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? What Is This ?

Here are 3 posts from my unique blog, assembled into a script 
for a storytelling performance one weekend in spring of 2022.  
Torrential rain is expected so i don't kno what will happen, but 
if this document is soggy when you find it, i apologize.

Titles: 1: The Gentle Folk;   2: Journey To The West;
3: Shamanic Vision Dance;   Blog: Druid Classroom

Seeing my blog's name, don't be surprised by magical subject 
matter, or the extravagant use of odd narrative verse effects.  
This script is meant to be read quickly out loud.

Please note that the 1st piece is Romantic Fiction and differs in
many ways from the real Fairy Lore of the British Isles.

Fair Warning: The 2nd and 3rd pieces are very philosophical.

This in a Pdf file ....... www.stoneriley.com/grab62 

Blog's front page ...... www.stoneriley.com/druidclassroom

To find the 3 blog posts, go to the front page, scroll down
to the Text Search box, and search for their titles.

1: The Gentle Folk - a short story 

It was 1968, and an old Scots mechanic – John 
McGrath by name – was the very last person in the 
U.S.A. who really knew the Gentle Folk are real.

And his was no charming childlike thought, but 
knowledge from experience, for when he was a comely
Scottish Highlands youth, a Fairy maid had allured him,
and striven to bring him away into her realm.

There, she promised, he would abide carefree in 
crystal mansions, dine with jolly company on dainty 
fare and live a hundred years for every ten he might in 
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his native land.  But he fled to Ohio instead.

It was sure an unusual wisdom in the youth that 
young John did manage to demur.

The fair strange maid appeared in his little room 
in his family's country cottage every night for weeks; ..  
Persuaded, entreated, slept with him and all else, cares-
sed far gentler than human fingers can, professing  love
in whispers in his ear. .. Still he greatly feared saying 
"aye" though his heart would not say "nay".

So then suddenly all in one day he sold what he 
could, gave away what was left, signed onto a freighter in
Perth and was gone, then didn't stop till he walked in the 
door of kin they had in Perth County, Ohio.

Yes, but mark this:  In the falling twilight of that
day our boy left, the eldest sister he had, walking the 
road to their home, was thinking of the lad, and when 
sister turned a bend, she found an unknown woman 
by a tree at the roadside alone, a strange maid whose 
sad Gaelic song I translate thus:

"Oh what can a forsaken lady do, when a fickle 
lover's gone beyond the rolling blue?"  For it is well 
known that the Folk do not cross waters.

All right, it's 1968 again, and it's noon in front of 
a modest red brick house out on the edge of town, in the 
town of Lochland, Perth County, Ohio.

A girl and boy have telephoned and stopped in – 
or it's better said a young woman and man, for they're



Beltaine 2022 Script  :  cc Stone Riley : Pg 3 of  32  

first-year students at the local college – and they have
brought a tape recorder.

It's one of those big heavy machines with  big spools
like people had then, and the boy's doing his Hercules
imitation lugging it in, to benefit the girl's opinion of 
him, as they come up McGrath's front walk.

They're studying Folklore and they've come to 
hear old man McGrath tell all about the Gentle Folk, 
as he always called them, and a little about himself.  
College students had just begun doing that kind of 
thing in those days, you know.

So old John McGrath is sitting in his lumpy thread-
bare easy chair on the back porch, with them sitting 
close round a rickety little table.  He's holding court 
with a big silly grin, and leaning toward the microphone 
like a TV star.  He really loves it.

First thing after they switched it on, the boy 
had asked if he lived alone and old John answered:

.. "Ah yeah, my dear wife's been gone twenty years
now.  I warned her she'd work herself to death."  And 
he chuckled at their old private sexual joke.

The boy brought the microphone back toward him-
self and said, "Looking around your place here, Mr. 
McGrath, one might get an impression you work pretty 
hard too."

The kid was really working this project, trying hard 
to get enough of the atmosphere onto tape like his pro-
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fessor said.  Looking around the yard, for posterity, 
the boy recorded, ..

"You've got about a half-acre operation, I guess. 
Appears very well maintained.  Nice garden, what looks
like squash and carrots.  A bit of wood lot.  Nice shade
trees here out back.  I see you're painting a fence.  Do 
you keep any livestock?"

"Nay.  I tried keeping rabbits for a time but I could
na' stand locking 'em up."

The girl jumped in, "Do you have any children?"

Old Johnny hesitated for a long moment as if in 
doubt, but the girl didn't see the joke so he eventually
answered, "None that I know of."

In truth though, it had been his secret heartache
the luck of life had him marry a fine woman who, the 
doctors said, was barren.

Let me tell you how these students came there.

A neighbor child was in that professor's class the 
year before.  That neighbor girl had heard McGrath say 
one thing or another about the Gentle Folk, from time
to time, her whole life long.

So she wrote about those memories for that class, 
which the professor read in class this year.

And of course that professor had been seeing "Scot-
land" one thing and "Scotland" something else around
that corner of Ohio his whole life.

Countless Scots had settled around there, so not 
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only were there place names in plenty, but people had
"Scotch Craftsman" hardware stores, "Thrifty" grocery 
stores and on and on, with always some plaid painted on
their signs and store fronts, and window curtains here
and there, et cetera.

Of course the school teams were "Celtic Warriors".
There was a bagpipe band in town parades.

But it was America and 1968.  So that professor 
was just delighted that apparently some actual living 
person out there actually believed in Fairies.

To tell the truth, this girl and boy that professor 
sent had talked it over and agreed old McGrath was 
crazy or a liar.  But they decided to politely keep their
mouths shut on their “scientific” conclusion.

Still, they really did want to record whatever he 
said and he was a charming fellow.  I guess they warmed
up to him as the afternoon went along.

The night before in bed though, approaching sleep
but still not quite, he saw her face.  He heard her voice
too and he had not heard her speak for a long time.

With a hard sharp edge to her musical voice she 
said, "Don't you speak ill of me Johnny.  You'd be no 
gentleman speaking ill of me!"

And he answered most sincerely, "Never have I 
done and never shall!"  Then he sat bolt upright and 
sweating.

It was a very long afternoon with that damn tape
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recorder.  The fun wore off.  It must have done some-
thing to his brain.  Into that microphone he poured every
detail he knew about them.

He repeated some old beliefs he himself thought 
nonsense – that Fairies steal babies, blight crops, 
sink ships, wither men, such as that, charms against 
Fairies, silly things – he thought it only fair passing 
foolishness along as foolishness.  But he did allow he 
didn't know for certain knowledge none of it is true.

Some things he mentioned firmly as his own exper-
ience, that the Folk live in hills and ancient barrows 
and do not cross running water, guard old places and 
come out to dance on certain nights.

He mentioned that Folk and humans fall in love 
sometimes, but the students didn't take that up.

So, a little further on he returned to it, ventured a
thought Folk and humans hold opposite opinions on 
this thing of love.  It's not a bolt out of the sky to them, 
but a thing a person chooses, and to be responsible for 
consequences.

Still, perhaps for the best, the interviewers showed
no interest in this bit of dire philosophy.

Mainly he passed on the realistic things about 
them people in the old country in his generation said 
they knew, everything he'd ever heard his more reliable 
neighbors intimate they knew.

That whole strange afternoon with that damn buz-
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zing tape recorder did affect his brain somehow.  He 
was sure he felt some mysterious sensation afterward 
that didn't wear off.  Then when he sat up sweating after
another vision in the night, definitely there was that 
damned buzzing in his ears.

In that night, starting from this second vision of 
her face, but this time silent, at first he thought there 
was a horse fly or mosquito in the house attacking.  In 
his deep distraction from the vision still half-seen in the 
dark he swatted at it several times but then quieted and
listened.

He was hearing it in both ears equally and con-
stantly, unchanging.  It definitely was the busy hum 
that damn machine had made the whole damn afternoon.
Or maybe not.

Maybe it was like the ocean sounds sometimes 
when you lie in a bunk close by the hull in an iron ship 
and you listen carefully, a deep liquid humming echoing 
sound full of distance, full of beings far away.

Or maybe not; maybe it was a blood vessel burst-
ing in his brain or a stroke or a tumor; maybe it was a
fly of death after all buzzing in his ears.

When morning and a decent hour came he rushed 
out to the doctor's office.  The dawning sun had brought 
him no relief, nor had a cup of coffee nor the morning
news nor half a breakfast.

In fact, by now he was a bit light-headed and def-
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initely queasy.  The buzzing in his ears was unabated 
and by the time he reached the center of town he'd 
fancied a dozen equally plausible medical causes for it
and fancied quite a few likenesses for the sound.

It was like the car motor in middle gear.  It was 
like the radio hum between frequencies.  It was like the 
background sound when he stepped outside his door 
in the daytime, the background whisper of all distant 
creatures going about their business.

The doctor examined him quite thoroughly as 
the doctor always did.  He'd always seemed to be a 
curious chap.

This time, though, the fellow did a lot more look-
ing in his ears and throat then testing reflexes – having 
him walk about the room and stand in different poses 
while half naked, things like that.

And furthermore, the doctor went to fetch some 
books that he looked in several times.  At the end of this 
commotion, Johnny dressed again, they sat together 
in chairs in the examining room and talked.

The fellow told him, "I hope this won't alarm you 
but I don't know what it is."

McGrath interjected, "But is it serious?"

The doctor answered, "I don't know.  If you were
younger I'd say go home, go about your business and 
see if it goes away. .. Many people get buzzing in the 
ears and it vanishes with no ill effect, and we don't 
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know why. .. The brain's so complicated. .. Then there's 
an unlucky few who get buzzing for years with no ill 
effect, except it drives them crazy. .. Other hand some-
times it means something coming, a precursor. .. Can 
I send you to Cincinnati for hospital observation, where 
they might save you if the worst happens?"

"Something like a stroke?" Johnny asked.

"No, maybe like an aneurysm.  Or nothing."

So Johnny pondered.  He rubbed one hand across 
his face and through his hair, and then the other hand
across his face and through his hair.

He closed his eyes and reached in deep inside, 
reaching for the in-most clock spring of this fear.

Yes, he could feel something coming for sure.  But 
without doubt he knew the doctor's plan was wrong.  
So he asked the fellow, "If I were a younger man you'd
let me go?"

"Yes.  But, see, with you in such good health as 
you've always been … well, sometimes with someone 
as healthy as you have been for so many years, some-
times suddenly there is a major problem."

So that's all it was.  The fellow was just afraid 
for him; that's all.  He asked, "So you think the whole 
rig's going to collapse at once?  All the tires will blow 
and the engine will throw its rods all simultaneously 
and the gas tank will spring a leak?"

The doctor smiled and shook his head a little and 
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relaxed.  "Well, it happens that way sometimes."  The 
fellow pondered a moment, deciding what to say, and 
then went on, …

"Look here, John, your file says you were born 
in eighteen ninety-six but you look to me more like a 
man of forty-five or so.  I've read about your kind of 
case but you're the only one I've seen."

The good doctor pointed to a mirror across the 
room where they saw themselves sitting side by side.

"The first time I saw you I was young and now I'm
middle-aged but you're the same.  To outward appear-
ances pretty much the same hair, same skin, same teeth,
same eyes. .. You've come in here for a check-up every
year, .. you broke your arm one time, had that concus-
sion once and you got a cyst removed.  That's all.  But 
I'm afraid because I know it can't go on forever."

"No, it can't go on forever, I know that."  There was 
a quaver in his voice.  "You're right that something's 
coming too, sure as anything, just around the bend. .. 
But something's always coming. .. You know, now to 
speak on it, I bet that's why we're here with our feet on 
this flat ground at all; to see what's coming."

Well, he wasn't going to Cincinnati just to make 
the doctor feel better.  What he really had to do was 
get home and relax.

He decided he very badly needed to calm down.  
He determined at all cost on a pot of chamomile tea.
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But then on walking out into the street he realized 
with great surprise that the buzzing had been soft while 
they sat and talked.  Suddenly it was loud again.

So he drove from the doctor's office slowly, thinking 
furiously, and turned the wrong way at the light.

He experimented inside his head a while and yes
indeed the sound depended on how he listened to it.

When he turned his thoughts away, yet gave some 
little corner of attention, there was a great lessening 
of volume and rhythm, like a cello playing softly.

Lost in thought, he kept driving quite a while.

Actually for a moment he noticed he wasn't going 
home but it didn't matter; he could have driven those 
roads around there in his sleep.

When he gave the buzzing full attention that was 
different too, for he discerned several notes in concert, 
and some of these seemed intriguing.

In a way, of course, he was asleep doing this but 
then woke up suddenly with a start, the car quite still 
and his foot pressed firmly down on the brake.

Cars were stopped in the road.  This was a back 
road but there were several cars all stopped.  People 
were turning off onto the roadside and getting out and 
talking with each other and walking off into the woods. 
It was a bright sunny summer nearly noon.

The barber's wife, Mary McCutchen walked up to 
Johnny where he sat there in his car stopped in the road
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and Mary said, "What do you think?"

He shook his head vaguely.  It was surprising that
the music didn't change from shaking his head but only
from his thoughts.

He stammered at the good woman half a minute,
utterly lost, but finally made out one end of his tongue 
from the other.  "What in the world is going on?" he 
asked her.

And she laughed at that; "What in the world?  That's
a good one.  What world do you mean?" And she slapped 
him on the shoulder and she walked away, back off with 
the others into the woods.

So he pulled over too and got out.  Coming through,
he saw it was just a little copse and out beyond these 
trees, beyond the people where they stood, there was a
big pasture they were staring at and pointing.

Johnny came up on little Bill Cahoon, the little 
hardware man, who was holding a paper – a drawing 
cut from a magazine – that people came and looked at
though no one seemed to want to touch it.

"A big round thing with lights just like a saucer,"
Bill was saying, "like this picture, and it landed right 
there and left that big circular mark. .. I was standing 
exactly here when it landed. .. I'd seen the light driving 
by so came to see and here it was landing, then it took 
off and left. .. Eleven-seventeen p.m. last night and I 
don't give a damn if you believe me."
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So Johnny looked out where the little hardware 
man was pointing and suddenly in his mind's eye could 
see his home.

He could swear that ring in that Ohio pasture was
where the Gentle Folk had danced one of their reels in
the knee high grass of Scotland.

You know, U.S. Private Johnathan McGrath had 
been to war, World War One.  He'd simply been a truck 
mechanic behind the line over in France, but the horror
found him nonetheless.

He was close enough to the shooting that big artil-
lery rounds could come in where his lot stayed, and 
one night one of these big bombs came out of nowhere, 
shattering a quiet night.

You see, it was the first shot of an enemy offensive.
That happened.  There was a great explosion among his
service battalion's tents, and then confusion.

As luck would have it, he'd walked out across the 
road to see the stars, and though he fell face down from 
the blast, felt the wind of shrapnel zipping past, and 
although his ears were deaf awhile, he was safe.

Now the same comprehension overflowed his heart: 
gratitude and relief.  And he began to look about with 
different eyes, beholding these innocent mortal once-
born folk whom he had known so long.

"What fools these mortals be."

The line from Shakespeare curled around his con-
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sciousness among a curving rise and fall of woodwind 
melody that now pervaded all his thoughts.

But that word "fool" was lush and green with pity 
in his mind, pity for all these folk with their innocent 
silly vision of saucer machines from space, with all their 
lives so penned in by false horizons.

And still he knew himself as mortal too.  Still he 
knew that he had chosen to be mortal and he knew the 
outcome of that choice was coming due.

He waited up that night, you may be sure.  He had
no food, no drink but water and that pot of tea.  After a 
great deal of reverie and puzzling it all about, he thought
what he might do.

He took a tin whistle that he had for many years,
the good old Scots kind, and sat out on the back porch
in that ancient easy chair and tried to play along with 
the melody he heard.

He was long since out of practice but picked it 
up again easily enough.  Soon his fingers were simply 
prancing on the little instrument.

Immediately it seemed so right.  The melody would 
wait for him sometimes, then whirl away a bit and then 
come back at last to let him lead again.

Sometimes he and the melody even let the singing
crickets lead and for a little while an owl.  You may be
sure that it was marvelous.  You may be sure, although 
he did not dance, it was a dance.
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And then at length, in the kingdom of clocks, the
hour eleven-seventeen came round.  John saw the fiddler
then at last, across the grass up in the branches of a tree, 
sawing furiously on a glowing nut-brown instrument 
he held the old way in the crook of his arm.

The fiddler was tall, young, gently swaying with 
the night's gentle breeze as though perhaps a tree branch 
himself, tapping his foot up there – and he looked right 
down at John and grinned.

John suddenly knew and certainly knew, and yet
did not believe, who this fiddler boy was.  Joy, hope, 
gratitude, regret and fear wrestled in his breast.  This 
was his son.

They two kept playing but the rhythm changed.  
By some trick the laddie now seemed to focus differ-
ently.  It was no longer just a dance they played, but a 
coaxing conjuration.  Just like they'd been playing 
toward each other, they now played toward others 
somewhere else.

By glances and posture and the music, the fiddler 
drew the human man's attention to a spot on the open 
lawn before the trees, where some strange phenom-
enon was happening.

Something strange was opening or unfolding inside
the air.  With his heart risen up and firmly stuck inside 
his throat, John played a skirl upon his small tin flute, a 
whirl of notes to liven whatever it may be and beckon,
then another skirl and another and another.
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If he had known no better, John might well have
thought that something was arriving from the distant 
stars above – or equally that something was emerging
from the earth – for some kind of dark yet brilliant 
dazzle glowed all round about in a way that seemed to
shine both up and down.

And there was a whirling movement.

This was not all totally new to Johnny McGrath.

Long ago, when the woman of his dreams would 
come to the little cottage room, it was always with his 
back turned.

First she would speak to him and tell him turn 
his back, and then she'd appear.  But there had always
been this same fantastic glowing painting the white-
washed chamber walls.

It suddenly struck him what the throbbing whirling
opening movement was.  A heartbeat.  His mind's eye 
focused within.  And his vision whirled in a surging 
current through the tough muscular chambers of his 
own heart.

Then it struck him how weary that muscle was.  
Then he was struck with all these years' lonely heart-
ache.  Then he was struck and struck again by a pulse 
of overwhelming light.  Then all was still.

A number of them stood there in the ring before 
the hawthorn tree.  One was she herself, another was 
their son, but there were more.
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Johnny stood, lightly now, stepped down lightly 
from the porch, but then he just stood still.  To her he
said, "I'm very sorry to have left you."

"Aye,” she retorted with some vehemence, “and 
ye've been gone long enough!  Yer little voyage is done. 
Ye know that don't ye?"

Deeply despairing, he hung his head, but then 
looked across into her flaming eyes, but then did not 
speak a single word.

So then she softened.  She stepped out toward 
him, floating over the grass, her glowing gown swirling 
around her youthful form.

"Look, look," she said, stopping in arm's reach 
but not yet touching.  "I've brought the whole family!  
The aunties and uncles.  There's me mum.  They've 
come to dance with ye, my Love."

Still he stared, but now with a dawning of aston-
ished hope.  "Fair Love," he whispered, gazing deep into 
her gleaming eyes, "can it ever be as it was?"

And so she touched his arm.  Her fingers laid light 
on his forearm for a moment then caressed his hungry 
skin more gently than human fingers can.

"Oh, aye, aye;" she sighed, "it's just ye tried me 
patience, Dear.  I doubted what was in yer heart."

"Oh, Lovey, Lovey," he replied, embracing her at
last, "I was just a cowardly youth and I was afraid but 
if you truly love me all is right!"
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And so the fiddler, stepping to the circle's center, 
began again, slowly but then fast.

She and he, their bodies already swaying to the 
deepening rhythm, she drawing him by their clasping 
hands above the grass into the ring, only one time he 
glancing back into the other world.

There were the lonely house, the empty human 
form upon the threadbare chair.

Of course we cannot follow farther, for Johnny 
McGrath has left our realm of clocks.  But let me just 
assure you friends, that our hero's fate where he now 
dwells is good.

If you would doubt a human man could live and 
love and prosper in the finest ways in such a land where 
he has gone to dwell, then gently calm your fears.

He is just a man but still a man is much.

Indeed, just realize: we Human Things have lived 
a great variety of lives, done a great many different deeds 
in different ways, envisioned countless visions, thought
many thoughts.

We have played many tunes.

And there!  We've found the end of this tale.

[end of The Gentle Folk]
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2: Journey To The West
 - a poem of clear consciousness

Love is not the thing, nor hate.  Hope is not the 
mouse's scurrying feet and owl's sharp beak, no more 
than these are fear.

What is the purpose of the poppy's fate then, or 
the logic of my heart blood's heat, or yet the celestial  
motive of the sky's Great Bear?  How do we live?  Why
has the Cosmos brought us here?

When I was full of hope, I thought that was the 
beginning and end of all things.  Then, full of yearning 
to be loved, I dreamed love was the wellspring of 
delight.

But then, immersed in deep despair, I chose to 
live this life for purposes that were far too obscured 
in smoke and flame for me to know and name.  Why 
did I, in that dark hour, choose to live this life?  Why 
did I not yet fly away?

Love is not the thing, nor hate.  Faith is not the 
prisoner's chain, nor doubt the prophet's holy flame, nor 
greed the mother's teat touched to the sleeping baby's
lips, nor is blessed charity the tyrant's grip.

All this is life, but what is life?  What is the melting 
of all opposites?

There is a man I truly hate; there is a woman whom
I love.  That man is dead as he once wished for me, the 
woman never met although my eyes search through the 
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worlds for only she.

Where is this woman who'll return my glance?  
Where is that ancient foeman now when in my hands 
I hold his broken blunted lance?

And where am I?  Where is this land wherein I 
stand alone?  What is this place?  Is this my home?  I 
simply call this place my Skysealand.

One year when I was young and starting out across
this continent, I strained my eyes to look ahead to map 
the way.

That year, each Monday I would take a poem from 
an ancient wisdom book and I would fold up the coded 
rhyming wisdom neatly into my purse.

Then for seven days I'd search the curving trunk of 
every tree and every mottled turtle's shell that I might
pass beside the way for explications written there by 
unseen hands for me.

Well, the Gods were generous and kindly gave 
some of their secrets up, but the boy I was then did not 
know their language well.

An eagle's mighty flight; a turtle shell; amid the 
lovely ripples of a brook, the various colored pebbles 
very artfully arranged; I made the best of it I could.

Indeed, several turnings of the way and cross-
roads were very helpfully pointed out to me in advance 
by these magic signs.

But now I've come a good way further on and, 
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even though the sunlight and the stars and meadow 
flowers and hills and snow now all sing and whisper 
to me audibly;

.. And even though the web of jewels of which all
things are made stands manifest and visible and pal-
pable to my fingers; yet even so, more hidden secrets 
still remain.

Buddha says that all is bliss.  Solomon recom-
mends a carefully considered trust.  Christ says you 
should take his word on faith.  Ganesh and Krishna 
both respectfully suggest that you can dance your life 
with happy grace.

But for me, Merlin stands with a lantern held 
high in his hand, leaning on a wooden staff up on a 
windy mountain top.

That wind blows down to gently touch my face 
and it speaks to me in a woman's voice and all she 
says is just: "come".

No, love is not the thing, nor hate; not victory nor
defeat.

Whatever guides my fate, whatever it may be that 
lures me on, whatever it may be, it is not anything that 
I can know so as to name.

[end of Journey To The West]
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3: Shamanic Vision Dance 
     - spiritual memoir, poem of beginnings

Back some years ago, while the last glow of the 
great flowering of the 1960's finally faded in the dust 
of the latter 1970's, I and several thousand others started 
the Pagan movement in America.  I do remember it 
clearly.

Basically, we asked a single question of the uni-
verse and of ourselves.  Our question was this:

Given all the truths that anthropology, history, 
psychology, mythology, and all sorts of other traveler's 
tales now in this age of myriad books, and photographs 
and documentary film as well, can teach a serious 
student of the human race;

.. And given all the teachers of the whole world's
ancient ways then still alive; and given our own aston-
ishing encounters with the infinite mysterious divine;

.. And given our own weary thirst for understand-
ing; and given all the particular and general evils we 
saw gathering – given all of this;

.. What sort of good religion could be built up 
from whatever solid ground there is to find, up into 
that world in which we lived?

It turns out now that the answer is not surprising. 
Paganism in America has become a faith and practice 
similar in many ways to what most thoughtful people 
in most times and places choose.
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I do recall a cool and breezy summer day in Boston. 
The Public Garden, a lovely sturdy well kept park in the
city center.  This was most likely 1975.  This day was, 
for me, a threshold of a beginning of a start

I, a poor man of the city, working hard to find a 
living and full of worries, and with a suffering woman
in ill health who would widow me, and yet a thinker;

.. Coming out alone to stroll amid a country 
recently released from war;

.. Had found here in this park the dappled sun-
light and the shade and great green trees and brightly 
colored radiant erotic graceful flowers and strolling 
crowds.

At the Garden's center is a good sized pond where, 
of a summer, flocks of ducks quack very seriously.

Wooden boats creak to and fro and lovers laugh 
with children.

There where the center of the pond is built to nar-
row, where all paths of that very tame wood converge 
and simultaneously curve away;

.. There a tall arched bridge of carved gray stone
is built above the darkly gleaming rippling water, above
among the surrounding skyscrapers' gleaming window 
lights glittering with Sun in countless multitude;

.. This bridge across from grassy bank to bank.

Lured by the open light, I climbed the gray granite 
span.  Then there high on the zenith of the bridge I stood, 
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seeming nearly among the rustling foliage of the trees
and yet nearly among celestial glitterings, between a 
Sky and Earth suspended.

My stroll had found its goal and halted.  I stood 
there leaning on the smooth stone balustrade and .. 
breathed.

In those bright dark days the most intriguing most
ingenious thought I'd had was this:  We only need to 
look to see that all of this is one.

This fundamental fact: .. That all is one and all 
is knowing living flesh; .. And there's no need for proof 
of this because we only need look to see this great reality 
which changes human attitude and therefore human 
actions;

.. This thought had lured me safe and sane through 
other troubles then already.

But now, gone as far as one might go into that 
level of life's maze, I wondered this: What else could 
be known?

.. What further true vision might lead farther on 
and find an exit from that place into some other.

And then of course there came a dancing fool in 
jangle bells and flowing ribbons.

Yes, it was astonishing and yet instinctively was 
no surprise at all, for here he came, he himself, the Holy 
Fool in manifested living person.

Garbed in crazy printed billowing gauzy robe and 
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flowing snaky sashes; .. Tall forked walking stick in 
hand, it waving as he strode, the forked staff hung with 
colored ropes of bells and flashing mirrors;

.. He quite seriously was dancing with his striding 
steps, dancing shamanic chanting prayer and prayer 
and prayer to unseen spirits;

.. And he was a young man about my age.  And his
words echoed in a surrounding silence.

He was a Hari Krishna devotee.  An American 
Hindu of a certain discipline.  A fresh adherent to an 
ancient way but evidently trusted by his elders in that
faith for he was a young man firmly holding that staff 
of office.

He was about my size and race, and coming up 
the very same curving path where I had come.  And he
had set out alone, unusual in the extreme for those 
devotees.

So here he was immersed in shady sunlit breeze 
and whirling to a cunning rhythm, jangling flashing 
twirling chanting through the strolling crowd that 
Saturday in 1975; .. Amid a silence where all else 
listened;

.. Perhaps to demonstrate his movement's faith and 
practice to the city, or perhaps exactly for an audience
of one who stood up there so visibly on the apex of the 
bridge; .. Or else for purely simple joy and easing of 
his pain.
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Thus came he, the one, to me, the one, there at a
center of a center of a center.

What new thing can we say of life?  Surely here 
was something new but ancient in our oldest ancient 
times and ancient in our furthest future.  What meaning 
was there in this meeting?

He did come to me as though we had been brothers. 
A rendezvous as though we had been somehow psychic 
lovers.  But more, it felt to me, as though two sparrows 
flew across the seas in opposite directions, east and 
west, and then at length had found themselves together
here.

My ear was caught at first, of course, by the rhythm
of all those small brass bells and breathless little chant-
ing words.

Then looking down the way that I had come, there 
was the crazy apparition whirling through the strol-
ling folk who smiled and watched and gave him silent 
space.  His manner was intent and yet aware of them 
and glad.

For a moment as he mounted to the climbing span,
his head alone was visible to me above the paving stones, 
a bobbing shining jack-o-lantern head, a singing sev-
ered head, the royal poet hero oracle, a token from my 
own Celtic lore of mysteries irrupting.

Then he rose to me directly up the bridge, dancing 
then unmistakably especially for me, until he finally 
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simply stepped out of the whirl before me there, and 
became to my surprise simply a young man flushed 
with action and achievement, garbed as a sort of Gypsy 
dancing woman.

He was leaning lightly on his staff of office, as 
though a sparrow had alighted on a branch.  As though 
we were well known to one another.

My personal admiration was surely clear in my 
manner.  Smiling with a nod for greeting, I think I told 
him quite sincerely, "Very nice."  Just the thing I some-
times say to other worthy artists.

But whatever thing exactly that we said for greeting,
the conversation did go very easily and well.  Though 
we never yet have met again, he is my brother.

I think he opened, as an opening move in chess or
whist, with some statement quoting from his scripture. 
I can imagine that it spoke of holy joy and beauty mani-
festing in this world, for that is and was a central tenet 
of the Hari Krishna faith and quite appropriate to the 
efflorescent beauty there around us.

I seem to have some memory that's what it was: 
holy joy and beauty manifesting in this world.

Whatever quote it was, I found myself at once 
directly leading on quite naturally from there with a 
brief but apt synopsis of my favorite thought;

.. Agreeing that all here and elsewhere is one liv-
ing blooming substance and that we only need to look
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to see and that this joyful sturdy lovely reassurance 
will then mold our thoughts and deeds.  Offering this 
treasure of my own to him.

And yes, in turn, he quite agreed with that and 
found a perfectly fit quotation from his scripture fully
apt and proper to the purpose;

.. Somewhat to my surprise and pleasure giving 
irrefutable proof that my thought was recognized and 
valued in the wider world.

And  then he very likely rounded out his turn by 
politely asking how my current life was manifesting holy 
oneness.

I'm sure his motivations were complex, such as 
perhaps a possibility of gaining a recruit.  But still, his 
foremost motive, or so it seemed there in that moment, 
was an honest one I should respect.

As was the frequent custom too of ancient Druids,
whom I sometimes emulate, he was testing his own metal
in a thinking match.

Was the reasoning of his path in life sufficient to
a skeptic's scrutiny?

So I could not fault him for the purpose of a prob-
ing question which he must have asked himself.  How 
was he manifesting holy oneness?

For his sake, and for my own, and for the sake of
honesty, I ought to answer.  How was I manifesting holy
oneness?
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My problem, my slowness, my coy reluctance for
the holy dance, the one and only reason why I did not 
take his hand and whirl a waltz upon that parapet, for
honestly I would, of course was this:

The nature of my discipline compared to his.

However apt a scriptural quotation, and however 
well encyclopedically absorbed, I sought reality in actual
experience.  I wanted data raw.

I wanted data shaped by a place and time which 
also might be analyzed by I who lived there.  Not shaped 
by some purported genius in some other place and time 
who chanced to have on hand a pen and paper.

I wanted wisdom that was mine and fairly won, 
hammered out of my own struggle with the world.  I 
wanted wisdom that would not show flaws and gaps 
and cracks when molded to the uses of the world in 
which I lived.

So I would follow life into its lair.  Leaving my self
aside abandoned, I would walk with those who walked
with me along the winter shore.

Well, so, how was I manifesting holy oneness?

Now of course I see the day more clearly.  Now I 
have the pictures:

There I stood, an Emperor in thought, but hung 
suspended like the Hanged Man among bright Stars, 
beneath a Sun reflecting in a darkly gleaming Moon-
like pool.
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There the World in all its love and laughter and 
its trembling fear was gathered around infinity's calm-
ing Temperate shore.

So there with whirling feet upon the up-turning 
Wheel danced he, the Fool himself, to me in breezy 
robe and bells and ribbons, there with steady hands 
to hold to me the overflowing Cup by asking me the 
sacred Lovers' question.

Now of course I see it was a very brilliant spread
of Tarot cards.

And even then, by the effulgent shining brilliance 
of the scene, I seemed to read it rightly.

How was I manifesting holy oneness?  Of course,
with thanks, I closed the deck; of course I answered that
the journey is the goal.

A clear eyed glance which seeks the truth is truth 
itself.  A forward step that enters through a veil of real 
mystery is in fact a step to solid ground.

We are the World, what some name God, as we 
become ourselves.

Our participation in this world, whatever world 
this is, if done in consciousness and willingness and 
joy – which is to say in reverence and charity and 
honest yearning – which is to say in beauty – is our 
participation in the Universe.

We are here now.  And all of this was spoken quite 
politely in some summer day and in some modest form 
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of words.

A look of satisfaction lit his face.  His question had
been answered.

His clearest thoughts were known and honored in
a wider world.  And he had taught his teacher.  And he 
was manifesting holy oneness satisfactorily today.

My brother bowed.  Our game was drawn.

So, like a sparrow on a neighboring twig of that 
broad tree where wisdom shimmers in the leaves, the 
instinctive ceremony of all living things, I smiled and 
bowed to him as well.

Given all such travelers' tales and all that they can
say, what solid ground is there to find?   Here.   Now. 
Where we stand.

Given our own thirst for understanding, and our
astonishing encounters with the infinite divine, and the
evils that are gathering, what good religion might we 
root here now to grow into this world?

A faith and practice of ourselves.  A faith and 
practice of reverence and charity and honest yearning
discovered in our nature which is Nature.

And what meaning is there in such meetings?  What 
new thing can we say, but ancient old?

That all we humans are all human.  That when we 
truly seek to know of life, then life does contrive to show
itself.

And so my brother took to wing again, whirling off
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along the way ahead, dancing chanting down to where
the paths diverge and on the way which he would go.

And so I turned back to the way that I had come,
down into that world again, and yet a different world 
that opened now to give my vision space, and trudged 
with lighter step toward whatever lay awaiting;

.. Toward whatever tiny part there was to play in
the deep long history of these times.

A little later on, the Pagan movement in America 
was born.

[end of Shamanic Vision Dance]

[end of Beltaine 2022 Script]


