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FOCUS

Professor Sam D. Gill, consulting editor to
PARABOLA, teaches the American Indian Reli-
gions program at Arizona State University. For
this issue on Sacred Dance, we asked him to focus
our readers’ attention on the problem of how the
ritual dances of other cultures can and cannot be

shared.

As outsiders with the good fortune of
observing authentic ritual dance, we find
ourselves deeply engaged in a moving ex-
perience of costumes, rhythms, odors, faces,
and setting. It is such an incredibly mean-
ingful experience that we are reluctant to
leave. When torced to do so by the callings
of our own culture, we long to take some
memento home, some curio to remind us of
our experience. Butthe occasionof ritual
dance is hard to hold in objects, and, rightly,
photography is nearly always prohibited.
Some have tried to carry home the na-
tive dance by incorporating into Western
dance forms or ritual processes such physi-
cal aspects as arm positions, body postures,
head movements, costumes, rhythms, and
musical instruments. In doing this we ap-
proach ritual movement as we would lang-
uage, assuming that meaning was communi-
cated by all the features of the dance. We
know that the occasional use of a French or
Latin word in an English sentence lends a
precise meaning, perhaps one not available



in English or one with a special sense not in
the corresponding English word. We try to
use pieces of native dance in the same way,
within our own contexts. But in perform-
ance these appropriated and adapted native
American dance features are usually disap-
pointing, often overly programatic, even
cartoonish.

[ don’t intend to criticize the true artis-
tic inspiration which can arise from any
deeply moving experience, be it an inci-
dence of human tragedy, a great work of
literature, or the ritual movement of an-
other culture. What I want to suggest is
that native American sacred dance does not
““mean’’ in the same sense as does language.
Dance does not convey a translatable mes-
sage. We should see this when we inquire
about the meaning of the dance and we are
told something like, “We dance for rain.”
The luxuriance of symbols is far more tas-
cinating than this simple and commonplace
message would convey. A ritual dance is
significant, but not because it or any of its
constituents bears a message which we can
decode and translate with any satisfaction
as we can do with language. Even if we see
that postures, movements, or sounds are im-
itative of birds or animals, that symbols
represent clouds, rain, thunder or lightning,
we cannot find encoded in them a message
which in any way seems to justify the elab-
orate nature of ritual dance.

The meaning of ritual dance lies else-
where. It must be seen in terms of the ritual
process in which it takes place, deeply root-
ed in the tradition, the history, the oral nar-
ratives, the poetry, the future expectations
and the way of life of the culture. Ritual

1

dance 1s not performance as we customarily
think of it. Strictly speaking, there is no
theater, no audience, no acting. These fea-
tures suggest an abstraction from life which
1s not present in this case. Ritual dance is
not simply a comment on life, nor a remem-
brance of things past, nor an entertainment;
although some aspect of all of these is pres-
ent. Ritual movement is part of a highly
symbolic process by which life and a way of
life for a specific people gains transcendent
significance. The process functions to evoke
fundamental structures and patterns from
the tradition and thereby to establish a
meaningful form in which the future may
unfold. There is no message in the dance
short of the meaning of life itself.

As observers of native American dance,
the ritual movements cannot evoke in us the
images and teelings they do tor the dancers
and others in their culture, nor can we ap-
preciate the real-world accomplishments of
the ritual process which make life possible
for the people we watch. Perhaps because
of the primacy of the creativity of the occa-
sion, we sense its significance and are
moved by it; but when we take away the
graspable dance features and attempt to ap-
propriate them, we are left dancing out
empty forms. And it does not rain.

—Sam . Gill



FULL CIRCLE/A Readers’ Forum

PARABOLA is interested in an exchange of ideas
and points of view through the active participation
of its readers. We welcome your letters and com-
ments on the issues raised in our pages. Please ad-

dress all correspondence to:
The Editor, PARABOLA, 150 Fifth Avenue,
New York, N.Y. 10011

[ was interested in your comments about
the classic meaning of the teacher-pupil
relationship. The teacher as a specific per-
son who is advanced in knowledge beyond
the pupil and who teaches through » specif-
ic set of disciplines, undoubtedly continues
to be a valid manifestation of the “‘school™
in which we all, as seekers, hope to learn. It
seems possible to me, however, that the
“teacher’” who “appears when the pupil is
ready’”’ may or may not be of this particular
type.

[n the largestsense of the term our
“school ™ is the total specific situation which
we have attracted to ourselves whether or
not that includes a formal teacher and eso-
teric practices. A teacher is anyone who can
awaken us to why we are, and therefore
who we are, in that situation.

If it is time for us to have a teacher in
the formal sense of the term, it must be
assumed that possibility will present itself. I
mention the broader sense of the terms
“teacher’ and “‘school” because it has been
personally important to me and may be
useful to others. We can, after all, be asleep
in our dreams of our teachers, too, and not
notice that today our school and our teacher
is that insufferable colleague at work.

— James Hunter

Lincoln, ME

Letters to the editor often take the form of
criticism and debate. This letter is of an-
other sort, intended as encouragement and
thanks. There are many aspects of your
magazine that I find exciting, but perhaps

the most useful for me is its ability to open
doors, to provide a fresh and new way in
which toview “old ’ideas. In the issue

“The Trickster,’(Vol.IV, No. 1) the articles
stopped me, mid-motion, as I hurried
through my days, and held me with a ques-
tion. P.L. Travers’ article, ““The Third
Son,”’ resurrected classic fairy tale themes,
as she so often does, and placed them in the
context of search and self-study. I read and
suddenly found myself stimulated, thoughts
churning as [ began to see these classic
themes in new ways, and I felt on the edge
of some discovery of my own.

For most of us, the days are cluttered
and busy with ordinary preoccupations. It is
a special gift to read and be touched, more
deeply than usual...to be filled with the
opportunity to view all that is ordinary in
an extraordinary way. Each time I read
D.M. Dooling’s Focus something of the best
of thinking is called forth in me...a concept
is set out and a corresponding “‘inner con-
cept’’ steps forward to meet it and therein I
experience something of real learning. My
day is a bit changed and I am moved to
wonderment.

— Laura Faye Taxel

Cleveland Heights, O

Each time [ read PARABOLA I feel grateful
for its existence. In one way or another, the
articles affirm the idea of searching for
meaning—and this kind of aftirmation is
not so easy to find.

[ would like to pass on an idea for a
future issue. All my life [ have been drawn
to the idea of monasticism. After spending
short periods in monasteries, I come away
teeling that there 1s something quite alive in
these places. There are monks and hermits
who embody a living spirituality. They
were not as cut off from life as [ had ex-
pected and contact with them provided a
source of help long after being in their
presence. Would it be possible for



PARABOLA to do an 1ssue on monasticism,
including interviews or dialogues with
monks or nuns?

Also, I disagree with the reader who
believes that poetry has no place in
PARABOLA. Hasn't poetry always been a
strong vehicle for exploring and communi-
cating higher ideas? Maybe PARABOLA can
discover some poetry that is contemporary
and yet not terrible. [ haven’t read any for a
long time.

— Peter O'Hearn

San Francisco, CA

Though naturally flattered I cannot allow
your error to pass in silence. On page fifty
of the “Trickster’ issue (Vol.IV. No. 1) you
attribute to me what in fact belongs to
Arthur Rimbaud. In May, 1871 that formi-
dable adolescent (sixteen years old) wrote
to a schoolmaster: ““The poet makes himself
a seer by a long, prodigious, and rational dis-
ordering ot all the senses’ (italics his).

[t may interest you that there was a
fuller version of this written two days earli-
er to another teacher.

[’'m lousing myselt up as much as I can these
days. Why? I want to be a poet, and [ am work-
ing to make myself a seer: you won't understand
this at all, and [ hardly know how to explain 1t
to you. The point is, to arrive at the unknown
by the disordering of all the senses. The sufterings
are enormous, but one has to be strong, to be
born a poet, and I have discovered I am a poet. It
is not my fault. It is a mistake to say: I think.
One ought to say: [ am thought...

[ is someone else. So much the worse tor the
wood if it find itself a violin, and contempt to
the heedless who argue about something they
know nothing about!

Frankly, I believe Rimbaud would have
laughed (rather unholily and not without a
certain scorn) to find himself ranged with
such worthies in such a magazine under
such a rubric as ““Holy Laughter.” For his
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own opinion ot his experiments, seen from
the ripe perspective of eighteen, see the
section entitled “"'Ravings II"" in A Season in
Hell.

Rimbaud wrote in French, and my cita-
tions are taken from the Penguin volume of
his verse, translated by Oliver Bernard.

— Unknown

Knowing your reputation for scholarship and
honesty, we were confident we would flush out the
real author’s name by signing yours. Thanks for
not disappointing us.  —The Editors

As an armchair anthropologist who remains
dismayed at the attempts of anthropology
(and the social sciences in general) to be so
“scientific’’ that it becomes an arid ex-
change among academic specialists, I con-
gratulate Ms. Myerhott and PARABOLA for
thisrecentarticle which openstoamore
general public the insights an anthropologist
can gather. The insights Ms. Myerhoft
draws from her work with the old people at
the Jewish Center in Venice— particularly
the comments she makes about possible
sources of the women's vitality—can be
useful in the daily life of anyone who reads
the article. (I asked my husband to read the
article just to be reminded not to invest all
his energy and feelings of worth about
himself in outer work activities.) In the
quest for meaning which we all so deeply
share in these times, 1t 1s writings such as
Ms. Myerhoff’s which stand as lanterns—
lighting our connection to the past, to tradi-
tional sources, and also enlightening us as to
how we can use that connection to ease our
passage to the tuture.

Thank you, creators of PARABOLA, for
offering us all yet another sumptuous feast
in the issue on “"Androgyny.” And thank
you, particularly, for including Ms.
Myerhoft’s contribution.

—Linda Sussman

Los Angeles, CA
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To the universe
; belongs the dancer.
| Eldlﬂé’ H. PdgelS Whoever does not dance

does not know what happens. !

These lines, attributed to Jesus, occur in the
“Round Dance of the Cross,” the ritual for
a sacred dance included in the Acts of John,

| one of the most remarkable texts that sur-
l NI l ERSE vived from the early Christian movement.
The Acts tells how Jesus, anticipating arrest,

gathered his followers into a circle, holding

B l :' ON ‘ hands, to dance, while he himself stood in
the center, intoning a mystical chant:

Before he was arrested. . . he assembled us all, and
said, “‘Before I am delivered to them, let us sing a
hymn to the Father, and so go to meet what lies
before us.”” So he told us to form a circle, holding
one another’s hands, and he himself stood in the
middle and said, “‘Answer Amen to me.’” So he
bqqarz fo sing the hyrm;r and to say,

1THE DANCER

Glory be to thee, Father.
And we circled around him,
and answered him, Amen.

Glory be to thee, Logos:
Glory be to thee, Grace. Amen.

Glory be to thee, Spirit:
Glory be to thee, Holy One:
Glory be to thy Glory. Amen.

We praise thee, Father:
We thank thee, Light:
In whom darkness dwelleth not. Amen.

~J



And why we give thanks, I will tell you.
[ will be saved,

And I will save. Amen.

I will be released,

And I will release. Amen.

I will be wounded,
And I will wound. Amen.

I will be born,

And I will bear. Amen.

[ will eat,

And I will be eaten. Amen. .. .2

Although they claim to be based on ear-
ly traditions (c. 100-300 A.D.) concerning
John, the disciple of Jesus, the Acts of John
were condemned as heresy. Pope Leo the
Great, in the fifth century, decreed that
such writings, which “contain a hotbed of
manifold perversity, should not only be for-
bidden, but altogether removed and burnt
with fire.”’3 But the Acts survived, copied
and shared secretly among Christians who
dared to risk heresy.

But those who revered the Acts of John
did not actually consider themselves here-
tics. They insisted that they, not the ortho-
dox, understood the true meaning of Christ
and his teaching. The movement they rep-
resent is called gnosticism, from the Greek
word gnosis, translated as knowledge, or in-
sight, since these Christians claimed to
“know’’ secret mysteries kept hidden from
“the masses.”” So the Acts of John takes up a
saying of Jesus from the New Testament
(““...this generation...is like children sitting
in the market places and calling to their
playmates, “We piped to you, and you did
not dance; we wailed, and you did not
mourn,’ ~ Matthew 11.16-17) and places it
In a2 new context: |

I will pipe,
Dance, all of you. Amen.

I will mourn,
Beat you all your breasts. Amen.

The twelfth number
dances on high. Amen.

8

To the universe
belongs the dancer. Amen.

Whoever does not dance
does not know what happens. Amen. .. .4

Was the “Round Dance of the Cross™
actually danced? Whether Jesus himself
danced with his disciples we do not know;
so tar as [ know there is no other testimony
that claims he did. But early gnostic Chris-
tiansused the ““Round Dance toenacta
sacred ritual dance. The leader of the group,
representing Christ, stood in the center,
speaking Jesus’ lines; the others circled
around, chanting ““Amen” in response to his
singing. When the text directs that Christ
himself joins in the dance, the leader danced
betore them. By identifying himself as
Christ, he demonstrated the “mystery”
that, Jesus says, "I showed to you and to the
rest in my dance.”” What is that mystery?
According to the Acts of John, Jesus explains
that everyone who dances—not just the
leader—1is to “‘see yourself in Me who am
speaking,”” and to recognize that Christ’s
suffering is actually the suffering of all
humanity:

I am a mirror to you

who know me. Amen.

I am a door to you

who knock on me. Amen.
I am a way to you,

the traveler. Amen.

Now if you follow

my dance,

see yourself

in Me who am speaking,

and when you have seen what I do,
keep silence about my mysteries. ..

You who dance, consider
what I do, for yours is

this passion of humanity
which I am to suffer.

For you could by no means
have understood what you suffer



unless to you, as the Word,
I was sent by the Father. ..
What I am you shall see
when you come yourself.

As each participant comes to recognize
his own mystical identification with Christ,
he learns to transcend human suffering. The
dance closes as Christ declares:

As for me,

if you would understand what I was,
by the word I mocked at all things,
and I was not mocked at all,

I exulted:

but understand the whole,

and when you have understood it, say,
Glory be to thee, Father.

Say again with me,
Glory be to thee, Father.

Glory be to thee, Word.
Glory be to thee, Spirit. Amen.5

John explains that:

After the Lord had danced with us, my beloved, he

went out. And we were like people amazed or fast
asleep, and we fled this way and that way. And so
I saw him suffer, and did not wait by his suffering,
but fled to the Mount of Olives and wept at what
had come to pass. And when he was hung (upon
the cross) on Friday, at the sixth hour of the day
there came a darkness over the whole earth.”

John relates that as he sat in a cave grieving
during the crucifixion, Christ suddenly
appeared to him in a vision:

And my Lord stood in the middle of the cave and
gave light to it and said, “‘[ohn, for the people
below in Jerusalem I am being given gall and
vinegar to drink. But to you I am speaking, and
listen to what I speak.”’

In this vision, Christ explains to John the
paradox of human experience— that while
the mortal being suffers, the divine being
within simultaneously transcends suffering:

So then I have suffered none of those things which
they will say of me; even that suffering which I
showed to you and to the rest in my dance, I will
that it be called a mystery. For what you are, I
have shown you. .. You hear that I suffered, yet I

suffered not; and that I suffered not, yet I did
suffer; and that I was pierced, yet I was not

wounded; that I was hanged, yet I was not hanged;
that blood flowed from me, yet it did not flow.. .8

Having received this vision, John relates
that he went out, and laughed at the crowds
who saw only the physical events of Christ’s
torture and execution, failing to perceive
his spiritual triumph over suffering:

I laughed at them all, since he had told me what
they said about him, and I held this one thing fast
in my mind, that the Lord had enacted everything
as a symbol.?

What did this ritual dance mean to
those who performed it? First, they came to
recognize their own identification with
Christ; second, they learned the paradox of
human suffering, and so claimed to tran-
scend it. But orthodox Christians con-
demned this mystical writing, convinced
that such teaching would rob Christ of his
uniqueness, and deprive Christian tradition
of its reverence tor his human vulnerability
—and our own.

Notes

1. Acts of John 95.16-17, in: Hennecke-Schneemelcher,
New Testament Apocrypha (translated from the German,

Neutestamentliche Apokryphen), Philadelphia, 1964, vol-
ume 2.229, (hereafter cited as NT Apocrypha).

2. Acts of John 94-95.8, in: NT Apocrypha 2.227-228.

3. Leo the Great, Letters, 15.15.

4. Acts of John 95.12-17, in: NT Apocrypha 2.229.

5. Acts of John 95.25-96.40, in: N'T Apocrypha 2.230-231.
6. Acts of John 96.47-51, in: NT Apocrypha 2.231-232.

7. Acts of].:}hﬂ 97, in: NT Apocrypha 2.232.

8. Acts of John 101, in: NT Apocrypha 2.234.

9. Acts of John 102, in: NT Apocrypha 2.234-235.



EPICYCLE

The Plain of Truth

10

Our contributing editor, Roger Lipsey, brought this fragment from Plutarch toour
attention, along withawarning: ““An eminent classicist told me that this vision
may wellbe considered an example of philosophical quackery among the ancient
Greeks— something common enough in the period. 1 advise reprinting it, how-
ever, with the notion that the ‘mistakes’ of a great person can often be more reveal-
ing thanwhat ordinary mortals get right.”’

"I do not hesitate to favor you with a narrative about a
man, not a Greek, whom I had great difticulty in finding,
and then only by dint of long wanderings, and after
paying large sums for information. It was near the
Persian Gulf that I found him, where he holds a meeting
with human beings once every year; and there I had an
opportunity to talk with him and met with a kindly
reception. The other days of his life, according to his
statement, he spends in association with roving nymphs
and demigods. He was the handsomest man I ever saw in
personal appearance and he never suttered from any
disease, inasmuch as once each month he partook of the
medicinal and bitter fruit of a certain herb. He was
practised in the use of many tongues; but with me, for the
most part, he spoke a Doric which was almost music.
While he was speaking, a fragrance overspread the place,
as his mouth breathed forth a most pleasant perfume.
Besides his learning and his knowledge of history, always
at his command, he was inspired to prophesy one day in
each year when he went down to the sea and told of the
future. Potentates’ and kings’ secretaries'-would come
each year and depart. His power of prophecy he referred
to the demigods..."

“But,”” said I, ““did your far-away friend set a limit to
the number of worlds, as Plato did, or did you not go so



far as to sound him on this point when you had your
interview with him?”

“Was it not likely, " said Cleombrotus, ““that on
anything touching these matters, if on nothing else, I
should be an inquisitive and eager listener, when he so
graciously put himself at my disposal and gave me the
opportunity? He said that the worlds are not infinite in
number, nor one, nor five, but one hundred and eighty-
three, arranged in the form of a triangle, each side of the
triangle having sixty worlds; of the three left over each is
placed at an angle, and those that are next to one another
are in contact and revolve gently as in a dance. The inner
area of the triangle is the common hearth of all, and is
called the Plain of Truth, in which the accounts, the
torms, and the patterns of all things that have come to
pass and of all that shall come to pass rest undisturbed;
and round about them lies Eternity, whence Time, like
an ever-flowing stream, is conveyed to the worlds.
Opportunity to see and to contemplate these things is
vouchsafed to human souls once in ten thousand years if
they have lived goodly lives; and the best of the initiatory
rites here are but a dream of that highest rite and initia-
tion; and the words of our philosophic inquiry are framed
to recall these fair sights there—else 1s our labor vain.
This,”” said he, “‘is the tale I heard him recite quite as
though it were in some rite of mystic initiation, but
without offering any demonstration or proof of what he

said.’’

From ““The Obsolescence of Oracles,” pp. 421-22, in Frank Cole Babbitt's
translation of Plutarch’s Moralia, vol. V, Loeb Classical Library.

11



"l ) _--l'~
COTTTTITINN
TN
I"'I- = ‘\\“
'Y, vl l=s ‘«‘\\

Z
Y,

4
?
A
4;&
¢’

L4
."l'

a®

) oy 0%

=

&=

(=3
D T
ST (A =

==l =g =g -F =%

:
HIHF
BRI

S
Q

7 ST ST S, '

‘.-------'

12

LABYRINTHS

by Rosemary Jeanes

The intrinsic form of the labyrinth suggests
movement and inspires dance. The dancer
recreates the pattern and treads with care
each step of the way, winding and unwind-
ing, following leader and thread. Yet as one
looks and moves through the labyrinth, one
can perceive it as a metaphor for the Jour-
ney, the Dance of Life. Then the pattern
and the dance become reflections of the
greater mystery, and a means through
which people can come to terms with their
meanderings through time and space. The
power of the labyrinth lies in the secrets it
holds and in its way of capturing, for an
instant, the unknowable.

Our cultural heritage provides a legacy
of dances associated with the labyrinth,
notably Theseus’ dance celebrating his suc-
cessful venture into the Cretan maze, and
the circling dances tollowing the labyrinth
design inlaid on floors of medieval Euro-
pean churches. A more recent dance on the
labyrinth theme 1s Martha Graham’s “Er-
rand into the Maze.”” The choreography
and design draw on the mythological motifs
—gate or threshold, Minotaur and thread.
Yet the interpretation is primarily psycho-
logical, presenting a woman's struggle with
her own fear. To move into the realm of
sacred dance, one must trace the pattern
back in time to the mythological sources
and explore the religious dances which
echoed the traditional symbolism.

The Cretan labyrinth was designed to
confuse, for its wandering and devious
paths made it difficult for even its architect,
Daedalus, to find his way back to the en-



trance. The innermost sanctuary held its
challenge, the Minotaur, half-bull/half-
man, to whom Athenian youths and maid-
ens were sacrificed every nine years. Of his
own choice, Theseus undertook the task to
slay the Minotaur in order to free Athens
from its terrible tribute, and to further his
own journey as a hero and his right to king-
ship. However, even Theseus could not
traverse the difficulties of the labyrinth

alone. His guidance came from the princess

Ariadne who made her gift of the golden
thread. Perhaps she knew the secret of the
design through the dances in which she par-
ticipated on the dance floor at Knossos, also
crafted by Daedalus. A description from
The Iliad likens part of the movement of this
dance to the potter at his wheel, suggesting
knowledge and concentration, and conjur-

ing up images of circling and centering. The

other dance, performed by Theseus and his
companions at Delos, was taught by Daed-
alus specifically to depict the wanderings in
the maze. One might conjecture that it was
only after learning the dance for himself
that Theseus could and did abandon his
guide, Ariadne.

But why the dance? And what mystery

did it re-enact? The significance lies in the

direction of spiralling inward, circling from

right to left towards the sacred space of the
center. For Theseus the center held the
menace of death, but also the possibility of
initiation to greater power and knowledge.
Then the reversal of direction in order to
emerge from the labyrinth symbolizes re-
birth. These circles of involution and evo-
lution were danced by Theseus and his men,
linking themselves to each other and to the
pattern by a rope which stood for the gold-
en thread. The labyrinth becomes the path
to death, to wisdom and to rebirth. Com-
bined with the innate nature of a circling
dance, to concentrate both energy and fo-
cus, it transforms the outer form into an

inner realization, thus evoking a sense of
timelessness.

The central theme of death and rebirth
is particularly significant in the Theseus
story. His labyrinth adventure can be seen
as the prototype for a later mission of his
life, his descent to the Underworld and his
eventual return to life. For other Athenians
the labyrinth was certain death, and Hades
a place of no return. However, Theseus,
having passed the first test, was prepared to

Above: Labyrinth in Chartres Cathedral
Facing: Labyrinth in Amiens Cathedral

attempt the second. Classical literature
contirms the labyrinth as a link with the
underworld, since it is the same pattern
which confronts Aeneas at the cave of the
Sibyl as he begins his descent into the king-
dom of the dead.

[t is not surprising that the labyrinth, as
the pattern embodying the mysteries of
death and resurrection, was adopted by
Christianity. Among the many mazes found
in medieval churches throughout Europe,
the labyrinth of Chartres Cathedral standsas
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a remarkable example harmonizing belief
and architecture. In France, this and other
labyrinths were known as Chemin de Jeru-
salem, the way ot the pilgrim. Traversing
the circuitous path of the labyrinth on one's
knees served as a substitute for the long and
arduous journey to the holy city itself. In
this Christian version Theseus became the
pilgrim, the Minotaur represented Satan
and the thread of Ariadne was seen as the
grace and intercession of the Virgin Mary.
Another interpretation understood the
twisting complexities of the maze as the
entangling nature of sin which might dis-
tract the Christian from his true path.
However, church labyrinths are generally
unicursal; that is, there is only one path that
encompasses the entire pattern as the way
inevitably leads to the center. This is quite a
ditferent concept from multicursal mazes
that do contain wrong paths which lead
nowhere. The implication is that religious
taith is the thread, for even when the path
seems to take the follower further away
trom his goal, nevertheless through perse-
verance the goal is indeed accessible.

A ritual dance representing the mystery
of Christ’s conquest of death was for centu-
ries a revered part of Easter festivities. A
decree of 1396 preserves the rules of such a
dance at Auxerres Cathedral, called the
“Pelota.” This was a kind of ball game
which symbolized the resurrection and
blessedness of Christ. The Dean and priests
gathered in the western part of the cathe-
dral, the direction nearest to the setting and
dying sun. They formed a long chain and
pertformed a three-step circling dance
around the labyrinth set in the floor. While
moving, they sang an ancient Easter hymn,
“Victimae Paschali laudes, " telling of the
glory of Christ’s resurrection, and they
circulated a special ball from one to anoth-
er. The Easter celebrations were concluded
with a feast followed by evensong.



The ball of the *“Pelota”™ was thought to
represent the sun, which was a recognized
symbol for Christ, ““sol invictus,”” “‘sol
justitiae,  from early Christian times. The
connection of Christ with the sun echoes a
popular beliet that if one rose early on
Easter morning one could see the sun danc-
ing. In his book, Religious Dances, E.L.
Backman suggests that this belief is “‘a
survival of early medieval mysticism in
which Christ the resurrected was conceived
as dancing forth from the underworld.”
The location of the Auxerres labyrinth,
near the west door, confirmed the associa-
tion with the underworld into which Christ
descended in order that he might rise again
as light from the east.

Inscriptions from church labyrinths are
revealing in their messages. The text of the
maze in St. Savino, Piacenza, simply stated,
“This labyrinth reveals the structure of the
world.” Another stone from a labyrinth
preserved in Lyons Museum is more
elaborate:

Look upon this mirror and behold in it thine
own mortality!

Thy body shall become dust and food for the

worms,

But thou thyself shalt live eternally; this life 1s
hard to live.

Beg and pray to Christ that thy life may be lived
in Christ

That by the Easter festival thou mayest be
awakened and come out of the labyrinth.

By these five lines of verse [ instruct thee in the

secret of death.

The Christian labyrinth teaches not only
the complexities of life in this world, but

also the secrets of afterlife.
The unknowable is cloaked in the ambi-

guities of the labyrinth. The center is sacred
space and yet it contains the monster with
which seekers must grapple. Once the first
goal is reached, the journey reverses itself

so that the path may continue and the
knowledge guide the new course. For it
becomes clear that the center was never
meant to be a final end but the entrance to a
new labyrinth.

The multitude of humanly wrought
images—in churches, in gardens, on tombs,
In paintings—bear witness to the fascina-
tion that the maze has held for mankind
through the ages. Each image presents a
personal statement in a universal idiom.

t- 4

3

Above. Labyrinth at Rheims Cathedral
Facing: Pattern of a hedge maze

if

Many writers and thinkers have attempted
to explain the meaning and to come to
terms with the symbolism. Perhaps a clue
lies in the dance, which lends itself to direct
experience. For to come to one’s own un-
derstanding, the connections between outer
pattern and inner movement must come
into play. By stepping beyond the realms of
observation, thought, and even time, the
sense of the labyrinth can be experienced in
dynamic motion and internalized through
dance. O
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EPICYCLE

The Nishan Shamaness

16

Adapted from a Manchu folk epic.

In the days of the Ming Dynasty there lived in the town
of Lolo an official, Baldu Bayan. To this man of wealth
and virtue was born a son who, at the age of fifteen, went
hunting at Heng Lang Mountain, where he became ill
and died. When fate thus struck at the roots of Baldu
Bayan'’s heritage, he and his wife doubled their virtuous
works and prayed daily for an heir. Heaven had mercy on
them in their fiftieth year, when a son was born, whom
they named Sergudai.

The young boy soon showed himself to have a clever
mind, and took well to his education. The years passed
swiftly, and at the age of fifteen, he requested of his par-
ents permission to go hunting. Remembering the fate of
their firstborn, Baldu Bayan and his wife were reluctant
to let the boy go, but finally they gave in, and so an ex-
pedition set out for the mountains. With dogs and hawks
they hunted, killing much game. But just as all were re-
joicing in the hunt, Sergudai tell ill with a tever. His ser-
vants made a litter for him and set out for home as if fly-
ing, but along the way the young master spoke to them.
“My illness,”” he said, ““is serious, and I do not know if I
will reach home alive. One ot you must run ahead, and
carry the news to my parents. Beg them not to mourn
excessively: all this was predetermined, and none can es-
cape the fate allotted to him.” At this, his jaw locked and
his eyes became fixed, and the servants saw that he was
dead.

When the news was carried to Baldu Bayan, he could
scarcely believe his mistortune. A funeral was held the
like of which had seldom been seen in those parts. A



great feast was prepared, with food piled as high as the
mountains, and a veritable ocean of drink.

When the ceremony had begun, an old hunchback,
bent over almost double, appeared at the gate. ““Tell the
master,  he said to Baldu Bayan’s servant, ‘““that an old
man wishes to pay his respects to the young man who has
died.” When this message was conveyed, Baldu Bayan
said in reply, “I am touched by this stranger’s courtesy.
Bring him in and let him partake of the feast.” But when
he was brought in, the old man paid no heed to food or
drink, but instead went immediately to the head of the
cotfin and began to mourn the passing of the young mas-
ter. Everyone was brought to tears by the old man’s elo-
quence, and Baldu Bayan gave him his own silken gown
in gratitude. The old man accepted the offering, but sigh-
ing deeply reproached Baldu Bayan, saying, ““My lord,
are you so ready to accept the death of your only son? Is
there no shaman here who can bring him back to life?”
Baldu Bayan replied, “*Alas, in our village there is no
shaman skilled in such things. If you know of one, I
implore you to tell me his whereabouts.”

The old man replied, "My lord, do you not know of
the widow Teteke, the shamaness who lives by the
Nishan River? Go to her, for her powers are greatest of
all.”” Having spoken, the old man walked out the main
gate and, seating himself on a tive-colored cloud, was
immediately transported upwards. ““Surely a god has
come and instructed me!”’ exclaimed Baldu Bayan, and
without wasting another moment, he leapt on his horse
and, ordering his servants to follow, rode straight to the
Nishan River.

At the river, Baldu Bayan saw a woman hanging
clothes on a fence beside her hut. Riding up to her, he
said,‘Elder sister, will you please direct me to the house
of the Nishan shamaness Teteke?” The woman smiled
and said, ““‘She lives on the other side of the river.” Baldu
Bayan wheeled his horse and plunged across the river.
Coming to the place indicated, he found an old man
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smoking his pipe. “Tell me, good sir, where Imight find

the home of Teteke the shamaness.”” The old man laughed
and said, ““You have already met her, and she has tricked
you. When you speak to that one, be respecttul, for she is
not like other shamans. She will deceive you if you are
not careful.” Baldu Bayan crossed the river again, and
rode to the hut. He dismounted and went inside, and
there found an old, white-haired woman and a young
girl. ““Surely the old woman is the shamaness,” he
thought to himself, and knelt before her, but the old
woman said, ‘I am not the shamaness. You have been de-
ceived. This young woman, my daughter-in-law, is
Teteke.” So Baldu Bayan got up and knelt before the
young woman, and implored, “Elder sister, your fame
has spread far and wide. I have heard that your power is
greater than that of twenty ordinary shamans. Will you
not divine the circumstances of death for me? Humbly I
ask this of you, even though it is a great trouble for you.
Please have mercy and let me profit from your fame.”

Teteke smiled and said, “Baldu Bayan, because you
have spoken with respect and humility, I will not deceive
you. I have only just learned shamanizing, and have little
experience. | am afraid my divination will not be cor-
rect. I strongly advise you to seek other shamans, more
experienced and more capable than myselt. Do not be
careless in your grief!”

Then Baldu Bayan wept and implored the shamaness
again and again, until she said at last, “Only because you
came here first with sincere respect and an earnest re-
quest, will I divine the circumstances of death for you.’
Then she washed her face and set out the incense. She
took her drum in her right hand and the drumstick in her
left, chanting “hobage’” and “deyangku” in a beautiful
voice, until the spirit entered her body. With words of
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truth and wisdom she chanted then, recounting with ac-
curacy the circumstances surrounding the death of
Sergudai. She sang of his birth in Baldu Bayan’s fiftieth
year, of his upbringing, and of the hunt. She told of the
killing of many beasts, and of the anger of Ilmun Khan,
Lord of the Underworld, who sent spirits to capture the
soul of Sergudai.

When she had finished singing, Baldu Bayan said,
“All that you have said is true. Please trouble yourself
once more to help this old man, and bring my son back to
life. For this I will give you half of all that [ possess.”’

“Baldu Bayan,” said Teteke, “I will not deceive you.
[ am young and inexperienced: I have not the powers to
accomplish what you ask. Seek capable help elsewhere!
Do not be careless in your grief!” But the old man threw
himself at her feet and wept, begging her to invoke her
powers once more and bring back the soul of his son. At
last Teteke said to him, “"Baldu Bayan, stand up! Once
only, I will try. I I succeed, do not rejoice; if I fail, do
not grieve. Hear my words and give heed!”

When they arrived in the village of Lolo, a feast was
held. After the shamaness had eaten, she washed her face
and struck her drum in prayer, and the assistant shamans
of the village began to sound their drums as well. But so
out of harmony were the drums of the village shamans

that Teteke stopped, saying, “'In such discord as this, how

will I travel to the underworld?”” Then she sent them all
away, and asked for a better assistant, but Baldu Bayan
said, “Elder sister, in our village, there are no capable
shamans. If you have an assistant whom you preter, tell
me his name and [ will have my servants bring him.” “In
my village,”” said Teteke, ““there is a widower of seventy
years of age, Nari, who is well acquainted with the drum
and chant.”

Immediately, Baldu Bayan sent for the old man, and
when he arrived, Teteke said to him 1n a merry voice,
“Noble sir, you have come! Help me, your elder sister,
by the harmony of your drum, in accordance with what
has been established of old. Let me warn you that if you
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are unable, I will flog your backside with a wet leather
drumstick! I will beat your buttocks with a drumstick of
cherry wood!”” Nari replied, “O powertful, strange sha-
maness, I, your younger brother, know this well! I do not
require instruction!”” Then he sat down and immediately
harmonized his drum with hers.

Then at last Teteke put on her costume, the skirts and
bells and the nine-bird feathered cap. Her tall, slender
body began to weave and sway in dance, keeping time to
the beat of Nari’s harmonious drum. Like a trembling
young willow her body moved, reminding all those
present of ancient and beautiful melodies. The soft tune
of her movements winding in the air, her subtle voice
accompanying her every move, she besought the spirits
to come swiftly, to aid in her descent into the under-
world. As she sang, her eyes glazed over and the spirit
came and entered her fully, and she began to tell her as-
sistant, Nari, what he must do to help her:

Lead assistant, standing to the side of me,

Great assistant, standing next to me,

Submissive assistant, standing near,

Clever assistant, standing nearby:

Open your thin ears, listen!

Close your thick ears, listen!

Fasten a rooster to my head,

Fasten a dog to my foot,

Place a hundred pieces of bean paste at my side.
[ am going to a dark place, pursuing a soul.

[ am going to the land of the dead, to fetch back a life.
[ am going to raise a fallen soul.

When I return, trusted assistant,

Throw water around my nose: twenty measures,
Pour water around my face: forty buckets.



Try truly hard to revive me!
Take charge of my return!

When she had uttered these words, Teteke was thrown
to the ground, and her body became rigid. Immediately,
Nari went to her and tied a rooster and a dog to her body
and put the bean paste candies beside her. Then, sitting
next to her, he took up the drum and began to chant,
instructing the spirits to lead the shamaness into the
underworld.

Attended by her spirits, Teteke descended. The
beast-spirits ran, the bird-spirits tlew, and the serpent-
spirits slithered; Teteke herself went along like the
whirlwind until she came to the first river. There she
stopped and looked about for a way to cross, but all she
could see was a little lame old man punting along on the
other side of the river. “Ugly Rogue, " she called out. *I
am Teteke, the shamaness. Come, carry me across the
river. [ will pay you a fee of bean paste candies.”” Ugly
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Rogue heard her and pricked up his ears. Then he came
across the river, rowing half a boat with half an oar. He
said to her, “’If it had been anyone else, [ would not row
them across, but since it is you, come into the boat.”
Teteke got in and Ugly Rogue rowed her to the other
side. There, she gave him three bean paste candies and
sped on, traveling like the wind.

She came next to Red River, but here there was no
boatman, so she summoned her attendant spirits about
her: eagle and wagtail, river serpents and pythons. “All
you spirits,  she sang, “lift me up, terry me across.
Hurry! Reveal your power!”” Then she threw her drum
into the river and stood on top of it. In an instant, the
drum carried her to the other side. She got off, picked up
her drum and, bowing low, lett three bean paste candies
for the river spirit. Then, she sped onwards, looking for
the citadel of [lmun Khan.

[t was not long before she came to the main gate of
the great city of the Underworld, where Ilmun Khan
held sway. At each of the gate posts stood two hutu-
demons, Iron and Blood. ““What person is this,” they
screeched, “who dares to approach this pass? We guard
the citadel of Ilmun Khan. Report your business, and be
quick about it!”” Teteke said to the demons, “'I am the
Nishan shamaness. [ am seeking Monggoldai Nakcu in
the land of the dead.”” Then she letft her name-tally and
three bean-paste candies for each of the demons, and was
allowed to pass. Three such gates did she pass; at each she
was challenged, and at each she left her name-tally and
payment before passing through. Thus she came at last to
the gate of Monggoldai Nakcu. Standing outside the
gate, her skirt bells shaking, the small bells ringing, she

cried out in a beautiful voice, “"‘Monggoldai Nakcu, come



torth! You have in your power a soul who is too young.
Why did you snatch away one who had not attained
tullness of life? If you give him up, I will reward you
greatly. I will not take him away without paying, I shall
leave you a fee. If you do not give him up, my spirits will
make sure it does not go well with you.”

Then Monggoldai Nakcu appeared, laughing. He
looked at Teteke, with her cap waving, the skirt bells
shaking, the small bells ringing out, and said, ‘‘Nishan
shamaness, it is true that I took away the soul of Sergu-
dai, the last-born of Baldu Bayan, but of what concern is
that to you? I did so at the request of [lmun Khan,
because of the slaughter of animals in the mountains.
Now, [lmun Khan has adopted Sergudai as his own son,
and he plays with the other children in the courtyard of
the palace. How could I possibly give him back to you?”’

Teteke answered, her voice clanging like metal,
“Monggoldai Nakcu, this has nothing to do with you. I
have come to retrieve a soul from the land of the dead.
Either I succeed or I fail, but I see you have nothing to do
with it. [ absolve you from all blame it I fail: may your
lord do likewise if I succeed!”” Then she stood back and
raised her voice, banging on her drum and summoning
her spirits.

Great soaring bird, nested on Eastern Mountain!
Sandalwood kingfisher on Cangling Mountain!
Oakwood badger on Mangga Mountain!

Snakes, pythons, tigers and wolverines in rocky lairs!
Golden wagtail, circling the mountain!

Silver wagtail, circling the sea!

Hawks, eagles, vultures, come quickly!

Enter the city, swooping low into the courtyard!

Grasp with your talons, snatch him up, bring him here!
By the strength of your shoulders lifting, bring him here!

Then all her attendant spirits rose up in flight,
ascending like clouds and fog, and tlew over the city to
where Sergudai was playing with the other children in
the courtyard of the palace. Swooping low, they
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snatched him up in their talons and, rising, soared up and
carried him away. The other children ran frightened to
[Imun Khan. “Something has happened to Sergudai!”’
they cried. “Great birds came and seized our brother and
took him away!”

When Ilmun Khan heard this, he was enraged.
Quickly, he summoned Monggoldai Nakcu before him,
and charged him with the responsibility for Sergudai’s
abduction. Calmly and with complete composure Mong-
goldai Nakcu said to [lmun Khan, “This is no doubt the
doing of Teteke, the Nishan shamaness, who has acquired
great fame even in the short time she has been in the
realm of the dead. I will go in pursuit of her: she cannot
have gone far.”” Then, without another word, he set off
1n pursuit.

Meanwhile, Teteke, rejoicing greatly in her success,
ran like the whirlwind, holding the hand of young
Sergudai, retracing her steps. Through the three gates of

the city she ran, and sped forward towards Red River.

Just as she came in sight of the river, however, Mong-

goldai Nakcu called out to her. “Elder sister, ” he called,
“wait a moment! s it proper to snatch away a soul from
the Underworld, leaving no payment? With ditficulty I
brought him here, spending a great deal of effort. Con-
sider the matter well! It is not in keeping with good
principles for you to take him away like this, making no
payment.

Teteke stopped at this, and considered his words. She
said, ““Monggoldai Nakcu, this is indeed an important
matter. Come, let us strike a bargain now, and make a
contract for all time.”” Then she handed to Monggoldai
Nakcu three pieces of bean paste candy, buthe replied,



"“The fee you give is too small. Won’t you increase it a
little?”” Teteke gave him three more pieces, but Mong-
goldai Nakcu said, “If my lord, Ilmun Khan, receives
this, his anger will not be assuaged. Indeed, he will only
be offended still further. Please, give me the rooster that
you have brought with you, and the dog also, for no-
where in the Underworld is there a rooster to wake
[Imun Khan in the morning, nowhere a dog to take with
him hunting.”

Then Teteke answered, “I will give them to you, but
only if you will agree to lengthen the lifespan of this
young boy."" To this, Monggoldai Nakcu replied, “Very
well, Nishan shamaness, [ will add twenty years to his
life.”

The shamaness replied, “*Since you would take him
when his snivel is not yet dry, it is not enough,’” and
Monggoldai Nakcu said, ““Then I will add thirty years to
his life.”

Teteke said, “*Since you would take him when his
mind 1s still unsettled, it is not enough,”” and the other
replied, ““Then I will add torty years to his life.”

““Since you would take him when he has not yet
received honor and nobility, it 1s not enough.”

“I will add fifty years.”

“Since you would take him when he is not yet wise
and worthy, it is not enough.”

“I will add sixty years.”

“Since you would take him when he has not yet
learned to use bow and arrow, it is not enough.”’

“I will add seventy years.”

“Since you would take him when he has not yet
learned craftsmanship, it is not enough.”

“I will add eighty years.”

“Since you would take him when he does not yet
understand the affairs of his age, it is not enough.

““Nishan shamaness,’’ said Monggoldai Nakcu, “you
drive a hard bargain. Very well then, I will add ninety
years to Sergudai’s lifespan: more, I cannot. Up to the
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age of sixty, Sergudai will have no illness. Up to age one
hundred, he will not be frail. Eight sons of his nine
children will put a generation in motion. And until his
hair turns white, his teeth turn yellow, his waist becomes
bent, his eyes grow dim, and his teet begin to drag, he
will urinate standing up and defecate sitting down.”

Then and then only did Teteke thank Monggoldai
Nakcu, and give him the rooster and dog. ““Whenever
you wish them to come to you, " she said, “call the
rooster by saying Ashi, and the dog by saying Ceo.”” So
Monggoldai Nakcu turned his face towards the city, and
Teteke took Sergudai by the hand and began to run
towards Red River. But as soon as he was by himself,
Monggoldai Nakcu said to the rooster,” " Ashi,”” and to the
dog, “Ceo,”” but lo and behold, they immediately ran off
after the Nishan shamaness! So Monggoldai ran after her
once more, pleading with her to stop. I beg of you,”” he
called, ““do not deceive me like this. How will things be
if, having taken the soul of young Sergudai, you also play
such tricks on I[lmun Khan?"’ Teteke laughed in triumph
and said, "I have joked with you enough, Monggoldai
Nakcu. I will tell the truth now: call the rooster by
saying Gu, and the dog by saying Eri.”” Monggoldai
Nakcu said these words to the rooster and dog on the
spot, and immediately they followed close by him,
wagging head and tail.

Finally, then, Teteke and Sergudai came to the banks
of Red River, where the shamaness paid a fee to the lord
of the river and took Sergudai across with her on her
drum. Then they came to the ferry of Ugly Rogue, who
remembered her and exclaimed, “Truly may you be
called a powerful shamaness! Let me carry you across in
honor!”” And he rowed them across in his half a boat with



halt an oar. Teteke paid him a fee and set out again, and
so came at last to the home of Baldu Bayan.

As soon as the chief assistant, Nari, saw that Teteke
had returned, he followed her instructions to the letter,
pouring twenty measures of water around her nose, and
forty buckets of water around her face. He sought to
revive her, and chanted words of power and magic to
bring her back. Calling her spirits, eagles and wagtails,
badgers and pythons, he implored them to revive her, and
as he did so, her limbs began to tremble. Suddenly, she
sprang up and sang of her adventure, and when she had
done so, she was thrown on her back again. As Nari
revived her with incense, she herself fanned the soul of
young Sergudai, and as Teteke awakened, Sergudai
suddenly came to and in a thick voice asked for a bowl of
water. " '['ve been asleep a long time,”” he said, “‘and have
had strange dreams.”

The whole house of Baldu Bayan rejoiced then, and
told Sergudai what had in fact happened to him, and that
he owed his life to the efforts of the Nishan shamaness.
Sergudai, hearing this, bowed low before her and
thanked her, and his father, Baldu Bayan, his eyes
glowing, said, “"Truly you are a divine and powerful sha-
maness. Lady, if you had not in your kindness brought
back the soul of my son, the root would have been broken
off!” Then he made good his promise, and gave to her
half of all that he owned. Nor did he forget Nari, the
chief assistant, but rewarded him and praised him for his
efforts. ““What was all the bother?”” said Nari, "My
throat is a little dry, but if there were any dangers, any
suffering, it was my elder sister, Teteke, who was in
danger, it was she who suffered.” Teteke laughed and
said, “Younger brother, there is a saying: ‘If we consider
2 shaman equal to three parts, then there must be a good "~
assistant of seven parts to bring her back to life.” " And |
with this, they prepared a great feast, and everyone ate
and drank so much that they all became very drunk.

—Retold by Paul Jordan-Smith
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A PARADIGM OF NAVAJO DANCE

by David McAllester

A huge fire thunders under the night sky.
The flames burst upward with irresistible
force, sparks tower into the darkness. A
crowd of two thousand people stands at a
distance around the fire waiting patiently.
On the periphery of the danceground small-
er fires warm family groups of spectators
and the incense of pinyon, cedar and sage-
brush fills the air. Suddenly, naked human
figures appear carrying thick ropes of cedar
bark. They run around the fire, sunwise,
and their bodies change from black silhou-
ettes to brilliantly lighted paint-daubed
grotesques as they circle the flames. They

crawl towards the fire, trying to avoid the
intense heat, and push one end of their
cedar ropes into the coals until it is ignited.
Now as they race about the bonfire they
brandish the blazing bark torches and show-
er themselves and the others with sparks
and flaming bits of bark.

Then they are gone and you know that
fire deities have come out of their mountain
homes to lend their presence for its healing
power in a Mountain Chant ceremony. The
ritual is being performed to drive out evil
influences and restore harmony for some af-
flicted member of the Navajo community.
We have just seen the Fire Dance, a vital
part of the Navajo culture, handed down
from their ancient past. Our only clues to
its early origin are in the myth and ritual
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poetry of the ceremony; its meaning has
been transmitted in the oral tradition, pos-
sibly from beginnings in central Asia.

On another part of the reservation an
announcer s voice blares over the PA sys-
tem at the Navajo Nation Tribal Fair. The
calt-roping and bulldogging took place in
the afternoon and now the evening is for
showtime. “‘Ladies and gentlemen, the next
event will be the Juniors’ Fancy Dance.
Will the contestants take their places in
front of the judges’ box, please?”

A heavy drum-beat rises from a group
of singers sitting on folding chairs around a

bass drum which rests horizontally on a
sturdy stand. Half a dozen singers are drum-
ming in unison. A favorite kind of drumstick
1s made of a springy length of fiberglass
fishing-rod with a padded head of sheepskin
or angora goatskin with the fur outside.
The thin, piercing wail of Northern Plains
Grass Dance singing rises above the drum-
ming. The dancers, splendid in porcupine-
hair roaches, feather bustles, ribbons and
mirrors, perform dazzling feats of footwork
while they gaze coolly into space. Not a
feather or a ribbon may come loose from
the costume or the dancer will be disquali-
fied for a prize that could come to several
hundred dollars. When the singing and
drumming rush to a sudden end, the danc-
er's foot must come down precisely on the
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Indians based in Albuquerque, New Mexico.
Their name means “‘Crossing of Indian
Tribes,” but the song is “‘She’s My Every-
thing,” just as any other Rock group would
perform it. Many of the young people at the
dance are shy. Some of the girls are dancing
together. But there are expert Rock dance
couples and one pair is doing Disco steps
right out of Saturday Night Fever. We are
watching a vital part of Navajo culture,
some of it as new as this year. It is learned
at school, at the movies and on television.
[ts forms are a mixture of the art and folk
dances of Europe, Africa and America.

All three of these dance manifestations
are “'Navajo Dance.” To restrict the term
to forms from ““traditional”” Navajo culture
such as the Fire Dance, the Squaw Dance
from the Enemyway ceremonial, or the
Corral Dance from Shootingway, would be
to isolate a section of space in present his-
tory or time in past history and label it
“Navajo.”’ But the Navajos live in a present
which is not only richly imbued with their
own past but also deeply intermingled with
the present (and past) of the other cultures

Fancy Dancer

last beat. An extra step 1s another sign of an
inexperienced dancer.

Though the style of music, dance and around them. |
costume are entirely those of the Plains Some Navajos never dange beca}ls§ they
tribes such as the Sioux, Ponca or Cheyenne, are members of fundamentalist Christian
most of the singers, dancers and spectators SCeLs that regard dagcmg as an invitation to
are Navajos. We are watching a Powwow,  Sin- There are Navajos who attend ceremo-

nials and have no more idea than any non-
Indian tourist of the cosmic, symbolic mean-
ings of the accompanying dances. Other

a vital part of Navajo culture. The style and
accoutrements were learned at school or

from attending other Powwows. The Fancy _ _ _ ‘
Dance is one of several features of these Navajos consider such things old-fashioned

pan-Indian dances and get-togethers that and ﬁnd the expression of their own inter-
take place all over the United States. They ~ ©€StS 1D CO““FW and Western concerts and

can be seen in New York and Chicago as records and in Rock and Disco dances. It is
well 55t Iame Deerand XWindow Rock as difficult to characterize Navajo dance as

They became a part of Navajo fairs as re- it would be to characterize Detroit dance.
cently as ten years ago Mormon Navajos at Brigham Y oung Uni-

At Chinle, the high school auditorium is versity may know more about the Hula and
packed. The participants are mostly teen- the Varsovienne than most other American
agers, but spectators of all ages are there. college students. A Navajo at Radcliffe may
The music comes from a stereo and was attend the Jottrey Ballet or the Grand

recorded by ““Xit,””a Rock group of urban Kabuki. | |
[t is testimony to the range of Navajo

experience that there are so many dance
forms which are a part of their lives. Many
Navajo homes have television, thousands of
Navajos traveled all over the world in the
United States Armed Forces, thousands are
now settled off the reservation in search of
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jobs in the big cities. Still there is an identi-
ty, coming to be known as being one of the
“Navajo Nation.” It is based on a common
history, on something of a consensus on
what ““traditional’ values are, and on a
sharp consciousness of speaking a unique
language. If we were to take the three kinds
of dance as a kind of paradigm—three
points across the spectrum where there are
large clusters of interest—we might get a
sense, through their dance, of who these
Navajos are as they, like the rest of us, un-
dergo rapid cultural change.

[ would like to advance the thesis that
all three genres of dance are “‘sacred.”
Something happens in each one, by means
of music and movement, that lifts the lives
of the participants out of their ordinary
courses to a plane that would have to be
called transcendent. I will consider all three
here, stressing qualities of thought and per-
ception that seem to be particularly Navajo.

Rock Navajos. They are young, they
want to be “‘with it.” They speak fluent
English but they also speak their own brand
of slangy Navajo. Some of themlearned to
read and write in Navajo in grammar school
before they went on to English. They love
Country and Western music and Rock n’
Roll and when they advertise in the Navajo
Times for a pen pal they are likely to indi-
cate their favorite song almost as part of
their personalities. Some of them are film
and recording stars or well-known Gospel
singers. They, along with other Navajo pro-

fessionals, usually include “Navajo’” when
they identify themselves publicly: Arliene
Nofchissey, Navajo, actress, singer and
composer, and concert star; R.C. Gorman,
Navajo, painter; Fred Young, Navajo, nu-
clear scientist. If you were to ask any of the
young Rock enthusiasts what dance means
to them they would not articulate the an-
swer in symbolic terms. They might say,
“Man, I dance because that’s when I feel
alive!”” Or they might say, “My friend, I
don’t dance, but I sure like to watch all
those folks jumping around.”

But if you got into a serious conversa-
tion with a Navajo intellectual and asked if
a Rock dance was secular and a ceremonial
dance was sacred, there would be a hesita-
tion. Such neat separations are not a part of
Navajo religious thinking. The phrase,
hozh(§, could refer to a dance hall full of
young people having a good time or it could
equally refer to a household that has been
restored ceremonially to good health and
serenity aftera time of crisisand apprehen-
sion. Ho- means “‘place,”” or “environment,’
or “‘conditions.” It is one of seven third per-
son singular pronouns; -zhgg; is a verb stem
indicating a process of beauty, harmony,
blessedness, intensity—one comes back to
that word, “transcendent.”” Hozh{{ is one of
the central concepts in Navajo philosophy.
[t occurs in every blessing song and at the
end of almost every prayer. Hé’zhgnahasdfﬁ’,
““conditions of harmony have again been
restored,  usually repeated four times, is
the Navajo formula for ultimate good.

Motion is a key to sacred power in
Navajo thought. Wind is the basic meta-
phor of the power of motion. Speech, song
and prayer are wind in motion shaped by
the added power of human articulation. It
follows that all songand allmovement par-
take of this power and this is why a thoughtful
Navajo might hesitate to categorize a Rock
dance as merely secular. Energy has conse-

’

Indian disc jockey
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quences. People moving together in con-
structive ways must be building hozhgg. The
element of repetition in Rock which to un-
sympathetlc Europeans may signal “‘com-
mon,  or ' boring,” would, to many
Navajos, have the opposite connotation of
focused energy accumulating with each re-
currence. It means this to most young peo-
ple, anywhere, engaged in Rock dance. It is
valuable for us to realize that a dance form
that may seem to some of us at the furthest
remove from the sacred may not be so con-
sidered even by its practitioners in our own
culture. A Navajo perspective might enable
us to understand the rapture of our own
children.

Powwow Navajos. They, too, are pre-
dominantly young and some of them attend
Rock concerts as well as Powwows. They
also look out from the “‘traditional” Navajo
culture to the outside world. They find ex-
citement and fulfillment in identifying with
the pan-Indian movement that is, in part,
the creation of Hollywood and TV, like the
Rock culture. But the pan-Indian move-
ment also has religious roots in the Ghost
Dance movement of the 1870s and 1890s.
Pan-tribalism, transcending the old local
enmities, was a feature of the Ghost Dance.
The message went from tribe to tribe that
the Messiah was coming again, this time to
help the Indians, all Indians. The meetings
and the great circular dances came to an
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end when the promised Coming failed to
take place, but many of the tribal groups in
the west had learned to meet together and
listen together across the formidable bar-
riers of language and cultural differences.
The Native American Church had a similar
etfect—this was a religion for all Indians. It
included Christianity, but also the worship
of sacred plants and animals, and it fol-
lowed an Indian style of all-night worship.
The vision, sacred to Indian thought, was
almost assured by the sacramental ingestion
of Father Peyote, the small spineless cactus
around which much of the ceremony re-
volved. Other forces leading to pan-tribal
perspectives were the growing importance
of government schools and Indian shows. In
both cases Indians from all over the United
States met and learned from each other.

The Powwow is an occasion for assert-
ing one s Indianness. Its forms are drawn
from the flamboyant culture of the Plains
Indians which has come to typity Indian
values to other Indians as much as it has to
Anglos. The war bonnet, the tipi, the horse-
man, the valorous warrior, have captured
the imagination of the world wherever
Indians are known at all.

In spite of the elements of Hollywood
Westerns, and show business, the Powwow
is inescapably sacred as well. It could not be
otherwise since Indian thought, inclusive,
organic, sees symbolic representations of
life, supernatural power and human rela-
tions with the natural world in every feath-
er, every element of costume design, in the
direction a dancer turns and in the music he
dances to. Powwows begin with prayer and
end with prayer. The dances may be inter-
rupted for additional prayer or the honor-
ing of certain participants with special songs.
Perhaps one source of the cigar-store Indian
stereotype, a wooden-faced, laconic and
over-serious character, is that Indians in
tact do not respond to Anglo frivolity.
There are serious meanings in every part of
life and almost every object in the natural
world. What is hard for outsiders to under-
stand 1s that a Powwow can be a glorious
time to blossom out in a brilliant costume,
to look for interesting encounters with the
opposite sex, to win prize money, to be
Indian, and also to pray to the life forces.



The power of the intricate movement in
a Grass dance, once associated with war, is
now addressed to all the many functions
served by the Powwow. At the end of the
evening the United States flag is often
danced out of the hall or off the dance
ground. The big drum booms solemnly, the
entire assembly follows the flag with a
gentle, meditative step-close, step-close,
step-close. Thoughts of present love of
country and of the war dances of the past
are evoked: the old Indian days when real
eagle teathers were not prohibited by Fed-
eral law; one’s own service in Vietnam:
one’s friends who died there. I have never
danced to my flag except ata Powwow and
the teeling is profoundly moving.

Ceremonial Navajo. It would be hard to
predict which Navajos you meet would at-
tend ceremonial dances. Any of them might;
and almost any, under the right impetus of
family obligation and personal feeling,
might participate in the actual dancing,
except that most forms of ritual dancing are
not done by women. Their power of child-
birth is inimical to the other kinds of sacred
power which summon the supernatural to
the aid of an individual in spiritual and
physical distress. However, I will use the
kind of dance that does include women for
my illustration. This is the public part of the
Nda or Anadji (“‘Enemyway ), a much-
performed rite to restore harmony in an
individual bothered by the ghosts of slain
enemies.

To begin with, one must understand
that any non-Navajo is anaa, ‘one’s enemy.”’
The spirit of any outsider who has had con-
tact with a Navajo could, for that Navajo,
be a source of bad dreams, illness, even
death. An Anglo principal of an Indian

school whose clothes were washed by Navajo

students in the school laundry is a possible
example. He might, especially after a vio-
lent death, as in an automobile accident, re-
turn as a ghost to exercise malignant power

over certain of those students. The danger is
especially clear in the case of an enemy slain
in war by a Navajo service man.

Enemyway is a war ceremonial involv-
ing two groups of people, the home camp
and the Stick Receiver’s camp. There is a
sham battle, there are exchanges of gifts,
there 1s the ritual killing of the enemy
ghost, represented by a bit of bone or other
part of the body or even a scrap of clothing
from a member of the enemy people. The
face of the afflicted person is blackened so
that ghosts will not recognize who it is.
Bandoliers of claws and flint arrowheads

- are worn symbolizing protective weapons.

Symbols of Changing Woman, the principal
Navajo deity and her warrior son, Monster
Slayer, are incised with an arrowhead in the
bark of the decorated wand carried by the
Stick Receiver’s party. Long chants mock-
ing the despairing enemy are sung. There is
also ritual of restoration and reconciliation:
the Stick Receiver’s camp and the home
camp exchange gifts, take turns singing to-
gether, dance with each other, unite to
create the ceremony.

The dance of Enemyway is, on the most
overt level, the movement of young people
dancing in pairs in a wide circle. They may
be holding hands in a “promenade™ grip or
the girl may simply have hold of the man’s
belt. On a cold night they may share a blan-
ket over their shoulders as they dance. The
step may be a simple walk or it may be done
with a bounce in response to the lively sing-
ing. ‘Squaw Dance’” songs are the popular
music of traditional Navajo life. They range
from old favorites, many of which have
texts entirely in vocables, to new composi-
tions like "My Slant-eyed Japanese Girl.”™
When the texts are lexical they are usually
light and jocular in content: “I'm in luck,
that girl is looking for me!™ “I'll take you
home inmy one-eyed Ford.” Courtshipisa
strong elementin the songs and in the dance.

Selection of partners is “‘ladies’ choice.’
The close-packed group of singers, gath-
ered around a drummer with a small pot-
tery water-drum, is a prime source of male
partners. A girl will seize a likely man and
pull him away from the singers to the danc-
ing circle. To be released he has to pay a
forfeit—if she demands a high price it may

b
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indicate a real interest. Lifelong marriages
have had their beginningsata Squaw Dance.
The initiative taken by the women is con-
sonant with a matrilineal culture where the
husband is still likely to move in with his
wife’s family.

Besides courtship, there are other levels
of meaning in this simple-seeming dance.
Reconciliation between the two parties in
the ritual is another motif. The only restric-
tion in partners is that members of the same
clan do not dance together. Another level
of meaning 1s mythic:

Navajo Fire Dancer

Twelve years had passed, when White Corn
Girl and Yellow Corn Girl were born. As his
younger sisters had given birth to them, he (Old
Man of the Corn People) called them his nieces.
These, it appears, grew up right there and, be-
cause he was much attached to them and showed
them great affection, he raised them. Of this, 1t
seems, wind children, such as travel hereabouts,
had reported in various places, “‘that fine maid-
ens have grown up.” In those places, then, the
inner form of dawn, the inner form of sky blue,




the inner form of evening twilight, the inner
form of darkness, and the inner forms of all
things expressed their desire to marry. But he,
whose nieces they were, refused them.

(The old man said the girls could not marry
until revenge had been exacted for his relatives
who had been killed by the people of Taos.
Monster Slayer led the successful war expedi-
tion back home.)...

Meanwhile, it seems, the man for whose
benetit they had gone to war, was sitting in-
side; the girls, too, were both lying there. “Look
here, my nieces, get up!”” he told them. “Go
ahead, go outside! Take anyone you two may
wish! I shall not again object to this or that
one!” he told them. The two girls left and
walked outside. Monster Slayer stood just at the
end of the line. Stepping up to him the two en-
circled him sunwise... Therefore people now
act accordingly at the war dance, men dance
with girls.!

Nowadays, Monster Slayer walks the
earth again in the form of the young men at
a Squaw Dance. They dance with the wel-
coming girls in a mythopoeic reprise of the
celebration after the war on Taos. The tok-
en payment is the booty brought back home
from a successtul raid. Like the jewelry and
best clothes worn by everybody there, the
payment symbolizes wealth, security and all
good things.

Add to these meanings of the Squaw
Dance the power of wind, movement, articu-
lation of moving air in song text, the accu-
mulation of power by repetition, and one
can see something of the import of the
dance. As an onlooker said, ““Were all en-
joying the singing and the dancing, see? But
also with every step of the dance and every
beat of the drum, that ghost is being driven
into the ground.”

One may hear Squaw Dance songs on
commercial discs under a variety of labels.
What is missing in a record, however, is the
movement of the living situation: the rumble
of trucks coming and going, the whinnying
of horses, the racing children on the outer
edge of the firelight. These are the factors,
like the ambience of the Powwow or the
Disco dance, that gives the occasion its po-
tent attraction to draw the crowds whose
presence makes a major contribution to the

force of the occasion.

Where do we draw the boundary be-
tween sacred dance and other sacred move-
ment? It fits our own categories to label the
rhythmic stepping out of a young couple,
accompanied by singing and drumming, as
dance. But most of Navajo ritual is also ac-
companied by song or strongly rhythmic
prayer. When the protagonist in the musical
drama of Enemyway dons the bandolier of
mountain lion claws and tlints, his chanting
narrates the same act by Monster Slayer and
identifies the present-day person with the
hero of the war on Taos:

'E ne-ya-'a,

The bowstring, around me it is placed,

The bowstring, around me it is placed,

The bowstring, around me it is placed,

The bowstring, around me it is placed, halaghai,

Ni-ye, Monster Slayer, his bowstring, around me
it is placed,

The enemy’s death lure, its bowstring, around
me it 1s placed,

Now Living-on-into-old-age, its bowstring,
around me it is placed,

The bowstring, around me it is placed,

The bowstring, around me it is placed,

The bowstring, around me it 1s placed,

The bowstring, around me it 1s placed.?

The assembling of the water drum, the
preparation of the Stick Receiver’s wand,
the killing of the ghost, are all done with
chanting. The movement is timed to the ap-
propriate verse and done with a finish and
clarity of intent that elevates the act above
ordinary movement. Like the movement of
the Fancy Dance and the Disco Dance it is
special, filled with connotation, heightened
by rhythm, melody and speech—

transcendent.

'Ef bee sitsiji’ /'Ic'fzhfé}rﬁ ‘ddishnf!
By means of this, before me it is beautiful as |
say this!

Notes

1. Father Berard Haile, Origin Legend of the Navajo Enemy
Way, Yale University Publications in Anthropol-
ogy, No. 17, Yale University Press, New Haven,
1938.

2. Ibid., retranslated by D. P. McAllester.
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In 1973, Anita Daniel went to
Bali to photograph the highly-
developed ritual dance flourish-
ing there. Her trip led to a book
which includes her experience as
a pupil of the dance master,
Kakul, and her observations of
the rich and varied Balinese cul-
ture. The following has been
excerpted from Bali/Behind
the Mask, which will be pub-
lished next year by Alfred A.

Knopf.

K akul sat at the base of

the largest shrine and an-
nounced with the striking
of the first three notes of
the melody on the gangsa,
that the lesson was about to
begin.

The lesson was long and
intense. Kakul stood in front
and demonstrated the posi-
tion of arms and legs, feet,
of every part of the body.
He would thenmove behind
and manipulate the student

Behind the Mask

until he conformed to the
proper attitudes, vigorous-
ly bending the knees, tak-
ing hold of his shoulders,
molding him like clay.

“All your movements
must be focused to portray
the true character of the
mask, ~ Kakul interrupted
the music. “‘Like this: if the
Prime Minister wants to
notice the entrance of the
King to his right, he must
orient his total being to this
stimuli. How do you arrive
at this new orientation?’’

He contracted the mus-
cles surrounding the spinal
column at the back of the
neck.

“You must raise your
awareness from the source
of your energy into your
eyes, then allow your mus-
cles to relax as the vision 1s
extended to connect with
the outstretched fingers of
your left hand. From this
connection, you will sub-
mit to the control of the
vehicle of the wrist, which
will rotate your entire con-
sciousness toward the fin-
gers of your right hand. As
soon as this movement 1s
complete, allawareness will
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be focused beyond the ex-
tended fingers of your right
hand on the presence of the
King. Having completed
this change, the left hand is
now free to emphasize this
attitude. The left elbow will
rise in a rapid action shift-
ing the entire posturing of
your body and finalize the
transition by ordering the
lett hand to be immobile as
if it were to reclaim the
definiteness of the Prime
Minister’s intentions. Re-

member, these intentions
are all controlled with the
most minute and sublime
exertion, which originates
in the back of the neck. If
the movements are too
large, the mask will not be
convincing. The power
must be contained from
within. You must lower
your center of gravity!” he
insisted. ‘“You cannot un-
derstand the power of this
dance with your head
alone.”
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The dancer who led the line
established the pace in de-
liberate, refined movements
and gestures, sweeping
aside her train with sublime
vigor. She formed mudras
at the appropriate inter-
ludes, hesitating only for an
instant to allow the sweet-
ness to linger before return-
ing to the journey ahead.
She lifted her right arm in
sweeping motion, leading
with outstretched hand, her
balance shifting to her back
leg, the heels of her front
foot now firmly planted in
the dirt, her toes upright.
As she arrived at the limit
of the sweepingupward ex-
tension of her arm at shoul-
der level, she dropped her
wrist and held this pose for
a brief instant. Balanced
and contained, with almost
imperceptible movements
she recentered her spirit by
bending both knees as she
initiated a step torward,
both her feet now firmly
planted under her, her body
turning slightly to follow
the lead of her left foot as it
gently swept aside the sa-
rong train “SWOOSH”’ and
completed the step by
bringing herback foot to
touch heels with the one in
front.

Fluid, exact, then quick,
a flick of the wrist and slow
again, her head still con-
centrated, herback straight,
her eyes motionless, yet-
clear. Sheliftedand swayed
in minute lucid hydraulic
movements. She breathed
deeply, several times, her
breath following the rhythm
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of the music, and began the
sequence again, bringing
her hands together to form
the mudra in front of her
chest: now sweeping the
arm up on her left side. She

the present, repeating and
suspending until the dis-
tance 1s behind her and she
faces the offering table in
the darkness. A distance of
twenty meters becomes

crowd of girls waiting at
the back of the bale. Not
until many hours later, long
into the night, did the puri-
fication ritual end as the
last of the girls joined the

lifts and sways, again
breathing the meditation,
leading the linesnow grow-
ing longer and longer be-
hind her, until she crosses
the entire length of the ban-
jar, expanding moments of
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barely significant. All time
dissolved in the half hour in
which her journey was com-
pleted. The priest sprinkled
her with holy water and a
priestess gave her an ofter-
ing cake made of sweet co-
conut shreds and bright
pink rice.

Thelonglines were con-

stantly replenished by a

line and performed the
Rejang in a final crossing.

Copyright 1979 by Anita Daniel from
the forthcoming book Bali/Behind
the Mask by Anita Daniel, to be pub-
lished by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc.






EPICYCLE

The First Dance

The following was adapted by Winifred Lambrecht for PARABOLA from

material presented by Marcel Griaulein Conversations with Ogotemmeli.

Dance, say the Dogon, began in the first days of the
world, after the incestuous act of the jackal threatened
the established order of things. Ages ago, the jackal, son
of Amma and the earth, acquired his mother’s sacred
fiber skirt filled with moisture and words. One day,
while his father, God, was asleep, the jackal, thinking his
father dead, went on the roof of the house to mourn.
There, he danced, and because the fiber skirt was full of
words, he also spoke. He danced and danced, celebrating
the memory of his dead tather and revealing the designs
of the celestial powers through the words contained in
the fibers of the skirt; his steps left traces in the dust,
traces that revealed the future.

[t was the first dance the world had known; it was a
dance of divination since it told the secrets of the world,
and also a dance of death for it honored the jackal’s
father. It moved heaven and earth.

Ages passed, and men appeared on the scene; among
them was the blacksmith who created the first rhythms
with his anvil, his bellows, and his hammer; later, other
men became musicians; and drums, hand-bells, and
drumsticks replaced the forge because men did not want
to remain in the smithy to dance. Men first danced in one
spot, then they began to move their legs, imitating the
slow walk of the rainbow-colored chameleon; then they
took to leaping, lifting their bodies into the air; they
imitated the sun, spurred on by the drum which, like the
sun and the bellows, throws out heat and loud-sounding
steaming vapors on the dancers.



Because the jackal’s mourning took place on the roof
of his father’s house, the most important part of mourn-
ing rituals takes place on the flat roof of the dead man’s
house; there, on the small rectangle of earth, which
symbolizes the heavenly places, dancing masks invite the
soul of the dead and lead it beyond the domain of the
earth. Men dance to keep the world in being, to portray
the structure of the life of man; they started wearing
masks and weaving hoods so they could picture all men,
all activities, all crafts, all ages, all foreigners, all ani-
mals...to show the past and the progress of the world.

Diviners still remember the jackal: they write their
questions on rectangles of smoothed sand round the
villages and lure jackals with bait; the jackals come by
night and trace the answers in the dust...nocturnal steps
of divination.




Peter Brook is internationally known for his work
in theater and cinema. He was born in London in
1925, took his M.A. at Oxford and later received
an honorary doctorate in literature from Binming-
ham University. Other honors include the title of
Commander of the Order of the British Empire and
Ofticier des Arts et Lettres. He is perhaps best
known in this country for his films Lord of the
Flies (1963), Marat/Sade (1967) which won a
Tony Award, and King Lear (1969) which was
awarded the Grand Prix of the Théatre des
Nations as well as the French Critics prize; his
stage production of A Midsummer Night's
Dream in New York in 1971 attracted much
attention and critical applause. His latest film,
Meetings with Remarkable Men, was pre-
sented in March at the Berlin Film Festival and
will be shown in New York shortly after its
opening in San Francisco.

Brook is presently a Director of the Royal
Shakespeare Theatre and heads the International
Centre of Theatre Research in Paris. A new pro-

duction of the Conference of the Birds will be
presented at the Avignon Festival in July.

It is an impressive history—and only a partial
sketch of an enormously productive career. But
Brook is more than energetic. He is an original,
Anyone seriously interested in theater and film is
interested in what Brook is doing, for his work is at
the living, leading edge of the art.

We found we had to be careful about the ques-
tions we asked him. He is serious, precise and thor-
ough, and seems to assume equal qualities in you.
Quite suddenly, it’s true. An intensity appears,
and one begins to understand a little how the power
of his theater is generated. Brook uses the tradition
of his craft as a vehicle for a passionate and
dedicated personal inquiry, and the questions
involve us all.
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PARABOLA You have chosen to work with very
dissimilar themes—as different as Lord of the
Flies and A Midsummer Night's Dream —
and yet one certainly feels that you are following a
certain line, a certain process of looking for some-
thing. What are you looking for in theater and
film-making?

Peter Brook It's always very difficult to
speak accurately about oneself and what
one is doing, because the momentitcomes
to working on a play or a film, one is carried
by a current much stronger than one’s ra-
tionalizing. So the rationalization which
happens from time to time 1s approximate.
[n a way, when each new project comes up,
and the need comes to tollow it through,
this happens by itselt and never from a clear
decision that "' must go in this direction,
for this reason.”” But looking back, it’s al-
ways possible to extract certain rational
connections. And [ would say, both in the
long haul of a project, and in the instant-to-
instant aspect of it, what I am most looking
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for 1s to keep one foot in each camp. By this
I mean tinding the possibility of being for a
certain period of time at the meeting point
between the two worlds that we can crude-
ly call the everyday and the not-everyday,
the visible and the invisible, or whatever set
of terms one wants to use. The meeting be-
tween the recognizable world of everyday
forms and that other world happens in many
different ways. And in the theater and in
the cinema, there is a very special possibili-
ty of finding, for a certain period of time, a
living torm in which the marketplace and
the invisible world coexist.

The marketplace is essential in the thea-
ter and cinema because the basic relation-
ship with an audience happens through ele-
ments that are recognizable. Almost all the
attempts that have been made at ditterent
times to make abstract theater and abstract
cinema— based on the pure movement of
forms—have, with certain exceptions,
come to grief, because they have gone into
the highbrow, into the unrecognizable. The
spectator s direct human interest is only en-
gaged by what he finds directly human; and
the first step in both forms is seeing the mir-
ror of ourselves within versions of a natural
activity. In some traditions, to be recogniz-
able means dealing with very natural things
like animal behavior, while in another, it
means dealing with the forms ot Forty-
second Street. But what brings perhaps a
thousand people, who are the audience, and
a group of performers into a form of com-
munion, in both media, starts with story-

telling. And like any other, this storytelling 1s

something that one immediately recog-
nizes, and is interested and touched by, be-
cause it is [ike life.

At the same time, this is where both
theater and cinema can very easily stop
short—like some of the current successtul
Broadway shows, which hold a mirror up

48

to their audiences, certainly, but go no far-
ther than that first level of what that audi-
ence thinks its life 1s. On the other hand, to
aim at the level beyond recognizable forms,
of forms beyond form—which is very
tempting to any of those wishing to take
their theater or their cinema seriously —
immediately leads one into something where
lite as such is no longer there, and one is in
““art’’ in the worst sense of the word; one is
in the area ot pure aesthetics. In music, in
painting, or in poetry, it is possible in dif-
ferent ways to sustain an intense, pure level
thatdoesn 't continually come back into the
recognizable. But in the theater, the market-
place is actually the idiom. In Elizabethan
theater, or in the sort of theater we were
exploring in Africa, where we went into a
village and started improvising, the basic
forms arise from the ordinary meeting of
comparable human beings. This is the rock-
bottom, the start.

The essence of the theater form (I'll
speak first about theater before coming to
cinema) 1s that its purity is its impurity. The
great prophets of the theater, who have
been disgusted by commercialism and so on,
seek purity in abstraction; but in the very
greatest theater forms, as for instance
Shakespearean theater—where nothing can
be purer than the metaphysical search that
is behind King Lear or Hamlet— the purity is
that of a highly seasoned and grained piece
of wood which is pure because of being true
to its own texture; and the texture the thea-
ter has to be true to is the impure one of the
world in which the audience lives.

If theater looks too pretty, too noble,
too exalted, often it hasn’t got the power of a
theater that 1s directly in touch with the
audience that is around it, with a natural
coarseness and humor and contradiction and
confusion as part of the texture of what is
mirrored, through which something else
can be called on and perhaps eventually
made to appear. So what has always inter-
ested me (and everything always turns
around this question) is how to make two
worlds coexist in such a way that on one
level one is held by simple and convincing
storytelling, and on another level, enabled
to receive something far beyond what one
thought one was in the process of receiving.
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A scene from Brook s A Midsummer Night's Dream

So there is a common factor between,
for instance, Lord of the Flies and A Midsum-
mer Night’s Dream. In Lord of the Flies, there is
a realistically-told, documentary story of
the way a group of children actually were
disintegrating in island conditions, and a
myth. The aim was the bringing together ot
the two, so that in seeing the film, one sees
neither a documentary nor a fairy story but

something between the two. In A Midsum-
mer Night’s Dream, which in formal terms
may seem very different, it was the same
thing— that 1s, a getting away from art and
aesthetics and fancy dress, and finding some-
thing which on one level was very close to
the audience—people were juggling and
doing things as at a street corner; and there
were clear, easy-to-understand love stories.
Yet through bringing out the complex po-
etic and musical structure of the work, it
was possible to enable another world to
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From A Midsummer Night's Dream

appear at the same time, an invisible world
of spirits and the spirit, which seems to have
touched many audiences deeply, without
their knowing why.

Or take a totally different example: The
Ik, which you probably haven’t seen (we
took it all over the place—perhaps one day
we will bring it to New York). The Ik is a
study of a tribe in northern Uganda that has
lost every trace of what is commonly called
humanity. The basic work of Colin
Turnbull’s was a series of anthropological
observations; but at the same time, it wasn 't
that, it was a form of myth about the loss of
tradition, of how the need for survival of a
certain group could only be met by the
step-by-step destruction of everything that
gave their lives meaning. So the play was
not only a study, but a tragedy—1in the
sense that always in tragedy the negative is
a reflection of a positive: at the moment
when one is suffering the fall of something
ooing downhill, one 1s brought into acute
awareness of the potentiality, the virtuality,
that is being missed. And what we were
looking for in making The Ik was again that
double moment: the sense of a traditional
society losing its tradition, and while telling
that story, making the audience aware of
the force of tradition, through the sense of
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its disappearance—not by talking about
tradition, but about the vacuum made by
that tradition being swept away.

So to be with one tootineach world
means actively searching to be in two worlds
while you are rehearsing. The same goes for
the moment of performance. It means find-
ing, together with others, certain clear
points that enable the audience to enter into
the process so that you haven’t got two
groups—one watching and the other doing
—but a process in which, as the story and
the events untold, there is a progressive
heightening through which the two worlds
become more sharply perceived by every-
one who is present—that is what [ mean by
communion. And that is a dynamic process;
it is not something that happens once and
for all, but each time it has to start at the
beginning and go through to the end of each
performance. So each pertformance is only a
partial result, because what is being looked
tor can never be grasped and held onto; and
each event in itself is only a partial explora-
tion of certain aspects. So one could say one
i1s endlessly going toward trying to make an
event more complete, with more aspects in-
corporated more completely within any
event—knowing that real completeness al-
ways escapes one.

PARABOLA You were saying that theater is d{f—
ferent from all the other arts in this way. What
about dance? Isn't it so that ancient theater was
more closely connected with sacred dance, with
ritual movement? The word theater itself comes
from a root that connotes sacredness— “‘the hall of
God.”” Of course by dance I don’t mean modern
aesthetic performances, but something more like the
dance-theater of the Orient.

P.B. The ancient theater clearly was, and
theater must always be, a religious action;
and its action is very clear: it is that by
which fragments are made whole. It is too
much to expect at any point in history that
an entire society can heal itself, or be healed
by one person or group of people—it doesn’t
happen that way. The great force of artistic
events 1s that they are temporary glimpses
of what might be, and there is a healing
process attached to these glimpses. In the
ancient world, things were true to the same
laws as today; you had a community that by



1ts very nature was fragmented and divided.
A ceremony was a temporary, perhaps two-
hour, reintegration, in which each person
tasted unity. The basis for this reintegration
could be one of many. It could be the cere-
mony —the religious ceremony expressing
itself in certain movements, for instance; or
(and this has gradually become more or less
the basis of theater) it could be through a
form of storytelling—maybe a story about
the gods, by the end of which everybody in
it has actually, for a short time, experienced
and tasted unity. And then they go back
into a society which re-fragments itself im-
mediately, but the periodic returns to this
moment of reintegration save the day; they
keep the world from falling asunder.

But I think we have to see the great dif-
terence between the sacred theaters in an
ancient society and our position today. We
have to start from a different point. Be-
cause all forms of storytelling are short-
hand (otherwise every story would be as
long as life itself), the storyteller has to rely
on the ability of the people in his audience
to pick up a reterence quickly. If all, or
nearly all, of them genuinely and actively
adhere to a spiritual tradition, a religious
way of relating the fragmented part of their
lives, a very simple shorthand can work as
an immediate reminder, so that within a
very short time something can happen—
with the actor making a movement which 1s
shorthand, or using words of poetry that are
shorthand.

[ have seen this in the Persian Ta zieh,
which is probably the most living form of
mystery play that still exists, though it 1s
very little known. It is Shi’ite; only the
Shi’ites have dared break away from the
great Islamic tradition of not representing
anything. There are groups of them only in
Persia and Iraq, and they keep it strictly
under cover, because the Persian authori-
ties have done everything they could to
minimize it for the last twenty years; but in
fact, at a certain season of the year in every

Brook during his African theatrical experiment

With his actors on their African voyage
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single village there is the equivalent of the
medieval plays of Europe—you might say,
the equivalent of Oberammergau—and on
a certain day the carpenter and the village
shopkeeper and the others go out into a
field, and the whole village gathers around
them and they play—sometimes for two
hours, sometimes for three days or five days
—a cycle of plays that have existed for sev-
eral hundred years, which are the stories of
the martyrdom of the first Imams. And the
story of the first twelve martyrs of Islam
are played and replayed, the way the Chris-
tian church used to do. [ saw in a remote
Iranian village one of the strongest things I
have ever seen in theater: a group of four
hundred villagers, the entire population of
the place, sitting under a tree and passing
from roars of laughter to outright sobbing
—although they knew pertectly well the
end of the story—as they saw Hussein in
danger of being killed, and then fooling his
enemies, and then being martyred. And
when he was martyred the theater form be-
came a truth—there was no difference be-
tween past and present. An event that was
told as a remembered happening in history,
six hundred years ago, actually became a
reality at that moment. Nobody could draw
the line between the different orders of re-
ality. It was an incarnation: at that particu-
lar moment he was being martyred again in
front of those villagers.

Theonly lay equivalent one could find

would be if today, for a big American group,

one could dramatize with sufficient inten-
sity the assassination of Kennedy. One could
touch off in shorthand the kind of very in-
tense feelings that that event aroused; but in
a sense, that is not far enough away in his-
tory to be comparable, and the relation
with a higher level would not be there
either.

PARABOLA What about the Passion plays in
Mexico? In many villages in Holy Week they re-
enact the whole drama of the trial and the
crucifixion.
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P.B. That I have never seen. I am sure
there are other examples, but this Persian
one is to me a most cogent one, because of
what is necessary for that miracle of the
past becoming present; it takes two sides to
make 1t work. For instance, in Iran the
Ta’zieh was brought to the Shiraz Festival
—which was the most horrifying thing, be-
cause one actually saw how a culture can be
destroyed in one night. Taking it and put-
ting it in front of a Western festival audi-
ence that was eighty percent uninterested,
untraditional, and totally alien to any re-
ligious context, you suddenly saw a basic
theater truth: that because one half was
there without the other, nothing could hap-
pen at all. The deep event disappeared and
in its place there was only fancy dress. The
audience couldn’t receive the shorthand
references that trigger a total response like
that in the village, where they were living
all through the year a certain structure
from dawn to dusk—a structure in which
they were still fragmented, but which per-
mitted them, when the shorthand refer-
ences were there in front of them, to come
totally back into an ideal village for two
hours: they were there reunited around
what was central in their faith.

[ remember seeing a Greek tragedy,
Electra or Medea, | forget which—done in
the great open-air theater in Epidorus.
These were plays stemming from a way of
life that the actors and the dramatist and the
audience shared; but in front of tifty thou-
sand people with none of those references,
the play was just boring—just as dull and
boring as any classic can be.

[f one can’t start from shared refer-
ences, one can t go into ritual. In the thea-
ter today there is a terrible trap: making
ritual means inventing ritual, because there
isn’t a genuine one that we have in com-
mon. So instead one has to take the frag-
mentation as a reality and say that not only
is the audience fragmented but the per-
formers and the work also are fragmented;
and there is no shorthand reference to an
agreed— what shall I call it?—matrix of
unity. Of course unity has no form, but
ritual is an agreed structure through which
people can come together in a search for
unity. That matrix doesn’t exist for us, so



something quite different has to be used as
the meeting-point. I think that now it has to
be found in a much more intense search,
moment by moment, for a quality that is the
sense of the present, of each moment—in the
Zen sense—which 1s the only alternative
when the shared possibility of ritual is lost.
This 1s something which brings a new, dif-
ferent form of responsibility for the actor.
He has to learn to lean on the moment.

[n the Paris group we have a Japanese,
YoshiOida. He wasa fully trained Noh
actor, and as such can co-ordinate his move-
ments with an awareness and a sense of
space and of rhythm that you couldn’t learn
in any dramatic school in the West. He
came to us because he couldn’t bear being in
the Noh any longer, because he felt that al-
though 1t is still a magnificent school, it is
no longer a great living school, because some
time ago 1t lost its real contact with its
source. It 1s still, on the highest level, imi-
tating forms, until they become empty
shells of exquisite beauty; but from the in-
side, he recognized that there was a life that
wasn 't there, and he had to get away from
that and come to Europe—respecting and
loving his tradition, but knowing that he
had to find something else. And what he
found was pure improvisation—in other
words, starting not from any given form,
but the exact opposite approach, starting
from zero.

[f starting from zero you leap up and do
something in front of an audience, you can
do simply anything. This is a responsibility
so terrifying that you could well be excused
for doing nothing, but if you are an actor
you have to do something, and that some-
thing leads to something else and to some-
thing else. On that level, improvisation—
taken extraordinarily seriously, taken as the
challenge that it is, otherwise it can be the
easiest thing imaginable—1s the only, to-
tally opposite, equivalent to ritual. Because
there is something equally demanding to
lean on, which is the making of a form that

leads to a form that leads to a form. So one
can take the telling of a story that interests
the audience as a basis, because it creates a
field of interest. And then what 1s qualita-
tive is not so much a grand relationship to
broad themes—although this can help you,
and God knows if one tries to make any
quality out of a silly detective story it 1s in-
finitely more difficult and almost impossi-
ble—but still the quality comes actually
through the actor leaning on something in
his own improvisation, something in the
constantly fluctuating interest that is rising
and falling in the audience, as an endlessly
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