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This work wascomposed between 2002 and 201Blany of the ideas, and the characters, go back
much further. The various sections are intended to be read in the order that they appear here, which
is not quite the order in which they were written.
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And what kind of memory is thisii KA & 3 I NR $gditerran&aSchdiyaithellight. If | were
to climb those steps behind the kiogellingdelicious ice creams and sorbetsvould find myself far
above the sea itself looking down as if from the clouds to that dangerously alluring blue!

The Belvedere of Infini? This may be Raveltahough the planting is more ornate than my memory
would lead me to expectSurely the gardens of the Villa Cimbrone are too parchedddume such a
variety of colours?

The heat and light havethreatening quality, as if the wtit and time were going to crack again, as
they did a century or more ago at Versailles. Indeed, a migidiaalistortion of colour momentarily

cuts through the air and the Countess is standing on the graifis,that smile which in itself is a
crystallire crack in the world. She raises her folded parasol and traces my outline with its point, as if
confirming the image she sees of me.

She is coolly Edwardidaaday. The palest of blue sjlker firered hair pinned loosely with glittering
jeweledstilettos.

She has persisted in my memories for a very long time indeed. Is she the Countess today? It hardly
matters. She has worn an Elizabethan mask in the past. Her names change as much as her disguises.
The smile is always the same. She is both a memory isethge of a recollectiomnd asa form made

of gathered fragments of experience and imaginati®meis also, quite specifically, a Daughter of
Memory.

But | apologise for this fancy style.

A long time ago (in June 197&hile | was listening to somethingn the radioa very vivid image of a
landscapecame into my mindan effect ofi KS YdzaAA O® L{iQ&a | O2YY2y SELIS
struck me was that, perhaps, the meaning of the music and the imagined scene was the sdme. Bo

were translations into sound or images of something else, a hidden langlihigeseemed to be a
GOAEAAZ2YINE Y2YSyidoé

It might be fanciful to think that music can convey an actual image, a story or a landscape, but the
effect of an experience, place, eanmter, and the quality which we remember, could be due to this
deeper language which has an existegaite apart from the music or the experienchis is natural,
surely? We could all translate a symphony into a cake?

w
&\

| have long realised thatafewided = LINP Ol 0f & ¢gNByYy3IZI KI @S RNAGSY
years.A moment such as this one, listening to the radio, can set us offlongatran of thought-
exploring ideas of all kinds but always returninghe process of composing and hale music and,
particularly, the form of the music, can convey ideast specific ideas but things that have a meaning

in this hidden language.

There are all kinds of sideacks, of course, all that late seventies N&ge stuff, the delights dahe

Renassance magical tradition. And sometimes dideks which you dismiss for twenty years can
suddenly return and have a new significance. Fortunately for me there has always been the sceptical
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voice¢ and a belief, from the very beginning, that the mystefythings can be found in the ordinary
and modern, not just in the esoteric or ancient.

¢tKS G4KARRSY YdzaAx0¢é Aa y20 GKS Ydzaiar Oz 2N G4KS LX |
outside this, a language of the world of Ideashatever that is.

Our music, though, is a close approximation of this invisible language. In composing we learn how
ideas are put together to give meaning and how forms can evolve which can have a quality of truth or
beautyc or, in their own unfinishednesanply that such aling is posible somewhere.

.dzi G2 6KIFEG SEGSYG O2dd R YdzaA O O2y@dSe I aLISOATA
shared experiences, might have very similar reactions to the same piece. But this is not surely,
universalcl Y R A 0 K& YiQLIAISHO SA T atime becon2 Tim rusidiakd thie iméde Sharé

the same hidden music.

But, as time goes by, | wonder if everything is this hidden music? A memory may be pure music,
perhaps originally sounded in the mind by a place or expegigiat it is only this music which is the
thing itself. And this would explain, and justify, this apparition of the Countess. Memory provides
images to make the hidden music visible.

THE COUNTESS

Am | merely a remembered sohd\m | immaterial? If I, theypusoalso.

(s}
M

Verygoodo dziT Oy 6S adzy L) O1¢ GKAAa O2yOSLIWi® /Iy 6S
higher authorities?

She seems to have been listening to my thoughts.
I

We can tryThere is a hidden music in the world. This is aisible language which conveys the quality
or meaning of a thing and which can be translated into music, words or images by the artist.

The hidden music is the individual quality of a thing, simple or complex, and it is only through hearing
this hidden mugi that we can be aware of the beauty and truth (the eternal forms) in the world,
experienced in moments of vision or grace.

The vocation of the artist is inspired by the forms, which speak through the world, attracting the
creation of new work just as thajrive the evolution of nature.

¢KS FINIA&alQa Rdzie Aa (2 NBYSIf GKS KARRSY YdzaaAo
all things move.

COUNTESS

Enough! This begins as a simple creed, but within a few sentences it seems to raise tmesjreat

mysteries of existence! | cannot let such a statement pass without questioning almost every word.
¢CKA&d Aa YFOGSNARAIE F2NJ I ¢6SS1Qa | YdaASYSyas odzi 6S
continue our pleasant stroll in these gardens whilgently interrogate youThey have the most
refreshing limoncello ice at this kiosk. Allow me to present you with a carton.
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The girl at the kiosk already has one ready to hand to the Countess, who passes it to me. It is very
intense. The lemons grow on the steep slopes below us. Old donkeys carry them down to the coast in
metal panniers. Their juice is steeped in alcohol inlslaboratories and the essence of citrus is sold

in bottles of every size and shag@nd here materialised as this piquant ice. The Spirit of Delight. For

the moment, but possibly just for a moment, it clears the brain and the sight.

THE COUNTESS

Foreemple@2dz GKNRBG Ay GaF2NNV&E H6AGK y2 SELXIYlIGA2Yy D
these intangible thingg even if they knew what you were talking about? What you say sounds
attractive, but it is built on air.

I

hdzNJ I 6 NBy Saa 2 han@m@aeNdgsoEuni2 YSa g A

COUNTESS

Unity sounds rather dud | dislike monotony.

I

In this world we only know unity through variety, creativity, life.

COUNTESS

52 @2dz adz33Sad GKIFG 2dzNJ gl NBySaa 2F aC2N¥a¢ Aa
I

Yes.

COUNTESS

What seems to be Beauty or Truth is an appearance or effect of unity? Perh#psqumlity of
G NRA 3K &y StamS aye ® §iXdza

L OKAYy]l az2eé .dzi AayQid GKIFIG GKS alyS GKAy3IK . Sl dzi
the whole.

COUNTESS

This depends on a belief that there is a Beauty and Truth in the vghahel in a cosmos which is a
beautifulwhole-g KA OK AaX L 0SftASOST (GKS LINPLISNI YSIEYyAy3 ;

Yes, but | do not begin with an assumption that there is a true and beautiful whole. | begin with the
experience of truth or beauty in individual things, whether a person, or in music, or in a place or in a
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work of art. Experience of a sense of mystengelight is the beginning of my interest in the higher
truths, if | may use such a phrase.

COUNTESS

Of courseyou may, and | would like to think that | had a small part to play in some of those moments
of vision. But what are these Forms if not higher g

I may not have had such a great experience of divine Truth as Dante had with Beatrice but | have had
YIye avYlff SELISNASyOSa 2F GKS 32t RSy aLI N] 27
experience as true and beautiful in itself. Asm, | ask myself what it is that makes the experience
seem true.

COUNTESS

There are those who would say that this is purely subjedtitieat everyone has their own view of
beauty.

L R2Yy Qi dzyRSNRGIYR K2g GKIFG OF y ofthe ¢ame Borld, aadd | £ ¢
formed of common experience of the same life. We all have indivigualities,but these are, you

could say, superficiat though they are the windows through which the shared and common
experiences are experienced or revealed.

COUNESS

| agree, of course, and | see that this is another subject for another conversation. The point you are
making, as | see it, through my individually formed eyes and mind, is that though every one thing has
an individual nature and language its effextd reveal the Forms as an appearance of unity. All the
experiences we have of revelation glory or wonder are moments when something, by being
completely itself, shows us the simple and brilliant light of unity.

SAy 3 i NYz

A thing, when it reveals its own FormloR S = 0 & 0
I NBZ LISNKI L&

the ultimate Forms of Truth or Beautys K A O K
without being apparently beautiful.
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COUNTESS

You would say that the higher Forms, the ahst ideals of beauty harmony truth or justice, are all
one. They are in themselves only particular aspects of unity.

|
| would.

COUNTESS



In this case you would say that the small glimmer of truth you may experience in a piece of music, or
in aproduct ofa very fingpasticceria, is a glimpse of the Unity.

Iwouldgl YR L 3ANBS AG YAIKI

a @St
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COUNTESS

In which case you are saying that all such moments of delight or grace are experiences of the Unity?
I

Indeed,

COUNTESS

And is the Unity God?

Ah, this is where words confuse us. Yes, the Unity is, | would say, by definition,b@bgeople
obscure the word with their own complications.

COUNTESS

Ah yes, complications which flow from thimity,but which are not the essential Unity. But is thgity
also the Good?

|

It has to be so. The Good is the same thing. What is Good (to us) is what reveals, or serves, the Unity.
COUNTESS

| agree, as | feel | have to as a studentof Plato and his enlightened followers, but there are
difficulties with his simple concept. People have an unfortunate habit of imposing their own ideas of
unity on the world.

But are they, in fact, serving Unity? They are usually imposing a particular personal view of the world
which creates division.

COUNTESS
Does the God cause division?



It might appear so to us. Natuige always changing, creating and destroying. The Unity is unchanging.

2§ 2yfe Syeczeée 3ItAyYLAaSa 2F !'yAadte 62NE L FSStzx |
changeable. Variety reveals Unityn Aspect of The One is that its effect in nature is infinite fecundity

and varietyg so it is always the case that variety reveals Unity (in those flashes of delight) and human
attempts to impose unity are always false and destructive.

We can never see thtll picture. We never understand the effects of our actions. | would say that
any movement towards Unity must never damage the individual. We only experience Unity when the
individual is truly itself.

A person grows towards the true form of themselvds@ugh vocation), as a piece of music grows to
its unigue but true form in the process of composition.

We cannot write music which simply is Beauty or Truth. We can only write as an individual, human,
flawed thing which may touch Truth by being itself. Tlagvs are essential too. In the natural, living,

g2NI R RSOFre YR RSIGK IINBX LINIG 2F GKS LINRPOSaas L
branches. It will change with the seasons. A beautiful building may have crumbling plaster. It will not

0S o0SIdziAFTdzA AF Al LINBGSYyRa (G2 0S8 dzyOKIy3IAyIod |
an embalmed corpse. A piece ofigic almost certainly will not be beautiful 5rNHzS A F Al A& a
Beatrice was not the single face of beauty. She ammndividual face who revealed God by being
.SEFONROS® aL FYZ L FY . SIFEGNROSE IFIYa GXKSS Aavt A8 RW

COUNTESS
| am so pleased that you see the benefits of imperfection.

This seems to be an important aspeéths personal creed. It may seem to contradict Platbough

| may be wrong, but it may not contradict my dear Marsilio. In the simplest terms we can say that we
only know God (if you will take the word in its simplest meaning) through being huffeamed and
changeable and individual. We only know the Unity through the changes of Nature.

Yes. We have to contemplate the Forms through real experience. We have to contemplate Unity
through the Forms. We sense the Forms as a mystery in the world or livesir

This is the Way of Affirmation. We may, if we wish, contemplate Unity itself by rejecting all earthly
experience, but the Way of Negation is hard. Most people reject only what they want to reject and
see only what they want to see.

COUNTESS

The sane is true of the Way of Affirmation. People look for God in only what they want to see. To find
God in the World you must see the whole, light and dark.

Yes. They are failing at the first stage. They fail to know themselves. They have to know thetoselves
be able to see the world as a whole. They have to know the world as a whole to know themselves. The
visions of God are in the decay and ruin as much as in the living and perfect. Truth and Good and
Beauty, as Forms, are not the same as our earthly é@mad Truth Good and Beauty.
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COUNTESS

You are affirming the Platonic Forms and, at the same time, you affirm the cracked and damaged
nature in which we live. And you justify the creation of imperfect music!

But my friend Maude might question your simplewiof God as Unity. She would declare that she
can know God in a more human guise.

Are you making God a remote impersonal thing far away from experience? If God is Unity can He be
activelyinvolved in our lives?

Of course. Completely and utterly! The tinithe One, is the driving force in everything that we are,

in everything around us and in everything we do. | can compose by serving God. Why else would | do
it? How else would | have the desire for so much hard work? God is not remote. The Unityateiti
present in the world. Everything moves towards, or, perhaps, ebbs and flows, because of Unity, the
First Cause. We all know Being and God is Being itself, but we understand God through being human.
Our only way of understanding God is through oumdanguage of humanity, through our senses,
mind and reason.

COUNTESS

And so, my dear friend, you are affirming the Christian view that Christ is fully God and fully Man. |
understand. Good heavens, you may one day make me a convert if you continue toniegrour
dear Plato with the gospel. Marsilio all but succeeded.

LG g2dA R aSSY (42 o6S GKS /KNRaOAlLY @ASgd L O2dzZ R
expressed in different faiths. To ntieis is whatChristianity means. Christ is the reason, logos, which

is the Unity seen in changing Nature. We understand that through humanity, simply because we are
human.

COUNTESS
There are some who say that their own religion is the only expression of one truth.
|

Of02dzNES® . dzi 6KSYy [/ KNRad alrea aL Y GKS 2F@3x (K
CKFiQa oKFEG [/ KNRad Aaz GKS 22NR YIRS FfSakKo | 2d:
Nature. If you know God in Nature it is because ofdhSB | 42y ¢ 2NJ af 2324¢ Ay | f
terms it is purely logical that you can know and experience those traces of God without knowing
anything of any particular religion. All religions have to be an attempt to speak of absolute truth. They

are alternative views of one Truth. To me the Christian view clearly explains this intimacy af God

unless you make nonsense of it by thinking too literally and trying to explain things in the wrong way.

My purpose, my vocation, is to serve the One and tpento reveal Unity through my imperfect work.

COUNTESS



In which case it is always better to live in Unity and attempt to demonstrate Truth in your own humble
way than to try to explain it. Good advice for life, but we can still enjoy our friendly conigrsat
however pointless it might be. Shall we have an ice? They are serving lemon ices at this kiosk. A
moment of refreshment would be a simple delight before we move on to the question of Vocation.

ON VOCATION

COUNTESS

So this is your vocatiogto revealUnity in your imperfect works?

. Sad LGQa GKS ANNBaAaGAOES fdzNB 2F GKS !'yAide Ay
mystery.

COUNTESS
Does this lure, the vocation, lead you to serve in a particular way? Is it the sarReiastly vocation?
I

L R2yQil 1y26 AT GKSNBE INBE RAFFSNByl @20l GA2yad L
to the individual to become what he or she should be. The Vocation is the desire created in the
individual by the Idea of thandividual, drawing the individual to become themselves. And we become

aware of that Idea through the world, through mystery, things that speak to us from experience or are
reflections of ourselves in the world. It may be that we become ourselves thramghcland know

ourselves by finding Love in another.

COUNTESS

Ah, yes, Desire throbs through the cosmos and drives every nerve and muscle of Nature.

So,Vocation, appears to be a calling from God, or the One, to the individual to follow a particular path.

Is this an individual voice that a person might hear in themselves or is it a something in the cosmos

itself to which a person may respond if they wish? Are there many vocations or a single voice?

I

Either the vocation is a tendency in Nature from Godt @ something outside Nature, a detached

@2A0S 2F D2R® L 0StASOGS y20KAy3 GKI G ¢hbbBwhighr S RA :
I mean a force or being that is detached from Nature.

COUNTESS

Is God detached from Nature or within Nature?

10



Ah,an old questiorg and possibly a matter of personal attitude. Some have always seen God as being
outside Creation, others prefer to think of Nature emanating from God. But | think it is misleading.
When we talk of Forms or of the One we are not talkinguatsomething outside Nature, are we?

COUNTESS
Would they exist if Nature did not exist?
I

Is there an answer? Do Unity and the Forms need to exist before things come into being? It is the
ultimate chicken and egg question. One might argue that once amyttomes into existence so does

its ideal Form. If | begin a piece of music its Form is there drawing the work on. Philosophically we can
argue that the Form, and before it Unity, must exist before Nature, but in terms of the actual time or
moment of theirexistence the question may be unansweraflexcept that the Form and the One

are, by definition, eternal and, philosophically, must-psést. The Ideal String Quartet does not exist

in time. Forms can be thought of as Eternal.

COUNTESS

The Forms are thdesigns of all things, produced by the Unity in Nature. Is that so? Is there are a
design for Nature?

|
Another old one.
COUNTESS

Asold as |I.

An answer may be eternal, not old. The Design is eternal. God is eternal. Philosophically, therefore,
theDa A 3y SEA&GA 0STF2NB 6KIG 6S GKAYy]l 2F & bl (dzNB
KFra y20KAy3 (2 R2 gA0K GAYSD® ¢KS &2dz2NOS 27F 2 dzNJ
because eternal, but the process of Vocation is within Natur

COUNTESS

And how does this Desire affect us? How does Vocation work on us?

We experience those moments of Delight or Trattand these will create desire in us. We will
experience a new kind of joy. The joy is something we can pursue by being touestlvesg by
knowing ourselveg which means the self we should be, not a selfish thing. It is not a personal desire
because the Delight comes when we see something external to us as it really is, or, to be more precise,
when we see, as an individual etbeauty of unity of things in the individual quality of an external
thing.

11



COUNTESS

In that case the vocation need not be outsideqbut be in our own awakening our own eyes
opening to the world.

Yes, | would agree. It could be that the vocatioa ferce within ourselveg and yet it is part of the
nature of all things.

COUNTESS
So your God is not personally involved. He has merely set the machinery running.
I

Do you think so? That sounds like a cold and lifeless kind of Deism, and yet | wahiel weeking of
vocation as entirely spiritual.

COUNTESS

But where is the spirit if the working of vocation is entirely within the individual soul?

I

t SNKIFLJA GaLANRGE Aad y20 | KSEtLFdzAZ GSNY 4 (GKA& 3
COUNTESS

' YR LISNKFLA ySAGKSNI Aa a{2dzZ ¢ @

I

No, | thinkwe should avoid words which are heavy with aggregations of meaning. | think the
mechanistic view is misleading. Vocation is not a material following of a simple desire within a person.
It is concerned with the qualities and meanings of things. Mind aradjination are part of the same
world, the same Nature. The process is personal, but as we experience the world it becomes personal
to us, living in our memories and imaginations, which are, themselves, formed from the same Nature.

COUNTESS
But is the procss entirely in our minds or do things happen external to us to help us on our way?
|

Do you mean does God produce events external to ourselves, for our benefit? Is the process of
vocation in the world and not just in ourselves? | think that may be anees®ary complication. If an
event occurs which inspires us, or reveals something to us, it has happened for our benefit. It hardly
matters if the event occurred at the will of God for our benefit or whether we, by chance responded
to it because we happened observe it. Were we there for the event or was the event there for us?

Is this a question that should be asked in a cosmos which is permeated by Unity? The object of our

12



vocation is to remove such divisions between us and the world so that thereyiglenlOne and in
that end everything happens for us because we exist for the One.

COUNTESS

To remove the division between us and the world is not to become part of the world but to reveal the
One?

Yes. If we lose ourselves, some would say, in the wegldre not doing that. Quite the reverse. If we
follow purely physical instincts and enjoy purely physical pleasures we are not being fully human. If
we lose ourselves we lose ourselves. The relationship which reveals the One is one in which we are
fully ourselvesg united with the World rather than absorbed in it. This is the way Love works. The
Lovers remain themselves, united, they do not become lost in each other.

COUNTESS

It is also easy to follow the mental and deny the physical. Would that bringpsesrdo the One or
further separate us?

A difficult question. | prefer not to talk in terms of Mind and body as being separate things. Our true
selves are not purely spiritual. Our vocation may, for example, depend on physical skills.

COUNTESS

And whee is the Soul?

Another word that it may be best to avoid. Is our mind separable from the body? Perhaps we should
think of the Soul as the immortal part of gshe pattern to which vocation is drawing us.

COUNTESS

We accept that there is also a way ofgégion in which we attempt to find pure Being by denying the
flesh. It is valid way and can lead to holiness for some, but it is not a way either you or | are suited to.

So, to go back

We hope to find moments when we and the world touch Umjtgnd weonly do this when we are
being fully human. And those moments are also things which help us pursue Unity. There is no
meaning in saying whether they exist for our benefit or we exist for their benefit because we are part
of one world. In this case iberein fact a single Mind or Soul in the Cosmos?

The Soul of the World? That may not be the right term. The Mind in the World may be simply a way
of understanding, the way we can understand it. It is the meaning, reason, and feeling of the cosmos.

13



COUNTESS

| think we should say, we fancifdeo-Platonistghat there is simply Mind one Mind in the cosmos
and our Souls participate in it. Do they swim about in Mind as fish in a bowl? Or our souls reflections
of that bowl?

Ah, this is exciting. | feel weeaapproaching the truly cosmic and, at length, we will justify our own
existence. But we were talking about events in the world which inspire us. Perhaps we should talk
o2dzi Y2NB O2yONBGS SEIFYLX Sa | yRI ATFTdeéfawntsR2 y Qi
are significant and seem to be (without saying they actually are) the product of the cosmic Mind. | am
referring tothose meaningful events that seem to reveal truth toqusot quite what we think of as
caincidences. Itis as if things occumreveal themselves that seem be for our owrnpersonabenefit,

as if the cosmos is guiding us. How are such things generated?

L Y y24 ad2NB (GKFdG a3ISYSNIGSRE A& Fy | LILINELINRA I
constantly changeabl@®ccasionally reveals the unchanging reality beyond it and those moments are
signs of Beauty, Truth and so on.

COUNTESS

Excuse me a moment. Why, in the infinite power of God, should the world not be perfect and whole
from its beginning?

Another old question. It seems illogical to me. This World is a world of Nature and change. It might be
a world which is growing towards perfection through a kind of cosmic evolgtionit might be a

world that is moving from Unity towards infinite vatyeand collapseg but in which Unity is an
occasionally potent memory.

Of course, there's no conflict between Creation and Evolution for most theologians. Creation means
everything- and every event in timenot just the first things.

The Delight of ativity and love may be the tension between the move away from Unity in the
physical cosmos and the eternal Idea of Unity. If the world was perfect we would not exist to be aware
of it. We can only rejoice in imperfection. It is only because of charafewth can be aware of the
eternal. We certainly do not exist to reverse things and impose a material unity. The quest is to find a
GALIANRGAZ £ € dzyAlGe Ay + g2NIR 2F OKIy3aSo

COUNTESS

| rejoice in my imperfections, indeed, and even, the lady said many yeard éigd my sins are
GoSK2@Stedé .dz2i GKSaAS S@Syita Ay GKS g2NI R GKI G
moments of visiorg what are they?

Moments of vision, or recognitiogq when we discover something of ourselves. Or they may be
meetings with people that change our lives, or encounters with mysterious or significant places, or

14



with works of art¢ particularly those that make us feel a personal connectjavhich make us feel,
at least, that the encounter happened for us.

COUNTESS
And these events give the impression that they have beengranged?
I

Yes. But how can we know? They may be chance events. The only thing that matters is that they are
significant. | strongly feel that these events are nothing to do with coincidences or eyiigity. Pure
chance produces infinite coincidence. It is the meaning that matters in these events that guide us on
our vocation.

COUNTESS

But if vocation is dependent on chance encounters, where is the vocation then?
I

It is in our own selves, waiting tte revealed.

COUNTESS

And it is revealed by events which show us our own mind reflected in Ngtarethe Soul of the
World. Our mind and the Mind of Nature are revealed as one. Perhaps this a process of remembering
what we already know.

And even so, iit reveals that our mind is one with the Mind of Nature (or should | say simply Mind)
the question of whether the event is external or simply our way of seeing it becomes meaningless.

Perhaps | should add an editorial nofeword about Forme

Confusingg G C2NX¥&é KSNB dzadz €& YGoof Trit Beawdyf GAYI GS ai"
¢tKSasS INB KSER (G2 08 GKS 2yfe aNBrté o0AdSo SiSNY

C2NXY Aada Ffaz2 dzaSR (2 YSIy | &g 2 NXagroup/of ghihsés, 2 NJ Ay
like the parts of a sentence, assembled together to make a form, a thing made of smaller parts. A
complete piece of music may be seen as a larger form made up of small forms, melodies, rhythmic
patterns, all brought together to make a larger object. Orstidfl larger scale several pieces or
movements may come together to form a symphony, or an opera etc.

Nature also assembles things into forms. Each individual thing has its own-fariree, a stone, a

creature¢ but many of these things may be drawn ttiger to produce a larger formg a place, large
or small.Similarly,a series of events may be drawn together to make a larger €oartife, a story.
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These forms have a reflection (or vestige) of ultimate Forms in them. They seek Truth or Beauty in their
formation. When a thing reveals its own Form or Idea it also reveals the higherdortns 6 SA Yy 3 & ¢ NI
2NJ a. Stk dzi A Fdzf € @

Ly 20KSNJ 62NRa 6GO2YLIaArAlAz2yé Aa YSNBterdlendyfod YI £ £ |
things to come together to makerms and larger forra ¢ and the structure or language that binds

GKSY (23S0GKSNJ A &all dr&n@ byca Kesife RoXgateYadmwiudity (of infinite variety)

out of the infinite fragments of the ever expanding woBd.this unity that is beig sought is a quite

different thing to the simple unity in which all things began.

LG Aa AYLRZNIFyd G2 GKAYy]l 2F aYdzaaOé Ay (GSNya 27
NI §KSNJ GKIYy aKIFEN¥Y2yeé¢ gKAOK Aa I aidladAaAor SSNIAOI
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2
MUSIC; THE COMPOSER

The 18 century philosopher James Harris argued that music could convey very limited meaning as an
imitative art, but that it could convey emotierand that in matching a mood to words it could allow
the meaning of the words to be communicated in a more powesdiyl This undervalues music | feel.

| seem to have been arguing that music could convey meaning and that music was a precise language
with a complex grammar, both in time (form, melody) and space (harmony, pitch).

This may not have been apparentHarris, writing in the 1740s in a baroque world when the tradition

gra GKFG SFOK LASOS aKz2dAZR KIFI@S 2yS alFlFFS1id¢ 2N
drama, and contrasting moods, became more important in musical style.

| suggested that thawe translate the language of music into images and feelings from our own
experience in order to understand it (and that the immediate effect of harmony or melody is only one
aspect of its language.)

Most importantly | argued that the language of musgeif is a formal language translating a deeper

f S@St 2F YSIyAy3ds (GKS GKARRSY YdzaaAOé¢d ¢KS &l YS R
which the composer struggles to convert into sound, and it is the same deep language that we hear in

all Naure ¢ the language of meaning in everything, to which we can relate directly or attempt to
translate into music or art.

l'a 0KS YdzaAOFf ¢2N)] Aa bh¢ GKS y2GSa odzi GKS dzyR
that a work of music prexisted awaiting the composer to make it visilger audible.

I

¢tKSNB YIe 0SS OFrasSa Ay 6KAOK (KS YdzaAObufintde2 NJ A &
OFrasS 2F &az2YSGKAYy3 2NAIAYLIESE GKS LINRRdAzOG 2F GKS
pattern or Form.

COUNTESS

Thework may prexist?5 2 € 2dz YSIyYy GKFd GKS aYSaaledstoefore NJ (0 KS
you add the notes to it?

It may seem that way. The composer may have a complete message, or code, in his mind, and work
to convey it in music. On the othband,there could be aather explanation for this apparent effect.

He may create something without any pegistent design but form it by judgment as he goes. He may
follow innate, or acquired rules, for what is right in a piece following whatever seed or opening he has
before him. In otherwords,the pattern may not preexist but the Rules for the creation of a work may
pre-exist.

COUNTESS
So,you feel that a work could be prexistent?
|

It can certainly seem so. There are cases when a composer has left a work unfinishederiéie or
another composer, can sense what the complete work should be. The music is projected into the gaps,
or silence. But this may be innate judgment working on the material that it has before it.

COUNTESS

This may not argue for the pmxistence ofthe work but, instead, argue for the pexistence of
GAYYLlGS 2dzR 3 Y-Existant lan® dbilorde2 Y S LINS
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|
True.
COUNTESS

Is the same true of nature? Imagine a place, a hillside. Sometimes we feel it may be incomplete and
that a shrine or temple willamplete an inner message or meaning.

Yes. The hillside has reminded us of something else perhaps the natural desire to create and
complete has inspired us to add a human touch.

COUNTESS
There is a natural desire to add something or complete the agssYes. This suggests that art and
creativity is inspired by an innate desire to complete what is impedéc2 Fdz FAE 'y &l 64S

my friend Mr. Harris says, following Aristotle. But we can equally destroy the meaning or impose
something inapprpriate.

Yes, which is why we have to work hard to be true to oursejwelsich depends on being part of the
whole and not separate. This is always a fundamental law of the artist. Art is neveersafiy. It is
not selfexpression, but a sharing in naé. If we build the temple on the hillside we must not be
imposing, but sharing our own nature with the nature of the hill.

COUNTESS

And the temple, being a complement and completion of the hill should not parody Nature. There is
nothing more destructive than architecture which imitates organic nature. A simple geometric temple
may complemennature,but an organic form can be a carbdmor parody of nature.

But is the temple, if desired by the hillside, greistent?
|

Either it is, preexisting externally, or our desire makes our mind part of the mind of nature and works
in our imagination through innate judgement.

COUNTESS
Or the mhd of God?
|

God is, by definition, all knowing and eternal. We may not be part of the Mir@@bafbut we may
approach Truth through the Mind of Nature.

COUNTESS

To all extents and purposes the temple is-psastent because the hillside is, at it were, anfinished
work of art.

I
Yes
COUNTESS

Andso,we can say that our aim in creating any building should be that, to our best skill and judgment,
it seems as if it were prexistent?

|
Yes.
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COUNTESS

And this is the same result of skill, memory and judgnenyou would use in composing a piece of
music?

I
Precisely the same.
COUNTESS

Andso, the fundamental skill of any artist, in any medium, is the learning of judgment, the acquiring
of an innate judgmeng the rules of correct grammar in the universaldaage. We may call it taste.

I

Yes.

COUNTESS

And Taste is not a personal taste but a learnt skill?

I

Very much so.

COUNTESS

The language of which we learn the grammar is true of music, poetry, nature, behaviour, ethics?
I

Yes. We learn the grammar of tleK A RRSYy YdzaA0¢ (2 o6S lo6fS (2 NBIFR
We learn by imitation and by being inspired by the flashes of knowledge and delight when we are
aware of the Forms.

COUNTESS

| can see that in music, being a complex abstract construcfitlrmony, melody, form, expression,
YSY2NES A& LISOdzZ Al NI & Of2aS Ay yIlI{idaNBE G2 GKS aKA
I

| feel music, understood in this way, is the clearest way we have of understanding the reality of the
GKARRSY YdzZAaTONIDI A FI L AYG SNINSBE 62 NJ] FNRBY | FGSNI & 2dz
DFYS¢ RS&aAONAROGSa Fy FoadNrOG 3AFYS aKiDfactmdslcy aft | 4GS
Aaz Ay AGasStFzr (GKAA aDfl aa . SR DhoYrfusicdl idekay ( KS?2
(themes, harmonies) and their relationships explored through musical relationships. | refer to
abstract, pure music, instrumental music.

COUNTESS

Good, as | am, as it were, a patroness of instrumental music, | am delighted that youvalsmee
instrumental music to preminenceg though | may be deluded by vanity. Perhaps the purest music
belongs to Urania, who rules over pure harmony.

|
Perhaps, but | am always your votary.
COUNTESS

I am delighted that you are.

What then is the vocationf the composer? It seems a burdemard work and lack of recognition or
understanding.
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It may be a burden, but the vocation is irresistible. The moments of delight are rare but fill us with the
desire for more. Moments of vision excite desire. Thecpss is a process of love.

COUNTESS

l K £20Sy $gKAOK KIa KFER a2 avlftt | LINIG Ay 2dzNJ
delight is the reward. But where is it that love leads you? Why create this music?

I

Music is, indeed, part of theervice of love. It is writing, or simply contemplating, the music that

matters. Composing is an exploration of the world, or of the possibilities of the hidden language

which is the meaning hidden in the world. Our music is a diary of the exploratieninfagination is

the alembic of experiencepurifying experience into a communicable language. (Imagination is never

Fy aSao0OlLSé¢ FTNRY NBIfAGE o0dzi 2dzNJ YSIya 27F dzy RSNJ
be performed or to have an audienceéhéfwork of composing is an end in itself. Our first desire is to

explore. To convey what we discover is a secondary desire.

COUNTESS
Would you be content to compose purely as an act of contemplation?
I

Yesg and perhaps there is even the possibility of womposing at all. The vocation may simply to
explore the possibilities. Perhaps my own desire is to follow the hidden music, to trace its roads
through the world. Perhaps | will abandon public life and write purely for myself, to make that music
audible br myselfc until | can simply hear it as | travel. Hear, and contemplate.

COUNTESS

It may be satisfactory to some, this monastic vgayut there is a need to pass love on. Desire burns
from the world to the artist, from the artist to the audience. There emany levels of communication.

The music must be composed. It must be brought to new life by performers. (As patroness of
instrumental music | do not hold performing musicians in so low a regafdra8oethius.) The
listeners receive the hidden languaged clothe it with their own memories and feelings so that the
language becomes part of them. Desire drives these waves of communication, but | would suggest
that the composer should never be driven by the need to be heard. The composer must serve music
and, if the music desires to be heard he should follow that flame, but he himself should remain
invisible. He is only a medium, as the performers are.

| agree. 1, too, would not wish to denigrate performers, who deserve respect for their skills, but they
are servants of music as much as the composer. They should also be invisible through humility.

COUNTESS

We suggested that musical works might be said togxist and that the composer simply reveals
GKSY® aA3Kid &adzOK &g 2 NJ aé aybéepreseint bdthy/in spaceiadaNiles { dzOK
combinations of objects or in series of events.

CKSNB A&z T2NJ SEFYLX ST 2dzNJ KAff 8ARS 6KAOK RSYI yH
architect, may be a contributor. There may be a place whichaha@mplete story to tell. There may

be a series of events on that hill which are brought about by a hidden music which nature composes.

There may be fundamental harmonies or themes which recur in different times and places, as different
interpretations ofone idea.

I
It is an attractive idea and one that seems to be supported by experiende harmonious
NEflI GA2yaKAL 2F S@PSyia 6KAOK ONBIGS | ad2NB gAlK
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COUNTESS

The hidden music in all nature gives meaning to things andhat we have called the Dance, forms
distinct works. The One draws things towards each other to create larger forms, works, sonatas and
symphonies.

If so the human mind, which has learned the workings of the hidden music, may be able to foresee
the formof such works.

COUNTESS

Which is, of course, prophegyy 2 i 02y OSNY SR 4AGK GKS TFdzidzNBx 27F C
in things.So,a composer can be a prophet?

I

In that sense; as a listener to the hidden music.

COUNTESS

¢2 32 ol O (082 UAK/B &RISHEBNINNE (GKS al YS | acth&kS dag2N
shaping of a person into a work, a dance, a symphony.

I

Indeed.

COUNTESS

In which case the same understanding of mugia the broader sense of form, works, structure,
development, ighe same understanding as is necessary to understand the vocation of a life, or the
stories and works in nature.

|
It would seem so.
COUNTESS

I would say it was indeed so as the hidden language or meaning in nature whether in place, or space,
or in timeis the same languagewhich, in your case, is understood as a hidden music.

|
This is how it seems to me.
COUNTESS

And there is only one language of relationships and meaning which is the same meaning in any aspect
of life or nature and is produced by the working of love, drawn by the One, to produce smaller and
larger Forms or Works in all things. And the same prasesttared by the artist, who is simply another
creative facet of Nature.

Yesc and | would say that the study of music is the best way we have of understanding the workings
of that language; and this is a new gift. In ancient times people studied t@mnin all things; the
vertical and timeless aspect as it were, but in recent times music has developed into a complex
language of form which more closely reflects the language of Nature.

COUNTESS

Yes¢ an important point. This is a new knowledge. Not rytieing of value comes from Ancient
Wisdom. Sometimes there are new discoveqelough they may be inspired by the Ancient world.
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The new knowledge depends on the artificial creation of a musical technique which is complex enough
to imitate nature, eitler in the contrasting tonalities and structures of our music or the elaborations

of oriental music based on expression and elaboration. Music has developed into such a language only
since the rediscovery of the ancient world and of drama and, more imptytasomedy. The language

of comedy brings surprise, contrast, and the bizarre juxtapositions of natamed music learned

comic form and timing with the Opera Buffo and such men as my delightful friend Galuppi. Perhaps
these comic artists should be cefaked as much as the tragedians.

Thalia, the muse of the Earth and Comedy is held to be silent, but the earthly music is the mixed music
which draws on all the heavenly modes. Her music is the Hidden mas perhaps it is Comedy,
rather than traged, however melancholy it might be at times.

COUNTESS

How curious, that the most worldly music, the cut and thrust of the comic muse, is closest to the
subtleties of the hidden music of nature.

I
'YR GKIG a2YS YAYRt Saa IlgyhRendddSor rélaaighforSrantesiatie® & G A O f
furthest from the workings of love. It is simply bland and lifeless music to induce sleep. Silence is the

only true music of the Negative Way. The true mystic engages with sitemicengages with the full
reality of the broken world.

COUNTESS

Would you say that the vocation of the composer is the same as that of the priest?

I

¢CKFG A& | ljdzSadAaz2y F2NJ 82dz2NJ FNASYR aAiaada al dzZRSXo

(We had been joined by a friend of the Countegglarker figure, perhaps a member ofeligious
order.)

MAUDE

Thank you for drawing me into your conversation. The process of vocation is working in all souls. Love

RN} ga dza (2 (GKS LI GOSNYy 2F ¢KIG ¢S aK2dzZ R 0So® ¢K
asyoucallit. Onepartfo I LINAS&aGQa @20F A2y YlI& 06S G2 addzRe
musicg attentive, understanding the stories, images and forms. Though scripture may be read in three

ways, the literal and the allegoric and as music. To me it is always tlye @tohe poetry, that conveys

meaning, not the literal meaning of the wordS E Ot & & S6AGK tAGdzNBE® L
0KS aG2NRBX ySOSNI ¢KI G @2dz GKAY]l AG YSFIyaoég ¢KS
worship ¢ action, gestue, words) may lie in small details of gesture or language which we do not
understand if we interpret literally.

The priest may also use his understanding of the hidden music to examine the world, providence, and
his own or othe® vocationg; but the disty’ Ot FSI GdzZNB 2F F LINASadQa @20t
for God, or the ong which, in my tradition, would be above all a calling to meet God in the Eucharist.

Without this the vocation is the calling towards knowledge that everyone shares in diffesays,
even if it can so easily be turned in on itself.

COUNTESS

What kind of music, then, should a composer produce when he follows this vocation?
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| see four different kinds of music which follow this working of love. | would say all are equally
G NBA Adza ¢  2éNaut achd dkedhelsalated or liturgical music. To me the comic muse may bring
us closest to God. Sacred music, as generally understood, is music with a liturgical function, music to
be used in church. It may be inspired but more often it is purely functjseting words in a practical

way. The music itself may have no deeper value.

| could divide music into four parts:

1 ¢ Contemplative music the composition of which contemplates the meanings of correspondences

in the world, (contemplating experiencasemories) or as abstract ideas. This music may be purely
GKS2NBGAOIE 2N LJMzNBte O2ydSYLIXIGABS yR ySOSNI SE
2 ¢ Abstract musia; Music which explores purely musical language with no background of other
meaningg; this wouldinclude exercises in fugue, counterpoint or any abstract structures. Though the
composer may work in a purely abstract frame of mind the music is still an exploration of meaning

and the hidden music. It is a study of language itself.

3 ¢ Music about the wrld ¢ Music which attempts to translate the hidden music into heard music. It
may attempt to gommunicate a quality or meaning which the composer has experienced. It may be
YdzaAO SELX 2NAYy3 G¢KS {LANRG 2F tfl OS¢z | altz2NRs:

For example a canposer may explore the natural forms, stories and feelings of a place and attempt
to translate them into musig to reveal their mystery to others, or to develop a relationship. This is a
curious and rare role for a composer, but it may be part of a vooati

4 ¢ Music for the World; Music which has a complementary role. We might compose music to create
a particular mood, or we may compose music for a place, or person, to give something, to create a
counterpoint, or, in a way, as healing or a prayer.

COUNESS

This classification of music is quite new to me. | wonder if every kind of music would fit these
categories?

| think so. Most everyday music would be in the fourth categpityneed not be deeply prayerful or
seriously healing it might simply beneant for amusement or deliglg though what could be more
healing than that? | suppose liturgical music would fit this area too, though | could add a fifth category
for purely functional music, which may have no value or meaning in itself. It mighdénlsackground

music that fills silences in shops, music that is purely designed to set a rhythm but has no other musical
content (capstan shanties, military drumming, rave music) Of course any of these functional kinds of
music may also be high art.

MAUDE

I wonder if your concept of this hidden music as a deep language beneath all language, and beneath
the forms of things may explain the ancient idea of speaking in tongues? Perhaps there are times when
the pure meaning is so strong that we do not have amgliage to communicate ¢tand so the pure
meaning (not merely pure emotion) is expressed in apparently meaningless sounds. It is as if someone
is inspired to sing, or perhaps improvise at the organ, but has no skill or technique so the meaning
(which, ifthis is true, is meaning and not simply nonsense or hysteria) pours out in whatever
impression of a language we can produce.

If all such people had received a thorough training in extempore organ playing they would have
become Bachs.

COUNTESS
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Perhaps we simply need to sing. We can know music through singing. If we can sing we have, you
would say, a purer language with which to express meaning.

MAUDE

We only know beauty through knowing the beautiful. We only know love through loving. YoomiPlat
Forms or Ideas may lreal, but we know them through our experiences of our own world and our
own life.

I like to think that all Nature is communicating, performing the hidden music. It is constantly changing
and making new forms, new works, butdtalways singing. In this way | can understand that the world

is an emanation of God, to use a Platonic term, but | am unhappy with the Platonic idea of a series of
emanations, of a chain of existence growing further and further from God. Surely the émstrtitihg

is as close to its source as the most beautiful and perfect? The world may be, though, a constantly
evolving thing, the creation of the Trinity, a God who is constantly dancing through nature. Our God
is not a remote being divorced from creatitwt an eternal dance. The Trinity is the source of all
Performance and Composition. Relationships and Performance are at the heart of all things in our
tradition. The whole world is a performance, all parts of the world are singing, playing, listening,
contemplating, communicating. The whole performance of many small works, songs, dances, sonatas,
or larger structureg; symphonies, operas, comedies and tragedjés driven by love, the Trinity, in

its continuous creation, and illuminated by those sparkgrate or knowledge of truth which are our
treasures and rewards.
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3
LOVE

It may have been the same day, it may have been another. It was late afternoon and there was a
burnished evening light on the walnut trees. In theeyallemons were radiantly yellow under their

dark leaves. | had been surprised to find a group of entertainers in the garden. They had arrived to
amuse the Countess. It might seem strange that such a woman would be amused by these brightly
coloured tumblerand jugglers, but | suspect they were part of her retinue, or under her patronage.
During our continuing walk | was occasionally distracted by flashes of red and gold between the trees
and statuary

COUNTESS

There was a phrase that struck me in our lasbwersation-a ¢ KS ¢g2NJ Ay3a 2F [ 208
meaningless, but it seems to have meaning. Perhaps this afternoon should spend some time
considering that neglected topic, Love.

I
A very difficult topia; and one that may lead to conjecture and fantasy.
CQJINTESS

But we may, at least, discuss the old questions with different language and, perhaps, cast some new
light.

Yes. Let us look at the world in terms of Love. It is such a central issue to the artist and also to the
theologian and yet it is one thad rarely discussed logically.

COUNTESS

Can we discuss it logically?

|

Perhaps to a certain degree.

2 KSYy L dzaSR (KS LIKNIXasS daiGKS g2NyJAy3Ia 2F [ 20S¢
something close to my old idea of the Dance in the World. We hiready talked about the hidden

music in all thingg as a language that can exist in many translations, of which music may be a more
precise means of translation than any other. We also discussed the idea of vogatiemdency for

a person to be drawto a particular end. In the case of vocation we could simply say that a person

gradually discovers his own soul, or his own potential, and in following a course of discovery it appears
that the world responds, or supports, or encourages, his journey.

Thed2 2NJ] Ay3da 2F [20S¢ adzaA3Sada GKIFIG GKSNB Aa |y |
is a hidden music in things. Can we imagine that there is, also, a performance? An active process with
audience, performer, working together?

Can we imaginehat imagination itself works in all things, and that there is a desire in all things?
COUNTESS

Love being desire?

I

Love, in this case, is an attraction through imagination. | am not thinking about human love at this
point. Perhaps Love is the same intlilhgs, creative, physicglbut let us start with a broader picture.
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COUNTESS

Is it not sadly possible that people simply imagine that the desire produced by their own physical
needs is a universal principal?

And we project a purely imaginary idea of love onto the cosmos? Well, if we do it may be all we can
ever know. | do not separate mind from body. Are agape and eros ever really separate?

COUNTESS

Plato, and his commentator our beloved Marsilio Ficino, kpederms of the two Venuses.
I

Are they not reflections of each other?

COUNTESS

Surely the physical may engender imagination? Sometimes, of course, it may produce grotesque
imaginings.

If there is a distinction to be made it could be between love areative force and negative desires.
Theold-fashionedsins are a useful guide. Lust is misdirected love. Are not all sins misdirected loves?
Misdirected usually towards the self.

Love, the love we are considering, is a regard for another object whiclrajesea desire for that
object.

COUNTESS
A desire that may or not be physical.
I

It may be either, or a mixture. The desire may be a recognition of something lacking in the soul of the
lover, or it may be a recognition of a reflection of the logerreflection in the beloved object of what
the lover should be. It may part of the pess of vocation.

COUNTESS

Ahc¢ and that may be a process which is beyond ourselves. Love in the cosmos may provide that object
through the steps of the Dance? Vocation, as a cosmic force, may provide a Lover?

It may seem that way and certainly has seeed that way in my experienaebut | am careful to
appear, at least, sceptical. Your Ficino also says that loving an object creates love in an object. If
someone loves another the other will respond.

COUNTESS

Would it were so!

|

I think this is more a plosophical concept than an observation from experience.

COUNTESS

| wonder. But you speak of objects. You are trying to avoid the specifically human experience.
|
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Yes. | suppose | am trying to argue that love is a cosmic principal and not just a prajectiohuman
needs. Love is a sharing of imagination which engenders desire. We have already allowed the concept
2F Iy LYF3IAYFGA2Y Ay GKS 62NIR® oL adAatt GNB G2

COUNTESS
The sharing is not always reciprocated.
I

If we believe thatil KSNB A& Fy dGAYIFIAYlLIGA2yé Ay GKS 02avzacxz
have meaning, can we say that love is a general principle which engenders desire, movement, in all
things?

COUNTESS

We can say it. We know what we mean by it. Others may.nalzi € SGQa Ol tf GKI G LIN
Loveg for the moment.

We might say that Love is the essential force of existence. Would our friend Maude find this language
acceptable? Let us say

God regards his creation. God simultaneously draws creatimnimagination and draws creation
from imagination. The energy, Love, is produced from the relationship of a created thing and its idea
or form in the divine imagination.

COUNTESS

| feel Maude would be generally pleased with this image of God creatinggh lovec a continuous

processc I OA NDdzf | NJ LINPOSaad D2RQ&E RS&aANB ONBI(iSa GK
RFY3aSNBR Ay dzaAy3a GKS 62NR a/ NBlIGA2YyE D

I

It is a misused word. We are not thinking of any act of manufacture at a specific tioiethe more

I think of it the more appropriate the word seems. The energy of love between object and Idea is an
eternal process of creation. The thing is constantly becoming a reflection of the Idea. "Works" are
continually being formed as well as indival things.

COUNTESS

Very good. And the thing regards its Idea. | like this concept of gazing, regarding, admiring.
I

Andso, the existence, or being, of anything is a working of Love.

COUNTESS

It may be so. It may be there is only one Love.

(Maude had janed us.)

MAUDE

If I may put what | understand you have been discussing in my own words

[ 29SS RN} g¢ga Fff GKAy3a (26 NRa GKSANI LRSF Ay (KS
I might dare to suggest that your Platonic idea that our Form or Idea existed in the Mind of God is t

be found even in the Psalmist:
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"My frame was not hidden from you

when | was made in the secret place.

When | was woven together in the depths of the earth,
your eyes saw my unformed body.

All the days ordained for me

were written in your book

before one of them came to be. "

COUNTESS
Ah yes-as a very elegant poetic lady once translated the same verse:

"Nay fashionless, ere form | took,
Thy all and more beholding eye
My shapeless shape

Could not escape:

All these time framed successively
Ere om had being, in the book

Of thy foresight enrolled did lie.

MAUDE

The desire that draws us, or a work, or nature is produced by the Idea or Form of what we, or the
work, should be, and eternally is in the World of Forms. The energy that draws uss doige.

Is this not the working of the Holy Trinity? God the Father is the source of Being. The Word is the Form
and the Spirit is the Love that draws us toward our vocation.

Thank you. Somehow all the vaguenesses of our Platonic conversation are resolved when you use your
Christian terminology.

MAUDE
My faith is entirely concerned with the workings of Love.
I

Our difficulty is in using these words with common understanding. &imost impossible to talk in
Christian language as everyone means completely different things by the same gutivdg are
divided by a common language. Not least the word "God" which, to some, means something in which
it is easy to disbelieve and tihers means a simple and necessary One or Being.

G[ 29SS RNl ga Fff GKAy3a (26 NRa OGKSANI LRSF 02NJ C?
This is, if understood in the way you intend, exactly how | feel about my own vocation as a composer

and about the music itself. Thrausic follows its own vocation. It desires to be composed. Both the
music and | follow this desire purely to reveal the Unity.

MAUDE

Which is, to me, simply God, revealed through the working of Love.

COUNTESS

Maude has the benefit of a simple faith. Shelfeno need to question words. And she feels very little
need to use words at all. I, like you, am a sadly confused being. | enjoy my struggles to find glimpses
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negation she follows. She affirms all because she is simply herself.

MAUDE
Madame, | am nothing.
I

In our discussions of music we agreed that individual things are part of greater works. A tree is part of
a landscape. A harmony is part of a sonata.

COUNTESS

Indeed. There are larger forms made of many individual objects.

|

Sog these larger forms are also produced by the creative tension of Love between Nature and Form.

COUNTESS

Yes if we accept that there is an imagination in the cosmos.

MAUDE

Which is not the One, or God, but the regard of God in Nature. God remains simple and unknowable.
|
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COUNTESS
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patterns but a constantly creating imagination.
Shall we sag

There is a Working of Love in the greater forms moulding the material world to the Idea or pattern.
Oh,how fanciful we Platonists can be.

MAUDE

This is the Spirit procesg from the One and the Word. The dance of creation is the reflection of the
Trinity. Though God is simple, love, One, Good, he works through all creation in the relationship of the
Trinity, the constant interchange of love, infinitely creative.

COUNTESS
Are we thinking of two forces or one?
Firstlyc the desire that draws an object to the imagination or soul of the lover.

Secondly the force that draws an object towards its Idea, or draws things to create larger forms
which also are drawn to their Ide@sthe Divine Imagination.

These are, surely, the same. Love draws lovers together to create larger forms just as love draws
natural things to make a beautiful landscape, or musical ideas together to form a work. It is one
process and these three thingften serve each other. Human love affects the world in which lives. A
musical world may depend on the personal experience and vocation of its composer.

MAUDE

This is a way of understanding the Trinity, working through love. | would suggest that your ideas, sir,
are closer to the theology of the Trinity than they are to Platonic thought. Plato's Ideas could be
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understood as a rather naive way of understandingvteohorse is born a horse, due to a fandsting

Idea of "horse", in the absence of an understanding of genetics. The process you describe is far closer
to the working of the Trinity, constantly drawing individual things to form new expressions of unity
while retaining their individual qualities. The "ldeas in the Mind of God" are fragments of the idea of
Unity, new compositions of sounds, nature, life, rather than the simple "ideas" of Plato. Perhaps you
would find a friend in St Bonaventure, the Seradbaxctor, who absorbed your Plato into a purely
Christian vision in which Christ was central.

In Christ we have the glory and the wounds, the joy and pain, the harmony and creative discord.
COUNTESS
Ah, the Dance takes shape!

And, at that moment, it waembodied by the dancers who emerged from a gazebo. As two red and
gold figures tumbled another sang to a hurdy gurdy. In the same colourful spangled costume it was
difficult at first to know whether it was a boy or a girl, but her voice was that of aTtiete was a
certain familiarity in her appearance. Someone | had met before? Or passed on the road? Which road
might it have been? A road through western forests or a road that led to these southern climes, the
lemon tree country?

(Notes 6/06- 12/06)
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4

PILGRIMAGETHE MUSIC OF THE SOUL

Sometime later the Countess and the quietly mysterious Maude and | continued our conversations.
This episode seems to have a nocturnal quality, perhaps simply because it turns raokedaiR S Q &
theological views than the earlier conversations. | myself, as well as my music, moved from the one to
other, to and fro, from the Platonic delights of the Countess to the more melancholy spirituality of the
other lady.

The conversation grew froancurious piece of text which | had stumbled upon, from a letter by Peter
Sterry to his son.

G[ SG dza SOSNI NBYSYoOSNI GKFG ¢S INB KSNB Ay 2dzNJ LJ
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XadziA O1 Y Rénlyspheres & Se divide b@ings themselves in us, by the Charms of which
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(Peter Sterry Selected Writings ed. N | Matar, University of Kansas 1994)

MAUDE

We are always travelling. We are drawn by faith in another country, somewhere peaceful, complete
and beautiful. However much we love the world through which we pass it is only ever a byway on our
journey.

|

There are so many ideas in this one fregnt of Sterry. He is a forgotten man but in a mysterious way
he brings together all the themes that matter to me. He touches for a few moments an ideal balance
of Platonism and Christianity. He knows his Ficino and understands the hidden music in the worl

COUNTESS

This short letter unites us all. Here the idea of Pllgrlmage and the Music of the Spheres soundlng in
0KS {2dAf 6KAOK asSSvya (2 SOK2 alNBRAftA2Q& a5S ! Y2N

MAUDE

His sacred references are to Psalm 119 and the Letter to the Hebrewsjrgpeékur pilgrimage to
the Holy City.

I
There are questions here for which | would like to find an answer.
How do | find a balance between the love of this world, knowing it is more than ever changeable, and

a desire for another world which | sensethe pursuit of music?
What songs do | sing when | know the Music of the Spheres is in my soul?
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MAUDE

There are those who would reject this world and those who see it as the Book of Nature, a way of
knowing God. | would ask whether we can ever knoweternal world in this life without loving the
temporal world? We may only know truth through our experience of transitory things. We must value
the world, and at the same time become aware that there is another world, shining beyond the veil.

COUNTESS

Some would say that we should look no further than this world. Love the veil of nature.

MAUDE

Is the value of nature only in the way it reveals higher things? We have already considered the view
that we know ideal reality through loving individual thinifge love people through loving a person.

We love nature through loving a garden or a simple plant. Unity is known through variety. The love of
an individual thing shows us beauty, form, life. We must be detached enough to love, through the

appearance orhe image. If we love a flower and fancy it will l[&stever, we are clearly fooling

ourselves. We can love it for its transitoriness and learn to love beauty from it. We can only learn that
love by loving the temporal world as it is, changeable, growimydecaying.

COUNTESS

Do we need anything more? Why do we desire the other world?

MAUDE

We desire it because we know it. We know beauty. We know that the form and meaning of nature is
not in the natural changeable features it presents. A beautifulgphaay remain beautiful if all its parts
change. Its beauty still remains as an Idea when everything temporal is gone. We still remember the
song when the singers have departed.

|

Or the nightingales?

COUNTESS

We remember it. Others do not. | have headme who deny God speak of wonder and delight in
Nature. Wonder and Delight are our images of God and the eternal. Do such people forget the song?

I

And are they fit only for treasons, stratagems and spoils?

You both love the world as it is, frail antutable. You both have a desire for that world beyond the
veil- and so do I. The source of my music is not in the changeable world of nature, though nature may
sing the songs and provide the language. Is there any difference between your views of tht wor

al dzZRS YlIé& GKAyYy]l 2F (GKS |1 SIH@gSyteée [/ AGedd ¢KS [/ 2dzyi 8§
fair aspect, as Spenser calls it. Are they the same?
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MAUDE

There is only one trutlq or it is not Truth. We may use different languages. We may aagoet our
languageput we cannot argue about what is true. The writer of the letter to the Hebrews may have
known his Platog or his associates may have passed on a Platonic feeling through the Jewish
philosopher Philo.

COUNTESS

And | wonder if the wrér of the Gospel of John knew the Symposium. What other dialogue about
Love could he have used as a model for his dinner party conversation? Or we for ours, indeed.

MAUDE

He may simply have been inspiretut there is a parallel if there is truth in dotraditions.

I

We agree that we are on a pilgrimage to another world. We are citizens of that city?

COUNTESS

Oh, yes.

MAUDE

My heart is there.

|

Is everyone, can everyone be?

MAUDE

At heart, but it is a blessing or curse to some of us taware of its calling. Many may happily live a
simpler life; many may live the life of that City within this temporal world, simply loving. An artist, or
a person of prayer, both, perhaps, flawed people who are unable to live a simple, single, life, may
know themselves to be strangers and pilgrims.

I

As pilgrims what should our relationship with this earthly world be? Do we care for it? Do we observe
it and pass on? Do we have a responsibility to make it like that other world through our art or our
ethicaland social life?

MAUDE

Is it possible? Some try to impose unitg parody of the simplicity of the Citynto a very different

reality. To impose unity is to go against nature. As we have previously considered only the infinite
variety of nature canifd Unity.
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We have two choicesto remove ourselves from the world and follow the negative way, or to try to
live through love and justic&Ve can never impose our own dreams of unity on others.

MAUDE

No, or we damage divine varietthe fecundity and creativity of nature. The constantly creative nature
finds unity through Forms rather than any imposed order that tries to recreate a psiatal.

Let us all, if we are composers like you, write beautiful and true string quartets. Let us not try to write
one monstrous work in which everyone has an inhuman part.

I
Would you not wish for religious unity?
MAUDE

The Church is both a spiritual and a social or political body. It is the earthly part of the Heavenly
Kingdom. In what way it should achieve earthly unity | could not say. Perhaps it is meant to be an
unanswered question, but it is never true to say tha Church is only a spiritual unity. It struggles to

be incarnate. Churches are not temples but images of the Temple. The church is the Eucharist. It is a
shared community of not only earthly, living, people, but also the saints and all others past and
present. The Communion of Saints. There are those who have found their true selves in the Kingdom
YR (GK2aS 2F dza ¢6K2 OStSOoNIdS AYLISNFSOG | yR o0NERJ
imperfect and broken temples. | am not sure | would have yt attner way. It expresses Unity in its
brokenness.

COUNTESS
Is this Heavenly Kingdom the same as the Platonic World of Ideas?
I

| would say so. The Ideas and the Soul are eternal. We have previously considered that this World of
Ideas is not an abstca, static thing but the cause of all creation.

| would accept that the immortal Soul (whether one or many) is eternally existent. | would not accept
the existence of people living in another world after death and yet somehow as they are now. That
seems o be a fairly recent misconception.

MAUDE

"Eternal soul" is misleading, perhaps. Platonists may believe that souls amexiptent, but the
Christian tradition is that souls are created individually, but are immortal.

Do you feel you are a member @dmmunity with these eternal or immortal souls?
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Yes. When a loved one dies we may suddenly be aware of the reality or wholeness of that person,
even if we may feel, in our earthly way, that the life has been cut short before its time. The Soul, the
true nature, of the person may suddenly become knolemember the dead child in the poem Pearl
appears as a beautiful maiden. She never liveddolthood,but her Soul appears as the true Pearl
maiden. Both Soul and Eternal City is the thing the earthly world aspires to but it may never materially
becomeld KI & LRSIt ® LG R2SayQi ySSR G20 12¢ | ¢7Fdz
would be unnatural and destroy desire.

COUNTESS

We, living now, may become aware of our own Souls as they are in that place and should be on earth
¢ reflected in the eyes of a beloved or in the image of a guardian angel. There is a tradition that
guardian angels are the reflections of our Souls, our Ideas.

MAUDE

We, our souls, are eternally present in that world and we have glimpses of it as we walk hene We a
drawn through the Workings of Love to become ourselves and, by walking in two worlds, to reveal the
eternal through our footsteps.

I

Yes, indeed. It is more those glimpses which inspire us and drive us. | know this from experience and |
gradually coméo understand it.

I may be a Citizen of an Eternal Kingdom but the wonder is that those glimpses inspire us to love the
temporal world. We do not reject it. We live in the Eternal Kingdom when we listen to the hidden
music in this world, just as we firiduth in music however tragic and broken.

MAUDE

Perhaps the answer is to say that there are not two worlds but one. The division is in us. This world
takes its form from the eternal more than thatq it is a partial view of the eternal. In a Glass, Dark

as St Paul said. We do not live in a separated creation but always in the Mind of God.

I

Yes, | feel the truth of what you say. It is a treasure that has often been lost. We are within an
emanation of God, not a creation which is separated from Gbe. two alternative views are views

of one reality and both as old as each other. Our arrogance can make us wish to be separated and
independent.

| am gathering my treasures.

Love as the energy which draws things to their Forms in the Mind of God.

TheUnity of Temporal and Eternal Worlds.

We are Citizens of both Worlds.
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The Soul is Eternal, our Idea or Form.

We are inspired by signs in the world to reveal the True Kingdom to othausto make this world
like the eternal (because there is only owerld) ¢ but by love, creativity, variety revealing Truth.

{2 FIN GKAA aSSya G2 | OO02NR gAGK 020K GKS [ 2dzyaS
vision.

MAUDE

Mr. Ficino is more in accord with Christ than he is with Mr Plato.
COUNTESS

| do not follow any philosopher. | am what | am.

MAUDE

Bonaventure, the Seraphic Doctor, whom you would find very congenial, calls the signs of God in the
world "Vestiges".

I am beginning to understand my relationship with the world througtich | make my pilgrimage.
Not to escape it, but to love it, to reveal the eternal through love and wakd in doing so to affirm
the value and meaning of the world.

More and more | realise that my life has been shaped by this. The experiencey/siadies of it may
take 30 years to resolve, but they follow one journey, one story, one vocation. | am thankful that |
YeaStT KIFIGS ySOSNI FStd aO02YLX SGSé¢ odzi gl e&a TS

MAUDE

The need to travel is the desire to discover the new dioflhe ancient pilgrimage was always to a
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perhaps a Protestant one, of which Sterry speaks of may seem a denial of thigWwogdthg to leave

it. A pilgrimag to an earthly place may become idolatry. We should not travel to a delusion or an idol

which takes the place of God, but we should travel to see, or meet, God in the world and in doing so
become Citizens of the True Kingdom. Holy places to which wel traase be holy in themselves or

memorials of holy lives or events, but they are never an end in themselves.

¢CKS tdzNAGEFEY LAfTANRYFIS 2F a¢KS tAfINAYQAa t NRINB:
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pilgrimage in real earthly landscapes and it became a story of a journey of discovery through real
places. It gave me the desire to travel and the travelling is my waevkether on real or imaginary

roads.

COUNTESS
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arranging, judging, remembering. Our imagination is the laboratory of the senses, the gallery of the
memory, and through it we discover truth. Atihe work of imagination, is never an escape.

As a classicist | would say that | favour works that are purely themselves, abstract forms rather than
representative, but these pure forms are the distillation of meaning, the concentration from nature

and eyerience. Pure art, pure music, is natural in itself.

I

True. There is a tendency to use music or the other arts as fantasy, creating an alternative world, which
can be an escape.

COUNTESS
A fantasy may be true. It can only be distilled from natubait it can be unsatisfying and unnecessary.

True music does not imitate. By being true to itself it inspires the listener to open their eyes and ears
to truth in the world.

I

What would Maude see as the truest music?

MAUDE

Music may be praise andorship ¢ but the music our friend speaks of is worship and praise in its

LJdzZNA G&>X o6& o0SAy3a YdzaAOd® LG ySSR y2i 06S daloz2dzié L
of the Holy Trinity, God eternally loving, creating.

MAUDE and the COUNTESS
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not made a servant or imitator.

| agree that this is an ideal to work to, but | may find it hard to achieve with my melancholy side and
the need to us music as a comfort or meditation.

COUNTESS

If we may go backtbir.{ 4§ SNNBE Q& G(SEGXdD
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This is a charming proof thadr. Sterry knew his Ficino intimately. Our soute aomposed of the

same harmonies as the planets and they sing their own part in the same symphony.
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What can this mean to our modern scientific world? The ancient belief was that the universe reflected
the same harmonies as music. The ancient soldesywas a gigantic musical scale. The planets sang
their notes and guided a particular mode, a mood or emotion or archetypal quality. These same
harmonies are in our own Souls, which, after all, a part or reflection of the Soul of the World.

Even if we kaw that the universe is not a simple harmonious sphere, or series of spheres, we do know

that music is true. Harmony is real. The fundamental harmonies may be true in all levels and kinds of
existence. It may not be possible to analyse this in detailghft 02 dz2f R at & G(KI &G G§KS Y
words still has value. The Soul is made up of the same harmonies as the cosmos. We might equally say

that the archetypal qualities in the Soul are also true in the whole of Nature.

We are made of the stuff dflature, so our Souls must be also a reflection of the Mind of Nature.
COUNTESS

In 20" century terms we might put it that the psychological archetypes, the underlining qualities of
the mind, are also true in all Nature. And they sing together.

Yes,the meaning is clear. Ficino can be read as a picturesque language of psychology. The ancient
view of the planets is still true as a diagram or graph of archetypal meaning.

MAUDE

In your melancholy moments, Sir, you may use music as a comfort and aatizeditEven if you

imagine you are creating an alternative world, or an escape, you are, in the process of composing,
meditating on the language of all Nature. If you meditate on experience or a beloved place in your

music you are also meditating on thenfpuage of nature itself, and this can only lead to God if the

artist works in humility and does not attempt to reflect himself. All people in themselves are images

of God but that image becomes distorted if it reflects itself. Our true nature shoulditedi¢at others,
ortheworldgLJr aaAy3 2y (GKS aNB3IFNRé 2F D2R F2NJ ONBI (A2

The artist should always be humble. His only delight is in revealing something to others. If he achieves
a work of any quality it is as much a surprise to him as to anyoeallydll artists should be invisible.

MAUDE

We are part of one music. We do not deny this world in our pilgrimage. We reveal the True Kingdom
in our songs, which become Dances and Delights.

I
This is must be my vocation.

(Notes JulyAugust 2007)
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5

MAUDE ON THE TRINIFYHE WAY OF NEGATION

(This seems to have taken place later that evening. The sun was setting. We walked close to the house.
Someone was playing the guitar in one of the cloister rogifghis is still Ravello. Was it the girl
whom | had noticed amongst the tumblers in an earlier afternoon?)

MAUDE

The process of composition is a means of meditating on the creative spirit in the world. It makes no
difference whether the music is attempting to convey an experience or describkjact, or whether

the music is purely music, following its own nature. Music is part of the same world, and it is drawn
towards its form in the same way as natural things or lives are drawn to their forms.

Music is an exemplar of the creative procesgature. Though the artist is seemingly the creator he
can only follow the same creative spirit which works in everything.

L OSNIFAyfteée FSSt (KIG lyedKAy3d 3F22R (GKIFG L R2 A
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So,l have no qualms about ascribing anything of value to an outside agent.

MAUDE

I am very pleased to hear it. All artistic creation should come from a state of humilityifivismot
a completely sincere one.

|
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saint. If | were | might be humble enough to do nothing. Perhaps all art comes from our itching at
flaws, like the pearl in the oyster shell.

MAUDE

The process of composition is a meditation on the nature of the process and a participation in the
work of the creative spirit. It can also, of course, be a meditation on the experiences which may have
GAYALIAKNS RE2N] @ t SNKIFLJA GKFG AayQd Fy F LILINELINRF (¢
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I

Do you allow inspiration in this working of the creative spirit?

MAUDE

Indeed, but | reserve the term to mean those moments of knowledge orggnghen the spirit works
at its clearest or most open in the soul.
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I

When it all seems to come naturally.

MAUDE

Yes, exactly meaning the moments when the artist is most aware that he is acting with the spirit.
Could this inspiration be the reatason why people are driven by a desire to work so hard? These
moments of delight in the work itself, or found in the subject on which the artist is meditating in his
work?

I

Yes, | think so. The desire to do all this painful and exhausting work (Wltieftainly is) must be
driven by something very powerfglthese sparks of delight when the thing comes together, when
there is a touch of inspiration, in the genuine sense.

MAUDE

Is this delight found in the work the same as the mystery you senteiworld ¢ that sparks the
desire to work?

I

,2dz Oy aSyasS YealdSNE Ay o0Sldziegzx 2NJAYy | aSya$sS :
that creative spirit at work, or of a form or meaning in things.

MAUDE

The same mystery, the source d@ligiht, is in the spirit, the active working energy, and in the form, or
meaning?

|

Yes.

MAUDE

This is your experience?
I

A very real experience.
MAUDE

| am very pleased to hear it. Could this be, then, an experience of what | would call thelMdatdre
and the Spirit working towards form?
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| see, you are thinking of the Holy Trinitpr two of its three "persons”. Not an easy idea to grasp.
MAUDE

But you have graspeddtand everything you do is driven by it.

I

The Word being?

MAUDE

What you think of as the form or meaning in things. You have already said that all the infinite forms
seem to work towards unity. They are parts of one unity. This form or meaning is, to me, the Word
that was made flesh in Jesus Christ. Whether you acmepgospel literally or not the meaning can

be understood. This Word is in the world, as the form and meaning.

I

| tend to think of the second person of the trinity as the Son, as the man Jesus.

MAUDE
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that Word made Flesh. The Trinity existed before Jesus was born of Mary and the Holy Spirit on earth.
He is the Word, and the Word is Jesus Christ.

|

| find the Word easier to believe in than the man.

MAUDE

| can understand that but you have no problem believing in, and experiencing, the Trinity?

I

No. Strange. What of God?

MAUDE

God is Being, the source of everything. God is the easiest to believe in. If things have being, then being
must existlIf things aregood,then Good exists.

z
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Are the trees, your landscapes, your symphonies, your loves abstract?
I

No.

MAUDE

Yet you experience God in those things. Is Jesus Christ abstract?

I

I am not sure whether I think of Jesus Christ as a historical person. My rational mind asks too many
questions. Is our image of Jesus Christ simply a way of thinking of God in human terms?

MAUDE
Simply? Perhaps Jesus Christ is simply God being in hamas
I

We have arrived at a point at which | can see that the Platonic view of creativity has actually been
refined by the Christian. A possibly naive theory in Plato, of ideas, a way of explaining why things have
form, has been developed by later Riatsts and perfected by theologians. This idea of the Trinity
seems to be far closer to actual experience.

MAUDE

L FY y24 F3FrAyad &82dNJ tflad2yA0 ARSIad ¢KS [/ 2dzy/i
they were consistent with his Dominicanetblogy. The Ideas seem to be a way of understanding this

sense that everything grows towards a preconceived design RSAA 3y Ay (GKS aAyR 27

experience presents the process.

Dionysius, PseudDionysius, in the '5 century suggested that laldeas, all the infinite variety of
possibilities, grow from one source, the Word.

That seems like a very good way of understanding it. Everything is unique and varied, and yet shares
a common origin. All meanings hold one meaning in their core.l Yfaak that idea is very good.

MAUDE

b2G Iff 5A2y@aArdzaQa ARSIA 06K2SOSNI KS 4l ao | NB |
Divine Names, but is unnecessarily baroque in his hierarchies of angels. These things are ways of
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|

Or she? Or it, or them?
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MAUDE

Always one, Sirl We may amuse ourselves wigihsonifications of aspects of God, or of natural
qualities but there is, surely, by definition, only one Unity. Anthropomorphic terms for God are purely
a way of understandingand are often the cause of confusion. As you can clearly understand the
persms of the Trinity are ways in which we experience one God who is ultimately simple, but infinitely
creative. God's love is also God, and the Word is God's image that love flows too, but infinite diffusive
love must also flow generously outward, and thathie cause of Creation. Fundamentally we, as
Christians, think of God as infinitely diffusive and creative, not a static "Good" as the Platonists may
see the "One".

I

Yes, | understand. | am very impressed by the concept that all Forms or Ideas dedyinamied forms

of one Idea, which you call the Word. | can look through the music to its individual form and sense
that one Form beyond it, as its sour¢and the thing that drives variety to create infinite expressions

of Unity.

MAUDE

Each individulthing, when it is truly itself, participates in Unity. Each individual thing is a reflection
of that one Word, as each individual person is a reflection, or perhaps a projection, of Christ. You see
we know God as human when we are truly human ourseM#&sare not remote creations but part of

this wonderful working and showing of God through love.

I
| think we used the phrase
(It was actually Maude's phrase)
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of God, through the Word. The Spirit draws them. Love draws them.

It seems a pity to abandon the idea that the ideas or forms of everything exist in God's Mind. We seem
to be saying that it's not as if the form of individuhings somehow prexist but more the general
principles of how things should grow towards unity, or truth.

MAUDE

All these ideas are merely ways of looking at it. To Bonaventure the vestiges of God in things are
reflections of God's Goodness, Beauty,Touth - but things only have Goodness or Beauty or Truth
when they have become something which is true to itself. By becoming an individual thing, or work,
things reflect God's qualitieSo,all things, by being drawn to become themselves, are drawheed

divine Ideas.

And yet, in a way, when an individual thing becomes what it should be it feel as if it has always existed
in God's Mind.
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MAUDE

This is merely playing with words. If you like to think of the forms of all thérigging,you can. Bt

we mustn't think that everything we do is pardained. We have the freedom to work towards these
forms if we wish- and though all forms which reflect God are alive with the desire for unity there is
an infinite variety of possibilities.

We are alldriven by this powerful desire to create, or live, which may be the same thing, but we can
very easily fail.

MAUDE

But how often is that failure, which | would call Sin, the cause of a greater good? Without the freedom
and variety there would be no lif&€€an you imagine any world which was free of all darkness? Surely
there would be no life or creativity. It would be a monstrous and dead image of the Word, whereas
we know that the Word involves death and pain in its wonderful creativity. | would sagdhgblete
freedom is an essential part of the working of the Trinity. Things have freedom to evolve.

|
Indeed?
MAUDE

Surely creation is continuous. If you can follow a vocation, so may a species. Your symphony may grow
to a seemingly prexistent Idea in the Mind of God and yet be constantly revised. So may all things.
God iseternal,so all beginnings and endings arertally present to him. And with what joy and love

He must watch his garden grow! Everything is constantly forming new works with new expressions of
unity in infinite diversity. Or so it should be if we are not too destructive. Ultimately God's Judgment,
which may be an artistic judgment, may produce a new world where everything is at unity in itself.

|

| understand. | like the idea that the Last Judgment may be a matter of artistic selection! But even
now, when we walk in this world and hear that hiddausic, the meaning in the world, we find we

are walking in paradise here on earth. | am not sure whether we have rediscovered Eden, in which we
know the true names of things (all derived from the one Name) or whether we are living already in
the New Jerualem, heavenly kingdom. These are the delights that keep us travelling and fire our
RSAANB® {USNNEQA LAfANRY g1 & GNIX@gSttAya G220
MAUDE

That hidden music is delight?

|

It carries those sparks of delight that illuminate the world in a new way.

MAUDE
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These sparks may create in you a desire to compose, but they are also treasures that you can dwell on

in prayer. To me they are more precious than the world. These intimations of God can be remembered

and meditated upon. This is the first stage of BonadeNtE Q& W2 dzZNy Sé 2F (KS { 2 dz
start of the negative way of prayer. We meditate on those signs or vestiges of God. We find those
same signs, that same music is in our soul. We try to bring our whole mind into the pure love that
those glimners remind us of and we peel away everything from our memories and souls that is not

that simple love until all we know is God and meditation becomes silent contemplation.

This is a hard way, but wonderful. We are inspired by experience of God incithe & reach to
nothing but God. Some touch that simplicity of pure love for a moment, some touch eternity.

| can appreciat¢hat,0 dzii L @2NNE GKIG Ad0Qa ol yR2yAy3a GKS g2
needs us.

MAUDE

How can it be wheit is dwelling on the very essence of the world?

I

¢tKAa OFlyYy &az2dzyR @SNEBSX ATFfaky2dz R2Yy Qi YAYR YS &l @Ay:
MAUDE

| apologise. This ascent, the negative way affirms the reality of the world because we can only climb

the ladder by being what ware. Also this enlightenment, or joy, that we touch is something we bring

back with us.

|

OhL R2y Qi f A1S I KaBouniidridptured and wédsridd fiarke grih@ A y 3

MAUDE

c
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LT GKS& R2 AG Aa 0SOl dzaS (K Sdthe tisspitiaf TaR B @ L
spiritual person descends to the world with absolutely clear love, seeing all cearig one can

Ffglea 1y2e¢ GKIG AG A& 3ASydaAyS Syt AIKISYYSyid o0SCc
You should read th€loud of Unknowing. All the dangers of delusion are there. The worst danger of
0KS yS3rurgsS ¢reé Aa GKIG GKS& LSSt Fglke 2yfteé (KS

see rather than strip away everything. In the same way the followers ohftirenative way think God
is only in the easy things, the superficially beautiful when they should see the whole.

|
Light and shadow, concord and discord. Yes. | feel the Affirmative way is for me, at the moment at

least, though there are timeswhen$3 &8t GKIF G0 GNUziK 2N NRARIKiGySaa Ay ¢
perhaps nothing else is necessary.
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6

WALKING THE WAY OF AFFIRMATION

Some years later in another country

A little way from the village | found an extraordinary cottage. It was almost as if it had been a cottage
once but had fallen into the earth. | had caught a glimpse of someone living in this earthy and
overgrown place. It was a young woman. | quite expect¢o be an old hag or village witch.

A few days ago, taking that track out of curiosity, | found met her coming out of the hovel. She was
dressed in a mad mixture of old clothes, with an indescribable hat of blue felt. She was no old witch.
She was yong, perhaps in her twenties, with untidy light brown hair beneath the hat, a quizzical kind
of face and astonishingly clear eyesot blue but a colourless silver grey.

She knew who | was, perhaps from village gossip.

G, 2dzONB | YdzAAOAlLY 2F a2YS 1 AYRKE

G,Sasz I O2YL}RAaSNWDE

G¢CKSNBEQa YdzaA O Ay (KS&S g22Rad 52 &2dz gtyid (G2 O2

So,we did, a walk from her cottage through the woods nearby and up to a ridge a mile or more away,
and the whole walk was bathed in some kind of clegirt from this strange® own enjoyment, as if
the walk was a sonata, she the performer on her spiritual violin, and | the audience.

| can see that it was her own enjoyment of the things we were seeing that was so enjoyable in itself. |

mean thatitwad O2YYdzyAOlI 6fS &aSyasS 2F Syz22eyYSydaod LayQi
should be something open and communicable, or infectious, not something contained, that cuts us

from the world. You know the difference between people who have a silly grigushdtritate and

those who transfer their own happiness to others by being more open and alive because of their joy.

Ly GKS FANRG OFrasS AdGQa y2i SoiehembiSgdridg. G € 06 dzi

So, in the case of Thalia, she made yaitbe world as she saw it by communicating her joy. It was a
partly the expression, or the openness of her eyes, and partly something invisible and spiritual.
Perhaps spiritual.

She never told me her name. | call by the name of the muse of the eartlofacmmedy. It seems
appropriate- and there was a familiarity in her way of walking, her quirks and turns as she spoke, that
reminded me of one of the tumblers | had seen in the gardens at Ravello.

aL f20S Y& 2fR GNBSaHb akKS alAR®

"Your trees?"

"Andyours too. What's yours is mine and mine is yours. The woods, their rarsicour souls."

"Goodness. Do you think so? Are you a philosopher then? | keep meeting philosophers.”
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"I don't know about that. Nothing so heavy! But we have souls, don't we?tReydcontain all this.
And everything."

"It depends on what you think of as your soul."
"Well, simply what you are | would think. Wouldn't you? What you really are."

She said that each soul is infinite and must contain each other infinite soul. Véach®urselves but
Ay 22@ YR t20S 46S O2yilAy GKS 20KSNX¥ ,Saz GKIFGc

But how did she find this simple attitude of joy in all things?
By complete humility and simplicity, and by believing that everything was hers.

¢ KA & JossysSiie feéling lhkcause she believed that everyone was equally the possessor of
everything if they could see the world that way.

GLGQAa KIFENR G2 R2 (GKFGX aL &aFARY GoKSYy @&2dz (Y26
even signs warning us keep out. Would you take no notice of the signs and wander into them
0SOlFdzasS &2dz 26y GKSY I ffKE

7

Gb2dG 4 FftfX GaKS alFAR® G2Keé &aK2dzZ R LK 22dz Ry Qi
a2YS2yS StasSQa LINPLISNIe&KEéE
G.dzi e2dz 6StASPS AdQa &2 dzNJ LINE LISNIi & dé

Gb23 y2¢ LGQA y20 LINPLSNIE +d ffod ¢KIGQa az2vySi
LINPLISNII &> odzi GKIGQa || @SNE g2NIRfe& ARSI |y AR
let peopk own it in their worldly way and simple care nothing for it. If | invaded their property | would

be mixed up in their worldly attitudes. | can see what | can of these enclosed woods, and | can care
Fo2dzi GKSYZXZ o0dzi L R2y Qi gultl®BR belavischige@asRnBy aieKkh8 Y & . S
property of the Army. There may be serious dangers, armed guards, explosives, poisons. No, the
ALANRGdzr f 26YySNEKALI A& Ffaz2 | o0Stz2y3aiay3a G2 |tttz

0So,you love and enjoy everything that we see on this walk. Even the explosives and poisons that may
0S Ay GKI G 622RKE

G.2dz FNB 68Ay3I RAFFAOML GH L GKAY] L 62dfR y26( &
2T YIyQa 2gy S gty héwbods where tifey are liii8en ang Re people who make
GKSY® L O2dzf R R2 @2dz adzlJll2asSs FAIKEG GKSYK hNJ LN
G2 KIFG 27 0KSBISS AINBLASKSINES 6S RAASFASRD ¢KAa gl
mSt yaaodé

Gl 2¢g OFy @2dz Syea2e |yeliKAYy3d gAlK2dzi Sya22eAiy3d oKl
enjoy happy music? That would be very boring. Enjoyment comes from being part of something as it

really is. The greatest part of enjoyment is simpyng, being itself. These diseased trees may not be
aliveanymore,but they are there. If you try not to see them you are denying being, imposing what

82dz glyld G2 aSSo 9y22@8YSyid OFly oS &alFrR (22d¢
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(I remember Peter Sterry, who | so often find strikehi@d with mewrites: "Divine love (which
transcends all human wisdom) knows how to joint even hell into its work, with such surprising skill,
that even hell be beautiful in its place, and add a grandeur, a symmetry, yea, a loveliness to the whole

")
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there are still wild men living here. On certain days you hear them moving between the trees, hiding

from our eyes, but if the wind is in the right direction their scurrying is carried to evenleaf old
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"I will do my best to see all of this as mingnd yous- but it's very hard. It brings responsibility too."

"Oh yes."
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"And | feel it might mean that | try to love everything and end up loving nothing well. Isn't it as good
to love just part of the world and love it well? Just as a more earthly personawayhe person."

"l don't see why not. You're right about the risk of loving nothing well. It's no good being false. If you
love one small bit of the world and love it well that means that it isn't a selfish love. You don't try to
drag that little world nto you anymore than you should a person. And you know you can see it all in
one little place. In one little thing. The world in a grain of sand...that sort of stuff."

"Good. I'm relieved to hear. Dante saw it all in Beatrice. | may not meet a Beatticenlght find one
small place that | can get to love really well. Somewhere | can listen to properly."

"Great."

(e

L YAIKG KIFI@S t€SG GKAa 3IANI 3I2 & F NFradKSN) ¥Se@
remotely innocent. She knew the wdrl Perhaps she had recovered innocence, or found a quite
different and wise form of innocence.

She was nothing like a witch. She might Ekaries,but she never spoke of anything supernatufaf.

course,L. 1y2¢ y2¢ GKIFG @&2dz #peryamral toyfraks R place Faddl. (Thosel y R
things are distractions. They may exist, they may not, but they are just part of the scene, like the
badgers and toadstools. The real meaning and mystery is in the things themselves, and the Spirit in

our relationgip with them.

2 KSY L (K2dzaK{d 2F 2d2NJ ¢l f1 YR ¢KIFIGdi &aKS KIFIR al AR
it could be that simply walking was a form of prayer. By walking we are engaging with the world, if we

go with the clear mind and this spiritual enjoyme®imply in our relationship with the world we are

allowing the Spirit to work in us, and in going with a clear mind we are listening to the hidden music,

the meaning, the Word. | might have thought that this was all too sirgjblet why not? We can find

tkAad &l ONBR (KAy3I Ay 2d2NBSt 03Sa | y-fourPedrsdpeiantadS NA Sy O
not in any fantasy or false mysticism.

We walked through the woods, beyond the fenced area that she had said was used for military
purposes with its darkexrets and the dark place of the Wild Men. The track turned and climbed and
through the trees | became aware of descending ground as if we were now the ridge of a valley. She
accelerated her pace. She was far fitter than . She was eager to reach thetswiniati we presently

did, and we looked down on a river below. The sweep of the river (perhaps it was the Severn, or a
tributary) flowing through the wooded slopes was exhilaratinbe view accompanied by a breeze of
fresh pine scented air. The girl gaa kind of skip and twirl of her skirt and she raised a hand as if to
present the riverg as if to say, here, this is mireyou are welcome to it. She made a few turns, a
dancing gesture.

GLiQa y2d edaid LIAOGANBAS &2 Eettdr g thewoldia®a Dahce.t | £ A
{(2YS8GAYSA 68 1y26 6SQNB RIyOAy3dIsS (2dOKAYy3I GKS Y
shiverca 2 Y82y 8 8fadQa RIyOS KFa LI A44SR GKNRAZAK dza®
people see things flattat G KS (A YSKE

Perhaps | could translate this scene into mugsthe landscape of forest and riverand that dance
GKIFIG LI daSR GKNRBAdZAK SOSNEBEOIKAYy3IX

Thomas Traherne wrote:
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THE CONSOLATIONS OF MUSIC

I had followed the track on foot. You know my interest in follies. | have often made long diversions in
search of auined tower. | seemed to remember the name of the village | had passed through and
that there was something of interest nearby, even if it would mean an alarming adventure, climbing
over a fallen estate wall or being tangled in ivy.

The track was longrused. The deep ruts must have been made by wagons that had rotted long ago.
| passed moulding mossy woodpiles and found the path leading deeper into the trees. The light and
shadow were intense. It was beautiful but confusing to the sight. It became rgtitpabstract
pattern as if seen through a green glass kaleidoscope. | was dazzled. | may have left the path.

The brilliance of the flickering light dimmed. Had | lost all sense of time and entered the wood just
before night fell with unnatural speed?

The atmosphere was warm, humigilwhich confused my senses even more, as if | were in a moist
cloud of damp green air with no tangible shape. If | were to turn back | would, | felt, still face the same
direction. Or as good as.

| felt strangeness rather thadiear. There was a sense of detachment. | have been lost in woods before
but there was none of that panic that comes with scratched legs, stumbles over fallen trees and bind
stems.

What shall | do now?

There was nothing | could contemplate doing, and, senised, quite literally nowhere to go. | was
held immobile. A muffled and directionless sound of wind in the formless trees was a cocoon more
unbreakable than silence.

I have lived, as you know, on the move. Stasis was a new sensation, as if produnezhbgsthetic
draught. Perhaps | would never move again.

Held in this web | found myself, quite calmly, thinking about the travelling that had brought me here.

| have always followed irregular and indirect paths. | am a person of changeable and incheosilge

l'a | aO02YLRaAy3a Y2NIFfé L KIFI@BS 61 OSNBR 0SiG6SSy
GydzaSae Aa 00KS g2NR>X K2gSOSNI FlLYyOATFdA az2yYS Yle
GKSe& I NBZ ol NBy Qi &KSe ktingcall§ ¢ GifferBnt @deatRe\sgis/ 14 2 F G K S

There is the fantastight-heartedmuse with the quizzical smile, who brings the desire to play with
forms, explore fantastic stories and games. There is the more sober and melancholy muse who makes
me want todwell on the sacred, to contemplate in the shadows. There is the muse of the fields, wood
and roads who draws me to the changing musicatfire - which we may never be able to imitaeit

to which we may add a single voice.

Each has brought me pleasuradca as you know, has given me the energy to compose a few small
things in each of their qualitiegn their honour, if you like. But has this service of multiple mistresses
caused me to take too irregular a track? Is it simply indecisiveness that haghbroe to this
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impasse? Should | turn my full devotion to anat my advanced age, perhaps, to the contemplative,
to the shadowy study or solitary tower?

G2 KSNBE L -WaltcktheBgan, 2 dzi
2A0K GKNRAROS 3INBFG | SN¥Saxe

G2 KFEG LIXLFOS Aa tBRANSKESNE KI gS @&2dz

Having formed the images of my three guides in this way and having asked them this question |
became aware that the deep greyness had risen as mist does to reveal the patlg agdih moved
forward.

| saw that the path had become artificialwlas a lightly gravelled track, edged with rough dark stones

that sparkled in places with quartz. The ground beyond, such as | could see it, was a confused mass of
low-lying greenery, scattered with cold blue flowers. | seemed to be moving into a gaodevhat

had once been a garden.

Here, eerily appearing above me, was an archway. It was a roughcast arch, of flints and crumbling
cement. Above the arch a block of stained marble had been set with the inscription:

TUGATON
The word was as crude as the stavark. What language was it? Was it a hanoe a warning?

| passed through the arch and entered what must have been the garden proper. The mist was
brightening. At the sides of the path now were well cut shrubs, not formally placed but irregular, with
patches of red and yellow flowers between them. | looked upwards, aware of a further brightening. |
saw something which made me almost stumble with giddiness. The mist had opened a window and
through this opening | could see what at first seemed to be a whiden, high above and far way. As

my reason adjusted my vision | could see that | was looking at a dome, circled by a stone parapet, a
small dome as might crown an observatory, designed to iris open to allow the use of a telescope
though | could see nogn of an opening.

Yes, | remembered. This was the folly | had originally been looking for. The Observatory.

I was now close to the modest building. A plain portico stood at the end of theqatil an open
door. | walked forward as the last wraiths ofstnécurried into the shrubbery.

The door opened into a modest sized room, not a hall, but a study or library. There were fine classical

book cabinets on both sides set between tall and narrow windows. | am always drawn, on entering

any room, to look at th titles of the books. Most of those that caught my eye as | moved towards one

of the cabinets were old bindings and the names were hard to ceperhaps 17 and 18" century

tractsand poetnnc6 dzi L O2dzf R YI 1S 2dzii & { AINKNMZY 803K Sa tt 2NR WX
{ SOSNIt hOOlFrarAz2yaédszr a! 5Aa02dz2NES 2y (GKS CNBSR2Y

A clavichord rested to one side, a long box like instrument. | touched a key and it made a toneless
rattle. Carl Philip Emanuel woub@ horrified. Its open cover was decorated with a familiar motto:
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MUSICA LAETITIAE COMES MEDICINA DOLORUM

Before | could look more closely at the bookshelves, or at the pages of music heaped on the
instrument, | saw that a lady had appeared in the room.

At first | felt a certain chill. She was a slightly forbidding figwery tall, elegant, silver haired, and
dressed in a simple black velvet dress ornamented by a bright jewelled brooch. There were, held in
some way | could not quite make out, a few di@ajewels in her hair, bright against the silver. In the
same moment as | saw her she spoke, as if continuing the conversation | had been having with in my
thoughts.

THE LADY
If we follow three guides is it surprising that we may find ourselves in a fog?
I
LQY &2NNE® L Y AYRSOA&AADS o0& yI (dNB®
THE LADY
Or fickle to your muses?
I
You know them?
THE LADY

Of course. They each speak of you when we meet. We have our occasional
convocations.

I

You do?

THE LADY

When the stations of the stars and days allow.

I

I hope not fickle. | have long found myself wandering from one to the other.

L ¥SSf L akKz2dAZR 0SS aSiiufSRZ RSOARS (2 aSND
YyeasSt¥ G2 GKS arONBR FyR Gdz2NYy Fgl& FNBY (K
games, her formal gardens, hgagan stories? | feel Maude has been looking

at me critically, hoping | would turn to more sober exploratigrend then
there is the music of Nature, the wish to sing the songs of the trees,

THE LADY
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And what do they say, these muses? Has Maude expréBisectiticism? Has
aKS SELINBaaSR a2NNBg GKIG &2dz LX I & GKS / 2dz
| 2dzyiSaa Y201SR al dzZRSQa @20F iA2yK

No, never. They always speak to each other respect, and they enjoy the
company of that young earthy friend, that femalewln

THE LADY

That is how it should be. You know the truth of it, but it falls to me to remind
you. This is the essential truth.

You cannot think of one as sacred, one as profane, one as earthy or pagan.
They are all servants of harmony. All harmony iseshcirhere is only one
harmony. Harmony is in itself an expression of unity as all tones are derived
from a single sound.

| understand harmony, but as something intangible. Music is something
other.

THE LADY
What is music?
|

Music is made of manharmonies, many changes of tone, concord and
discord. It has forms in time. It can express feeling, suggest meanings.

THE LADY

Music is harmony expressed in Nature. Harmony is unchanging, The Music of
the Spheres, which is the same as the song of the Angelinchanging and
inaudible to Nature. This unchanging Harmony sounds through changing
Nature as Music, giving form and meaning to everything. Nature can only
know the unchanging harmony through the experience of Music. This living
experience of mutableong is the way we know the source of harmony.

It is quite useless to attempt to imitate the Harmony of the Spheres or the
Songs of the Angels. The mystic has only one way to escape earthly music
and that is in SILENCE. Only SILENCE can lead us dirdo#lysource of
harmony.

But the musician who knows that all music is one music and that all music
takes its meaning from Harmony, that all music is an infinite expression of
the One can help reveal the song in the world and can fill his heart with the
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desre for the One so that, one day, or just for a moment, the SILENCE beyond
music can fill his soul.

But can all music be equally sacred? Some believe no music can be sacred as
it is purely earthly, sensual.

THE LADY

As with love human music can be misdied. It can be selfish, it can be
dominating. Of course,your own music, instrumental music, has taken
hundreds of years to learn its language. In its simplest state it could be
crudely physical, but even in its most subtle art it could be used to impos
feelings or enforce ideas. Your music, to be part of the universal music,
should come from humility and love, be always something shared between
performers and listeners. But can we ever say that even the roughest music
is not part of a larger music atds its place? You know that in Nature all our
fragmentary works are parts of one whole.

| see that. Everything we do, either in its imperfection or in its own unity,
reveals the greater unity.

THE LADY
Your sacred music, then, what is it?
I

| supposethen, it is no more sacred in itself than any other music, but it can
be music, or the writing of it, that helps us worship or meditate on sacred
things.

THE LADY
And the end of such meditation?
|

Should be to make us better listenegsto help us hear themusic in
everything or to inspire us to seek SILENCE.

THE LADY

Yes. If a composer believes that his sacred music, as music, has more value
than his secular music he is denying the music in Creation. He is following a
false God, a partial God.
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| can see tht you have a vocation. Your friendly muses have guided you
carefully. Everyone may follow different muses, have a soul that responds to
one as leader and others as echoes or subsidiary guides. We all have the
music of the heavenly spheres within g@ndthese muses are echoes of
that intangible celestial harmony. Their purpose, our purpose, is always the
samec to help one hear more clearly and feel more clearly. Your vocation
must be to serve the music, all music, and in your very limited and humble
way, using your very limited resources, to learn the workings of harmony and
form in nature and to reveal the music to others.

Of course, some serve in other ways. To some Harmony is experienced in
words, in poetry, tragedy or comedy. Some have muses thalegihiem to

work physical Form. Some serve simply by living. To live fully these must
never be exclusive. However one devotes oneself to the tragic, the sacred or
the comic one must never deny or denigrate the other expressjamsone

is denying Harmonytself by denying Unity. We all need to know our
harmonies, the modes of the spheres within us, in a healthy balance, like
planetary bodies held in the play of their gravities, but in combinations
unique to each.

The architect of this temple understood this

She led me through a door into another room. It was a blaze of colour, and circular, with doors at the
cardinal points. The walls were painted with vivid and exquisite murals. | could hardly make out any
detall, just a fantastical sweep of landscapes,ausibuildings, forests, rivers, lakes and seas, figures
riding, embracing, encountering monsters, following paths. Perhaps because of my own interests | did,
| think, recognise Orpheus, walking forward with Euridice following, resting her hand on hideshoul
Would he resist the temptation to look back? Or had he turnags she, or her soul, vanishing into

I have been here before. Thirty years ago | wrote:

CKS 51804 K2NAT 2y ALINBIRE 2y Fff F2dzNJ 61 f ¢

Reaching a few feet down from the ceiling

Toa stylised range of whiteapped mountains,
Sharply piercing the blue, softening as they fall
To smooth green foothills, bursting with flowers.
Twining tendrils follow no perspective,

Trailing to coloured blooms, wild roses
Intricately painted, exact andige;

And amongst the flowers are goddesses and gods:
Delicate eyes, filaments of golden hair

In the imitated style of Botticelli.

The painted gods relax with unicorns, flee

The pursuit of bulls to craggy caves,

And burgeon into butterflies.
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The seasons

Rue each wall. The north (I take it)

Has the cold rock of winter to the floor.

{LINAY3IQa 02Ny Ay GKS Sraid FyR (K
Flora hardly draws a breath, and she springs

Into flower, sighs as petals fall a mantle on her.

Summer has the souththe grasss gold.

l'YR adzyQa RSEAIKGAYy3I f20SNBR fAS | af SSLI»
The west, of course, is autumn. Here the hills

Rise from the wealth of wirgress, harvest store

And roses overblown amongst the vines,

To a colder, better, heiglatthe rocks like glass

Beyond the death ofinter, that achieve

The startling shine and glamour of the stars

(V)]
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THE LADY

Our friend who made this room was a classigiahd so it was painted but
| wonder if all visitors would see the same scenes and the same stories?

(p))
QX
_<

Here we see through one ofINi dzZNBE Q& @SAfad ¢KSasS AYl 3
deeper workings of our souls and of the world but all this is still Nature.

Shall we climb to the Observatory?

A spiral staircase, set off centre in the circular room, led upwards. She followed as | clingredrto

the domed Observatory that | had seen through the window in the cloud. There was no telescope
here, but the mechanism of a Camera Obscura, lenses and brasswork and controlling chains hanging
from the ceiling. Beneath this was the vividly white dikthe table, the screen. Around the perimeter

of the table was an inscription in brass letters:

MUSICA NIHIL ALIUD EST QUAM OMNIUM ORDINEM SCIRE

She turned a handle on the wall and the shutters closed on the windows. There was darkness for only
a momentas she reached to one of the controlling chains and light flooded the table. First | saw lines
radiating from the centre like a compass, but these were marked with the signs of the zodiac.

THE LADY

For our philosopher this place was at the centreeokrywhere. These
GNB3IA2Y NK2Yoa¢ ola KS OFfta GKSYO YIFN] 2dz

An image began to form beneath the overlying compass which gradually resolved itself into an aerial
view, seen from too great a height to be identifiethut a further adjustnent of the controls revealed
enough, through parts of coastline at certain points, to show that this was a view of this island.
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THE LADY

This is England, simply because we are in England. | can widen the field if you
wish, or view the world from another éus. Delphi, perhaps? Some other
omphalos? Shall we stay with this small island? Look, you can see roads and
rivers. For some mysterious reason, due to the peculiarities of the
mechanism, you can see the feint green lines of the ancient tracks more
clearlythan the modern roads. Some of these you may have followed.

Yes indeed. As she drew the operating chains to and fro the image seemed to focus more closely on
ways | had known. Or was it simply a green blur that could at any moment turn into a shapgless fo
like the wood | had passed through? As the green image moved | could hear the music that | had tried
to compose, not my own but my attempt to record in music what | had seen and felt on my journey.

But there were other musics overlapping, music like tinéolding hills, voices singirgand | could

see the singerg dim figures against ploughed fields, singing as they worked, singing as the chopped
turnips in a freezing shed, singing on narrow boats passing between fields, singing in vast factories
resownding with machinery, singing as they danced outside inns, in school playgrounds, singing and
dancing in a frenzy of coloured light, in complex choirs which weaved sounds over sound which
seemed to weave stones, vaults, windows from itself and landscagesid the windows, and there

were images too where no one was singing, but merely walking paved or cobbled streets,
remembering over a mangle, kneading dough, laughing at a nine inch television, dodging the cars at a
crossing, lying alone in darknesbut all had their unheard music.

As she drew the lens away further | could see and hear larger works, the sense of movement of people

- entering unknown forests, abandoning fields for cities, armies tracing the greater forms of gloomy
symphonies, branch tias tracing string quartets through hills and villages, pendolinos sketching a
A6ATFTU YSE2RAO fAYS 6A0GK GKS &a6SSLI 2F | RNI dAKGAY

THE LADY

Some say the Earth has no musigut this is your music, the infinitely varied
and evergrowingweb of mugc that makes harmony audible. You hear the
music, which is Harmony in Time, and you see Nature dancing to the music.
Dance is music in Space and Time.

She reached for a higher chain and as she pulled it the confused colours were replaced by darkness
andthen brilliant sparks of light. Stars and galaxies, moving, dancing, sometimes changing in colour
and size, forming and dissolving.

This was the material univergenot the archetypal cosmos of Harmony. And in the dark blue inner
dome above us, from whidie apparatus of the camera obscura hung, | could see another universe,
in painted gold, of the circling spheres of the planets around the small green globe of earth, and
beyond them, at the outer limits, the celestial sphere of the stars. Around ther miteumference,

set in silver letters, was this verse:

O QUI PERPETUA MUNDUM RATIONE GUBERNAS, TERRARUM CAELIQUE SATOR
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This was the representation of harmony, rather than the observed universe. This Music of the Spheres
lived in all these worldg exploding suns, demgods, singers in the field.

THE LADY

The same music, the same dance. You see, our philosopher has allowed us
to observe a wider Nature than many see. Do you remember now? | have
shown you these things before. Do you remember, now, after ya=r
distraction, how | spoke to you then? How this search for music, to join the
dance, is our vocation, which we must all follow in the way the music in our
individual soul guides us?

GLT 6S tAO0S Ay 2d2NESt gSa gSandwet A TSt Saax
find the flow of love, the swing of the music, we come to life. To join the dance
is a strange delight. We find true joy, and, if it suits us, inspiration, only in the

Y
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dance. Rocks and hills can arrange themselves, the stars themselves dance.

We may not see the movement but we can feel the tremor of joy when we

join. When we give ourselves to the dance we find it is all ours, and, more

than that, it is all each and eve®l Yy OSNRa® ¢KS LI GdSNya GKS
wind sideways through time and space. We may notteem, but we can

sense the moments of grace when we pass through those mysterious
interstices. Love is never static, but active, and often difficdimetimes a

light pleasure, sometimes intense, the old white spiritual flame, agonising but
always rewarding with joy. The dance moves towards the establishment of
peace- but it will never end. When the work of this dance of Creation is
complete we will see the pattn of the dance, as visionaries may see it now,

but we will dance on to preserve the peace and imitate eternity. The dance
YFGGSNER® [20S YIFIGGSNBR® b2iKAy3a St aSo¢

This Observatory, then, was a place for the study of the celestial music in all of nadarehé& dance

of the stars to the sculptures moss shapes on the face of a fallen statue. Music, the study of music, is,
indeed, the study of the order of things, the understanding of forms in the whole of nature, whether
of the conjunctions of stars, thelent wave of the moss on the stone, of the changing balance of the
planetary modes in our souls, of a life, of a conversation. To compose music, which is only one aspect
of performance, and no more important than the sources of ideas, the performers disteeers

who share the creation of the work, is also to share in the dance of creation itself. This Lady of the
Observatory explained that the knowledge of harmony can lead to the knowledge of the source of
harmony- but | know, from my conversations \Wwithe other muses that our work is also participation

in the endless creativity of the world. Nothing is static, everything evolves, new works are formed,
small works become parts of largeand that our own works, however trivial and imperfect are our
own experiences of meaning and forgrour humble creations (our creations?) can find a unity and

0NHzGK gKAOK A& &aAKIFINBR gAGK GKS a2dz2NDOS 2F GKAy3a
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Yes, she was right to say that | should not refaot one of the muses. We all too easily fall into the

trap of seeing the divine in only one part of our lives. God is in all music or in SILENCE. We can easily
create our own limited gods who rule over the segments of the world our narrow minds seleot, eve

if those selfmade compartments of the world are church or temple.

| can also feel confident now, dear friend, that even my ntigst-heartedgame is part of my service
and study. | may be limited in my language, but | can use what | have in thiplayfis & S NOK ® & {
GKS GKAyYy3a L Y aklftt YIFI1S YS fA@QSdé

We returned to the library. The Lady of the Observatory took a tray from an elegant table and joined

her several companions, moving between the other guests, serving neat sandwiches with surprising
contents, curiously coloured cakes, meringues. Ah yes, even this quiet tea party was a dance. They
Y2PSR 06S06SSy dzax | LIISHFNARAYy3A 4G SIFOK 3IdzsSaiqQa &aAR
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L aKz2dz Ry Qi YSy (est2wgre. ddoesurdlyiiilBwoddih&ve Ribwh dzAew. There were
four of five | knew myself, friends and colleagues in the way that you would understand, attending
this reception exempt from time. By no means all musicians. | may mention, if | am allowexdi@ cry
reference, our witty poetess of the puddings, the seraphic philosopher, our musical Master (oh, if only
I could have more time for conversation), the visionary of rural Kerid even, yes, in the shadow

by the clavichord, the tragic singer of Atlan& X @
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replaced by salvers, each with coloured envelopes. They circled amongst us again, offering us, on the
salvers, envelopes with our own names, pratgel variously by those of the ladies who had taken a

peculiar interest in each of us. This was done in silence, or it was supposed to be a silent ritual. | was

L SFaSR (02 4SS GKFG SIFENIKeé O2YSRALFY F3AFAY | yR
envelope:

Even the Lady of the Observatory, who seems to stand a little apart from the others, offered silver
envelopes to a couple of figures who were strangers to me.

These, | understood as | took three envelopes, were our commissions.

These commissiongere, as you will appreciate, also obligations. When | read the few words on each
card | saw that | had been given work that would take a large amount of time and send me on further
travels. But what welcome work and what a happy obligation.

I am not to Imit myself to one particular music. | know now that our vocations do not tend to
monomaniaput we have to know all the muses who hold our soul in balance. There is only one world

and only one Harmony. To serve Harmony and its Divine Source we must kltbesa muses to

speak throughug2 NE & GKS / 2dzyiS5a3Qa&4 RSIFNJ al NERAf A2 g2 dA

What is my work?
| can see that the muses can commission a variety of kinds of music:

There is music that delights purely in form and in exploring itslawguage ¢ ! 0 & G NI OlG Y dza A O
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There is music that is composed as a meditation on a divine subjeavhich the ideas or subjects
on which we meditate guide the form of the music.

In the same way music may follow a story such as illuminates the walle &dwer chamber of this
observatory. The music takes its form from the story and shows that story and music are both
translations of one hidden language.

There is music which guides our imagination. The music finds images from our memory and
experience, ad leads us through the infinite world of fantasy.

There is music that reflects the world, Nature in its larger forms (our travels, landscapes) or in its
smaller forms. The form of the music follows the form of Nature as we experience it, perhaps a
landscge or place, as we see it on a particular occasion. It can never be the absolute essence of the
placec2yt & 2yS FTIFIOSGxX 2dzNJ NBalLkRyasS d 2yS Y2YSyido 2
music. | have to be an audience to the music of certain Isasakects of the world, perhaps neglected

path, forgotten shrines or habitations. This vocation is not by any means a solitary one or to be
confined to a dark study.

¢tKS YdzaSaQ O2YYAaaAazya |NB o0& y2 YSiya SEOtdAAD
Furthermore, | can imagine that if | found myself here at one of these elegant receptions another year

there may be envelopes of other colours placed in my hands from salvers held by muses | have not
previously acknowledged.

So much work to do and souwth travelling to da; as all this work is a travelling, whether through
forests or towns, through the scenes of sacred or fantastic story, or through the worlds of pure music,
which, however abstract, cannot fail to illuminate other images and landsdapag souls.

I know now, however, that all these works that | am called to compose are fragments of one work, are
volumes of one Book and that all the sonatas, fantasias, prayers ayres and dances are expressions of
one Word just as all Harmony is an exgsien of one tone, indeed, simply of One.

But more than this

That Book is the world | saw projected in the Camera Obscura screen, a world that contained all times
and stories, whose centre could be anywhere.

How do we step form this narrow world into tharueKingdon?

4™ July 2012
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BY THE STREAM

Long ago | realised that the sense of meaning, or mystery, could be conveyed by aqgthimgcient

sacred place may have less of a visionary glow than the most mundane domestic object seen at the
righttime or in a particular light. This is how it should be if we believe all things come from God (if we
use such a word). The mystery shines through a shop window, a routine experience, not only through
Gyl Gdz2NBéx FEt26SNAR YR GNBSa yR GKS tA1So

All the infnite objects of the world come together in ever new ways, simple and complicated. Meaning
or mystery is conveyed through a language of things, like words, in relationship.

| preferred to think of this language as a hidden music. Music is more than a sgfrtb@ hidden
language. It is an aspect of this language, the purest form of it that we can understand. In this case |
R2y Qi YSI ythd fixedda@syt®at music hangs @nbut music, made of many elements,
concord and discord, light and shade, whatla simple melody or a symphony.

Just as we have to learn to work with the language of music, whether as performer, composer or
audience, we have to learn the hidden music in the world, which we do by learning to become
ourselves.

Or something like that.

¢CKSNBQa | FlLaoAylrdAz2zy Ay GKS FdzyRFYSydil f KI N)¥Y2Yy
nature (or it as if there are) which are like the colours of the rainbow, or the supposed qualities of the
planets. Understanding these helps to draw us tmawledge of the unity of everything, as the notes

of a harmonic series derive from a fundamental. These modes may be muses, each guiding us to a
different quality in our own souls. We are made of the same harmonies as the cosmos. | spent some

time in the College of the Muses, learning the modes of melancholy and delight, the patterns of the

dance and the gestures of the heroic song.

Yes.

But the music of the world is mixed. Thalia is the muse of Earth and the muse of Comedy. Learning the
fundamentals of ldrmony take us into abstract, lifeless regions. We need to learn Music.

Two years ago | was exploring places which seemed to reflect particular qualities, places where one
of the muses or the modes was dominant. | am sure there are such places. They aszessarily

more sacred or magical than any other place, but it is as if not only do they have one dominant quality
but that they attract things, events, thoughts, as if by a kind of gravity. Perhaps all places have an
attraction of things that harmonisg A 1 K G KSANJ AYRAGARdzr f GKSYSXd

| SNBQa |y SEI YLIX §someting séen dhick deRdhStrdites Yhdrdvé do not see the
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A village shop window, somewhere nelae Welsh border, perhaps even in Wales. A display of a Heinz
bean can, soup, a jar of beetroot, and a scattering of autumn leaves. This was a thing with all the
beauty and sadness of autumn, something which could be called an epiphany.

Yes, the window was a thing in itself.

The leaves were the products of particular trees. The influences of the environment had made them
what they were, the climate had made them fall, someone had walked that way and picked them up,
selected them and plax them here. The bean can was like a million other bean cans, made in a
factory somewhere, its contents invisible, but the metal formed in the earth, mined and processed.
The label designed, the peculiar turquoise of the label chosen as a result of aive Wmat formative
experience, marketing theories and artistic judgement.

The objects had been placed in the window and | had come to look. This event, my experience of the
window, was a Work of God, thrown up by all these many elements in their dansam® extent
random, to some extent consciously formed. A revelation of the divine.

Here in another autumn. | sit with a sausage roll and a cup of tea in the abbey ruins. Stone walls rise
amongst rabbits and cats in amusing topiary. More than four yeard agt here planning a course of
work, an attempt to learn enough of the workings of harmony to enable me to explore the music of
the world. | might not have achieved what | planned to do but | did what | could.

| have always been susceptible to the antumood. The first of these dialogues was vivid with the
delights of a Mediterranean Spring. Here is the inspiring melancholy which reminds me of the seasons
when | felt a desire to travel, to be a wayfarer to the mystic west, in search of the mysteng of t
forests at sunset.
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Always a fantasy, | have to say. | tended to find these experiences in music rather than actually
travelling in pursuit of the Scholar Gypsy.

But the Autumn mood is welcome. There is still a sense of wanting to explore deeperamiystery,
a need to leave the College of the Muses. One can approach the pure Unity through abstract thought
in the academy or laboratory, or search for its vestiges in the shadowy vale.

How can | do this?

A long time ago a fellow traveller (somewherédhe heights of Hampstead) told me that it was useless

G2 GNB G2 SELXLFAY (KSaS (GKAy3aod !'ff &2dz Oy R2 A
gesture will open some eyes. My way is to use music as a complement to images in the hope that th
STFFTFSOG oAttt 0SS (2 KSELI LIS2LXS 221 Ay I RAFFSNBy
one facet, as | might have seen it on that occasion.
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for God in only the things we want to see. In doing so we see a limited God of our own invention.
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five themes which have gradually emerged which justify, in my imagination, my work.

| note them having finished the sausage roll.
1
All things are drawn by love towards their Idea in the Mind of God.

But the only Idea is the Word, the Image of God, of the One. All things are drawn to be an Image of
God by having a Unity in themselves. All thinggess God by Being.

2
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with other things. Everything is formed from many other things and anything may be a part of a larger
thing. A flower is a thing life is a thing, a glance at the window of a village shop is a ¢rarng/ork.

3

Nature is continuously creative. Creation is a Performance. New Works are continuously formed and
changed in the Great Experiment. God is infinitgative,and His worksre infinitely free.

4

Nature is not a Chaos. Harmony (or Number) is the first created thing, the inherent law in all things,
guiding formation.

5
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Our own souls (or minds) have the same Harmony as all things. We learn how to enjoy the Hidden
MusicbybecW Ay 3 2dzNB St @Sa yR {y2¢6Ay3a GKS all Nyz2ye 27

But learning to be part of the performance is long and difficult.

This stream, though there may be fragments of old monastic walls close by, is, surely, somewhere
else? It flows in @eep channel through the grass, only a few feet wide, almost narrow enough to
jump, if jumping were not too violent an action to make in this misty silence. The light comes from
below the mist which is draped over the trees like low cloud.

On the other gie of the stream she walks slowly, her feet in the golden, yellow and red leaves. If this

had been another season she would have walked through flowers like Proserpine in her last hour on
earth before she was lost and we lost the Eternal Spring. Thisl&amngoeneath an indistinct ceiling

of vapour hints we may be in an underworld. The sound of the water, though it flows over rocks, is

muted.

Those ladies in that bright garden which | cannot bring myself to name are far away. | could not say
that she had ben there, but there is a familiarity in the way she looks downward at the treasury of
leaves. Her costume may or may not be the habit of an Order.

| have paused. She walks nearer, only a few feet or yards away, divided by the steam. When she comes
to a cbser point, opposite me, she makes a turn, one foot not leaving the earth, the other tracing a
graceful arc like a dancer.

M
If you walk in step with me, we will soon come to the bridge. We can converse as we go.

In this quiet we can talk almost in whispethe almost imperceptible sound of the stream seeming to
bring our voices together as a gentle accompaniment supports two solo instruments.

M

You see God as the source of all being, but is your God too remote, or abstract, or simple, to know and
love?

FyQi GKAY]l 2F D2R Ay KdzYly G S8SNY
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No apologies are necessary here.
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Thank you. Thi&od might seem abstract but we can only see God through our human eyes and minds.
God, as known through Nature, can be imagined in human terms, as long as we are always aware that
GKA& A& 2dz2NJ gt & 2F dzyRSNEGI YRAYEod YR 6S R2y Qi YA

M

There are, surely, two ways in which we seek to know God, in negative and in affirmative prayer. (And
all life can be a prayer.) God can be sought as the source of all being beyond the Cloud of Unknowing,
if we lift our souls above ourselves anti@eated things. This is the goal of contemplation.

And if we attempt this contemplation we have to leave behind our own ideas of God and seek out
ultimate simplicity.

M

Yes, or we meet only the God we want to gegs we are inclined to do equallyanr search for God
in Nature, unless we see God in all and not only in what we want to see,

This is one of my concerns, and why | like to think that music is a way of understanding God in All, in
the concord and discord, in forms and in the relationsdfighings.

M
This is good Trinitarian theology.
I

And learned from experience rather than abstract theory. | have always been led by the sense of
meaning in things, music, stories, places, and the sense that all these things were part of one world,

one larguage. The sense of mystery has always come first and all this interest in religious ideas, and
a2YSGUAYSa Sa20SNRO ARSIax KIFLa Ffglea 0SSy | aSlk N
led me back to music, but this Trinitarian theology seemsg of understanding how this world of
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M

| am aware of that, and | sehdt everything comes from experience. We see reflected in the world in
human terms because we are human. The more we are able to be human the better we are able to
see God in Nature. Is this human image Christ in All?

It must be. | have to confess thdind it almost impossible to visualise Jesus as a person. There are so
YEye dzyal GAa¥frkrOG2NE AYF3IS&a FNRBdzyR® L dzaSR (2 (K
having a strong image of Jesus gets in the way of knowing the risen Christ? @hagiriable because
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he is known in everyone, and everything, as the living Word. Even in the gospels his appearance seems
to change. He is not always recognised. Mary Magdalen thinks he is the gardener and only knows him
gKSYy KS &aLJSI 1 a wihathdpgehebwith Thymay, Buflin somzNdy his recognition of

his Lord and God is tied up with the community in the locked room. Perhaps the more we concern
ourselves with images of Jesus more difficult it becomes to see Christ in All.

M

They are the samé&he risen Christ shows his wounds. Christ in All is Christ in these fallen leaves and
the ploughed field.

We all have different ways of understanding. Some find the stories of the teacher easier to grasp.
Some prefer to focus on the contemplative ascent.

The affirmative and negative ways are two sides of one coin. The contemplative may touch the vision
of unity for a moment and then return to see the whole of Nature shines with one being. The wanderer
in the forest, or the city, may be lifted to the vigiof Unity by the sight of a tree, or a shop window
display.

I

| hope so.

M

LY &2dNJ gAS6 D2R A& AaAYLXS FyR FNBSZ IyR 6S YR
providence, or predestination.

I
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God creates freely. Everything is free. Surely this is a key Christian idea? There is no destimy of fate

only possibilities. Potential. We are free to grow. Free to go wrong and free to change. People can be

put off by the idea of Sin. The importanttdin A a GKIF G0 ¢S Oly Saol LsSe .S 7T
down by penalties but free to turn round and dance in a different direction.
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world should be, more a law within things and within us. The only plabR MRQa YAYyR Aa |
Everything is drawn to express Unity by being itself. The only way Nature can search for Unity is in the
Freedom to experiment.

M
The works of God are infinite, yet we see so little.
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Works are forming, coming to be, on every leveWork of God is something seeking Unity. The thing

it can be hard to grasp is that these Works are never single, separate things. Even a flower has many
parts and is the product of many influences. Works are made of things in relationship. Simplydy bei

in relationship things reflect the nature of God. God, the Trinity, is about relationships. Things being
multiple and being One.

I 22N)] 2F D2R A& y20 2dzad + FT2NBad odzi 2dzNJ g f ]
Ad t SNF2NXYIyOSode
Sometimes these Works are things we can relate to as they pass by. We experience their Unity.

Sometimes we sense the mystery of a larger wpokir steps follow a different music for a while.

I would like to think of stories as worksot just our own fories, or ones we might put in writing, but
stories which weave through the whole cosmos. Sometimes we become part of such a story.
Sometimes they pass us by. | feel there are particular themes, in the musical sense, which sing through
the whole, occasiaoally being audible. These may echo with certain fundamental modes from the
inner harmony itself. We recognise an unfolding text through its quality of mystery.

LGiQa y2G aAYLI So LGQa | fAFSHIAYSQA g 20Nhsharee S| NJ
in the work of composition.

LGQa F KdzYly GdSYLWGFdAzy G2 €221 G GKS g2NIR |yl
never listening to the music. The language of relationships is poetic, musical. Even the language of
mathem G AO& A& LRSGIAOD LGIQA o6Sad y2a (G2 RSTAYS 2NJ |
reminding myself that we can only touch these absolute truths lightly, as poetry.

So, there is Harmony, an inherent law, and there is the Dance. Love dsant® the Dance.
M

And Harmony is the first created thing, the only pattern of everything. Is Harmony, then, Wisdom, as
spoken of in the Old Testament?

L R2y QiU 1y2¢ oKIG GK2aS FyOASyd LIS2LXS (K2dzAKGX
might be that Wisdom is Harmony.

M

Wisdom was called the first created thing. There is a sense in which the ancient texts are speaking of
a law which was within creation.

LGQa 'y yOASyld LRSIGAO ARSIEZ 2Ny FyOASyd dzyRSN
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It was the awareness of Fraony which inspired the whole vision of the cosmos as harmonious. The
adzZaiO0 2F (GKS {LKSNBa Aa +y SOK2 2F | I N¥yz2ye a |
is inherently good, that it has a law within it that guides it towards gookl.aty Qi ' f g &8a NBYS
Sometimes people have preferred to think of Nature, and of matter, as being bad, evil, with only the

things of the spirit being good.

We had, in our very slow steps, approached the ancient stone bridge which crossed the stream. We
paused a few paces from the place where it joined the bank on which | stood to the bank from which
she faced me.

M

This is something which has divided people through time. Is Nature good? Or do we hope for the
intervention of God into a world of evil? Dceewequire laws, a code of law, to live by to escape the
shares of the world, or is there a law within Nature and within ourselves which we can live by if we
are fully human?

I

If we learn to be listeners and performers, with humility.

M

And love.

Is theBlessed Virgin Harmony?

I

L GKAY]l OGKFdQa y20 | ljdzSadAaz2y L Y ljdzr t AFASR (2
M

Our Lady is awoman, a human being, not a goddess. We may not know her as she was, as an individual,
the shape of her face or the tone of her voice, but we know she wasdaridual, a person.

The incarnation of Christ is not an intrusion of a supernatural being into a world of evil. It is a birth
within the world of Nature, the Cosmos, a world in which we had brought darkness on ourselves but
which had Good within it, # patterns of Divine Harmony.

Our Lady gave Our Lord Nature. In bearing Jesus she was Nature. As Wisdom, or Harmony, existed
before Creation and guided the birth of Nature, so Our Lady was the Wisdom and Harmony which
formed her Son.

We can know Harmony iOur Blessed Lady.

If we do not hold the Blessed Virgin in the highest regard we may forget that there is a goodness within
Nature and that Nature, and our humanity, has this Harmony, this inherent law, within it. Through
love we open ourselves to thisaet guidance. If we forget Our Lady we may forget that we have this
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Harmony in own souls, a law in our hearts, and demand stated laws, words, rules. Alas, so often, we
impose our own imagined Law on others.

God is Love. Love draws Nature, infreedon§te LINS 44 D2RQa aAYLX AOAGEZT ! yA
ever changing, ever new, ways.

Did we ever reach that stone bridge? Did we meet? Or was | still on the bench with my paper cup from
the drinks machine provided by English Heritage?

So many possibildgs for exploration and research, interesting and possibly inspiring in themsglves

odzi> F3IFAYZI L @I Ny YvYeasSt¥ yz2G (2 o6S R23IYIFIGAO 2N
rather simple, way of doing that, with music and images, exploringeplajust showing what |

happened to see on a particular day, just one point of view. | hope | can continue to explore in that

way, and to continue to explore music itself, pure music, to learn more of the hidden music or
language, about the way things farand find meaning.

These conversations are just ways of making sense of what | do. None of these words matter. The
Hidden Music is too deep, one might say, for words.

22/10/2016
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8

IN THE MIST

Driving into the village was a descent inttee mist. The narrow road passed through the warmly
coloured ironstone cottages, past a curious inn with a sign showing a dancing witch, or something
resembling a dancing witch. Further on and the turn off the road would take me deeper into the valley
and,just as | approached the turning | was looking for, a glimpse of the lake. It was, in fact, an artificial
reservoir, but the water had long since bedded in to this place and it contributed to the mist as if it
had always been there and as if these mis&sevancient miasmas that were exhaled and inhaled by
the folded hills over years and centuries.

¢tKS K2dzaS L ¢la f221Ay3 F2Nl gl a aSi oSKAYR (KS
stone than some. It might have been, in its core, sinteecentury or older, one of those granges or
farmhouses which had grown and receded organically over the years as it settled into the land.

As | feared the drive was very rough, pitted, and roughly filled with black bricks, and the yard showed
signs of aAndonmentc weeds, rusting agricultural devices. stone urns and one or two broken pieces
of statuary from a failed attempt at establishing an elegant garden in a more comfortable time.

Partly hidden by a wall | thought | could see an old caravan, perh&msrany vardo, but with no
traces of bright colour remaining, if it had ever had any external cheeriness. It was misty enough not
to be certain what lay more than a few yards from the dqavhich did, | was pleased to see, have a
dim electric light abové.

It had always been a mystery, as | have written elsewhere, whether the traveller had actually
wandered the countryside in a horse drawn vehicle, or whether his journeys had been entirely
imaginary. Had he travelled wherever the horse had led him erottd green roads, composing music
which followed the story of his journey, or had he made the journeys entirely within his imagination,
following the paths the music took him?

If it had been the same traveller.

The idea of the romantic wanderer had beattractive all those years ago, but | had been aware that
Mordant, who may or may not have been my traveller, had become lost in his own entangled mazes
as age overcame him.

In more recent years he had, | believed, left the hedgerows and fields, realaginamy, for the
labyrinths of esoteric conjecture. The journey had been abandoned and the mechanism of the mind
had become dominant. The music that escaped this unkempt house became abstract, conjuring with
formulae, and, ultimately, obsessive.

But thereseemed to have been a change. | had received a page of score posted in atheesred-
used envelope. It was quite unlike the intense constructions of his obsession. It was, indeed, very
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written:

G{2YSGUKAY3I NBYSYOSNBRK 2Kl R2Sa Al aleéK L& GKAS
It was a very pleasant miniature. At the foot of the page he had scrawled:

G2 KIadG Ol yknoskSHENB I £ f &

| was certainly nervous about meeting Mordaagain,but he was welcoming, though diffident. His
hair was grey andtraggly but his tweed suit was smart, though possibly nearly a century old.

His first gesture of welcome was to offer me a small glass of cider vinegar, sweetened with honey.

GLG Aa NIKE (OdNK a2 KS AyaraisSRo

We sat in his study, which was also a crowded library. A dusty cello stood next to a travel clavichord
which was littered with pencil manuscripts.

Conversation was difficult. He was quietly excited.
GL KIS 0SSYNB2WiRINISHT ARKS ¢ KS al AR®

He handed me a small oil portrait. | recognised the pale face of Maude, her hair fading into shadow,
or was it that her hair was covered in the habit of a religious?

G2 KFEG gla AG GKIFIG GKS 1 Re NBIH & KTSER FKAIRAE NIDY HK ¢
from Bonaventure perhaps? Or was it Thomas Gallus, or even RSedd®d y € 4 A dza K €

I knew what he was thinking of. It was something | have long associated with Maude. It was a theme
that had haunted these conversations.

LOVE BAWS ALL THINGS TO THEIR IMAGE IN THE MIND OF GOD.

(I find [ first noted this sentence down in the notebook in which | wrote the first of these conversations,

in Amalfi in summer 2006. | have an idea it literally came to me in a dream. It might have been
YSY2ZNE® Ly FILOdGz GKS 2NAIAYIE y23S KFER a[ 28S RN
became a theme for the conversations with Maude. | have always felt it was related to the thoughts

of Bonaventure, who has become my ideal theologianl Fearned more about Bonaventure |
discovered that he had developed the idea that everything had its patterns in the Mind of God but, in

his view, that pattern was the Word. Everything was a reflection of one source, the Word. Now,
December 92016, IAYR GKIFI G W2aSLIK aifyS Ay daSilLKearoa
Il OF RSY®@Z Hnanncuv gNRGSA 2F .2yl @SyiddzZNBQa dzy RSNBERG I
GKAYy3a (2 dzyAide Ay (GKS aAyR 2F D2R®¢Imagelghicc 0 ¢ KA 3
all things are drawn to reveal is Unity, which they reveal in their own individual Unity.)
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a! Y2 0G2 2y sehéuld @eagdihave had before me in my travels. Wherever | may have
journeyed- what was it that drew me? But Love we undérsf RS R2 4SS y2 (K¢

G¢KS t20S UKIFIG Y2@0Sa GKS adzy FyR GKS aidl NaAKE

G! KX 5FyiSed® 'yR 28Sasx GKS adzy atatt RIFEyOSa F2NJ dz
y2i W2KFEG Aa GKAA [20SKQ odzi W2 KIG | NBnbéghSasS ¢K.
to, at least, as the cause of movement, but what is it that love causes to move? What are these Things?

What are these Works? And canweowii KSYK ! YR Ay (Yy28Ay3 GKSYZ GKI {

G'y SLAaGSY2t23A01t | dzSemi Awdufdkise, but | wiak verRembetirg any & & S
impenetrable discussion | had had with a curious philosopher many years ago.

2SS Oly FtylteasS GKS adzaAiA0 2F GKS {LKSNBazé¢ KS 02
threads that hold the universe togeshNE o6 dzi G KI G A& 2dzald 2yS adSLI Ay
may lead us to an awareness of the Divine Unity in the Cosmos as a whole. But to learn MUSIC is
another matter. A work of MUSIC is a THING which Love has drawn to its Image in the Mind of God

So many of our efforts never achieve this sense of being a Work, but they are still drawn, however

they resist, towards becoming what they should be. Our failures shout from their incompleteness of
GKSANI RSaAaANB (2 0S02YS 22N] aH ,2dz aSS Yeé LRAY(IKE

G, SEIPi @& Yeé SELISNASYOSed LiQa || YealdSNEo® ¢KS gK2f
dza K26 SOSNJ YdzOK ¢S YAIKG addzyofS Ay (KS dzy RSNHNE

GL KIS LINBLI NBR 'y SELSNAYSYyGod L GKAY]l @&2dz gAf
a demonstration of the first stegin appreciating what constitutes a WORK, something which is drawn

to its Image in the Mind of God. It is not for me to attempt to lead you to any actual knowledge of

those Works. That is a matter between you, the W@R& God. If you have time | would like you to

consider five works. | have prepared five Works in fiwsems - the rooms which lead off the
passageway linking this study to the kitchen. There, in the kitchen, Mrs Spratton has provided tea, a

rich fruitcakek YR | yOK2@e G2l add® ¢KA& YIe& LINP@GS | LX Sk at

THE FIVE WORKS

1-GOLD

The room was shuttered and in darkness. The only point of light at first appeared to be a small sun in

a black void. As my eyes adjusted | saw that it wasighly shaped nugget of gold. It was hard to see

how it was suspended in the illusion of space. I think it was simply supported by a black stand of some

kind, a camera tripod, or convenient piece of furniture, a side table or an adapted cake stand. None

of that mattered. All | was meant to see, and all | could see in this theatrical setting, was the piece of

gold which was shining brighthyAgainA § R2Say Qi YIFIGGSNE o6dzi L AYI3IAY
of light, hidden somewhere in the room and f@sed on this single object.)
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This, then, was the Work.
What could be said about it?
As far as | could tell it was pure gold,

GLG A& LHz2NBE D2f R®PE L KSFENR a2NRIydiQa @2A0S 0SKA)
2F GKS I {f OKSWAKERAYRNABIIBRY EAdZNI f LI26SNE® LG Aa

b2iKAy3 o0dzi D2t RXGKS aryS rd2vya a tf 2G$KSNJ D2
within it was nothing but Gold. Neither useful, nor, in itself, beautiful.

Thespotlight switched off with a loud click.

2 ¢ THE BLUE FLOWER

Again, a room in complete darkness apart from a single object in light. Under a glass dome, borrowed,
perhaps from a piece of taxidermy, was a flower, a blue gentian. Extraordinarily bluesgbece of
blue.

I knew, though it might have been whispered in my ear, that this was not just an example but a
particular flower.Of coursethis is inexplicable, but this was this one flower and one refreshing burst
of blue, the specific flower that somone had picked (not thing | would do) on a foothill of the
Pyrenees, over thirtfive years ago.

The blue had been formed by that fresh Spring air. | am sure that the air and the light from the distant
snowcapped mountains and the delightful tintinnalation of faraway sheep (or cow?) bells, had
infused this flower and this colour with their virtues, and the flower now radiatedifesgiving
freshness to the room, even to me. It was a joyful hillside (at the foot waited cheese, bread and wine)
yet the castle above us, a gaping decayed tooth, had been a place of terrible death.

The flower had been given to the beautiful, smiling, shepherdess, as | like to call her. | feel she
disapproved of its plucking from the vivid grass, but she held it in her gathsmiled with it.

| remember saying:

GL sAaK L O2dA R GKAY]l Y2NB Of SI NI @ H¢

She (and the flower) replied:

Gt SNKI LJa @ 2 diechYK22NIE RO f oSAI AN &(idee

Or words to that effect.

¢KS 08tta YR GKS AN 6SNB |y SO%mphayt GKS Y2YSyd

The Shepherdess handed the flower to an old lady who had talked of Chakras and her home in Wales
which was a retreat of an Eastern kind.
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The blue flower immediately withered in her hand, the petals falling li@focoursejt would have
withered within moments of being picked. It was not meant to be removed from the soil. But the
{ KSLIKSNRS324Q4 KIFIYyRA KIFIR LINBaASNBSR Al 6KAES aKS F

And though the Shepherdess is no longer with us, the flower, this particular flower, andatskal
the translucent blue of Chartres, is here still, suspended, | think, in this glass dome.

3¢ THE FANCY

The third room was a compact cabinet. There were two or three Jacobean chairs with embroidered
seats, and an ancient window of imperfect glasslimmond panes through which | could see the
garden declining towards a backcloth of shrub and tree, hazily blended with the mist.

On a stand beside me was a wind gramophone with gigantic papienache horn. (Not necessarily
very old- a product of E.M5. Handmade gramophones.) Mordant placed the pickup on the record.

The music that emerged from that immense horn was strangely soft and mellow. It was a fantasy for
viols, | am not sure whether there were four or five instruments, their voices intertwiBaddowy
YSt2RASa 6SNB Fyy2dzyOSRZ AYAGFGSRTZ LI &aasSR FNRY
17" century musician Thomas Mace called it. | did not recognise the music. Gibbons or Lawes but
perhaps by a minor master? It may have been a pieoediht had found and had had recorded by a
friendly consort, or it might have been his own pastichieut whether this was the truth or not the
impression which grew on me was that this was music composed in this house and reflected the
philosophical conuesations which had taken place in this room.

,Sax L O2dzZ R aSS O6AYy Y& YAYyRQa SeéeSs gKIGSOSNI GK
period but gentlemen in dark clothing, three or four of them, seated on these oak and embroidery
chairs, all wih clay pipes which brought a thicker cousin of the garden mist into the room.

| understood the interlacing of meaning which linked them, but not the words. As they spoke they
occasionally turned to the window and the dim impression of the garden. Greeslsaggested the
statuary, then standing but now discarded. Their thoughts carried the music, or the music carried their
thoughts, to the woods beyond the garden, into the valley, which was damp, and the source of the
mist, but not yet flooded by the reseoir and the need to provide water for the population of towns
which would not grow for several generations.

The music passed through fields of aching discord, shafts of light pierced the shadow, then a
suggestion of dance was accepted by the consort. & heaty have been smiles and long drawings of
tobacco smoke. In spite of the calm of the last moments, as the music faded into the repetitive hiss of
the end of the disc, what remained was the memory of the wood beyond the garden, and some sense
of tragedy i the trees.

4 ¢ THE WOODS

The fourth room was as kind of vestibule, some old boots and sticks, and an open door, | found myself
on the slope of grass which had once been the garden, and, with the echo of the close of the viol fancy
in my mind, | found nmself walking downwards.
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| passed through an opening in the shrubbery into the trees. The mist did not seem to penetrate this
wood, even though | was, surely, close to the water of the lake. The path, such as it was, went on
further than | expected and therwas no sign of an end of the wood.

CNl 3YSyida 2F (GKS TlyoeQa O2dzyiSN1LRAY(d 6SNBE {KNEF
intense contemplations of the Jacobean philosophers.

There was water here, but not the expanse of the reservoir. This waslapblack water, perhaps
deep. At its far bank | could just see something which might have been a structure, though it merged
with the colour of the trees and might have been no more than a heap of fallen boughs and branches.

My eyes were fixed on thiadistinct object when a hand gripped my arm.
G¢KS KF3IQa € ANWDE
The rasping voice was shockingly close to my ear and distorted by my partial deafness.

G¢KSe OFff KSNJ.fFO]1 !'yyArAad {KS 1SSL1A (G2 KSNI aiAR
FYR LISNF2N)XY GKSANI 2NXSyidaod .dzi KSe g2yQi 32 Of
dogs loose to harry the witch. At times they set off firecrackers or shoot their guns over the water.
She keeps her distance then, they make sureofthdt) Sf aS akKSQf t ONBSLI (KA
{KS KIFa GSSGK tA1S alga FyR GF1Sa oAdSa 2dzi 2

-
Y}

G{KS tA0Sa | ONrRaa G(G(KS LkR2ftK¢

But before | could turn my eyes from the lair or forest hut whoever had spoken had vanished. There
was neassilence, but for the odd shuffling of a creature, the cackle of a pheasant.

The contemplative philosophers, whose instrumental voices still hung in the silent trees, as far as my
memory allowed, would not have spoken like this. Their gaze had been towksisdsvoodland,
through the trees and across the water. Their music had a quality close to pity.

| followed the narrow path, such as it was, around the margin of the pool. Yes, | could see the shape
was a kind of chaotic shelter formed from fallings reffi8 R FNRY GKS $22RQa Ff 22N,

There was no sense of the sinister in this hovel. No scattered bones of village children.

4

21 a8 GKS FlyoOe ¢gKAOK adAfft RNAFGSR Ay Y@ (K2dAKG?2
¢ even here.

From a distance | saw mtire, a heavily cloaked and shrouded figure of a woman. She stood by the
low black opening of the shelter. Her stoop suggested old age, though | suspect she was not
particularly aged. Her one exposed hand held a string of beads. She was an anchorétmya so
hermit. Not a Black Annis, but an Agnes.

The music was more audible here, in the bindings of the undergrowth, the ripples of the black water.
Music from several centuries after her time, but woven around a simple chant she would have
recognised, athe music reached back towards her.

LY y2YAYS RS2Xo
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5¢ THE BOOK

The fifth room, though | suspect it was the same room as the first and my sense of the geography of
the house had been confused by my apparent wanderings by the pool.

Whether or not it waghe same room it was illumined by a weary-watt bulb in a table lamp. The
side table on which it stood, a few chairs and the floor were strewn with book, photographs and loose
pages, some of almost illegible handwriting and some of typescript.

Moving cleer to the litter | recognised the writing was my own. Amongst the material were several
white notebooks which | knew were mine. | picked on up. On the page at it which it had been lying
open was the scribbled sentence:

G ff GKAy3Ia FNBNRMIYFHSOR yE ZIEKS (BA yYIRK2F D2RDE

It was the notebook in which | had written the first notes for what became the first Ravello Dialogue,
sitting on a balcony at the Hotel Marina Riviera in Amalfi. These were, | realised, all sketches, print
outs and completedrersions of the various fragments of this book. And amongst the pages were
photographs, my own and pictures from other sources, of the gardens at Ravello, and of portraits of
certain people whose features were reflected in the faces of the Countess, Mmdi¢he others.

Here were other books, open at pages which had affected these conversations, drawings and even
maps. | daresay there were even CDs or other media for music storage.

The material covered more than ten years, as many as thirteen, | thittke tootes made in Mustard
Pot Cottage.

So, this was the Book, this Book, in, as they rather annoyingly say these days, deconstructed form. Yet
linking all his, constructing itself with golden wires, was the Book itself. And some of the pages here
were asyet unwritten

Work in progress.
¢KS GSIY SaLSOArtte aNBR {LINIdGdG2yQa OF1Sz 61a SEC
Mordant had only this to say in explanation:

G9@SY dzy RSNBE UGl yYRAY 3 gikdnlithelfilstystep. I2de nawKhatp&/ontl thid i wY A 2
is the deeper knowldge. Once we recognise that something is a WORK we can bdginwovhat

GKFG 22N)} L{ YR ¢KIFG AG GStfta dza o0& o0SAy3a gKI G
have no hope of reaching this knowledge. If we live as if we were not oursepsetsa the WORKS,

or as if we were detached and that these Works were objects, or as if we had any meaning apart from

the Workscand viceversg ¢ S KI @S y2 K2LJS 2F FAYRAYy3I ¢cw! ¢l d¢
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| fear Mordant drifted back to his old ways. If we are part of this constant forming, this Dance of the
Making of Works, are we not also formers, makers, ourselves? If we are drawn into a WORK, a story
in the world, can we not draw things in the world irgar own stories?

This is the working of Magic, of course, and Plotinus, as Mordant knew, suggests that we can create a
desire to which other things are drawn.

There is a certain sense in this, and it does seem that this is what sometimes happenssddrimgs

come our way because of our desire. But our perception can be distorted by our oveeseddness

and our own selfove. We are all careators, but our freedom to create comes from humility and
21LSyySaa G2 GKS af20SGiNRGE Y20Sa (KS adzy FyR (K

12" December 2016
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9

THE HOUSE ON THE BORDER

The house is, indeed, on the bordgethough which border is perhaps best left unsaid. It is as old as a
house could be, in its heattpart local stone, part wooden framegcradledby the irregular ground
at the foot of the hills, shaded by ancient trees. There were broad yews in the garden.

It is a place to meet, and a place to depart from, on whatever journeys we find ourselves drawn to.

There is music in the house. Several ofitsitors put on small concerts, intimate sonatas for recorder,
the fine 17" century harpsichord, cello or viol. Occasionally a passing flurry of musicians play dark
fantasias by Lawes or Gibbanthose fancies by Gibbons seem to me like records of jorgne diary

of the kind of wanderings | long to make, along, across, or through, this border.

All the people who have appeared in these dialogues were there: the Countess, who found books to
delight her in the library (a Splendor Solis in living colddayde, silent and invisible for much of the

time; the dancing one, and the cold and intellectual Lady who | had met at the Observatory. | found
a2NRIFIyds INARTTESR 2ftR GNI @Sttt SNE 6K2 KFIR 0SSy 4&:
alas, witha handdrawn map spread out on the great oak table. Could these diagrams, lines and rings,

have any meaning when laid across the geography of this island? The Lady of the Observatory
occasionally glanced at him sceptically as she glided through the hall.

What journey do | make? What could guide my steps? What thoughts do | take with me?

At different times | follow each of these teachers, sometimes still the crabbed view of old Mordant.
wSOSyidfe L KIFI@S 02YS G2 dzy RS NX&adnly gne way af hBkingaf a | dzR
the world and travellers who pass through this house come from many traditibng while keeping

AY YAYR (GKS [/ 2dzyiSaaQa t20S F2NJ GKS flga 2F GKS
to love things as they aregven the occasional failings and uncertainty of matter. Truth may be
AYYFGSNRLFEZ odzl AG OLy 68 1y26y Ay G(GKS RFEyOAy3
seeks to embody all those potential forms of beauty.

For someone not from a catholiabkground the role of Mary can seem alien, but to an outsider there
is the attraction here of mystery, secrets hidden in plain sight.
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| was, at first, surprised, that the oldest, stone, part of the house, held a small acheqeh enough
for benches for o more than twelve; with a statue of Our Lady.

Inscribed on the wall beside this shrine was a prayer to Our Lady. The wording seemed obscure at first,
but | could see that this was perfectly orthodox. It had to be the case, in this place, that ter pra
would emphasise the belief that Nature, the Cosmos, was inherently good, was founded on Harmony,
and we, our Souls, have it within them to reflect this Harmony. (How you take this is up to you. You
may think, literally, of Harmony, or simply of the lsaof Nature, which undoubtedly guide all things,

and which make unnecessary the idea of arcalitrolling God.)

Ladycg

mother of the Word made flesh
help us to know the Word in every face of Nature.

In whose Nature is the perfect expression of Harmony
teach us the wisdom to find Harmony in all Creation.

2 K2 aKFINBR D2RQa ONBIGA@GS t2@S
help us to work with love in our own expressions of the Word.

The new light spread through darkness at the birth your son.
Help us to see the world in the light of thew Creation.

Of course, this can be said in other ways. Some wanderers may be seeking the city of Hurkalya. The
dancer liked to keep it simple.

THALIA

80



SS&a Ittt oSAy3aa Ay KA& 26y {StF | yRtyKA& 26\
LI YAAKEFRED ¢KIFGQa RIYOAYy3Iod

¢ NHzSZ o6dzi AGQa | f fcadddudt sed lyoardelf in ever@nthg. Thatkviaylyoumd@ry 3
become your Self.

THALIA

Best not to worry who you are. Just get on with it.

CKIFIGQa oKIG L glyd (G2 R2¢ Wdzald 3S{ 2 dieradddB NBE I y R
thing ¢ follow the spinning top on the map. Or be spun round at the crossroads and follow the direction
@2dz FlIftd ¢KIFIGQa y2G a2z Slae Ay I O N
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MAUDEWho could occasionally sound severe)

Some of our journeys may be for our learning and delight. Some might be as prayers. We may need
to give love to the places of our pilgrimage. Sometimes just being there is a form of healing.
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The temptation, to me, it keep trying to avoid the truth that we should see all places, and people,

with the same open eyeddow easily we find ourselves wanting to impose a meaning on the world,

or impose patterns on our explorations which narrow our vision. | used to likel&zeof looking for

LI GGSNya Ay GKS fFyRaAOFLIST 2NIAYy tAFSST o6dzi L NBI
G22 Slrae (G2 aSS (KAy3da 6KAOK asSSy G2 FTAG | YSIyA
or needs our prayer&verywhere, everything, and every person, contains all these aspects, and has a
centre.

URANIA (of the Observatory)

The images of our Camera Obscura may be measured with geometry on the map, but the centre can
be anywhere. All foci contain all things witlthem. Everywhere can be an omphalos.

THE COUNTESS

We carry the universe within us. | delight in studying the stations of the stars and days within the
cosmos and within myself. | might construct a pleasure garden in which we can stroll about taking in
the floral and decorative amusements which teach us the workings of the stars within us. But my
garden is a book of emblems, a place of learning. Just as is this House on the Border, my garden is a
place from which we depart to enter the world.

MAUDE

Thoughl am, as you know, a votaress of St Clare, and | have a language by which | hope to understand

the working of God, | am always aware that my language can be misunderstood. | know how difficult

it is to comprehend, and that the misunderstandings can betmnmoisleading when speaking to

Christians of other traditions, who may use the same words in different ways. To me, the meanings

are precise. The words are difficult because they are about the difficulty of understanding the intimate
relationships of God, &ure, and ourselves. Our dancer friend has simple words, but | prefer to be
reminded that the world is not only in the Mind. We only know Nature in our Minds, but what we

1Y26 Aada ¢NHzIK SAGKAY YIFOGSNRAREFE bl (dedSd ILRIE ag IRE WA
an abstract idea of Harmony. She was Harmony in Nature. She was, and is, all Nature. Creation is in

her. Christ is in all Creation.

We need to see the world in the new lightvhich is the old light of Creation made visible for us again
LGiQa (22 Slrae (2 F2NBSG GKIG 2dz2NJ gAaAirzy Aa Of 2 dzF
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But our hope is to reveal this light, and words misunderstood can cast a net of darkness.

But how do we clear our eyes and minds so that we can just see? There are distegstions,

however vividly the place speaks to us. Where can | find a sausage roll? A toilet? | wish | was
42YSHKSNB SfaSo L ¢gAakK L 61a 6A0GK az2ySzgmé St asSo
preparation. There will always be new distriacts. We are always needing to renew our language, so

S R2y Qi 2dzad aSS ¢KIG ¢S glyd G2 asSsSo

THE COUNTE&Ss EUTERPE
We have to clear the dust of earth from our souls so we can hear the heavenly music. We can ascend

through the spheres learning the musiod mode of each sphere in ourselves so that our soul can
resonate wholly with the Music of the Spheres and hear the whole world as a song.

THE DANCEFRas THALIA
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THE LADY OF THE OBSERVATGRIRANIA
This is the human diseasgour detachment from the world. Empiricism led to detachment, an
analytical outlook, and we loghe sense of participation in the universe. It can be recovered. We can
happily examine the workings of nature, the mathematics of the stars, but we can know all these
things and still recover our enjoymegiand just see what there is.

MAUDE; as POLYHYWA

Pray to be Chridike. Find Christ in your soul and you can find the Word in all things.

The fact is at different times all these words mean something to me. Perhaps our souls are
constellations. No one has one single point of view-ode has as@f S @2 Ol GA2y ® hyS a
dominate from time totime, but we can never forget the other planets or modes which lie in the
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shadows. | might find some new sphere moves into the light, something | have neglected. It might be
the tragic muse, or even thmuse of love poetry.

LGQa GAYS (2 06S 3F2Ay3ad L KFEPS I RSOGAOST I YSiIiK2R
music. All | need is a means of random travel. There are places | might want to visit, there is an
attraction in the mysterious, rad in lost shrineg 0 dzi G KSaS I NB 2yfteé SOSNI 2yS
not recording the world, or even a partifgt2 dza & 2y S avl tf LISNR2y Qa 3If A YL
world. Everyone can explorgjust by looking. By being there.

When | am notexploring the world there is music to write, music which explores music itself, the
language of music, which is also the language which lives in evergthimdjexplores the parts of the
soul, and the world, | have neglected, or from which | have tendadrn my eyes.

(6/11/2017)
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SEARCHING FOR THE CITY

You may remember me talking about Mordant, tifeen-deludedcomposer, who vanished from the

haunts of men, to travel, it is said, the old green roads in a Romany vardo. He heard music in the world.
9PSNE RI&Qa 22dNySeée ¢l a || aedvYLKz2yes gKAOK KS g2
the story goesDid he travel in reality (whatever that is) or did he travel only in his music? There are
pages of incoherent pencil sketches which record his travels, or the music of the earth. If we could hear
clearly, with our listening minds properly attuned, we calidre the journey.

| always assumed his wanderings were at random. There is a story that he threw away maps and
disregarded finger posts and used a deck of cards as a guide, in some way which | do not pretend to
understand.

But | see now that, though Hisurneys might have been guided by chance, they did have an object. He
was searching for The CityThe Heavenly City on Earth. That labyrinth of green ways would lead him
deeper and deeper into border countries, and, at that unexpected moment, he walltifiself
entering a place which was both here, on Earth, in this #ayléred terrestrial geography, and was

also the City where all music sounded together, day and night, as one harmonious and unified song of
praise!
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Where did you hear this?!
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only weaknesg but a weakness | aim to abandon. Though abstinence, to me, might be as much an
AdyAa Flildzaia a a2NRIFIydiQa / Ade ¢

This document, dew pages of scrawl, had been found in a drawer, | was told, in a small hotel on the

Welsh Border. It was unsigned, but, by a remarkable coincidence, the proprietor of the hotel, who had

found it while Spring cleaning, had mentioned it to my acquaintamieen a conversation had been

a0 NHzO1l dzLJ 1 62dzi 2yS 2F G(GK2a&aS zAO00G2NRlIY LINAyiGa ¢
City of Destruction to the Heavenly City.

Here is my transcriptioq which is partly based on my hurriedly made notes and pdirtign my not
particularly reliable memory.

MODES OF PLACE

I have an obsession with the Music of the Spheyéise ancient image of the cosmos as a series of
spheres, on which the planets turn, surrounding the Earth. The whole is tuned to sound a musical
a0FtSY NIYOGKSNIftA1S .Sye2rYAYy CNrylftAyQa 3Afl aa KI
singing when touched. A cause of madness for the young lady musician, due to the poisonous lead in

the glass. Perhaps the spheres are the source of my ssdn

But there is a truth in this image. For the Earth, think of the entire material universe. The spheres show
that musical harmony rules everything in Nature. The planets pass on the influence of the source of
all being, the Unity, or God, to the wortegtlow. The same harmonies which sound in the cosmos are
present in everything in the sublunary world, Earth.

Each sphere is a heaven. Dante leaves the Earth and ascends towards the Empyrean, beyond the stars,

in his Paradiso. Each planet has a particglality ¢ with which we are familiar today, the martial,
fdzy NE @GSYSNBIfX ¢KSasS ljdatAGASa INB fa2 LINBas
various tones each planet sounds.
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Indeed. | believe this to be true. The image of the cosmos is theselspheres also sound in our
souls, which are an image of the cosmos. And why not? We are made of the stuff of the stars. Or
something like that. Ask Plato.

When | was still young, before my travels, | sought Wisdom, and, as with all young souleakilyas
deluded. | might have encountered Wisdom at the Temple steps, but | did not listen to her words.

There is a temptation to see the order of the heavens as a map which might be projected on earth.
Could there be places which reflect each of the ptaneheavens on earth? Could we follow a road
on earth through these stations of the stars, and ascend to heaven, or knowledge?

At one time | admit | saw the diagram of the cabalistic Tree of Life as a map, rather too much like the
map of the London Undergund, and | imagined | might find this mkgid overthe landscape | loved
to explore.

Others, | know, look for the plan of the heavens, the zodiac, layed out on earth like starry wheel.

LGiQa + yAOS ARSI® 2KIFGQa gNRy3d gAGK AGK

If only | had listened to Wdom.

2S AYIF3IAYS GGKIFIG SFOK LX FySG NdzZ Sa dKAy3aa Ay yI id
a metal. For Venus, copper, for Mars, iron, for the Sun, Gold. Gold is Gold, a thing of the simplest form.

A work in itself. Gold, an element,dse thing, whatever form that Gold might take. We can imagine
Gold is ruled by the Sun, solely.

We imagine the planets have lordship over simple minerals, crystals, and living things. Jupiter may rule
over citrus fruit. The refreshing oranges, beneath ki R NJ f S @dSasx | NB WdzZLA (S
RSt AIKGFdz VYdzaSz 9dziSN1LIS® L OFy &aSyR Y& YSY2NE i

Il Kz &Sax

And so, | would say to myself, when | was young, before my travels, there can be places ontthis Ea
which belong to one planet, or mode, or muse.

I could enumerate them. My faoff orange grove sings with Euterpe in the Lydian mode s€aevood

belongs to the changing moon. Liminal border regions lie under the unpredictable governance of
Mercury. H& Y I y& {FGdz2NYyAYS gl aiasStryRa KIFIgS L ONR&aASR
music?

There is a meaning in this, and a value. We are microcosms. We contain reflections of all the heavens
within our souls. There are times when we long for the wastanbalance an excess of merriment.
| know | do.
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We have the same music of the spheres in us. The music rarely sounds with the unified hafmony o
the cosmos. We suffer from imbalances. Learning to know all these different qualities within us is a
hard tesk, the work of a lifetime. Our diseases of the soul may be cured by music. The music of a
therapeutic planet may help redress the balance, reveal an undiscovered harmony in our soul, or act
as a mirror to draw out an excess of melancholy. | know theaeffiof this medicine.

I have travelled across this island in search of places which have one dominating mode, as a study of
the nature of Harmonyand as a way of exploring my own seat of refreshing the harmonies within

me which | have allowed to fahto disuse. There is a truth in this. It is the same process as the healing
Marsilio spoke of, and practiced with his lyre

But | should listen to Wisdom.

These are Harmonies, not Music. Though each planet may seem to have a kind of music of its own th
music has a monotony, it is the expression of a single note of a scale. The music of our Souls and of
this Earth, contains all these Harmonies, not as separately sounding spheres, but as Music, in which
all tones are working together to make the indivad symphony.

Why is this so little understood? The difference between Music and Harmony?

Harmony is a sign of the divine Unity from which all things spring. Music is the divine alive in Nature.
The heavens have Harmony. The Earth has Music. This is tke@fr@reation.

Can we imagine a human being who is all solar, all martial, all venereal?

Perhaps for a momeng but this is not to be human.

We can imagine a God, or a muse, who is the personification of one giogieeven they would not
appear to us irany guise that we would recognise as human if they were not also of a mixed music as
we are, albeit with one dominant harmony. To be human is to have the entire cosmos reflected in the
soul, the microcosm. The solar human has an access of sun, butrgtlinsoall other harmonies.

There are places, yes, which have one dominant mode, but this does not make them sacred. The study,
or the experience of these places, might guide us to the knowledge of the full gamut of music in
ourselves, and to an awarenesfthe Unity of the cosmos, yes. | can imagine a world which does
resemble the underground map of cabala, in which we learn the structure of the whole. | can imagine
that a person of incalculable wealth could lay out a philosophic garden in which theaeatep
gualities could be experienced through his orangeries, rosaries, temples and contemplative groves.

I have known gardens like this, but | have not known such initiatory landscapes or paths laid out by
nature.

Do you follow me so far?

Wisdom turns tane. | have been dazed by the colours of these individual jewels,
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The dazzling colours recede in its shade and | can see, yes, | can see the Garden, trees, a carpet of
Spring flowers, the pure glitter dfie gentle river.

{KS Gdz2Nya G2 FF0OS YSI Y2@Ay3 2yS F220 3INI OSTdA f &
(You see the literary allusion.)

Yes, | should have remembered the Garden, and the quiet and sobre Matelda, who is so patient with

me, as she wawith the Florentine poet.

G¢KAA Aa al ONBR 3INRBdzyRzZ¢ a4KS aleéad a2S NS FNBS
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Yes, | see. | have travelled through the forest of egitiough, | must say, | have enjoyed its mysteries

and pleasues to a considerable degree. But this is a case of not seeing the wood for the; nees
indeed the Tree for the trees.

This Earthly Paradise, which might, or might not have been, pure Eden in some lost era before time,
is, as its familiar name remindse, earthly. Of all the places of my imagination, this is the most
precious, because it is both earthly and sacred. It is something like Paradise.

And, yes, it is both earthly and under the heavens.

This is the simple lesson ofrtglance, and it shouldave been obvious to me from those days before
my travels.

What makes this place holy is that it lies under the heavens, the whole resounding firmament. It is
holy because, while being on Earth, it reflects to the cosmos as a whole. This is her mbisagett
lady who, today, is speaking for Wisdom.

As she knowsg

The CITY, the TEMPLE, and the GARDEN are all one. They are different ways of imagining the true
Pattern of Creation which, in itself, can do nothing but reveal the Unity of the SourdeR#iagg
whether you prefer to think of this in abstract terms or through a more personal image.

These Places are all ways of seeing the idea form of the Cosmos.

YRS 2F O2dz2NAS:E ¢S (y2¢ (GKIFIG GKS O2avYednageXI IAYSF
and the image of the cosmos, are all images of Harmony. Which is True.
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(Or so | will hold to be true for my personal convenience. All this can only be a way of thinking that
works to my personal convenience. | claim no more.)

(For more on the sybolism of these see A FRUIT FOR EACH MOON)

THE CITY

CKSNBE NS’ SINIKte OAlASa gKAOKI F2NJ I Y2YSyix

imperfect way.

This might be the case with Venice, Constantinople, Lordamthe cities we would like to imagine

they were or are. These cities touch The City when they are cosmopolitan, full of life and variety, a
meeting place or melting patf cultures. Yes, | know this is a dream. They may never really be like that

¢ but in spite of their failings, their governments, they may occasionally touch The City in spite of
themselves.

| cannot imagine a city which its founders, the makers ofab SR G OAGAf A&l GA2Y £ S
ordered and unified, with an imposed unity, can ever be The City. Can any idea of worldly order
achieve this? Such cities, surely, are dead parodies of The City,

This must be true, must it not? What can we say of Tig?Qi is a model of the Cosmos. It must
contain all things. We may associate human visions of The City with religions which like the idea of
imposing unity on the world, but this can never be true. This can never work!

The material world is evolving, yesolving, into an Image of the City, of a quite different kind. This
world could only evolve into the ordered unity of a totalitarian city through death, through the pruning
away of variety and difference. Freedom must be (and | am sure philosophers itgassl dahis) an

essential condition of the City. Yes, indeed. What | mean by Freedom should, | am sure, be called

PEACE.

This is what PEACE is. The freedom of things to be what they are in harmony with all.

And that reminds us of other worldly cities whichve never achieved this moment of touching, when
the city greets its cosmic pattern.

Yes, this is how it is. The Image of The City is an image of the Cosmos, which is the ideal pattern of
Creation in the Mind of God (if you will pardon the expressidhiy world does not evolve towards
becoming a literal reflection of that pattern. That pattern is the template of inherent harmonies which
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allows the world to evolve as a Dance, yes as a Dance, in which each dancer (by which | mean
everything that has unjtin itself) can dance in PEACE, exchanging hands, avoiding treading on toes,
but graciously combining or separating into new things, new works, as the music inspires.

Thus PEACE achieves DELIGHT. To find ourselves joining that Dance is a Strange Delight.
The Orchestra is The City.

And | can imagine other kinds of City. There might be Cities which, rather than being purely mercurial,

are subject to mercurial change, in place and time. They would be dangerous and unpredictable
places, but they would showwhii t 9! /9 YA3IKG 06S Ay GKSANItIO1 27
of creativity. | have walked through London, at a certain angle to normality, and seen Golgonooza.

But neither this, nor any earthly city of PEACE, is The City. The City can ngstrabemall part of
the world, or a passing moment. The City is the pattern of the whole. And yet, any thing can contain
this unity by being free to be what it is.

Yes.
THE TEMPLE

And is there a Temple within the City, or is the City also the TempkAptcalypse makes it clear.
There is no Temple, for the City is the Temple. The Temple is the pattern of the cosmos, perhaps the
diagram, a motionless key to a cosmos which is dancing. The Temple contains within itself the absolute
Unity from which Harmoy sounds. This is what the Temple of Jerusalem representedvas. The
pattern of Creation, and the place where Unity was reflected on Earth. This is the pattern of the City.

Every temple we build aims to be a model of the cosmos, perhaps with a differem in different
places, but always reflecting the Harmony of Creation and the point of Unity. Of course we can fail in
our attempts to represent the Temple, but there are times when we succeed and the Temple becomes
what it represents, not a model oflaven on earth, but a drawing of earth into heaven.

THE GARDEN

And the Garden is also the Pattern of the Cosmos. Eden was Creation in perfection, the pure pattern.
The Temple is also the Garden, and the Tree of Knowledge was in the Teanpl¢he Tree s the

pattern of Harmony, the miracle in Nature which shows that everything, every colour, derives from
the pure Unity of light.

It is as if The City is something which humanity creates from its nature. It only comes alive if it is the
product of a dancend not the forced construction of one mind. Where would the PEACE be if the city
were an imposition of order? The Temple is a human work to reflect the cosmos, which can succeed
if it celebrates, praises, rather than imposes. The Garden, then, is tleat wlaere Nature, of her own
accord, finds Peace and becomes a temporal expression of the eternal Garden, the pattern of the
Cosmos.
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These three are, shall | say, modes of the same thing, Nature becoming at one with Unity. These are
places of vision, of taporal repose. | seek all these on my wanderiggsd | find themg but my
mind beats on. | have no repose within me. | touch the Peace but travel on.

Is not this how it is always for us?

There are those whose own souls are still and who have the Petda them, of course there are. |

do not see my restlessness as a disease. | travel, | compose, to explore, to show that there is heaven
within the world. All I can hope to do is to show these things to others who may be more restless and
have not noticedi KS g2y RSNX» ! ff L OFly R2 A& aleé& a[ 2HE¢

These, as | say, are the three modes in which the vision of unity is revealed to us in Nature, but the
whole world is a revelation. There are those forests which, by being what they are, open into Forest
of Adventure,or woods, which are The Magic Wood. There are mountains and rivers which are the
mountainsand rivers of scripture. The vision is always forming. A hill might demand a tower, or a
valley, a story.

And, please remember, we only experience this when gasend imaginations are open. We do not
see the forest through a veil of fantasy, we see the magic when we see the forest as it is.

And there is also another questto see again that Lady, who is herself the pattern of Harmony, and
to apologise foignoring her guidance.

If the GARDEN, CITY and TEMPLE are images of Harmony, then our MUSIC is, in fact, not merely as a
metaphor, the MUSIC of the TEMPLE. The gifts the divine pattern passes to earth, the FRUIT and
LEAVES of the TREE are, indeed, MUSI@lace myself, in my imagination, in the TEMPLE, | become

a musician, singer, or dancer, before God, and | am drawn to pass those LEAVES and FRUIT of MUSIC
to the world, in my own, imperfect, voice.

Indeed.

And so, yes, The City is my true home, losed have the Music of the Spheres in my soul. | am seeking

¢KS /AGe a AGaStFs I RAalGLIYylG OASE SOSYDOUFINRY K:
am also seeking The City on Earth, because it can be touched by the earthly City, ordée Gar

touched by those rare happy places, or touched in our memory by the Temples, which are images of

The Temple. And in my travels, which must be free, random, drawn by PEACE, | hope to learn Harmony,

to be a performer who knows life, death, and resurrentin the heights and depths of nature. In my

travels | have no choice but to join my songs to the whole world, in its most humble places, as it seeks

to become a new Creation.

22/04/2018
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NOTEFORTRAVELLERS
G[ S Y2 Nk ttaxeigiia dws Goda.
These notes are, of course, just one point of view. The opposites may also be true.

God, the Source of All Being, is present in Everything, in its Beauty, Truth or Goodness, in its Unity (Its
being what it is) and in Being itself.

Everything is a g&s through which the light of God shines.

The humblest thing, action, or relationship, can be a revelation. A tin of soup may be as meaningful
and visionary as a landscape.

Nothing is more sacred than anything else.

No place is more sacred than anothereByvjourney is a pilgrimage.

LT 6S 0StASGS GKIFIG GKS ¢g2NIR Aa G¢KS .221 2F / NB
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We must avoid imposing meaning the world.

We are part of the Book of Creation, andareators. We can tell stories, and sing our songs, but these
OFryy2i RSTAYS GKS YSIyAy3a 2F GKS g2NI Rd ¢KS& Ol y
facet of reality.
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world is a universal sacred scripture. We may enjoy our own religious tradition and system of imagery,

but our fellow travellers may have quite different traditions. If we h&aigh that Truth is within
Everything we cannot impose our own language on the world.

Our stories, or our music, should be counterpoints to the world, not impositions.
Stories are part of the world. All stories can convey a facet of meaning.

Stories intude the meanings given to sacred places. We can read and enjoy all these stories if we see
them as part of the whole, and do not read them literally.

Any story can convey Truth. The literal meaning, even of a story which seems to come from our desire
to impose meaning, or power, or the superiority of a people, or system of belief, can have Truth as a
story.

We should exercise a discernment of stoideseeking the Truth within any story.
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Stories should be held lightly. There is no one story. Bvavgller on a path might sing a different
song, but if they sing in response to their journey every song will be a counterpoint.

There is one only world. Nations and borders are imposed meanings. They are to be held lightly, just
as stories, and looked omith discernment.

LT S adGSL) Ayh2 aSyoOf2adiaNB¢ Ay GKS YAYy3IR2Y | yR
to them and sowers of discord. The travellers in the Kingdom are people of Peace and Justice, not
people of action and division.

We do notsay that any particular imagery is invalid. We are not iconoclasts. We affirm images and, by
enjoying whatever imagery we value, we affirm that every traveller may use their own language.

Variety is the expression of Unity.

We do not travel alone. Thougte travel individually we travel as a Company. We live in each other.
We make separate journeys, but we weave one story. We do not pretend to define the ways in which
companions are bound together spiritually.
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THE DANCE IN THE WORLD

These notes are based on a version put together in 2002.

1

2 KSy ¢S GKAYl 2F ylLadz2NB® 6S (SyR G2 GKAYy] 27F daiK
SOSNEGKAY3I GKIG KFa o0SAy3a Ay (GKS dGadzfdzyl NBEE g2
planets and stars. Nature encompasses ideas, actions, memories which are equally part of the whole,

the Cosmos.

2

A Place is not only a natural environmghtt also a complex of natural and mamade elements,
gualities, memories and ideas.

3

! Gt f I h@s® adles, ks defiried as a distinct and separate location, large or small, but one which

KFad Yy AYRAGARdZ f LISNER2YlIfAdlGed ¢KAA Aa GKS a{ LAN
by this complex unity of elements, just as we are eqdatined of varied elements and yet individual.

Ld YlIe y20 6S LR&aarofsS G2 NBLINBaSyd GKS a{ LANRIG
artists of all kinds to interpret place in visionary terms, adding symbols, transforming the images, or

trying to translate the real individual personality in another language

4
Our relationship with a Place is a shared experience
5

Our relationship with a Place is like a relationship with a person, each affecting the other, as we are
part of the Place by beg there, or observing it, or contemplating it.

6

We can be changed by our relationship with a Place and it can be changed by its relationship with us.

7

Our relationship with a Place, just as with a person, is only possible when it is a conversatian and n
animpositionbyug2 NJ 60& GKS tflF O0OS® ¢KS NBflF{iA2yaKALl RSLISY
8

The moments of truth, grace, or delight, which may be experienced through the relationship are often
products of the relationship, a shared experienc

9

Just as with a person we can only experience the character of the place or person through a
relationship of imagination and love.

This love may draw us to express the Place in art, but this will always be an expression of our
relationship with it ratler than a purely objective image. It is the experience of grace or truth sparked

08 UKFG NBfFOGA2YAKALl 6 KAOK AGAYALIANBEE dza (G2 FGdG¢
GKS G{LANARG 2F tfl OS¢ SELISNASyndbidk, ah ihage, gegtdy, NB € |
or words.

10

Our relationship with the Place, as with anything, is part of the flow of all things towards Unity as we,

YR GKS LXIFOS (23SGKSNE 06S02YS | ySg ag2N)é 2N 6
11
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A Place may attract us. A Place may atteagnts, qualities, stories. The stronger the quality of Truth
or Unity in anything the stronger its attraction. If a Place, just as with anything, has a sense of
incompleteness or lack, we may feel dawn to it through our own love.

12
Some Places may segrusitive, others seem negative, if their quality works against a relationship. As

with people, we can still counter this through love. Places may seem to have a negative quality if they
reflect negative qualities in ourselves.

13

Some Places (just likepple) will have a particularly powerful effect. This can be because of natural

jdzZt f AGASa Ay GKS LIXIFOS AdGaStFx 2NJ FNBY ARSIA 2NJ
it has a real effect on an individual or on many people. Ideas ospd on a place will have no value

dzyt Saa GK2a4S ARSIFa INB 3ISydzAyS LINRPRdAzOGA 2F (KS
ARSIFa YR YSY2NARSA NBfFGAy3a G2 Ad +ra Sttt Fa SO
said to be so by themposition of a human idea, often to act as a focus of unity for a particular people

or group. They genuinely have an individuality, but they may be negative if they are the result of an
imposed idea that is not part of a balancedationship

14

Awareness of unity can often lead people to look for patterns in life, Places, egéntsany apparent
patterns are the result of a fragmentary view of unity. Everywhere may have meaning. Fundamentally,
we must not impose meaning or order on the world, but havlealanced, shared, relationship with

the world.

15

Relationships are not brought about by the partners but through Love in the Cosmos, encouraging
attraction.

16

Love (which also works in the creative imagination) draws all things to unity. Lovealidhisags in
unity.

17

Love generates a Dance of relationships. Relationships between all things, objects, ideas, events, may
be related in the Dance regardless of separation by time or distance.

18
Moments of grace may be experiences of the Dance.
19

The most powerful experiences of the Dance, or of truth, glory, grace, are ones that change us and
KStL) dza 06S02YS 2d2NASt @9Sad 2SS 0S02YS a2dNESt 9Sa¢
is through awareness of Unity or glimpses of unity in acjgerelationship. At the same time our
openness to the dance helps us become ourselves as individuals.

20

The device we use to relate ourselves to the Dance is ourselves. The more we are fully ourselves (and
yet inseparable from the cosmos) the more vedate to the Dance.

21

A person who has individuality has truth and unity. The more a person or thing has unity in themselves
the closer they can be to the Dance.
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22

Innocence and simplicity can lead to a simple relationship to the Dance. Or, if whdaekgualities,
the Dance can remind us of this clarity and felicity as we share in it.

23

We do not reveal the dance by losing ourselves in its music. There may be (metaphorically) a music in
all things but dancing means being fully individual inding our own rhythm within it. Our personal
method of relating to the cosmos may be through spiritual disciplines, prayer or meditation, through
good human relationships, or through creative work, which is a form of prayer, bringing experience
deeper iro ourselves.

24

Relationships should create relationships. Love, in the Dance, does not isolate lovers but inspires other
relationships through them

25

The dance reveals itself to us in meaningful events and relationships, which are meaningful because
thee O2yySOG dz&a 6AGK GKS 5FyO0OSd ¢KS&AS INB 2FGSy
ourselves. There is a resonance between the external event and our own soul, or imagination.

26

Experiences of the Dance may reveal themselves in a sense oérimtierm (which resembles the

form of a story or a musical work). This form may be experienced in time as well as in space. The
overall shape may be in a natural environment (produced itself by slow change) or a form in passing
time, as of events that gdually reveal a unique shape. Often the meaning of an event, or individual
feature, is dependent on its context.

27

This sense of form is the same as sense of individuality. Individuality may be in time as well as in a
Place or person, just as a musicalrkvmay live in our minds as a form as much as the sound it makes.

28
We can mistake Coincidence for Form in experience.

Coincidences are usually meaningless patterns which we impose ourselves. It is in our nature to see
coincidences in things, and thssso commonplace (from our own need to make order) that is usually
meaningless. Pure coincidences are generally due to a limited view, when we are too separate from
the Dance, and are a dangerous temptation to impose our own order on things while beuagdel

that we are discovering a divine order. Divine order will always be experienced as freedom.
Experiences of the Dance may be apparently random and meaningful, rather than patterned and
meaningless.

29
Humour is a fundamental quality of the Dance.
30

The Cosmos, and our relationship with it, is constantly growing towards Unity, when we are aware
2yt e 2F a0 Kby &én this Gwa@diiessidd@es not deny the value of earthly experience as
it is communicated through our changeable earthly nature.

31

Form may come from a unity (a seed) and grow to a greater unity (the whole lifecycle of the tree with
all its effects on the world around it, the new leaves year by year, the visiting squirrels and birds, seen
Fa | aAy3atsS aog2N] € PO
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32

There is one Dangéut it can be experienced in an infinite variety of fragments, stories, sonatas. The
Dance is composed of individuals. We may see the Dance in the Creation (true Nature, which is also
ideas, processes, relationships) as a whole, the shape of a partingaralley, or a plant. We may
experience the dance in a person, in a life, or in a symphony. The Dance is a process in all things, and
the dancers are part of the dance.

33

Our own experiences and our own imaginations are part of this same single.Odregeare part of
the same Unity.

34
Our sense of artistic form is, or should be, the same thing as this natural form.

We, individually, are part of the same Cosmos. The same sense of form will be present in our own
minds as well as in a landscape aryale of events. We can experience this intuitively when we are
ONBlIGAPS +FtyR aSyasS (KIG GKSNBE A& F GaO2NNBOGE F2N
35

Creativity can even AFFIRM form by going against it for effect or irony, or humour.

36

Similarly, weOl yy 2 LINRRdzOS | GLISNFSOGE¢ 62N] & 2 KSGKSNI A
life, there are faults, mistakes, misguided sections, which have a place in the complete work. You can
only understand the whole by seeing the shadowy parts as welleakgiht.

37

LG Aad AYLR&&AAOES G2 SELINXBaa a¢tKS 5Fy0S¢ +a I 6K;
can never see all the levels on which it operates. We will experience fragmentary forms and unities,

all individual, but the only way we canmrss the whole is in absolute simplicity and unity. In musical
GSN¥as GKA&a OFry 2yteé 0SS aAatSyoSs (GKS aadAaftft LI2Ay
38

We may produce nonepresentational artistic works which are in themselves fragments of the Dance,
or we may produe structures which are to be part of a broader fogm.g., in architecture designed

to match an environment. In musical terms, a piece of music may be a thing in its own right, or an
interpretation of a Place or a person (and still its own thing!) oryine music FOR a place, to become
part of a whole.

39

¢tKS 5+y0S A& a2F D2R¢® bl Gdz2NBE 6GKS gK2fSz GKAyYy3
D2RXY (K2dzAK aGySAUGUKSNI Aad Al D2Ré¢® LG O2ddZ R 6S Ol f
invisible visible.

40

GaSkyAy3é Ay + ttF0ST Ay | LISNE2YSIS 2N Ay Ydzaio
language.

41

I LASOS 2F YdzAA O F2NJ SEIFYLX ST YIéd 068 ataAa1S8é | L

isacommon language %S yAy3 oSySFdK Fff GKAy3acd ¢KAa Aa G
42
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We can also consider place on a larger scale. Just as we may respond to the individuality of a unique
place, we can also be aware of a relationship of places over a widerraf@ast, a gardergr a region

may have individual places which find a greater meaning in relationship with others in the same larger
form.

43

We are aware of this sense of unity of individual parts just as we may feel the unity of a musical work
in several movements becagi®ur sense of form is the same as the form that exists in nature, this is
not purely subjective.

44

We may sense a larger form in a journey, or a pilgrimage, which gives meaning to the destination. We
may sense the same larger form in a life, or history.

45

The larger form may have the same kind of unity of disparate elements as an individual place. There
may be no limit to the level on which we experience this sense of gnitgm a flower (in itself
dependent on all the related environmental qualitiesn arbour, a garden, a valley, a region, a
country.

46

Just as a landscape garden (or a symphony) may be created to contain particular features which make
up a whole, so a natural environment (most obviously in a distinct and separate world, such as an
enclosed valley) may be made of individual features, in relationship, which then give a sense of unity.

47

Just as it can be said that the individual human being has certain fundamental archetypal aspects, so
may a landscape, if it is to be a unity in itself, may have certain archetypal features.

48

These archetypal features may even tend to fall into ovewlierns of relationships which are found
elsewhere, perhaps relating to basic natural featucesunrise and sunset, high ground and low
ground.

49

Just as works of art, and people, while being individual may also have a common archetypal character,
somay Places.

50

There may certain recurring archetypes, or modes in nature which reflect the supposed archetypal
gualities in people, or those traditionally associated with harmonies or planets.

51

Though this may be true (or not) it is unlikely that anieatpt to define these overall forms would
ever be satisfactory or useful, any more than it is possible to give absolute definitions of psychological
archetypes.

52

This apparent tendency for natural landscapes to find a greater form seems to encouraga huma
intervention, which can be beneficial when the human element is completely in harmony with the
natural form. (Examples would be 18thc landscape design if it were not an imposition of power, and
Feng Shui) If this form is common to all things the hum#sriention should be a matter of soul and
intuition, rather than system, as so many elements of Place are invisible.

53
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The artist who serves the Dance, and works with Place and landscape, is following a vocation, which
is inseparable from the love whichorks through the Dance itself.

54

The servant of the Dance (who is a servant of God, whether consciously or not) may serve in many
ways. There are some who reveal this hidden kingdom, simply by being there and being within it.
There are some who reveally walking its paths with love. There are some who walk in awareness
that the stories in their souls and the ground are one world. There are those who are called (beyond
their control) to reveal this world in art, literature, or music.

55
It is the natureof what this document calls the Dance, as the working of Love, to draw all things to

unity (by relating individuals) and this is what will draw people to serve this world, which exists and
yet which is also constantly being created, through the Dance reatind its servants.

56

For this reason this apparently mad quest to make this world known, and to serve its work, through
art is not something which can be denied. Love of this true world is overpowering. It is the way of
affirmation, which must affirmthe whole. What we experience as Place is one particular view of the
whole (cosmos), but one which can reveal this unity of nature, thought, memories, and events in which
we need to live to be whole ourselves.

(First sketches, Mustard Pot Cottage, Felhrifip2)
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A 60" birthday essay.

¢19 Gew!9 9! wel ¢

Shortly before he drank the fatal hemlock old Socrates asked Simmias if he would like to know what
the things on the earth and under the heaven were really like.

G, SAEAVAMARE S G 6SQR 68 3IfFR G2 KSENI GKFG ai2NE O

5

The true earth, the philosopher explained, is said (I am not sure by whom) to resemble one of those
balls made of twelve pieces of leather, each of a different colour, stitched together. The world is a
multi-coloured football, purple, golden white many colours, but all these colours are far more
wonderful than the colours we see. This ball floats in the heavens, perfectly balanced.

LGiQa KIFEINR (2 FAYR Ylye FyOASyld LiSenmsgtodavekwdvn G K2 dz3 F
Al gta | ALKSNB® !yezayS Ay (GKS fFrad Gog2 YAftSyy
image in mind. In western Europe most of the works of Plato were lost until the Renaissance, but his
theories of nature and creation weteanded down at second and third harslo,Socrates (or was it

Plato, his biographer?) had a good clear idea of what the earth looked like from above.

dzih GKAAa AayQd G Frff gKFEG {2O0NXdSa ¢l a&a GNBAY3
would imagine, swimming in a space of infinite distances and an unimaginably wide scattering of
ILfTEASED IS 461+& RSAONAROAYIST Ay | LRSGAO FlLyidl &
actually know.

He goes on to explain that this wonderfully ldeé A ¥ dzf |y R KAIKfEe& O2f 2dz2NBR ¢
SINIKe odzi ¢S tAGS Ay | K2fft263 | RSLINBaAaA2yd 9
O2ft2dzNER YR aKFIR2g® |1 Aa GidNHzS SFENIKE Aa yz20
harmorious and radiant world which we are unable to see. It might be within our powers to see this
reality ¢ if we are pure enough and can climb high enough to look into the heavens and down at the
harlequin football.

R

This surprising image of the football, whishrecognisable today (though it would be nice if they were

so gaily coloured) can be recognised as something much more profound than it appears. Elsewhere,
Plato described the fundamental harmonies of creation in their geometric forms, and this football,
made of 12 five sided pieces of leather, is a sort of rounded dodecahedron. Plato, in the Timaeus, says
GKIFIG dKAAa 3IS2YSGNRO a2fAR gl a dzZaSR o0& GOKS 3I2Ré

This parable of the football tells us about a world tkeatsts but within which we are not fully living.

There are links between this idea and the classical tradition of the Golden Age. Perhaps in a distant

time, in the age of Saturn, or in an ideal Arcadia, people lived in harmony with nature. This Nature,
though, was something more inclusive and magical than our concept of nature. Nature, until modern
GAYSaz YSIHyili SOSNRGKAYy3 GKFG SEAAGSR Ay (KA& daac
LX FySia KIR Iy AyFidzsSyOSoSd FSBI RYWNIKZRENY 2ARS
SFENIKopé tS2LFS GSYR (G2 aSS aylddaNBé a az2yYSkKkzg
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As the Franciscan writer lliaDelib& L2 AYGSR 2dzi Ay G¢KS CNIyOAaoly
whole includes not just flowers and birds, not just stones, but also stories. | am afraid there are
Franciscans who fall into the trap of seeing only those things in that modern vergioyf f i dzZNB ¢ | &
lrftdzSe LGQa I 1AYR 2F KSNBae FyR Aa y20 K2g CNI
medieval mind thee was a single complex organism, infinitely varied. Running through every kind of

thing were harmonies, which were pictutas the planets. The ancient image of the heavens derived

from the discovery of the laws of harmony. Everything was made of Earth, Air, Fire and Water. AsC S

[ S6Aad ¢2dA R adNRBy3Ife |INBST (KFG Grarzyleafda adGAft
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was not thinking, as he could not have done, of the sun, moon and stars as we do, but as the visible

signs of fundamental qualities in everythinge I8 encouraging us to see everything, and that means
EVERYTHING, as our brothers and sisters.

The 17thc Anglican Thomas Traherne could hardly have been more Franciscan in higiofiéen
meditation:

G, 2dz YySOSNI Syaz2e (KS flovetNih furlveink, Hllgdu aré drdwhed Witk e & S|
stars, and perceive yourself to be the sole heir of the whole world, and more than so, because men are
Ay Al 6K2 NP SOSNER 2yS a2tS KSANR a ¢Sttt a &z

¢ KS & { NHzSn, i§ theNudiak &f all thé tiBgs, from the physical to the imaginary, mountains,
poetry, music, and, most of all, people living in harmony with all things.

The legends of Arcadia and the Golden Age are of something that is lost and possibly irrecoverable
|l 26 SOSNE tfl G2 A& y20 gNAIGAY3I o2dzi a2YSOIKAyYy3A f;
exists but just beyond reach.

Though this seems to conflict with the quality of loss and nostalgia of Arcadia it does seem that there
is always annescapable sense, in the poetry and in the search for such a locus amoenus in the
landscape, thathis more true and more real world is, somehow, still there. It is not lost. It is not, even,
quite out of sight.

The Judaedhristian parallel is the multayered story of Eden, Jerusalem and the Heavenly
WSNHzA £ SY® 9RSY A& LISNKILIAZ GKS aiGNHz2S SIFNIKE 6K
is a real or a heavenly Jerusalem which stands in its place, literally in some stories. Fromrderusale

real or heavenly, the waters of life flow. The New Testament version closely follows Old Testament
prophecy. Though the prophetic descriptions of the New Jerusalem tend to speak of squareness, of
cubicness, as a sign of its unity, itisvery curioudthai KS / A& Qa 2SsSta | NB I Of
3Svya tflrd2 YSyiGaAz2ya Ay KA& aiGNUzS SEFENIKdeg tfF G2y
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from before the beginning of the new Era. Or, as | am sure Socrates would have said, both derived
from common, more ancient, sources.

In Christian tradition the story seems to be one of an Ideal City, which is a model of the perfectly
harmonised world (Jerusalem is a city in unity with itself) and which is a promised destination after

our journey through his false and damaged world. At the same time, though, there is always an
FfGSNYIFGADBS o0SEAST (GKFG GKAA | SIFI@Syte YAy3aAR2Y
SA0KIFG2t238¢x GKS o0StAST GKFG GKAA heBPi@&it e / Al
influence is at its strongest. Anyone with a platonic leaning might have remembered that this ideal

world is out of reach because of our own blindness and can be, and should be recovered.

¢KS LIKNI}&aS aYAYIR2Y 27F YB2RHA yHE a@2RIQHT NBAAY S NLINIK §
guidance, rather than a place. This does seem to be the implied meaning in the gospels, but there is

Fy FGGNI OGAGS LkraaroAtAde GKFG AdG OFy Ffaz2 NBTS!
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and has gnostic influences which were not compatible with the orthodox church, Christ speaks of a
YAYIR2Y 2F D2R gKAOK Aad GaBRSSIRIDPOSNI 6GKS g2NI R ¢
¢tKAa aSSY (2 o0S I @GSNE Of SIFNI NBFSNByOS G2 tftl (2
surface of the world but which we do not see because we live in a shadowy depression on the surface

of the football.

GXPC2NI GKS ySg (I aj

Ofany poet who pretends to be visioned

Is to stand here in a real wind, and fix in his labour
Myths, as absolute truths, to a common world.

As if to construct great windows in the hills

AAAAA
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THE SANCTUARY

tfF02Qa @GAaAz2y A& 2F | ALKSNBI odzi GKS F2N¥Y 27
dimensions. From very ancient times there seems to have been a desire to find that pattern on earth,
or to establish such a pattern enchant (or could it be to control?) the landscape.

A long time ago, around 1980, | was interested in the idea of sacred centres, the omphalos points that

lay at the centre of a realm to act as a navel, joining the earth to the heavens and defining the
surounding geography. Delphi is the most famous of such places but there seems to have been a
GNI RAGAZ2Y AY Ylye FyOASyld a20ASdiASa 2F FTAYRAy3 |
There are suggestions of this in Celtic mythology. InrMhbinogion Oxford appears to be such a place,

defined by the flights of two dragons.
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with a quality of its own. The skies are wide and clear. Thdughailong way from the sea there is no

high land between the Ouse valley and the East Coast. The distinctive geographical feature is the river
valley. Between Turvey and Bromham, near Bedford, the River Ouse traces serpentine meanders,
folding back on gelf and defining an area of land which it embraces, almost as an island. The
limestone villages that lie along its curves have fine churches, several with spires. From some points it

is possible to see as many as five churches marking the turnings fehe

| liked to imagine that there was a point at the centre of this serggrarded land which might have

been a sanctuary in some imaginary period. | would not claim there was anything remotely historical

about this, or suggest that anyone looks focleaeological evidence of any ancient sacred occupancy.

'a Al KFLIWSyazr G§KSNDB [|-Biiish detNdménbidithe®a. Som&findibkofze 2 NJ w
work has been found along the valley, including a mirror, and there were ritual wells, with votive
deposits at Felmersham and Bromham.

¢tKS NAGSNRA LI GGSNYy O2dA R y2i KSfLI odzi YIS YS
Delphi. It might also remind us of the serpentine avenue at Avebury.

One of my fundamental principles, which | have radhind as far back as my school days, is, that if
there are places which are intrinsically sacred their effect, if they can be considered to have an effect
on people or the world around them, must be always present. They can be associated with, or even
perhaps attract, ideas or events or objects in the present day as much as in the ancient past.

| would always hold as a principle that antiquity does not make something sacred or meaningful.
Something modern in that location, or something associated wijtbaih have a value and a meaning.

One thread of meaning associated with this Ouse Valley area which has nothing to do with ancient
.NRG2ya o0dzi 6KAOK YAIKG KIS a2YSGUKAy3 G2 R2 g,
t Af ANR YQA t NEkadNk:Fidedide.paths &rid Yaptised in the osier beds at Pavenham.

There are local traditions that he imagined his dream journey in the real landscape. This might seem

very fanciful,but it is an idea that has had an enormously powerful effect on meedimead of it in

+SNI . NRGOFAY Q& aLYy GKS F220ad0SLJa 2F W2Ky . dzyely
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first inspiration which drew me to search for meaning in the landscape.

Bunyan is said to have dreamed his original dream in Stevington church. This is the most extraordinary
place in my sacred landscape of the Ouse Valley. Below the chtitbk,foot of a high stone retaining

g ff K2t RAy3d (KS OKdzZNOK FyR OKdzZNOK&l NR F062@3S {(KE
well, but it was certainly a place of pilgrimage in the middle ages. Its water cures eye ailments. | have

tried. Ymbols and ideas collide in this dark place where the water flows out through middy beds of
rhubarb-like weed. | forget their name. The story runs, so says Vera Brittain, that this is the place to
GKAOK / KNRAAGALFYQa 0d2NRSya NRBIEYAE &I @R Y3l 0 BKY @ MNB(S
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AB8YLK2y&® A& LI NIfte RSNAOSR FTNRY KAa 2LISNI 2F ¢K¢

So, the place itself, Bunyan, his story, and the music all come together. This is, foariecaexample

2F GKS GiNHzS SIENIKéE Fd ¢g2Ny® LG Aa + ftAGAYy3 GKA
dancing lights and golden threads if we could see it from above and weaving all kinds of images into
Ala YdZAAO® { ( SBANIBKLY A & yy ik SI aLINKHBSK 2 Faye@RdP dzy R A
location in which all these aspects, as well as my own personal experience, are equally valid and true.

This is what the world is like.

Does a place attract meaning?

. dzy é | y Qa oflcdurselthkeNing fo &iz version of the Holy City. The New Jerusalem cannot be
far away, though, to Bunyan, travelling there entails the crossing of the great river. It is, in contrast,
possible to walk from Stevington to the centre of this area, i$lend defined by the river, without
crossing water.

As there is no visible ancient sanctuary at the centre it is impossible to define exactly where the
omphalos point may be. | like to think of it as close to the road between Stevington and Carlgon. Thi

is the highest point in the landscape. There is a curious sunken track leading up to it from the river at
Harrold. This might be an ancietmackway,or it might be fairly modern alternative route for farm

traffic. At the high point there is a trig poirdlways a good sign, and, more excitingly, an underground

Royal Observer Corps bunker from which observers would be able to look out at the effects of nuclear
61N AaK2dzf R 4dz2OK +y S@OSyd 200dN» LGQA FolyR2ySR |y
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But this is, of course, the Sanctuary. This has as much value as an ancient Celtic grove in this game of
0KS aiNXzS SIFENIK®E LG Aada>X AYRSSRZ | alyOildza NBXI 0o«
iron beds, eat tinned fruit and Spam and occasity look out to see if anything was alive in the razed
landscape. Yes, thiségactlywhat | am trying to explain.

' Yy20KSN) Sy2N¥2dza Ay FfdsSyO0S 2y YSI FyR 2y (KA& 2y
Gt SYRI Qa CSy ¢ ® ¢ Kaga boy, with variousiandeNss, wioTis obsesse8 Biyi the
GAAA2YLIFNE Yyl GdzZNBE 2F 9f 3 NR& a5NBFY 2F D&NR Y (G A dza d
the Malvern Hills and hints of sinister military activities underground. In spite of the dadtiaed

simply wrong elements of the story this is an important work and reflected so accurately my own
interests at that time. | had first gdb know the Elgar in a summer music school in 1973 and Elgar,

who is always stranger than we think, had alreadyg deep in my imagination. But here, too, is this
contemporary element. Modern things, good or evil, serious or simply fun, can be equally mythic.

In 1981/2 | discovered that this Sanctuary did, in fact, make a reasonable centre point for England. A

crOf S RNl gy FNBY Al Oly O2ydaltAy Ittt 2F gKIG A& y:
and south of the Humber. Even in the time of King Offa, who claimed lordship of all England, this region

north of the Humber was somewhere otheBrigantiaand, later, Yorkshire.

All these ideas in my mind become embedded in poetry, stories, and eg@manute home movie,
in the next few years. In 1991 | looked again at the location of this omphalos and wrote to the doyen
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of ancient mysteries and metrologphn Michell. | sent him a map of my location showing its central
position in this part of the island. He replied in October 1991 and | visited him soon after to talk about
these curiosities. He was a very affable character. We had honey and tea.

John Mitell had been investigating the siting of these ancient sanctuaries. They were, he discovered,
not placed at random but in places which were geometrically central. This may seem a difficult
calculation for a very irregular island like ours, but Michelhtibthat these sites were defined by lines

drawn between significant headlands, extremities of the island or country that they served. | am not
clear how this could have been surveyed in the distant past, but | suspect there were perfectly
accurate and effetive methods of inland navigation a thousand or two thousand years ago. People
did travel great distances. The major sacred sites, such as Avebury and Stonehenge, may have been
centres for people from very far away. How did people know where they lay®iVitieation of the

Bronze Age depended on the transport of the raw metal s from mines very far apart, Cornwall and
Great Orme. Did they use the stars to find their way or to lay their roads?

Michell tested his theory on the Isle of Man and found thatdifirom extreme headlands intersected
at the site of the first Tynwald parliament. Such places could have both a symbolic and a practical
administrative significance.

He showed, on my own map, that the centre point in the Ouse valley area was definexs jostisle

2F aly &aAGS ol axz o0& ftAySa FNBY KSIRflIyRa® hyS NI
of Wight and one linked North Foreland in Kent to the exceptionally important Great Orme in North
Wales, whose copper mines made it absolytétal to the bronze age civilisation. In fact, this placing

is more precise than that of Avebury and Stonehenge, both positioned on only one accurate line. The
Roman Centre at High Cross on the A5 is also defined by two lines. The Roman site is ¢hefcentr
Roman Britain, including Wales. My Bedfordshire site encloses England alone. There is a suggestion
that, if these centres are historically true, they can move according to changing political situations.
There is also a fascinating possibility thagalm could have a public, official, centre and another that

was more authentic and kept secret because of its symbolic, or actual, power. This doubling of centres
can be seen in Ireland, with Tara as the political centre and Uisneach as the sacred focus.

Whether or not there is any historical reality to this theory the idea exists and my omphalos is as valid
as any.

This placing of an omphalos is the key factor of a more complex system of sacred geography
AYy@SaitAalrG6SR 608 WSIHYy XOKNENRRARYIKSA! OKSY { | DN §
| KNAaAaGAYS wK2yST gK2Y L oNASTFEe YSO 4 W2Ky aAOK

Richier provides extremely complex and detailed evidence that the omphalos point, most famously
Delphi, with its temple of Apollo (and of Dionysas)d its buried serpent, was the centre of an
amphictyony, a complete symbolic geography based on the 12 signs of the zodiac, which set the shrine
at the centre of the lands of 12 tribes who came together for ritual purposes at this focal point. There
is vay strong biblical parallel with the tradition of the twelve tribes of Israel. An exceptional feature

of the amphictyony in Exodus is that the sanctuary is moving. It centred on the Ark of the Covenant as
it journeys to its resting place at the temple efudsalem. Once in its sacred home, on that symbolically
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central hill, the symbolism of Jerusalem, and the New Jerusalem in both its old and New Testament
versions becomes a clear parallel.

This pattern of the twelve tribes radiating from a centre is, vdirgctly | think, atwo-dimensional
Y2RSt 2F tfl032Q4 R2RSOFKSRNRBY F2200lffd ¢KS wmH
disc.

Perhaps my central point might be the focus of 12 divisions of a circle across Ei@fladirse)
drew a map, with set off all kinds of other ideas. Is there a peculiar quality to the places on the
borders of the surrounding circle?

W2Ky aAOKStfQa YSGK2R 2F SadGrofAakKAy3d (GKS LI2AaA
mythological background is very strarlfso, these central points could be considered as symbols of

GKS OSYidN}Xt LRAY(G 2F (KS gK2fS adNHzS SINIKé | yF
outline the ideal world on the geography of the earth.

But are these omphaloi more than just syai? Do they have a life of their own? Do they do
something? Delphi, with its complex mythology and prophetic tradition, certainly had a life. Was there
a2YSGKAY3 Fo2dzi GKS LXIFOS AGasStFT OGKIG (§2dzOKSR
together at such a place. A centre is also everywhere. A place of knowledge.

Lid Aa aAIYAFAOIYG GKIFIG GKS Y2042 G GKS SyidaNt yC
GKeaSt¥ Aa ltaz2 (y2éAiy3a FffX

HELIOPOLIS

In 1981 | wrote a book for my own amuseménd 2 dzi | GG NXz2S (AYy3IR2YE Ay 4¢
symbols and myths had their place in the villages of the Ouse Valley.

At that point | had never heard of Thomas Wright of Durham, though a long bicycle ride following
clues for the book took me to the Ntiamptonshire village of Horton where | came across a temple
folly and also a fascinating secret military depot hidden in the woods of Yardley Chase, with its own
railway link. This appeared on no maps at the time but now it has been decommissioned ys&ecan
the tracks of the railway network and the many moated munitions stores.

| 2NI2y ¢l az L RAaAO2OSNBR I FS¢ &SINB fIFGSNE 2yS
just that, a home for exotic animals, is the only surviving habitable dgdhim his designs. | had tea

GKSNBE Ay GKS Wyna gAGK{ANRAIADPKBY 2RBKSNI BENPISAS | W
Lambton said of him in her TV film about architecture for animals.

At the end of my 1981 book | imagined a tower from whichoatpcould watch over the many

dimensions of this true kingdom/true earth with a camera obscura. The inspiration of the tower itself

gra [2NR .SNYSNBRQ ¥F2tte& |G CFENAY3IR2YyI GKAOK gl 2
Dt a0 2y 0 dzNE ® Loprietoran Victrién gihise gafeldihan $&&ntury, complete with
aY21Ay3 OFLd L LINRPolofte NBYSYOSNBR (GKAa FNRBY @K
which a writer, based on Frank Richards of the Billy Bunter stories, controls a land of ¢fieaitioa.

This story must have been a major influence on me.
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G¢KS tSya F20dzaSa GKNRdzZAK S@GSNE aidldAzy 2F (K i
GKS adFNAR (G2 Yedk2t23A0lt aoOSySa 2F yeaYLKa | yR Y
The observing poet makes it clear thhis vision is not an escape from the world or an excuse for
unworldly detachment. He says:

2SS Ydzald YIFI1S 2G06KSNA F¥S8St GKS YIFI3IAO SOSNRBSKSNB:
GKSNBE G(GKS 62N RQa ySNIBSa rtongBlove oredor. WerRustie8iscover K I (i f
(KS GNHzS 62NIRE 6L NBIffte 1ySs y20GKAY3I Fozdz ttl
YIaGSN) 2F GKS DNI}YyR ! NI &K2dA R Wiy2sé (GKS GKNBI R
GKSY GKS& oNBI ] ®Q¢

It is dangerous to look for too many coincidentahnectionsput these last words are a quote from
I mpyn 52002N) 2K2 adA02NRBI daS3ft2a¢ gKAOK TSI (daNB
and power. Oh dear!

CK2YF&a 2NAIKG 2F 5daNKIY 6Fa | (26SNI odzAf RSN | A,

believe, as a terrestrial and celestial observaté

CKSNBE N3 O2LIASa 2F YIydzZaONALII OKINIA& Ay 5dz2NKIFY
rhombd € NI RAFGAY3IS €A1S GKS FYLKAOGE2YyASasS FNBY KA
based on compass points rather than the 12 zodiacal signs.

| first came across Wright when | moved to Staffordshire and lived in a cottage that had belonged to

the Shugborough Estate. Shugborough opened up a whole world of symbolic geography and
mythology. It is, as much as anywhere, a mirror of Arcadia, and would be even without the follies
GKAOK ¢K2YlFa 2NRARIKIG FYyR KAA &dzO0&iSshriethiNg addutyhda G ! (4
place itself.

{ KdzZ202NRdzAK AYy wmMTny [ U

1] 1] K
VAOBSNES®DE 2NAIKG 61 & || Ozavyzt23Aa

2 NAIKG 62N] SR |
CtKS2NE 27F (K !
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His cosmologylsg G KS Sy GANB dzyABSNES Ia | OSYyGNBR 2y |
t NEOARSYOSéd 1S &A0GNHAITt SR (2 SELX LAY KA&a OAAAZ2Y
CKS2NEBEZ S6KAOK AYOARSY(Il & ayasdhéngthd cf&t ofolirNiBwi S E LIt
through a galaxy, hdescribesand illustrates, an infinity of universes which somehow all share a
O02YY2y OSYGNB® LYy KAa fFGSNI a{SO2yR ¢K2dza3K{iaé¢ K.
eachother. Thisis FI NJ f Saa ONBRAOGES 02y OSLIi (2 GKS OSNEA
these many worlds are better or worse depending on their nearness to the divine centre, and that we

may be reborn in a better or worse world instead of suffering eternaigiunent.

Wright is an eccentric and amiginal,but he was clearly a very likable man, spending his summers as

tutor to aristocratic young ladies and beingpag-term close friend of the very platonic and witty poet

Elizabeth Carter. In his early dagd.ondon he met supporters of William Stukely who believed that

the Druids had been the aNise priests who had built the ancient stone circles and who also managed

to be precursors of Anglican Christianity. Wright surveyed Avebury and Stonehenge avits faf

Stukely and so his personal mythology becomes filled with wise druids and a dream of ancient British
FydAljdAaGed 62 NAIKG Yire KIFEI@S 6SSy RSt dzRSR o0& {{(dz
first accurate surveys of ancient monuments.)

Af 2 NAIKGQa AydiSNBaida O02YS G(G23SGKSNJ AYy | RSaONR
manuscript in Newcastle Library. Though | have known this for nearly forty years | can find no trace of

it having been read or referred to at any time, exhough interest in Wright as a gardener has grown

in recent years.

Wright covered many pages with his description of The Fortunate Islands in his almost illegible script.
The chapter index shows that this fairly incoherent text is fragment of an imppssilge project. His
islands are undoubtedly Britain, peopled by the descendants of Hercules Ogmios, the inventor of
writing.

LYy GKS OSYGNB 2F GKS AafryR dzZLl2y | &L} OA2dza KA
above each other like a natal theatre and overlooking the rest of the island is the City of Heliopolis

to which a double serpentine approach leads through the woods and over the neighbouring
Y2dzy il Ayaodé

CKAAd A& OSNE Of SINI& AYALANBR 08 ! @Sodz2NEQa | @Sy

G¢KS LIt O% placad at the tehtee bizhe dity upon a rising hill in the middle of a spacious

plain, whose area is about five miles diameter. The crown of this spherical mount is nearly one mile

over and connected in a circle, like a corona, are 12 superb palassgring to the twelve seasons

or subdivisions of the year, which the Emperor alternately inhabits according to the sign of the zodiac

2N Y2Y UK 2F GKS @SIENE lFyydzZftte NBG2f @Ay3a Ay &2YS

GLY GKA& OA Nofizparthidntd thefels oineSggrieral communication or circumambient,
of about three miles in compass, but divided by the rich triumphal arches leading to all the several
apartments, in which all the production of nature are represented, and on the oufsttle palace
fronting this way is a most magnificent terrace of 100 feet wide which overlooks the garden, and
fA1S96AaS (GKS gK2tS OAle de

(This representation of the products of nature is reminiscent of Renaissance Memory Theatres.)
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G! LYy GKS 2oftiisovally Roordp@®peBpBdestals sculpted with the natural produce of the
year are 360 statues, all of Panean marble, and dedicated to the phases of the year, and without them,
in their proper places other pedestals for the 12 signs of the zodiatCailinthian brass and set with
gems to represent the stars which form the constellations.

G.Sft29 GKSYZ 2y (G(KS RSOfAQGAle 2F (GKS KAffX FNB Y
promontorial projections on which are erected elegantjpéams of various constructions peculiar to the
Y2ald RAAGAY3IdzAAaKSR FGUNROGdzESAa 2F (GKS 5SAde o

(In other words, a very Wrightian landscape garden.)

. St2g +ftt GKSAaS IyR OANDdzYAONAOGAY3IA GKS gK2fS KA
an alabaster rock at about three eighths of the ascent, and from thence winding in a spiral manner

and forming many and various cascades it leaves the imperial garden and enters the city at a great
cataract, little inferior to the lesser ones of the Nilarfbt to say that the spring head rushes out of

a golden urn at the upper end of a natural grotto or cave, richly adorned with shells, 100 feet long and

above fifty feet wide, in which are compartments of exquisite design and invention, with the river

genus in reclining posture resting upon the urn which is supported by a bed of amethyst. The waters

of this fountain make their first appearance in a cascade about thirty feet high, rushing over and
through the rocks.

a!d GKS 0620G2Y 2 Tircild BwnKplahtdd withZopeh groveS andzimpehetzble
thickets in a most enchanting taste, in which every kind of tree, shrub and flower, natural to the whole
world, and all species of plant cultivated to the utmost perfection, for the climate heeensld no
artificial aids are wanted.

LY GKS OSYyiNB 2F (GKS LIfIFrOS INBI Aa GKS ¢SYLX S
and grand apartments for their Thearcons of which there are three, who are alternatively obliged to
be upon th& sacred duty four moons of the year.

Gw2dzy R GKA&a Y2a0G a4l ONBR 0dzAf RAy3a NB 3INR@PSA | yR
of flowers that blows according to the year and season of every flower, and is a sort of perpetual
coronalchapla 2NJ g NBIF 6K RSRAOFGSR (2 ¢AYS YR bl (d2NEBd¢

This a spectacularly ornate version of the amphyctyony scheme. The Palace is heliocentric, with the
ddzy G GKS F20dza> odzi GKAA NBLINBaASYGax L Y &dzNJ
universes. The serpent of flowers around the central Solarium forms an Ouroboros, the circular
serpent with its tail in its mouth, which Wright used on several designs. In this unread and unpublished

text Thomas Wright brings together the full range of tradiaf the sacred centre and merges it with

his cosmology and his love of garden design.

As | have said, | knew nothing of Wright until 1983, and yet here he is, a key figure in the development

of my other personal locus amoenus, Shugborough, stepping h@shoes of my poet/observer in

KA&d (26SNX® LG aSSyada 2RRSNIy2gs t221Ay3 o012 GKI
in coincidenceg 0 dzii XA a4 (#R3 AYRAS RKYOPE 2F (GKS aiGNHz2S SI NI K:E
together and danglig them before our dazzled eyes?

111



THE HOUSES OF THE VISITATION

¢KS tlFylFOSI {20ASi& dzaSR (2 06S 1y26y F2N GKSANI |
Southcott was a prophet at the end of the™8entury who believed she was going to give tbiid

the second coming. Her final prophecies are said to be sealed in a box which can only be opened in

the presence of an assembly of Béhops. The Panacea Society was a Southcottian group originally

and it claimed to own the original bobadeed the trustees of the Panacea Trust which looks after the

property of the Society still claim to have the box in a safe place somewhere in Bed@ifeedsociety

itself faded with the death of its last member only a few years ago.

¢ KS {2 0ASi e cmpliaatsd I Bgad witlh Spxdphet, Mabel Barltrop, known as Octavia,
the eighth and last of a series of English prophets, one of which was Souttmbifheritor of their
tradition. Octavia attracted a following in the early years of th& 28nturyand this grew during and

after the First World War. It particularly attracted women affected by the war, though there were a
few loyal men. As Octavia was a living prophet the society developed and became increasingly
complex in its beliefs as her automatiritings poured out.

LY mdoHn hOdGF@Al o683ty (G2 &aLISIF]1Z 2N gNAGSS 2y 0SK
this point all kinds of symbolism and mythology connected with the idea of the Holy City and of Sacred
Centres began to be absorbég the Society.

A series of properties were bought close to the middle of Bedford. These were originally known as
G¢KS |1 2dzaSa 2F GKS +AaAdlGdAz2yé odzi FFGSNI GKS | RZ
G2 aAayYL}Xe | a dac¢KSdid Shoustldeadide foKtleN&Eond todiag, dn ¥nclosed

garden and a small chapel where, occasionally, the ladies would perform sacred dances.

The Panacea itself, a cure for all ills, was sacred water, distributed in the form of small pieces of cloth
that had been dipped in the water as a tincture. In some way this water was also the water of the
River of Life which flowed from the New Jerusalem.

Their knowledge of the mythology of Jerusalem was wide and eclectic. They inevitably drew in William
Blake.hyS 2F hOdGF @Al Qa Of2aSaid FtftASasz wl OKSft C2EZX
RSOSt2LIYSyld 2F (GKS &a20AS8S0Geée 2yS 2F 6KAOKI yz20 a
9y 3t yRQ&a 3IAINBSY | yR LI SI &l yniore fahtastik @igions ofiBée ahd LJIA ( &
his feminine Jerusalem. They did know the Sophianic feminine visions of Jane Lead®,abetai

mystic.

a& 3IANBIG +Fdzyd gFa I YSYOSNI 2F GKS tlFylOSIE {20AS4
oftheMMaA Ul GA2yé Ay ' folye w2FR® L INBg dzZlJ {y26Ay3
dark green doors and windows, believed in a second coming. | knew about Joanna Southcott, but it

was only in 1990, thinking about an idea for a novel in whigjirl would find herself living in these

112



secret houses and looked after by old ladies who believed her to be a new prophet, that | wrote to the
4202808 IyR 2NRSNBR 02LASa 2F wkOKSt C2EQ& 0221
string.

It was only then, ten years after my interest in the omphalos and my own poetic fancies, that |
discovered how much the Panacea Society had shared this symbolism.

tKSe 1ySs6 GKSANI Dfladz2yodNBED® wl OKSt C2EQely 0221 &2
symbol of a vesica piscis, a lenticular shape which may be copied from the cover of Chalice Well. They

had offshoots of the Glastonbury thorn in their garden, as well as an ash tree known as Yggdrasil, the

tree that stands at the centre of the world Norse mythology.

Rachel Fox described an expedition to sprinkle and bless the churches which lay around The Centre.
Ghy b2@®d m omMdpHpOX ¢Sttt R2 L NBYSYOSNI I fAGGES 3
us, taking the Blessed Watay sprinkle on the gates, the porches and the doors. There was a dense,

gSG F¥23X FYyR 6S FStiG ftA1S O2yaLANI G2NEY 3FfIFR GKI
(Fox, HWBJ, p 220)

HOW WE BUILT
 JERUSALEM
IN ENGLAND'S GREEN
AND PLEASANT LA

This sounds like a kind of magical act to cleanse tleeedacentre, but the full significance of the
location of the Houses did not emerge until April‘2®27.

Ghy ! EINAMG vDS2NBSQa 51 &3 hOdl @Al ¢l & addzZReAy3d |
towns but no county boundaries. She wondered whether our headquarters were as central to the
Kingdom as it would seem they should be, being the pivot from which newsS#¢bad Coming was

going to be spread to the world. She began to measure and to her surprise she found that her town
was practically equidistant from the river Humber on the north, from the sea on the East, and from the
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Welsh border on the West. She thenrfid that the 26 Sees or Bishoprics of the Province of Canterbury
lay in this District, and she saw that this would provide the 24 Bishops required for the opening of
W2 yyl {2ddiKO20(GQa -5 2E®dé O0C2EX | 2. WS Lllboyn

That evening the Script from the Divie2 (§ K SNE  h O (i-in-@bininaddi codfiBree tieR
significance of this.

aL KI @8
GAadz f A

aS0G 0ST2NB @&2dz 22dzNJ YAYIR2Y 2F 9y3Ifl yR
aS FyR (2 dzyRSNRGFIYR Fa | gKSSBIRIBSE KA OK

The Centre is only about 8 miles from the high point in the Ouse Valley and it may, though these things
are never very accurate to my eyes, lie on a line connecting High Cross, the Ouse Valley Centre and
more than one other traditional cerg point.

This is all disturbingly similar to the kind of things | was thinking about around 1980. | do tend to feel

that such coincidences are not meaningful at all, but are jokes thrown up by the dance of the cosmos.

Oddly enough | had another attempt at the Papamovel a few years later (1998) and set the

beginning in Sidmouth, as | was going there on holiday. The heroine, who would be mistaken for a
prophet, was to be an artist exhibiting in thald-fashionedseaside town. When | got to Sidmouth |

was surprisd to find a plague commemorating Joanna Southcott, who, unknown to me, had been
02Ny GKSNB® L (K2dz3K4d L o0SGUSNI FolyR2y (KS 06221
delusion, though | did enjoy, while sitting by the radiantly blue sea nagel®, a verywell-argued

academic book that suggested there might be something in it after all. But, then, | also remember
NEFRAY3I {NAYROSNHQa I dzi20A23aNFLIKE Ay 6KAOK KS g
obsessions as he wanders tffe2 OG dzNy | € &aidNBSGad L FARNYGORSYBERSy DL
AGQa &l FSNJ F2NJ alyAde (2 alreée ddKFaG GKAy3Ia FNB aA:
number appears on a tram and a front door.

Today, looking up these referees in the series of volumes by Rachel Fox | have found another detail
which brings the Panacea Society even closer to the symbolism of the sacred centre.

In the garden at the Haven, the house set aside for the Second Coming, was a curved seat, built of

bNA O1 & NBOfFAYSR FTNRBY 0dzAf RAY3I g2N] 2yleoyeasS K2 dza S
old Portland stone. They found there was exactly one brick too few to complete the seat. Octavia

found a single brick under a flower pot to complete the bench.

Octavia decided there should be a Round Table to go with the seat. This would have to be a stone
table to suit the garden setting. Believing this would be impossible to find, one of the members went

to a stone works where, miraculously, he found justrsadable. But this table was more than simply
NEdzy RS AG 6Fa Fy ARSHE FRRAGAZ2Y G2 GKS 3FNRSYQ&
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G¢CKSNB ¢gla I K2tS Ay (GKS OSYiGNB FT2NJ I F2dzydlF Ay |
circumference, while it was divided into twélv & SOuAQYa 2y SIOK 27F @gKAOK
OF NWSR® hdzi 2F GKS Y2dzika 2F (GKS (4SSt @S ©OA2ya gt

They met, on June'21927, twelve Panacea apostles, standing around the table, each with a hand on
at A2y Qa KSIR®

¢KS G22NR 2F (GKS [2NRé oNRGSY

(@]

ac¢ KA Ad GKS Yeafauntang artab timaykrden, ivikh xheg Bvelviel2 & & A 0
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Sadly,this remarkable table is no longer in the garden, though there are seats which may have
originally formed part of the bench. The houses and garden are now a museum. In spite of the more

OAT FNNB aLlsota 2F hoOidl oAl Qa G(SFOKAYy3a GKSNB Aa |
of Jerusalem, the Mother of Us All. Why should it beta holy place

HEAVEN ON EARTH

True sacred centres are not places from which one can lay out regions to allocate to the twelve tribes,
or from which one can describe a circle around a smaller and more convenient England. A true sacred
centre is a placevhich actually is, due to some undefinable effect of geography or psychology, or acts
as, a representation or symbol of, a point which is the centre of "the true earth."

L R2 y2i A)/uéy 02 RS@ItdzS |ye KAiparsoaaNknde, the 2 NJ a A
hdzaS - fftSe FyR GKS G2yS dGFrotS Ay GKS tlFyl OSI :
aAdya GKFG aaz2yYSGOaKA Ad F2Ay3A 2yeés GKS AySaol Lk
static pattern.

ldonotbeB @S Ay GKS &AdzZISNYF GdzNI €t d L R2y Qi GKAYy1l AdC
bl GdzZNB G2 SELIX LAY 6KIFIG GKS g2NIR A& ftA1S8Se® L {1SSL
parable is not that there are other worlds, but that we do not seeworld as it really is. We tend to

see only a narrow part of it.

This narrow view can be the modern idea of natgle A Ay 3 GKAy3Iaz INBSYy (GKAY
feel, is the world seen as it really is, in which past, present and future are atffpawhole, and in

GKAOK &ai2NASax FNIX AYF3IAYLFGA2Y FNB Sldzatte | LI
Grar2y Aa Sldzatte NBIFIfd® ¢KAa AaldNHZS SINIKés GKSys>
morethanthat A | YIF L) A& G2 GKS fFyRaoOlILS ¢S gLt AyI
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on levels or dimensions that are far more complex than world we walk in. They may connect things in

ways we are not usually ableto see. Im&m A F @2dz At GKIG GKS & i NXHz
beautiful patters or works are threaded through it in all manner of ways. Even if we have climbed out

2F tflG2Qa K2ftt26a 6S NB adAftt fAQAwRrereslly | 62 NI
golden threads appear to us as tiny flashes of gold. Or, perhaps, imagine an excellent terrine in which
vegetables are laid. Our slice reveals a pattern of many sections ofculdtired carrots and beans

from which we may not be able to irgae the form of the whole vegetable. Or think of a slice of Pork

and Egg gala piewith, to me, its associated dimension of peaches and evaporated milk.

> Q)

'YR 6S IINB gl NB 2F aé2Nyaé¢ GKFEG F2NY F YSIFyAy3
things, whether objects, events, words or images. Just as a poem is a thread on which many different
objects hang, sounds, words, images and our own memory and feelings, so we might think in terms of
Go2N] aé¢ OGKFG GKNBFR Yl ye thgétRektBrdughdies and pladgsdd & > 6 2 N
which we, moving about in one dimension, may only rarely glimpse as a diagonal flash of meaning
through the world.

This seem, to me, common experience. It really does.

If we could look down on the "true earth" thiall its times, memories, relationships, meanings,

dances, we would see something brilliantly coloured and beautiful, a patchwork of every colour. This
might be imagined as a dodecahedron football, or as theQwpernican universe of the sphere of

12 fixed signs and the moving planets. Amphyctyonies and round tables can only ever be
unsatisfactory waysef representing this in two dimensions.

The modern world knows that the cosmos is not, physically, that shape. The ancient vision of the
cosmos is not a scientific diagram. It is a vision of harmony. The spheres of the planets are mirrors of
the harmonic relationships of the musical tones or rmsdNow we have settled on equal

temperament, at least in some musical traditions, we can also see the circle of fifths as a parallel to
the circle of the zodiac.

Renaissance representations of the harmonious structure of the cosmos assign muses @s)d@ang

the musical scale as well as planets. The musical scale rises from earth (the root, G, of the Gamut).
Earth must not be thought of as the planet, which, we know, is not literally at the centre of the cosmos.

This Earth is the realm of Nature as laoke. Earth has no music of its own. Its muse is Thalia, muse of
O2YSRe®d 2SS aKz2dZ R ySOSNI F2NASG KSNH 0{KS I LILISI N&
S5ALFf23dzS3¢d0 ¢KAA A& alGNHSéE (2 YSI laduallykilént, s K2t S
quite the reverse. Earth is influenced by all the muses and all the planets. The music of Earth is
AYFAYAGSEE O NASRO ¢CKS aiNHMz2S SINIKeé Aa | g2y RSN
song, poetry and learning of histooy astronomy all have a patrt.
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These are lovely patterns amtiagesput it is so easy to draw them on the earth and impose designs
rather than freeing ourselves to see the far more vibrant and unpredictable reality. How can we, with
our desire to impose2 NRSNE a0G2L) 2dz2NEStf @Sa RAIIAy3a RSSL

To me, one of the defining beginnings of Christianity is the discovery of a new vision of the meaning
of the Temple and of Jerusalem. The Temple had been a physical centre to which theamiteeand

which stood in the place of Eden. At the heart of this centre was the Holy of Holies, and within its
curtain or veil the Ark of the Covenant (which had once been the mobile centre of the amphictyony of
the 12 tribes in their wandering). At eadide of the Ark were carved golden cherubim.

CKAA 1 2f& 2F 12tAS&8 Aa YANNRBNBR Ay [/ KNRaidQa (2vYc
one at the head and one at the foot of the place where the body had lain. These angels, very clearly,

are thetwo cherubim of the Holy of Holies. But "the veil of the temple had been rent in twain". Christ,

the incarnation of the word, was not there but was risen. Mary finds him in the garden.

With the symbolism of the Centre in mind this story becomes as akday.

In Christian tradition the centre can be anywhere, is anywhere. In a church we come to the centre in
the Eucharist. A church may be a spectacular representation of all creation, focussed on the altar
and the communion, but the church is a devibat brings us to this point of union and then sends

us out into a new world.

Jerusalem has all the qualities of a sacred centre, but such a centre could only find its full meaning if
all the tribes of the world could have a place there. This despeesent in the Old Testament but

the vision of inclusiveness that a sacred centre demands has never been satisfied. We have a long
way to climb to be able to see that jeweédecked city as it is.

Christian tradition has never quite decided whether theet earth or New Jerusalem is within our
grasp (if we can climb out of our depression in the football), or whether it is only to be arrived at the
end of time. Both states can equally be true.

| feel a more positive view of our world came about with thdiscovery of the value of nature in

the 12th century. In spite of some people placing the blame on Plato for dividing matter from spirit
and demonising the material world, it was the revival of Platonism, in the Christian and Islamic
worlds, that led toa revaluing of Nature in the middeges.

Franciscan tradition, in particular, saw Nature (as a whole) as having value and meaning and as a
NBEGStFGA2Y 2F D2R® ¢2 .2y @Sy iddz2NEBSE bl G§dzNE A& LI N
all the ways witten scripture should be read. (Our idea of what literal means doesn't seem to have

been part of the medieval mindet). In othemwords,our reading of the Book of Nature, with mind

and imagination, is a way of seeing the true earth through the surfabature. This does not

devalue nature. We must see the sacred in the natural. This affirmative spirituality, finding God in

the world, does not replace the older negative way in the Franciscan tradition. The negative way

asks us to strip away all thougdt¥ G KS ¢g2NI R yR &aSS 2yfé& D2R Ay (f
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paths are equally difficult and equally valid. Perhaps they are, ultimately, equally affirming. The
contemplative who reaches that moment of knowing God will then return to everyday life with
clearer sight, seeing Creation as it truly is.

LY KA&d G¢NBS 2F [ATFTSE .2y @SyYyiddiNE gNARGSay

GLF 2yfe L O2dZ R FTAYR (KAa 0221
Whose origin is eternal,

Whose essence is incorruptible,

2 K2a8 1y2¢6f SRIS Aa fATFTSX

Whose words are ineffable,

Yet all are a singlé/ord!

¢tKAa NBFRAY3I 2F (KS ¢g2NIR Aa Ofz2asSfte LINXtftsStsSR
writings and the Book of Creation are read as a metaphor, or a window into a truer world. (See Tom
/| KSSOGKIFIYY a!ftf GKS 22NIR Iy LO2YyE£0

But in orcer to read this Book, in whatever tradition we follow, we have to be able to see the Book as
a whole, not just the cover, or the nice pictures, or the bits that affirm our own prejudices.

We need tough disciplines, hard work, or very clear souls, twdé this real world.

People have a liking for Pilgrimage and it is useful to have a structure for a Journey. It can be a long
and hard climb through this earthly depression to an ultimate arrival at a sacred place which opens as
a door into to the colouul patches and jewels of the true earth.

Maybe St Francis had another way. Once, when travelling with his brothers, he came to a crossroads
and didn't know which way to turn. Francis suggested they spun him round to make him giddy and
whichever way hedil that way they should go.

Francis was already there

ae@ 202800 Ay tAFTS aSSvya (2 0SS (G2 SELX2NB GKAa ai
glimpses | find to others.

¢CKSNBE Aa y2 YSSR 2F | YI L fuid&meral gateilofYnusicFof G KS @
harmony, which is reflected in the traditional structure of the cosmos. This structure runs through

every dimension of Creation, through music, and through our psychology. (At least | like to think,
following the American viter Thomas Moore, that the musical modes are also rather like Jungian
archetypes. Are these archetypes in everything? Are the qualities in the various archetypal places,
Arcadia, Forest, the same fundamental harmonies that live in our souls and in jnusic?

L OFyQi LINBRAOG ¢KIG GKS YSIyAy3d 2F | LI FOS 2N |
5 f
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people, all of which are loci in the Dance oth & 4 NHzS S NI K®dé¢ L FSSt L aK2dz
geography. The only valid map is the diagram of harmonic relationships, the diagram of the ideal
cosmos. This the map of everything, seen from any angle. The same harmonies pass through every
aspect of Nature, or so | can believe, as a working hypothesis at least.

LGQ& 62NIK NBY-GUBIGIRSHFETAGRKEY 6 KAOK
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(This phrase actually dates back to tHt @Sy G dzZNE ' 5 FyR |y Fy2yayYy2dza i
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In the context of this story this has a very strongssage. These sacred centres and geographies are

I L2 6SNFdzZ aevoz2f odziz Ay 2NRSNI 2 NBFIR (G(4KS 06221
everywhere. Wherever we stand we have to be centred, and to be aware that all these harmonies and
meanirgs are present everywhere.

| can study this diagram of musical latitude and longitude and learn more of the modes and that | have
avoided and need to know better. To be able to travel with your own soul attuned to the music of the
spheres you need to @lore all these harmonies in yourself. | can follow this course of study, led by
the muses, by exploring this world, or my small part of it, and trying to find music to match it. This
music might try to express the Spirit of Place, or be a counterpoiitf tw to even contradict the
Genius Loci to discover a new point of view. It might be a prayer where a prayer is needed, or the
music might try to heal. We are, we have to remember, not just observers, but healers and makers.
We are part of the world. Ahl must make no judgment of which place, or story, or encounter, is
sacred everything is, and especially, we have to remember, the comic.

I have a neat format for this. | like the idea of pieces of music which are four minutes dmegside
2 ¥ | 8. mmakes a frame and encourages interesting forms. As for the style, though | have learned
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from the various modes and manners the muses sing, | must use whatever music | have. My music is
CKFEAFQ& YAESR YdzaA Oz 4K (i SihésNaglc, sdtetihSsxtonfaviyl JS NJF S O (i
own poor reflection of the music of earth.

So, exploring with a camera, and words perhaps, and then searching for music to go with the pictures
- the views from my personal Camera Obscura. And so many places to explore.

There is a rich tradition of Psychogeography. This tends to be anpodérn exercise of wandering,
usually in a city, following the wrong map, or at random and creating an individual alternative reality.
| would have to say that such realities are of valBat what if the wanderer believes there really is a
meaning to be read in the forgotten backstreets? | am sure this how Arthur Machen saw it in his
wanderings through London. He meant it when he said that there were genuine visions to be found.
London wa a genuine theophany to him. If this view of the world has any reality it must follow that
any wanderer may have valid visions, regardless of their beliefs ompadérn worldview

Simply by being here and observing, standing or walking we eanitethe earth which we think we

live in with the harmonies of the cosmos. We can climb out of our Platonic depressions with the aid
of whatever religious, spiritual, or artistic disciple we have, and even more with love, by far the
toughest disciplinetoleard. S OF'y g1 1 Ay GKS &adNHzS SINIKéD

/| KNAalGAYS wkK2yS gNRGS 2F (0 KBootdigp ¥ 2 Vil KISE ¢ IKAB a K2 f RIE
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A MUSICAL WANDERER TALE

| once shared a bedsit with an extraordinary gothic desk. The draveeesguarded by grotesque lions,
dragons and floral arabesques. It would be hardly proper, surely, if one did not open one of the smaller
drawers to find a manuscript such as this?

The Mysterious Itineraries of a Musical Wanderer

There are certain musical works which seem to suggest hidden meanings, stories, adventures, or the
record of a journey. Take the seriessptpart Fantasies by Orlando Gibbons, for example. They are
windows into a world.

You may have come acraausions to the tale of a composer who wandered on his travels and left
only a series of musical sketches as clues to his experiences. Did the music record hisairavers

his travels purely visionary? Though | can see, and almost hear, this asigiits buried in my own
memory, it is always just too distant to be transcribed, a mood rather than a concrete sound.

As for the story itself, so familiar in its essence but vague in its details, the closest | ever came to its
heart was one evening ahe bar at a conference. It was, | think, at one of the least significant
universities and the bar was as far as we could go from the depressing concrete of the campus. Several
of the delegates had found their way there. Some | knew, others were unkmwnY S® | SNB Q&
story, just as Toller told it to me over several pints of the local ale.

l'
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pin it down, there is always the sense that it was alwaysesme else, a step further away from your
own experience; and yet | feel sure what | heard was trgeand there is, after all, the music that
remainsck YR KS aSONBGzX adzOK +Fta AdG gl axo

aL ol a Fd I ol N 2dzad &dzOK | st otliefs Avéas Wit Rlissait] at thet 2 y 3
time just beginning to become known as an authority on Cipriani Potter. (1) He had performed one of

;

t200SNRa O2yOSNIi2a UGKId aSrazye 2S5 gSNBE OKFGUAy:

of 19" centurymusic when a man | did not know, who had been following our conversation rather
rudely | thought, butted in:

G W _2dz NBYSYOSNEQ GKA& OKINIYOGSNI aFAR FNRY
this was not going to be a brief interrupyio G2 2 dzNJ O2y OSNEI GA2y 03X WGKS
followed the ways of the legendary Scholar Gypsy and travelled the world rather picturesquely in what
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some way. If you know the story you will recall that the significant feature was that this traveller is
said to have recorded his experiences in music, believing that he had learned a language thatusi
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University to seek the secrets of the travelling people. He apparently still travels the countryside. On

one of his reappeararces he demonstrated some curious form of sympathetic imagination or-mind

reading to the startled guests at an inn.

G¢KAA fSISYRIFENE O2YLRASNIKFIR GF1Sy | aAYAft Ll NI Gdz
discovered some similar musical secrety avas reputed to have gained an exemption from time, like

the Scholar Gypsy, wanderif@yeverand scribbling away at pages and pages of manuscript, recording

the world that perhaps only he could see.

G WEKSNB KFa Ftglrea o0SSYNIyY ISIEadARHA yAdYS RYZE  WEBAKYSHIZ
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a distirctly different meaning to Folker's Old Intire."

puj;

G¢CKAA AyS@gAadlote €S
a refill of the local ale.

G2 | FNNXA&2Yy Lz t Ay3 KAYaStT

G WhT O2dzNES y2 2yS KlFa S@SNI T2 dz dterinikafion 0dza A Oz Q

O2yAydzS 6A0GK2dzi Fye FdzNHIKSNI AYUGSNNHZIG A2y ad We KS
KA a RIFe& ol aadzyAyd (KIFId KS gta y203 dzyt A1S GKS {
0KS . 2NRSNE I [ place thatliviadldeithdrin EngRard indr Wales. Though he is said to

have studied in Germany, in the shadiest period of romanticism, he returned to his home country and
made most of his journeys here.

G W'a @2dz NB y2 R2dzo 0 natedl mélBherd iK Srondaiitie at@ctidgaindhe | £ g1 &
idea of travelling the old ways and seeing through the veil to hidden landscape. There is also the
mystery of the music itself. Can the composition of music be a way of entering another-world

which the sunds are a translation of sights and experiences?
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written and performed in dark days of conflict. You can imagine sombre and philosophical gentlemen
playing their vidd in shadowy panelled halls. The soft and yet intense music seems to explore

intangible concepts like a series of dialogues or debates, or it may seem to open windows onto distant
evening vistas.
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implying that this music had hidden meanings. | quote from memory:

G W a2S KFR 2dzNJ DN} @S adzaA Oz CryOASa 2F ozInx p
with some Pavins, Allmaines, Solemn and SWedéghtful Ayres; all which were (as it were) so many
Pathettical Stories, Rhetorical, and Sublime Discourses ; Subtil and Accute Argumentations, so Suitable,

and Agreeing to the Inward, Secret, and Intellectual Faculties of the Soul and Mind ; thaf herse

forth according to their True Praise, there are no Words Sufficient in Language ; yet what | can best
speak of Them, shall be only to say, That They have been to myself, (and many others) as Divine
Raptures, Powerfully Captivating all our unrulyUfiées, and Affections, (for the Time) and disposing

us to Solidity, Gravity, and a Good Temper, making us capable of Heavenly, and Divine Influences. Tis
DNBI G tAde CSg .StASPS ¢KdzA ad&KX o6dzi CIF NJ DNBI €

¢ WLGUE& Sandihdw niugicaldnheRSatidng, such as these four, five or six part fantasies, can

be experienced as coded conversations and "sublime discourses" but when | listen to these pieces |
sense a more specific meaning. Is there, in fact, a tradition of musipased as a record of what

¢NF KSNYySz ftaz2 I O2yGSYLRNINER 2F al 0S FyR GKS {O
there is something hidden in the baroque sonatas of Biber. (10) It is a matter of spiritual attitude and
intention rather thanmusical technique.

"'If you don't me coming in here, "said Blissett, " ' | think you may have a point. There's the example,
as | am sure you are aware, of Froberger. (11) ' "

Of course there is always the example of Froberger,
by the conversation.

muttered a pevBorwas less entranced

" ' Froberger, " Blissett continued, "wrote pieces that were intended to describe in detail his
experiences of crossing the Rhine, or his depression at being in Leadealing with which | do not,
personaly, sympathise. This was around the 1640s. As far as | know it's the earliest example of
someone claiming to translate such exact ideas into music.'"

"'If | were being fanciful, which | do not think | am being, | might speak of a continuous occtititradi

of attempts to translate actual experience into sowwbnverting the "hidden music" of the world to
harmony. Or, conversely, of meditating through performance, and even more through composition,
in such a way that the music guides an experiencdparhey of the Soul."

"'Ah,"", Blissett interrupted again, " 'l seem to recall that Froberger was a pupil of the Jesuit polymath
Anthanasius Kircherso almost any esoteric meaning could be inferred from his music. Kircher was

obsessed with Hieroglyts- as a symbolic language. There step from Hierogylphics to the concept

of music as symbolic language is but small." "

"'It's all bilge," " said Harrison. " 'Music is no more than aural sculpture. Pure form in time.

The stranger was unperturbedhd continued his story.

123



G w.& OKFIyOS L gFa NBASINOKAYy3a (GKAAa LRaaAiroAtAde
journal which | have the honour of editing for a certain wealthy anonymous patron. The document
purported to be a series of aubiographical sketches. To my astonishment, though the fragments

implied a Napoleonic period and there was nothing certain to make the connection, | was sure the
adzo2S0G sla GKS GNIXr@gStftAy3a O2YLRASNI KAYaWEF I+ yF
intended to be a form of hermetic initiation into the secrets of music. Something about them
suggested that they were leading to the point of his departure on his wanderings.

G WL ¢l a AYGNRARIdzSR G2 al e GKS f %lkidel  hdveketliteds | & G K
these pages?
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composer spent his last days, or, if you prefer, his period of repose.

G W'a NILAREfe Fa L O2ddZ R gAGK2dzi aSSYAy3a dzyl i
explaining that | was fascinated by the texts. Within a few days | had thkemnain to the nearest
statonc2y | fAYyS y2g f2y3 airAyO0S Of2aSRd® omMHUQ

L NBYSYOSNI 0SAy3a LA TtSR o0& GKAADP hdzNJ O2YLI YA 2,
greater age than my colleagues and yet he had suddenly pushed the time thatehes of his story
took place into an unexpectedly distant past.

G WYh¥ O02dz2NBS GKSNB g¢gla atAatf | adaA3asSadirzy GKI G
they were entirely her own invention. | am still unsure about this. When | met thedatlye long

stone house, closely set to forested rising ground, | was impressed by her sharp eye and a quizzical
look. She was middiaged, elegant but simply dressed like a country lady, but with a curiously elliptical
humour in her expression. | wondetéf she were a modern day equivalent of Lady Conway,(13) a
female philosopheg or was it that she was always on the very edge of laughing at me?

G WL ¢l a GKSNB aSOSNIftf RFeadad 2SS RAR y203 Fd FANRE
was happy for me to explore the library and search for any other relics of the wandering composer.

Of course she was fully aware of the story, or so she seemed to imply.

G W aL ¢2YyRSNE¢ &aKS AFAR SIENIesx IORG XNINI LENSED A2NIFA
0KS (K2dzaK{d KFa adNHzO|l &2dz GKFd GKS OKF NI OGSNI Ay
youaresointerested YR GKI 0 GKA& gl a KA&a Wl 2dzaS 2y GKS . 2
there is any substance to ¢hstory. Of course you may feel free to look for his lost manuscripts or
GKFISOSNI GKS&8 Yl & 0Sode
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Where had they been hidden? It was as if we were plag delicate game and that nothing should

be discussed too materially or the dream might shatter.

G WLOG o1& | RdzZf fAONINE 2y (KS gK2fSd ¢KS odAf |

were sermons in Welsh and many books on South Agaerbotany. This gentleman had possessed
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the house in the late T9O0Sy i dzNB ® L dzy RSNEG22R GKI G GKS I Ré Q:
bought the house from the clergyman. | found | could not begin to imagine at what point the composer

might havelived there. He may not have been cursed with eternal life but his story, at least, seemed

to have been granted an exemption from time.

& Wb2dKAy3 OFYS 2F Y& aSHNDK Ay G(GKS fAGNI NBEO®

G WYhy Fy20KSNJ RF& L NBGdzNY SR a&fdlBuomn dayawlittf ajsundey G K S
that would have excited my old friend Arthur Machen (16). The lady dropped into our conversation as

she was pouring tea:

G W a,2dz 4SS It 2NR2dza adzyaSaa FTNRY GKS dzZlladl ANA
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even more if she were playing a game with me.

G W FGSNI GSFS FYyR akKS gl a @OSNE f SAadaNBft &asif- 6 2 dzii
under the eaves, which served as a study. Yes, the window caught the last glow of the sky and | could

hear the sound of a nearby waterfall, and the desk was placed against it. | found myself sitting at the

desk uninvited. To my right were a few sheshof books. They were a curious mixture of very old and

fairly modern, all very well thumbed. | knew as soon as | saw them that this was just such a collection

as might have occupied the very limited space in a small kana&n vehicle. | touched them rfully.

Was | touching a leather binding that my haidfthical traveller had touched?

G W{dNBfte Al o6la a2 | SNB 4la 5N . dNySeQa omto
0 NI yatluxzy 2F 51t 0SNHQa ¢ midited foihalzRbeena fliendoftReA | y Y d
alRte F2NH2GGSYy 5Ft0SNBOUST FYyR KSNB gFaz £2 | yR
523YFGATAy3és GKS a2dzNOS 2F GKS fS3SyR 2F (KS {
titles, not musical, su¢ a 020K al Aa [Fald .26¢é FyR aS@OSNrft

Lupin.
G WEKSNB 6SNB y2 YdzaAolf a02NBaod

G W a! K @Saxé GKS flRe al AR Aasif 8h8 Wrediot lyz&waré.l yy S NI
G WL I &1 SR libsry dJlodkTor dny oth& Kifectsl a$ it were, of this person who | was sure

had sat exactly where | was sitting, haunted by a similar sunset and the distant sound of water.

G W at SNKIF L&A Ad 2 dzt
acceptableAy GKS AydS NBé

Q¢ X«
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G{AGGAYI AY KA& 26y OKFANI G GKS RS&1 6KSNB L ad
he translate his wanderings into music? Or was the music an imagmaney? Neither alternative

seemed satisfactory. Perhaps it was a different kind of journey, through a different kind of reality.

adzZ33S&a0 S
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first | thought it was a pack of playing cards, hand painted and colourful. They were, certainly, cards,
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rather larger than [aying cards, decorated with lively rather than expert designs, all featuring the

signs of the zodiac and what may have been representations of the creatures and symbols of the
constellations, though | did not recognise these as being the traditional snddeere were also
GFryaGrtAaAay3d KAyida 2F fFyRaOlILIS Ay GKS adz2NNRdzy Ra
pages with their dolmens and eternal hills.(20)

G W ¢KAa aevyoz2fAay gl a F Adz2NLINRAS | ¥RorkiCride YLI A OF
but vivid, perhaps painted in watercolour as his caravan jogged along the old green tracks. If, of course,
there ever was a caravan.

G W {SSAy3a GKIFG GKSNBE ¢gSNB Y2NB OF NRa GKFy GKS w
were 24 in total. | then recognised that each sign was painted twice, once with a sun and the colours
of day, and once with a moon the hues of night. The other symbols | did not immediately understand.

G ¥ a4/ 2dzZ R KS KI @S NBI R raih&r SishedisheNdbiddeavié SaloheltdR & & 2
Ye Ay@SadAalridiArzyadd aX2NJ RAR KS dzasS (KSasS adl Nam

G W ¢K2dza3K akKS flFdaAKSR F tAGGES +a akKS alAR GKA
truth in a way that | assumed at the time thslte may not have understood. The traveller had not

taken up astrology, or any kind of magical system, | was sure of that, even though he may have pursued

all manner of false leads, cabala and the like, in his apprenticeship days. His true discipline was
harmony and the work of the imagination. It took no time to deduce that these 24 cards were not

occult in their significance but simply represented the 24 keys of the tempered chromatic scale. The
twelve major keys were marked with the sun, the minor kegsanindicated by the moon. A fanciful

but simple device. Was it Athanasius Kircher (21) who first associated the signs of the zodiac with the
twelve keys, arranged in the circle of fifths (22) which demonstrates their tonal relationships?

G W L 1 iatBhgthah tie¥eScRrds were the key that opened the gates to his journeys and
memories. | placed a few cards on the desk and there it was. One card may represent a musical key,
but | saw that if you interpreted the card as the tonic triad of that keya elBord, then two cards side

by side were the beginnings of a musical progression. This was all he needed to spark off a journey in
music. Which sign went with which key hardly mattered. It was a question of relationship. If | took
Capricorn with a moon tbe D minor, then this Aquarius with the sun would be A major. (I assumed
the relationship to move in fifths.) The cards simply provided a musical idea, | supposed at random.

G W ,Sas e2dz O02dA R KI @S (GKNBS 2 NJ ryad.\fBme OHomRa 0 dzi
combinations would be very simple, within a conventional musical scale, others would suggest ancient
modes (23) or provide more exotic combinations of harmonies. If he took two cards at random from

the pack as a starting point, then two meofor the next piece, he would have twelve keys to twelve

musical works or movements. | found myself thinking of this potential series of 12, using each chord

once only, as an Itinerary. A new term, perhaps, for a greater journey, a full circle. And tiem

shuffling of the pack would begin another circuit, another Itinerary through the stations of the stars

and days.

¢ WLYRSSRXI &4KS KIR 3dzSaaSR O2NNBOiGfed ¢KS OF NRa
landscape of his mind not, | was gre, of fantasy, but of an imagination in which his experiences of
the landscapes and encounters of his life became the terms and grammar of the musical language.

G W ¢KAA ¢gla Iff KS YySSRSRd® ¢KSAS OK2NRdite 2F 02
mysterious power of creativity that works through our souls just as it works in forming the hills and
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valleys of our earthly travels, would do the rest. The working of the device depended on all the
knowledge and experience of his life.

G W ¢KSNB KIR 6SSy y2 airady 2F |yeé& YIydzZaONRLIIaD |
his room, at his desk with the sound of the waterfall from the dark valley beyond, | felt | would be able

to reconstruct his journeys. Looking at those feards | found | could hear the music coming to life.

Melodies grew from the harmonies. The notes became clothed with instrumental sounds.

G W L LY O2y@AYOSR GKIG Yé g2N)] aAyoS OGKFd OArAaail
composition,As | have worked | have felt the fragments of a life have been unfolding, detached
fragments at first, gradually finding their order. Some episodes are mysterious. | have composed the

music but the music has not yet summoned up images or meaning. Otteefscd stories. | know

GKFG GKS FANRG OKIFLIISNI 2F 2dzNJ O2YLIRaSNRa 22dzNy | f
formal studies. Did he leave Germany, if it was Germany, to cross the mountains in search of sunlight,

as so many romantictr&f t SN KI S R2yS>Y AYALANBR o0& (KS azy:
(24)

G Y hNJgla GKAa FANRG 22dz2NySeée | YSUOlFLIK2N F2NJ KSE
scenes the journey becomes more mysteriows quest along ancient traskthrough the Forest of
Unmade Forms. (25) The experiment continues.

G WLTF @&2dz gAaK L O2dz R &adzllLl)f & &2dz gsAlGK ao0O2NBa 2°
have travelled so far with my unknown friend. Has the music become my "varda®e wandered

through the south and into the western lands of this island. | am following our composer's footsteps,

or the wheels of his caravan, and | feel | have met some of the same people that he encountered,

some with messages to pass on, or waysegfing. As | say, my work is one of reconstruction. It's more

than following in his footstepsl am seeing through his eyes. | sense that he was always looking for
something. I still don't know whether there was a fixed object for the quest, but theseocsgainly a

constant desire to go on, to understand something.

"' feel | have one more to complete, founded on the difficult augmented fourth relationship, and |

will have achieved a greater itinerary, a Septuagint. (26) Pardon my esoteric allusgagsy to fall

into unnecessary symbolism. Concerning which, | eventually discovered that the painted symbols were

not the signs of the zodiac but the traditional images of the twelve tribes of Israel. A friend of mine

who has the honour of being a @panion in the Chapter (27) immediately recognised them. Were

GKSe | fS3roe 2F Y& (GNI@SttAy3a FNASYRQ&a OFolfAai
LI NI RAaS o6HyovsE |faz2 adKS fSIFI@Sa 2F (GKS GNBS 6KAC

4 W L KFE@S ySOSNI NBGdaNYySR (2 GKS Wl 2dzaS 2y (KS
after | had departed on the slow branch train that | felt sure she had known more than she had spoken.

| had certainly felt she had been playing a gameéhwite, if not actually mocking me. Was there
something in the strangeness of my visit of an initiation, or of some secret (or curse) being passed to
me, as if my apparent discovery of the secret was a contrivance?

& WL KFER 0SSy {22 gt rhbeios fossible rélaionships oDtdad rianddmyy
chosen chords to react to what she had been saying at the time but as the train left one of the desolate
junctions of the marches | found | could hear her voice clearly above the weary work of tihe engi
and the rumble of the track.
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see clearly, t0$Stf Of SFNI @K L aSSY (G2 NBYSYOSNI 2dz2NJ FNA S\
INBIFIGSad 2F vyeé GSIFOKSNEZX YIFIRFYZ dzaSR G2 NBYAYR Y
2yfte NBOFAY GKSANI LI26SN gKSy (KSe& NBYIFAYy | Yeéais

NOTES

1) Philip Hanbly Cipriani Potter (1792871) composed an uncertain number of fine symphonies

which, unusual for an English composer, are completely up to the minute and can stand happily beside

{ OKdzo6 SNII F'YyR . SSiK2@Syo® LYRSSR . lns Gl @b8eygaveS i & . 2
up composing and concentrated on his work as Principal of the Royal Academy of Music. Wagner
O2yRdzOGSR t20GSNR&a {eYLK2y& Ay D aAy2Nl ol @FAftl o
England by which time he seemed a ghostrfithe past. Of all the forgotten figures of the early"19
OSylGdz2NE t20G0SN) aSSya GKS Y2ad ¢2NIK NBOGAGAy3As S
can be seen as original and new rather than dusty.

2) Matthew Arnold's (1822.888) "Scholar Gipsy" &nostalgic interpretaion of the story which

he found in Glanvil. (See note 3). Arnold writeswith a sense of regret that he had not had the wildness
to followthe scholar himself and have a more romantic poetic career. He continues this mood in
"Thyrsis",a lament for his fellow poet Arthur Clough. Vaughan Williams used parts of both poems in
his "An Oxford Elegy", perhaps a key to the pervading meaing of the Gipsy/Scholar/Composer
tradition.

3) Joseph Glanvil (1638580), philosopher and clergyman.

4) Correctly "Tit Bits"- a journal founded by George Newnes which was published between 1881
and 1984, though its years of greatest popularity were in the first quarter of the century.

5) Orlando Gibbons (1588625) was a church music composer but he also wsotae of the

most intense and sophisticated consort music for viols of the early 17th century. His sesiiepart
fantasies seem, if anlying does, to have a meaning beyond themselves. Each piece is a window into
a concise but vivid world. What kind effect did this music have on the smgtoups ofmusicians

who would play them in their privatehambers? Whagffect would they have if performed now in an
appropriate setting, surrounded by the memorabilia of their first performers?

6) William Lawes (1602645) was the master of the consort style. His fantasies (and "setts" of
pieces) are more expansive and full of strange harmonies and depth.

7 Henry Purcell (1659695) belongs to a later style of baroque when viols had been replaced
by violins. His vl fantasies are a strangbrowbackto the lost world that Thomas Mace lamented.
However,it's important to note that the mysterious qulaity of "meaning" that the fantasy tradition
had is passed on to a new musical style and Purcell's Trio Sonatas, thotegtifferent in technique,

are in the same supposed "tradition." The secret of this music is not one of theory or technique but
content and feeling.

8) It may be that Mace is only implying that the aldnsort musiareated a particular mood
rather than claiming that it had actual meaning, though the idea that the fantasies were like
"Patheticall Stories" is very striking. | have read more than one writer who finds they have to speak in
terms of landscape to descrilibe unfolding of Lawedantasies so there is an inescapable quality of
something depicted in these works.
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9) Thomas Traherne (Hereford 163¢2 SRRAY 32y wmMcTn 0 &/ SGetitdgNA Sa 2 7
y2® pcY aLl A& y20 OBYSRAYAFToANKR (RB8A ISE&EG0E68 &
work, particularly his poems, contain celebrations of the imagination which are influenced by the
Hermetic tracts amongst other things. He is a figure associated with the border country but it Ig gross
misleading to suggest he is in any way influenced B@sof t SR G/ St GAO / KNRAGAI yA
been an unknown quantity in his day. He has his own vision and style based on patristic theology,
Hermetica (a little), Ficino and, in particular, da bwn experiences of the religious controversy of his

times. He was trained under the Protectorate and a priest under the restored monarchy. He had to

argue the theology with himself and became a firm Anglican.

10) Heinrich Biber (1644704) wrote astonishing violin sonatas that explore all manner of
meaning and expression. His famous "Rosary" sonatas depict the 15 stations of the Rosary, but his
other 1681 sonatas, though in theory abstract, have as much of a sénseaning as the Rosary
sonatas. If | were to posit a "traditiof fantasywriting, or music with hidden meaning, Biber would

be a key figure. As | think the story suggests the musicameate meanings much as it attempts to
convey an intended meanin The music is a means of exploration of what could be called the
"imaginal world", or the impersonal imagination in which our personal memories and images are
merely the surface.

11) Johann Jakob Froberger (161667) was one of the earliest proponemtsthe keyboard suite.
Several of his pieces have very detailed programmes or explanations of the stories they depict. The
full details have only recently come to light in rediscovered manuscripts. It does seem that Froberger
is a more likely influence othe music of our musical "Scholar Gypsy" than the English consort
tradition. Froberger probably studied with Anthanasius Kircher in the 1640s. Kircher is a complex
figure who tried to master all sciences and esoteric learning. The significant differetweedn the
English consort tradition and the Italian and North European early baroque sonata is that the English
style tends to favour "conversation", music to be played by private groups, whereas the "stylus
phantasticus” (Kircher's term) favours individwirtuosity before an audience.

12) Both the Great Western and London Midland and Scottish railways had branch lines serving

the most remote parts of the border country. Most of these closed as a result of the Beeching cuts of

the 1960s butsomehadgong/ldd 0 SFTF2NB X adzOK & GKS . AakKz2LQa /I a
and the New Radnor branch (closed in 1951).

13) Lady (Anne) Conway (163679) of Ragley Hall, Worcestershire, was an extraordinafy 17
century philosopher, influenced in part by the Cambridge Platonists. Her anonymously published work
Ad & tNAYOALX Sa 2F GKS azal !'yOASyl FyYyR a2RSNYy t

14) ¢KS a9LIAaz2RSa¢é NBYFIAY dzySRAUGSR® ¢ KSmgwih2z Ay 1
Dalberg and his departure in his caravan.

15) This does not necessarily imply that the house itself was in Wales.

16)  Arthur Machen (1863947) was a Welsh writer, famous for his atmospheric supernatural
GFrftSad ¢KS fAYy] KSRBEBYRPSENBTIKSt 8 AdXiRTalbQABEYWYA@s |
ddzyaSid LXlFea +Fy AYLRNIFYy(d LINI® 'a gAGK y2G8S wmp
world is a matter of mood and does not necessarily imply that the setting of this story is west of

border.

17) Dr Charles Burney (17214) published his entertaining journal as "The Present State of
Music in France and ltaly" (1771)
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18) Sir William Jones (1746794) was a judge in India, as they say, and became an enthusiast for
Indian cultureof all kinds.

19) Johann Friedrich Hugo von Dalberg (1-1822) is another sadly forgotten composer. He
spent some time in England at the time of Haydn's first London visit. He also wrote fanciful essays on
the spirtual value of music.

20) William Blake (17701827) was an eccentric and rather amateurish artist and poet. He is
claimed as a visionary though his visions are limited to his own private mythology which recycles
second hand imagery and conveys nothing more than the jumbled content of higpadadtbrain.

His follower Samuel Palmer, in contrast, was a true visionary.

21) | believe this is not the case, though Kircher (:&680) does give a scheme associating the
signs of the zodiac with the twelve tribes of Israel.

22) The 12 possible keys are often placed in a circle showing their relationships. The key the
intervalof afifth above, for example, would be the closest to the starting key. They key opposite would
be the most tonally remote, at the interval of an augmenfedrth or tritone.

23) The medieval church modes include modes which are in effect the same as modern major and
minor but they include others, as if starting on a different white note on the piano. They are only
vaguely linked to ancient Greek modes @fhused more subtle tunings.

24) Goethe's poem, in "Wilhelm Meister", sung by the mysterious waif Mignon, is the classic
symbol for the longing for the south.

25) In medieval philosophy, derived from Platonic roots, there is an association of forests a
unformed matter- both "silva" in Latin. The imaginary forest the realm of adventures in which new
forms are constantly struggling to be.

26) In Talmudic tradition 72 scholars were set to work to translate the Old Testament in Greek.
Each scholarkept apart, produced an identical translation, known as the Septuagint. Though this
seems to support the divine authority of the Greek it is curious that apparent mistranslations have
caused all manner of theological complications. The number 72 has gedpkc meanings. The
mystical verses in the Book of Exodus known as the Schemamphorash (Exodu2)lgad®contain

72 Hebrew letters and are said by cabalists to contain the secret Name of God. This may have been
1y26y G2 0KS &LJSI|($eb Nde®6).aPeriagsymior® approjdiately B ¢his story in
cabalistic tradition there were reputed to be 72 steps to the ladder which Jacob saw stretching to
heaven.

It seems that one of the features of this nebulous tradition which | am trying to defitieat the
composer uses some kind of musical starting point, such as the chords mentioned in the story, and
often a series of these gives a structure to what is called here an "ltinerary." This may simply give the
incentive or momentum to the exploratiorit may be in earlier times a fragment of plainsong was
used, derived from the use of plainsong as seed of a mass setting. In some cases a composer may
simply use the 24 keys as an overall framework to guide the mental journey. There seems to be a
creative importance in having something "random" so that the composer's personal imagination does
not provide the starting point and dominate the work. The personal imagination and the composer's
musical technique provide the language rather than the content.
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the significance of the number 72 may imply that the spediaat also learned from his friend (or

could it have been personal knowledge?) something of the more esoteric Masonic societies?

28) G5AYSyarzya 2F tIFINIRAaSE Aa | 0221 O2yOSNYyA
Michell. (Thames and Hudson, 1988).

29) This is a quotation from the Book of Revelation (22:2) referring to the leaves of the Tree of
[ATS Ay GKS |1 SI@Syte WSNUzlItSYd W2KyYy aAOKStfQa o
the leaves as a symbol of the power of harmony, orfthelamental canon of proportion in art and

nature. The biblical source does not number the leaves but the elaborate symbolism of the Holy City

is probably based on the tradition of the twelve tribes of Israel.

A NOTE

Toller found himself unable to askd unknown figure at the table to show him the 71 pieces he had
completed. There wastarrible danger that he might actually produce them. The alternative outcome
would have been that the stranger would have been embarrassed by the fact that no such music
existed and there would have been the painful excus&sh, | seem to have left my briefcase in my
room" or "The manuscripts are currently with my copyist, you must know him, old Kreisler who
maintains the old traditions of musical orthography in hisrmmoim Coptic Street."

Andso,the story recedes into the mist that spreads from the foot of that waterfall somewhere on the
border.

Except that the glimmers of the story seems to dance in that mist and emerge fronrrésistible

will o the wisps. lihd | can sense that atmosphere of travel and quest growing.

The image of the musical traveller has been with me for many years. What is the "truth” of it? | can
see now that the "vardo", the caravan that took him on these wanderings may have been the music
itself - not the clavichord on which he composed to recbid memaories at nighttime but the music,

the "hieroglyphic language" that created the vehicle in his mind in which he could travel through the
world of his imagination. His map, the guiding path of his itinerary, may or may not have been the
musical devicef the zodiac chords. There is nothing more real than this. If we work with this language,
even a shaky wooden language that seems to run on rutted tracks, we can follow our roads into that
infinite world. It's one device of man@f coursethere are these, like Harrison, who would say it was

all fantasy but | would have to reply that fantasy is our way of experiencing truth. The images we see
on our travels are, like the music, a language that conveys a deeper reality, pure form, pure meaning.
Without the device of the music, his wooden travelling machine, our Composer Gypsy may have
become lost in selfeflective fantasy, but the music can be a discipline, a road to follow.

The spirit of the Scholar Gypgygssesseaus. It is this spirit that the mystious and rather arch lady in

that "House on the Border" seems to have passed on to me through the webs of parenthesis, and
needless to say the pages of score are appearing on my desk like rutted tracks in the wake of the
"vardo."

Farewell.
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A FRUI'FOR EACH MOON

A ramble to Paradise

This is a meandering exploration of some mysterious and hazy sygthel®River and Tree with the
Fruit and Leaves which that Tree, or Trees, progided the City (or is it a Garden, or a Temple?) from
which that meandering River flows.

The object of this wandering by the stream is to establish, for myself, a way of thinking about a musical
project, a project which would also involve trying to see the world, through which those waters might
or might not flow, in a tferent light.

These symbols, or images, are probably most familiar from the New Testament Apocalypse or
Revelation of St John, but that is just one reflection of these Fadgted themes. They are not fixed
and solid things.

These are living symbolBhey are not ciphers which simply mean something, and can be decoded or
translated. They are ways of understanding, bringing into our imaginations, and in touch with our
feelings, things which, if we were to define them, would become abstract and remote.

They can be seen through many different glasses, each changing the perspective, colouring, even
transforming something we thought was a tree into a golden candlestick, or something we thought
was a City into a small secret space. These things may seewafaiaad to belong to distant cultures

with different ways of seeing, but | am looking, to begin with, through the lens of a medieval poet who
might have lived close to my home town of Stafford. This anonymous poet is unusual for his or her
time in being roted in this world, writing about real landscapes.

This enigmatic 20Sy (1 dzNE LIR2SiG A& (y26y SAGKSNI a4 a¢KS DI
two major works. Either name can be used, and there is always a possibility that they were two
different people. The two poems are startlingly different in style and form, but both survive in the

same manuscript, with two smaller poems, and both, though so different on most ways, have 101
verses. This may be a coincidence, or it may suggest that the austmied them to be seen as linked

in some way.

| am taking it for granted that he (or she) was one poet and the two poems are meant to be seen
G23aSUGKSNXY L R2y Qi (y2¢ oKeé GKAaA aKz2dZ R 60Sod ! NB
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relevant to this wandering, the narrator makes a dream journey, followiriger, towards a vision of

the New Jerusalem. 1 like to think that, if we see the poems as a pair, this visionary landscape of Pearl
seems closer to the vividly real world of Gawain, the other side of the cain.

THE PEARL POET

132



The only manuscript soce of the poems of the Pearl Poet was once part of the collection of Sir Robert
Cotton (15711631), whose library also included the Lindisfarne Gospels. The library was damaged by
FANB Ay mTtom lYyR fFGSNIESTOG GancoS yIGA2Yy o6& { AN

Ly {ANI w20SNIIiQa fAONINE GKS 0221a ¢SNB K2dzaSa A
Caesar, or a Roman Lady. The collection is still kept in this order at the British Library, so the works of
GKS DIFIglAy LRSG | XBEbONBI f 23 8OR | a &/ 2002

There are four poems in the manuscripSir Gawain and the Green Knight, Pearl and two shorter
poems on biblical themes, Patience and Cleanness. The actual manuscript appears to have been
copied by a scribe, or more than one scribe, who miiglve imposed his own dialect on the language.

The two longer poems are illustrated by coloured pictures which are rather amateurish in style, but
give us an interesting view of how a fourteenth century artist imagined the scenes in the poems.

Thelanguage of the poems is affected by local dialect and is usually said to be from the North West of
England. This means the language is much further removed from modern standard English than
Chaucer, writing at about the same time, whose south eastereclilecame dominant. The question
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The general opinion, based on the kind of dialect words that are used by the poet, is that he came

from North West Staffordshire or South Cheshire. Perhaps this judgement is affedtesl idga that
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from Wales and across the water into the Wirral. Furthermore, the adventure of the Green Chapel,

where the contest with the Green Knight takdage, has become associated with the landscape of

the Dane Valley on the Staffordshire and Cheshire border, especially the dramatic rocky feature of
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Some writers have suggted that the poet was connected with the Earl of Chester, whose lands lay
in that part of the world.

The identification of the landscape with the Dane Valley is extremely convincing but, as far as | am
aware, none of the various commentators on the pog@ke what seems to me to be a very important
point. To the poet, and the hero of the story, this landscape is somewhere far away and strange. Surely
this implies that the poet knew this place, but it was far away and strange to him? He might have
known theplace, as strange and alien, if he had been a visitor to the nearby Dieulacres Abbey or
Swythamley Hall.

| suggest that the anonymous author knew this area but did not come from there. Could he have come
from slightly further south? Is there a case faieling the Pearl Poet for Stafford?

Marie Borroff, of Yale University, who specialised in the Gawain Poet, simply says the poet came from
GYSENI {dFFF2NRE Ay (GKS AYyUiUNRBRdAZOUGAZ2Y (2 KSNJ GNI ya
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to the enormous distances of America?
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of all kinds of aspects of the pband his works, makes the case that the language of the poem is from
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in Staffordshire itself. | can only assume that this must mean that the languagendofis the poet

as far north as the moorlands, but how much further south does one have to go to detect a change in

the language? Presumably the evidence of local differences in dialect in‘treemtury is limited.

If this is the case perhaps MarieBNE2 FTFQa ay SIE NI {dF FTF2NRE Aa 2dzalATF)
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fourteenth century,but business at Swythamley Hall or Dieulacres might have occasionally taken a

clerk, a gentleman or secretary, there. Editors think the poet was not in holy orders, though familiar

with theology.

The landscape of the Dane Valley would seem dramaticatbrelit and alien to someone from the
agricultural land around Stafford, but it would be perfectly possible for someone to have travelled
there on business and to have been inspired by its strangeness. (This is assuming the connection
0S0G6SSy K &iptiods &ith ha reaRl&hdscape is not purely coincidental.)

What did Staffordshire seem like to the fourteenth century inhabitant? Stafford itself was a small
town, but important in communications, as it was for centuries, as a ford on the Jsouith oad.
Lichfield and Tamworth were ancient towns, but there would have been very few people to the north,
apart from the towns of Leek and Cheadle.

Stafford did have connections with the north of the county in the middle ages. The probable 12
centuryfound NJ 2F {0 / KFRQa OKdzZNOK>X hNXI KSfR YIy2NAR ¥
South. His home, it seems, was Darlaston, near Stone, not in the Black Country, which would have

been in the centre of a long line of manors which he held through theleviength of the county. By
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think that the poet could have known the church. Amongst the unusual Norman carvings, on the south

side of the great att, is a carving of a small figure standing over an upturned severed head. This is
probably meant to be David, standing over the head of Goliath, but it might have suggested something

to the author of Gawain and the Green Knight. There is a separate hehd fatot of the north side

columns of the arch. It could be the severed head of the Green Knight.

Gawain and the Green Knight has been weighed down with misleading interpretations for a century.

There is no reason to suppose the poet is interested iddrdmeanings. In both Gawain and Pearl
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given a detailed explanation, which mentions the five virtues, five senses and five joys of daty

its connectbn to Mary is reinforced by the fact that the inside of the shield is decorated with an image

of OurLady (The™OSy (i dzNBE bSyyAdzza GSffa dzaz YAy3a | NI KdzZNDR& 2
greenness of the Knight is strange, it need not meanfangtmore. The Green Knight is not a Green
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than 1939. Before that the phrase, often the name of a pub, would suggest a wild man of the woods,
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a woodwoose; and woodwooses are mentioned in Gawain without any confusion with the Green

Knight. How much folk tradition has been smothered by the imposition of fashionable early twentieth

century interpretations, stemming from people like Frazer, Margaret Murrayjel&dVeston and

[FRe wlk3flyY Ay@Syiad2N 2F (GKS Y2RSNY GaDNBSYy al yék

Though the story takes place over a year, which might encourage us to associate it with the cycle of
GKS aSlazyasz AG Aa GSNE KIFINR (2 7TAYyRkebsénsdasi SNLINE
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This poemand other medieval romances, appears to include ideas from older traditions, but that

does not mean the original meaning of amcént story matters to the poet other than as a story. The

poetic imagery might resonate with older images, or with things in our own memories, but if we
AYLR2AS Yy AYUSNIINBGFGA2Y S Oly Srairfe t2a$8S airi3a
live.

Gawain is a tale of wonders, but it is as Christian as Pearl, as its overt explanations make clear.

PEARL

Pearl begins with the narrator (who might or might not be the poet speaking as himself) mourning the
loss of a very young daughter, the Pearl.falis asleep on the spot where she was lost (perhaps her
grave) and finds himself by a sparkling river, with a river bed of jewels. On the other side of the stream
is a young woman, who is as bright as a pearl. This is his daughter, but as a maidethaatherhild.

The narrator follows the maiden up the stream and they discuss how it can be that she appears a
grown woman. In heaven people are as they should have been. Our souls are the pattern of what we
aspire to become.
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at the top of a hill, the narrator can see the Heavenly City, as described by St John, with its walls of 12
brilliant jewels.

There are four themes in Pear which | find particylatkractivec

The Garden (and the meeting with the Pearl maiden)

The River

The Tree

The City

Of course, all but the first of these are obviously biblical, from the Revelation, and the poet follows St
John closely. The poem, though, puts them different context. This is a dream vision, the River and
City are experienced, in the imagination at least, by%adehtury poet who has come to the vision by
following the maiden by the River. The Garden, at the start of the poem, is less obviouslica bi
garden, but it is easy to see the possible connections with Eden, or Paradise.
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meeting with a woman called Matelda in the Earthly Paradiseoth bases the poet is meeting a

female figure, on the other side of the stream, who is going to guide the poet on the next stage of his
journey.

The connection seems to be made strangely clear by the illustration from the original manuscript of
Pearl anda nineteenth century painting of the scene in Dante (by Ni&doabino) whiclclosely
F2tft 264 5FyiSQa RSAONALIIAZY ®
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Pearl Poet, who probably read Latinvearead it? Or is this a poetic coincidence?
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