
EASTER REFLECTIONS 2016 
A SERIES OF READINGS AND MUSIC 

For the Spiritually Rich and the Spiritually 
Impoverished in Five Parts for Holy Week 

INTROIT - Start backing sound; from back of sanctuary move to 
performance area while turning bells. House lights fade to darkness. 

Part 1 The Coming 

SEAN: In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God- John 

PETER: The time then of the gospel is the Time of Finding -   John Donne 

Lights up - Interlude 1 (instruments and backing), 1-2 min 

RANDOM RAIN DROPS - low 
density, softly, bells down on  
table, striking mallet end. 

SEAN: Then his father Zechariah was filled with the Holy Spirit and spoke this prophesy: “Blessed 
be the Lord God of Israel, for he has looked favorably on his people and redeemed them. He has raised 
up a mighty savior for us in the house of his servant David.” - Luke Chapter 1 

ELIZABETH: A Song for Simeon –T.S. Eliot 
Lord, the Roman hyacinths are blooming in bowls and 
The winter sun creeps by the snow hills; 
The stubborn season has made stand. 
My life is light, waiting for the death wind,  
Like a feather on the back of my hand. 
Dust in sunlight and memory in corners 
Wait for the wind that chills towards the dead land. 
Grant us thy peace. 
I have walked many years in this city, 
Kept faith and fast, provided for the poor, 
Have given and taken honor and ease. 
There went never any rejected from my door. 
Who shall remember my house, where shall live my children’s children 
When the time of sorrow is come? 
They will take to the goats path, and the fox’s home, 
Fleeing from the foreign faces and foreign swords. 
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Before the time of cords and scourges and lamentation 
Grant us thy peace. 
Before the stations of the mountain of desolation, 
Before the certain hour of maternal sorrow, 
Now at this birth season of decease, 
Let the Infant, the still unspeaking and unspoken Word, 
Grant Israel’s consolation 
To one who has 80 years and no tomorrow. 
According to thy word. 
They shall praise Thee and suffer in every generation 
With glory and derision, 
Light upon light, mounting the saints’ stair. 
Not for me the martyrdom, the ecstasy of thought and prayer, 
Not for me the ultimate vision. 
Grant me thy peace. 
(And a sword shall pierce thy heart, Thine also). 
I am tired with my own life and the lives of those after me, 
I am dying in my own death and the deaths of those after me. 
Let thy servant depart,  
Having seen thy salvation. 

Interlude 2, short 

RANDOM STUTTER - random, low 
density, softly, bells down on table, 
stutter strike lyde(s). 

PETER: Twas much, that man was made like God before, 
But that God should be made like man, much more. – John Donne 
SEAN: Wise men came from the East came to Jerusalem, asking where is the child who has been born King of 
the Jews? For we observed his star at it’s rising, and have come to pay him homage. Matt. 2  

Interlude 3, longer 

LIGHT PEPPER - holding bell in 
hand, strike entire lyde randomly, 
irratically, medium density,  
ppp-mf, over entire instrument. 
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ALICE: JOURNEY OF THE MAGI - T.S. Eliot 
A cold coming we had of it, 
 Just the worst time of the year 
For a journey, and such a long journey: 
The ways deep and the weather sharp, 
The very dead of winter.  
And the camels galled, sore footed, refractory, 
Lying down in the melting snow. 
There were times we regretted  
The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 
And the silken girls bringing sherbet. 
Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 
And running away, and wanting their liquor and women, 
And the night fires going out, and the lack of shelters, 
And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly 
And the villages dirty and charging high prices: 
A hard time we had of it. 
At the end we preferred to travel all night,  
Sleeping in snatches, 
With the voices singing in our ears, saying 
That this was all folly. 
Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 
Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation, 
With a running stream and a water mill beating the darkness, 
And three trees on the low sky. 
And an old white horse galloped away in a meadow. 
Then we came to a tavern with vine leaves over the lintel, 
Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver, 
And feet kicking the empty wine skins. 
But there was no information, so we continued 
And arrived at evening, not a moment too soo 
Finding the place; it was (you may say) satisfactory. 
All this was a long time ago, I remember, 
And I would do it again, but set down 
This set down 
This: were we let all that way for 
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly, 
We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death, 
But had thought they were different; this Birth was 
Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death. 
We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 
But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation,  
With an alien people clutching their gods. 
I should be glad of another death.  
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Interlude 4 

SIDE STRIKE handheld bell. 

PETER: Only God can comprehend God John Donne 

LINDA: Excerpts from Prayer before Birth  Louis MacNiece 
I am not yet born; forgive me 
For the sins that in me the world shall commit, my words 
when they speak me, my thoughts when they think me, 
my treason engendered by traitors beyond me, 
my life when they murder by means of my  
hands, my death when they live me. 
I am not yet born; O hear me,  
Let not the man who is beast or who thinks he is God 
come near me. 
I am not yet born; O fill me  
with strength against those who would freeze my 
humanity, would dragoon me into a lethal automaton,  
would make me a cog in a machine, a thing with  
one face, a thing, and against all those 
who would dissipate my entirety, would 
blow me like thistledown hither and  
thither or hither and thither 
like water held in the  
hands would spill me. 
Let them not make a stone and let them not spill me, Otherwise kill me.   

Interlude 5, short 

CUED TOGETHER 

POP & RING - hit bottom of handle 
softly; let ring; very sparsely with 
regular cued rhythm. 
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HELEN -The Burning Babe - Robert Southwell 1561-1595 
As I in hoary winter’s night stood shivering in the snow, 
Surprised I was with sudden heat which made my heart to glow; 
And lifting up a fearful eye to view what fire was near, 
A pretty babe all burning bright did in the air appear; 
Who, scorchèd with excessive heat, such floods of tears did shed 
As though his floods should quench his flames which with his tears were fed. 
“Alas”, quoth he, “but newly born in fiery heats I fry, 
Yet none approach to warm their hearts or feel my fire but I! 
My faultless breast the furnace is; the fuel, wounding thorns; 
Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke; the ashes, shame and scorns; 
The fuel justice layette on, and mercy blows the coals; 
The metal in this furnace wrought are men’s defilèd souls, 
For which, as now on fire I am to work them to their good; 
So will I melt into a bath to wash them in my blood.” 
With this he vanished out of sight and swiftly shrank away - 
And straight I callèd unto mind that it was Christmas Day. 

Interlude 6, short 

SLOW TURN-> 
 QUICK TURN-> 
  SLOW TURN-> 
   MUTE with mallet;  
    repeat. 

SEAN: Part 2 The Wilderness - In those days Jesus came from Nazareth of Galilee and was baptized 
by John in the Jordan. And just as he was coming up out of the water, he saw the heavens torn apart 
and the Spirit descending like a dove on him. And a voice came from heaven, “You are my Son, the 
Beloved; with you I am well pleased.” And the Spirit immediately drove him out into the 
wilderness. - Mark I 

Interlude 7, longer TOPPLE THREE BELLS  

   
STUTTER STRIKE FALLEN BELLS 

with quick short random rhythms, 
knock between bells, let them 

klang together. 
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ELIZABETH: When I’m Alone  Siegfried Sassoon 
“When I’m alone” – the words tripped off his tongue 
As though to be alone were nothing strange. 
“When I was Young”, he said; “When I was young…..” 
I thought of age, and loneliness, and change. 
I thought how strange we grow when we’re alone, 
And how unlike the selves that meet, and talk, 
And blow the candles out, and say goodnight. 
Alone – The word is life endured and known. 
It is the stillness where our spirits walk 
And all but inmost faith is overthrown. 

LINDA: Sonnets in Time of War    W. H. Auden 
As a young child the wisest could adore him; 
He felt familiar to them like their wives: 
The very poor saved up their pennies for him, 
And martyrs brought him presents of their lives.  
But who could sit and play with him all day? 
Their other needs were pressing, work, and bed: 
The beautiful stone courts were built where they 
Could leave him to be worshipped and well fed. 
But he escaped. They were too blind to tell 
That it was he who came with them to labour, 
And talked and grew up with them like a neighbour: 
To fear and greed those courts became a centre: 
The poor saw there the tyrant’s citadel, 
And martyrs the lost face of the tormentor.  

Interlude 8 

CHICKEN CLICKS, 5-7 quick soft 
strikes down handle; pause; 
repeat, sometimes hit bells on 
table, pause; repeat. 

ALICE: The Lay Preacher Ponders Idris Davies 
Isn’t the violet a dear little flower? And the daisy, too. 
What nice little thoughts arise from a daisy. 
If I were a poet now – but no, not a poet,  
For a poet is a wild and blasphemous man; 
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He talks about wine and women too much for me 
And he makes mad songs about old pagans, look you.  
Poets are dangerous men to have in chapel, 
And it is bad enough in Chapel as it is 
With all the quarrelling over the organ and the deacons; 
The deacons are not too nice to saintly young men like me.  
(Look at Jenkins John Jones, the old damn scoundrel!)  
They know I can pray for hours and hours, 
They know what a righteous young man I am, 
They know how my Bible is always in my pocket 
And Abraham and Jonah like brothers to me, 
But they prefer the proper preacher with his collar turned round; 
They say he is more cultured than I am, 
And what is culture but palaver and swank? 
I turn up my nose at culture. 
I stand up for faith, and very simple faith, 
And knowledge I hate because it’s a poison. 
Think of this devlish thing they call science, 
It is Satan’s new trick to poison men’s minds. 
When I shall be a local councilor and a famous man – 
I look forward to the day when I shall be mayor – 
I will put my foot down on clever palaver, 
And show what a righteous young man I am. 
And they ought to know I am that already, 
For I give all my spare cash to the Chapel 
And all my spare time to God. 

Interlude 9 

FINGER MUTE 
Turn bell, let ring briefly,  
mute with finger. 

PETER: God will be loved with the whole heart, and God will have that love declared with our 
whole substance. I must not think I have done enough, if I have built an Alms House; as long as I am 
able to do more, I have done nothing. - John Donne 

NO Interlude 

JULIET: Diary of a Church Mouse  - John Betjeman 
Here among long discarded cassocks, 
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Damp stools and half-split open hassocks, 
Here where the Vicar never looks 
I nibble through old service books. 
Lean and alone I spend my days 
Behind this Church of England baize. 
I share my dark forgotten room  
With two oil lamps and half a broom. 
The cleaner never bothers me 
So here I eat my frugal tea. 
My bread is sawdust mixed with straw; 
My jam is polish for the floor.  
Christmas and Easter may be feasts 
For congregations and for priests, 
And so may Whitsun. All the same, 
They do not fill my meager frame. 
For me the only feast at all 
Is Autumn’s Harvest Festival, 
When I can satisfy my want  
With ears of corn around the font. 
I climb the Eagle’s brazen head 
To burrow through a loaf of bread. 
I scramble up the pulpit stair 
And gnaw the marrows hanging there. 
It is enjoyable to taste 
These items ‘ere they go to waste, 
But how annoying when one finds 
That other mice with pagan minds 
Come into church my food to share 
Who have no proper business there. 
Two field mice who have no desire 
To be baptized, invade the choir. 
A large and most unfriendly rat 
Comes in to see what we are at. 
He says he thinks there is no God 
And yet he comes…it’s rather odd. 
This year he stole a sheaf of wheat, 
(it screened our special preacher’s seat), 
And prosperous mice from fields away 
Came in to hear the organ play, 
And under cover of its notes 
Ate through the altar’s sheaf of oats. 
A Low Church mouse, who thinks that I 
Am too papistical and High,  
Yet somehow doesn’t think its wrong 
To munch through Harvest Evensong, 
While I who starve the whole year through, 
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Must share my food with rodents who 
Except at this time of the year 
Not once inside the Church appear. 
Within the human world I know 
Such goings-on could not be so, 
For human beings only do 
What their religion tells them to. 
They read the Bible every day 
And always, night and morning, pray, 
And just like me, the good church mouse, 
Worship each week in God’s own house. 
But all the same, it’s strange to me 
How very full the church can be 
With people I don’t see at all 
Except at Harvest Festival. 

Interlude 10, short 

LYDES DOWN 
& POUND on 
table. 

SEAN: PART 3 - THE TRIUMPHAL ENTRY - Then they brought the colt to Jesus; and after 
throwing their cloaks on the colt, they set Jesus on it. As he rode along, people kept spreading their 
cloaks on the road. As he was now approaching the path down from the Mount of Olives, the whole 
multitude of the disciples began to praise God joyfully with a loud voice for all the deeds of 
power that they had seen. - Luke 19 

Interlude 11, longer 

Strike-turn bell fast & gradually 
slow with decrescendo, speed up 
again getting louder, remove 
mallet & let ring awhile; repeat. 
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PETER: Twas much, that man was made like God before, 
But, that God should be made like man, much more. From Holy Sonnets and Divine Meditations – John Donne 

NO Interlude 

LINDA: The Patriot – An Old Story – Robert Browning 
It was roses, roses, all the way, 
With myrtle mixed in my path like mad. 
The house roofs seemed to heave and sway, 
The church spires flamed, such flags they had,  
A year ago on this very day! 
The air broke into a mist with bells, 
The old walls rocked with the crowds and cries. 
Had I said, “Good folks, mere noise repels- 
But give me your sun from yonder skies!” 
They had answered, “and afterward, what else?” 
Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun, 
To give it my loving friends to keep. 
Nought man could do, have I left undone 
And you see my harvest, what I reap 
This very day now a year has run. 
There’s nobody on the housetops now- 
Just a palsied few at the windows set- 
For the best of the sight is, all allow 
At the Shambles Gate – or, better yet, 
By the very scaffold’s foot I trow. 
I go in the rain, and, more than needs, 
A rope cuts both my wrists behind, 
And, I think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds, 
For they fling, whoever has a mind, 
Stones at me for my year’s misdeeds. 
Thus I entered Brescia, and thus I go! 
In such triumphs, people have dropped down dead. 
“Thou, paid by the world, - what dost thou owe 
Me?” God might have questioned: but now instead 
‘Tis God shall requite! I am safer so.  

Interlude 12, short 

HIT HARD MALLET DAMP - leave 
mallet on bell, pause, repeat, 
regular rhythms, low-medium 
density (use same bell in 13). 
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JULIET: Excerpt from Dover Beach – Mathew Arnold 
The Sea of Faith 
Was, once too, at the full, and round earth’s shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d. 
But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
Retreating, to the breath 
Of the night wind, down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 

Interlude 13, longer 

POP AND POINT - hit handle end 
sideways and let ring; longish pause; 
repeat in new direction; longish pause; 
repeat. 

ALICE: He Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven – W.B. Yeats 
Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths, 
Enwrought with golden and silver light, 
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths 
Of night and light and the half-light, 
I would spread the cloths under your feet: 
But I, being poor, have only my dreams; 
I have spread my dreams under your feet; 
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams. 

Interlude 14, short 

ROUGH BARE SLOPPY ROTATE -  
turn bare part of mallet around 
bell edge to create a scrape-ring; 
pause and letting ring; repeat. 
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Part 3 The Death 

SEAN: It was now about noon, and darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon, 
while the sun’s light failed and the temple of the curtain was torn in two. Then Jesus, crying with a 
loud voice, said, “Father into your hands I commend my Spirit”. Having said this he breathed his last. 
Luke 23. 

LINDA: Excerpt from The Waste Land – T.S. Eliot 
After the torchlight red on sweaty faces 
After the frosty silence in the gardens 
After the agony in stony places 
The shouting and the crying 
Prison and Palace and reverberation 
Of thunder of spring over distant mountains 
He who was living is now dead 
We who were living are now dying. 

Interlude 15, short 
HALF HOLD SIMPLE RHYTHMS 

Hold handle 
by half, let 
ring, 
sometimes 
hit table 
bells. 

PETER: For, if I could die a thousand times for Christ, this were nothing, if Christ had not died for 
me before. – John Donne 

NO Interlude 

ELIZABETH: Excerpt from Amor Loci by W. H. Auden 
How, but with some real focus 
Of desolation 
Could I, by analogy, 
Imagine a love 
That, however often smeared, 
Shrugged at, abandoned 
By a frivolous worldling, 
Does not abandon? 
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NO Interlude 

PETER: My hope before death is, that this life is the way; my hope at death is, that 
my death shall be a door into a better state. – John Donne 

Interlude 16, continues through reading, dissonant… 

THE BIG STRIKE TURN - strike-turn 
bell hard and turn a few times, 
suddenly stop & let ring; pause; 
repeat. 

.  JULIET: Still Falls the Rain (The Bombing Raids of London 1940) – Edith Sitwell 

.  Still falls the Rain- 

.  Dark as the world of man, black as our loss- 

.  Blind as the nineteen hundred and forty nails  

.  Upon the Cross 

.  Still falls the Rain 

.  With a sound like the pulse of the heart that is changed to the hammer beat 

.  In the Potter’s Field, and the sound of impious feet 

.  text  missing . . . 

.  See, see where Christ’s blood streames in the firmament: 

.  It flows from the Brow we nailed upon the tree 

.  Deep to the dying, to the thirsting heart 

.  That holds the fires of the world, - dark smirched with pain 

.  As Caesar’s laurel crown. 

.  Then sounds the voice of One who like the heart of man 

.  Was once a child who among beasts has lain – 

. “Still do I love, still shed my innocent light, my Blood, for thee.” 

. . . SOUND ENDS 

HELEN: The Zeal of Thy House (iv) - Dorothy L Sayers 
Christ being man, did this; but still, through faith 
Knew what He did. As gold and diamond, 
Weighed in the chemist’s balance, are but earth 
Like tin or iron, albeit within them still 
The purchase of the world lie implicit: 
So, when God came to test of mortal time 
In nature of a man whom time supplants, 
He made no reservation of Himself 
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Nor of the godlike stamp that franked His gold, 
But in good time let time supplant Him too. 
…  text  missing . . . 
Who plans so well, He may depart and leave 
The work to others. Art thou more than God?  
Not God himself was indispensable, 
For lo! God died – and still his work goes on. 

Interlude 17, short 

SCRAPE-STRIKE bell & handle with 
bare end of mallet in dense erratic 
clusters, mix in lydes on table.              

PETER: The Mercy of God  - John Donne 
And Herein is the Mercy of God, in the merits of Christ, a sea of mercy, that as the sea retains no impression of 
the ships that pass in it, so when we put out into the boundless sea of the Blood of Christ Jesus, by which only 
we have reconciliation to God, there remains no record against us; for God hath cancelled that record which he 
kept, and that which Satan kept God hath nailed to the Cross of his Son. 

Interlude 18, short  
THE BIG WAVE 

Hit bell on edge with taped end of 
mallet; let ring while waving up 
and down; when silent, pause; 
repeat (developed further in 19). 

SEAN: Part 5 The Resurrection, The Promise and the Work 
But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the spices they had 
prepared. They found the stone rolled away from the tomb, but when they went in they did not find the 
body. While they were perplexed about this, suddenly two men with dazzling clothes stood beside 
them. The women were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground, but the men said to them “Why 
do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here, but has risen.” Luke 24.  

NO Interlude 

PETER: When I believe God in Christ, dead, and risen again according to the 
scriptures, I have nothing else to believe. – John Donne 
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Interlude 19 

CLUCK ABOUT - Cluck, cluck, 
cluck, cluck, cluck, cluck, cluck, 
kling, klang; short pause; repeat; 
let ring and wave lightly over 
head at end at end, repeat. 

ELIZABETH: Excerpts from Auguries of Innocence – William Blake 
To see a world in a Grain of Sand 
And a Heaven in a wild flower, 
Hold infinity in the palm of your hand 
And  Eternity in an hour.  
He who mocks the Infant’s Faith 
Shall be mocked in Age and Death. 
He who shall teach the Child to doubt 
The rotting grave shall ne’er get out. 
He who respects the Infants faith 
Triumphs of Hell and Death.  
God appears and God is Light 
To those poor souls who dwell in night, 
But does a Human Form display 
To those who dwell in Realms of Day.  

Interlude 20 

BELL BEAD 
STRIKE, let 
ring, pause, 
repeat. 
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PETER: He only hath put on Christ, which hath Christ in himself by FAITH, and shows him to 
others by his WORKS. - John Donne 

ELIZABETH: I Am The One – Thomas Hardy 
I am the one whom ringdoves see 
Through chinks in boughs 
When they do not rouse 
In sudden dread, 
But stay on cooing, as if they said: 
“Oh, its only He”.  
I am the passer when up-eared hares, 
Stirred as they eat 
The new sprung wheat, 
Their munch resume 
As if they thought: “He is one for whom 
Nobody cares.” 
I hear above: “we stars must lend 
No fierce regard 
To his gaze, so hard 
Bent upon us thus, - 
Must scathe him not. He is one with us 
Beginning and end.” 

Interlude 21, short 

BIG LYDE DROP 
Random drops using  
largest lydes, low density. 

JULIET: Excerpt from Leaves of Grass – Walt Whitman 
Why should I wish to see God better than this day? 
I see something of God each hour of the twenty-four, and each moment then, 
In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own face in the glass, 
I find letters from God dropt in the street and every one is signed by God’s name, 
And I leave them where they are, for I know wheresoe’er I go, 
Others will punctually come for ever and ever.  

�  of �16 18

8

ppp
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Interlude 22 

BIG LYDE ROLL AROUND 
using largest lydes, not too loud.  

ELIZABETH & ALICE: We Are the Transmitters – D. H. Lawrence 
As we live we are transmitters of life. 
And when we fail to transmit life, life fails to flow through us.  
And if, as we work, we can transmit life into our work, 
Life, still more life, rushes into us to compensate, to be ready 
And we ripple with life through the days. 
Even if it is a woman making an apple dumpling, or a man a stool, 
If life goes into the pudding, good is the pudding 
Good is the stool, 
Content is the woman, with fresh life rippling through her, 
Content is the man. 
Give, and it shall be given unto you 
Is still the truth about life. 
But giving life is not so easy. 
It doesn’t mean handing it out to some mean fool, or letting the living 
Dead eat you up.  
It means kindling the life quality where it was not, 
Even if it’s only in the whiteness of a washed pocket handkerchief.   

COMPLETE SILENCE FOR  ANONYMOUS POEM (MUSIC?) 

HELEN- Anonymous- POEM 
Do not stand at my grave and weep: 
I am not there. I do not sleep.  
I am a thousand winds that blow. 
I am the diamond glints on snow. 
I am the sunlight on ripened grain. 
I am the gentle autumn rain. When you awaken in the morning’s hush 
I am the swift uplifting rush 
of quiet birds in circled flight. 
I am the soft stars that shine at night.  
Do not stand at my grave and cry; 
I am not there. I did not die. 
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Softly shake mallet in or on top of bell;
pause; repeat.39
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Trouble



Interlude 23 

TOP POP MANY on table, pause. 

PETER: To hate nothing in a sinner, but his sin, is a great degree of perfection; God is that perfection; 
he hates nothing in thee by thy sin; and that sin he hath taken upon himself, and sees it not in thee. –J. 
Donne 

ALICE: Excerpt from Christmas – John Betjeman 
No love that in a family dwells,  
No carrolling on frosty air 
Nor all the steeple shaking bells 
Can with this single Truth compare – 
That God was Man in Palestine 
And lives today in Bread and Wine.  

Postlude, 1-2 minutes 

STRIKE TURN ONCE AND EXIT  
to back of sanctuary slowly, 
circuitously; at end let ring.  

SPEaster Reflex 16 - for backing sounds and lyde instruments by Dan Senn 
(accompaniment to texts arranged by Alice Mirk).
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64 long pause; repeat.
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64 long pause; repeat.
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Strike bell on a slant and continue
turning as loud as possible; let ring.
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The Creative
  Principle


