of words and
company of my fellows, for this I am tonfned in a dum
plice of shadows.

{Mr Bond—But there is hope for you and for all¥)

Hope, my dear sir, 13 sumply breath, the power of
breathing comes from hope, Rope that the next breath
fcllows on the present  But hope grows pale with wart-
ing. T kmow that thus will come again—thu nchness and
this joy. T feel a3 1 1, 3 worm, had burrowed wn the
earth aod the damp s0il had filled the eyes, the mouth,
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Copy of & Commumication received at the Cwja Board
throngh Mrs Travers Smuth's hand, Juby 19th, 1923,

{Mrs T.5—How do you study the work of the
moderns

I can look ioto therr munds and gather collectively
what 13 worth recording 1n their work

(Talk to us about punnng and s connecton wath
literature )

Dear lady, pause 3 moment. Let your imagination
strain itgelf a hile, Take one word and Jet uts sound
sink deep nte your mund and conjure up at the sams
tune a deep and nichly coloured tone  Take the word
parple  Let the infimte depths of that tich colour pene-
trate your being and Feten to the word and let lts music
bring ta your mind the depths of tone that comes fraem
perfurned waolsts Wl word and colour metge inte ¢ach
other. Thix gives you same idea of how my work was
wrought and fashiened, of how my musc sprang from
word and colour both  For a8 T wrete I held the picture
ever in my mind, of pattern wrought from colour and
from sound  And st T wove the web T added richness
as I wept by, ever fashwmng, moulding and forming,
until a perfect shape rose from me. Thu was oy own
partirular form of art—an art winch gave me hie, which
has oot vansshed with my good name and all ¢het fame
the false weorld heped upon me,  For my art had sprung
direct Erom matvre, naturc was the force that gawe it
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bemng T was the priest who fashiomed from it the thing
created, perfectng the form wath cre and infimte pen,
until the childeen of wy being had grown to ther Tull
atatare and hike stately swans had floatad ot upon the
waters and escaped frot e into the infinlts, where they
shall never persh.
















