
The Culture of ἀρετή

Essays in Praise of πάθει μάθος

Introduction

The essays in this collection - written over the past few years or so - are
autobiographical in nature, and express, in essence, the raisons d'être behind my
recent move away from the Way of Al-Islam to my own weltanschauung which I have
termed both The Numinous Way and The Philosophy of The Numen.

This move has been the result of an almost four-year long interior struggle following
one seminal event - the suicide of my then fiancée - and which struggle led me to not
only reflect upon certain ethical and philosophical questions, but also to develope and
refine my own weltanschauung. There was, thus, for me, πάθει μάθος - a certain
learning from the adversity of a personal suffering [1].

A most important part of this interior struggle, and this period of reflexion, concerned
notions of duty and personal honour - subjects that are somewhat outré in these
causal material times of large nation-States, rapid (and vapid) communication, vulgar
mass 'popular' entertainment, and a general unfamiliarity, among the populace of
such nation-States, with what we may term the culture of ἀρετή [2] and which culture
now includes the works of such individuals as Homer, Aeschylus, Sophocles, Aristotle,
Livy, Abelard, Thomas Aquinas, Dante Alighieri, Isaac Newton, JS Bach, and TS Eliot,
among others.

        Thus, I was for several years torn between doing what I considered was my
honourable duty and following where my own personal learning from experience and
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reflexion took me. For some time before this - for around seven or eight years - I
considered that I was under the noble obligation to adhere to an oath I had sworn; the
oath of my Shahadah, taken when I became Muslim, and while occasionally some
doubts did arise, they all became dispelled by a loyal clinging onto that oath. It just
seemed, to me, dishonourable to place my own feelings, the results of my own
reflexion, before this oath.

However, the aforementioned seminal event eventually - after much interior and
external peregrinations - led me back to the culture of ἀρετή and to develope, at least
in my possibly biased opinion, a deeper understanding and appreciation of φύσις,
Δίκα, ἀρετή, and thus of honour.

As TS Eliot so wonderfully expressed it:

We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our exploring
Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.

My understanding of honour thus came to be as expressed, in The Philosophy of The
Numen, as an ethical means to aid the cessation of suffering and thus as "a practical
manifestation of empathy: of how we can relate to other people, and other life, in an
empathic and compassionate way" [3]. That is, as a means whereby we as individuals
can manifest a well-balanced, a fair, a noble, personal judgement, and thus how both
ἀρετή and Δίκα can be presenced in those communities, those societies, we belong to
or establish.

The Philosophy of The Numen is, therefore, and perhaps more correctly, the
philosophy of πάθει μάθος - where the numinosity of authority of or deriving from
πάθει μάθος is given precedence over the ways of doctrine, religious faith, and the
ideation of causal, un-numinous, abstractions [4].

Naturally - given my somewhat unusual if not eccentric past and various
peregrinations among what it is convenient (though not entirely accurate) to describe
as political, social, and religious -isms and -ologies - I do not expect to be understood,
except perhaps by some of those few who today understand and appreciate the
culture of ἀρετή, or in whom the culture of ἀρετή resonates.

As someone, not that long ago, wrote:

So here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years -
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of l'entre deux guerres
Trying to use words, and every attempt
Is a wholly new start, and a different kind of failure
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So, perhaps these essays are just another failure of communication on my part;
hopefully, possibly not.

David Myatt
2455522.321
(November 2010 CE)

Notes:

[1]

Ζῆνα δέ τις προφρόνως ἐπινίκια κλάζων
τεύξεται φρενῶν τὸ πᾶν:
τὸν φρονεῖν βροτοὺς ὁδώ-
σαντα, τὸν πάθει μάθος

θέντα κυρίως ἔχειν.
στάζει δ᾽ ἔν θ᾽ ὕπνῳ πρὸ καρδίας
μνησιπήμων πόνος: καὶ παρ᾽ ἄ-

κοντας ἦλθε σωφρονεῖν.
δαιμόνων δέ που χάρις βίαιος

σέλμα σεμνὸν ἡμένων.

If anyone, from reasoning, exclaims loudly that victory of Zeus,
Then they have acquired an understanding of all these things;

Of he who guided mortals to reason,
Who laid down that this possesses authority:

‘Learning from adversity‘. 

Even in sleep there trickles through the heart
The disabling recalling of the pain:

And wisdom arrives regardless of desire,
A favour from daimons

Who have taken the seats of honour, by force.

Aeschylus: Agamemnon (174-183) translated by DW Myatt

[2] Central to the culture of ἀρετή are two things: the currently unfashionable
concept (or archetype) of a noble, an aristocratic, personal character bred from
physical and intellectual challenges (a personal development of, or discovery of,
personal potential from direct and challenging personal learning) and the concept (or
more correctly, archetype) of Δίκα (for which see Appendix I).

In respect of noble personal character - and learning from πάθει  μάθος - one has, for
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instance, Odysseus, and the fabled Oedipus, of whom Sophocles says:

ὦ πάτρας Θήβης ἔνοικοι, λεύσσετ᾽, Οἰδίπους ὅδε,
ὃς τὰ κλείν᾽ αἰνίγματ᾽ ᾔδει καὶ κράτιστος ἦν ἀνήρ,
οὗ τίς οὐ ζήλῳ πολιτῶν ἦν τύχαις ἐπιβλέπων,
εἰς ὅσον κλύδωνα δεινῆς συμφορᾶς ἐλήλυθεν.
ὥστε θνητὸν ὄντα κείνην τὴν τελευταίαν ἰδεῖν
ἡμέραν ἐπισκοποῦντα μηδέν᾽ ὀλβίζειν, πρὶν ἂν
τέρμα τοῦ βίου περάσῃ μηδὲν ἀλγεινὸν παθών.

You natives of Thebes: Observe - here is Oedipus,
He who understood that famous enigma and was a strong man:
What clansman did not behold that fortune without envy?
But what a tide of problems have come over him!
Therefore, look toward that ending which is for us mortals,
To observe that particular day - calling no one lucky until,
Without the pain of injury, they are conveyed beyond life's ending.

 (Oedipus Tyrannus, vv. 1524-1530)

In respect of Δίκα, it is that noble, respectful, balance understood, for example, by
Sophocles (among many others) - for instance, Antigone respects the natural balance,
the customs and traditions of her own culture, given by the gods, whereas Creon
verges towards and finally commits, like Oedipus in Oedipus Tyrannus, the error of
ὕβρις and is thus "taught a lesson" (just like Oedipus) by the gods because, as
Aeschylus wrote -

Δίκα δὲ τοῖς μὲν παθοῦσ-
ιν μαθεῖν ἐπιρρέπει:
τὸ μέλλον δ᾽, ἐπεὶ γένοιτ᾽, ἂν κλύοις: πρὸ χαιρέτω:
ἴσον δὲ τῷ προστένειν.

The goddess, Judgement, favours someone learning from
adversity.
But I shall hear of what will be, after it comes into being:
Before then, I leave it,
Otherwise, it is the same as a premature grieving.

Aeschylus: Agamemnon, 250-254

Furthermore, I write - spell - Δίκα thus in this modern way with a capital Δ to intimate
a new, a particular and numinous, philosophical principle, and differentiate it from the
more general δίκη. As a numinous principle, or axiom, Δίκα thus suggests what lies
beyond and what may have been the genesis of δίκη personified as the goddess,
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Judgement – the goddess of natural balance, of the ancestral way and ancestral
customs.

Thus, Δίκα does not mean nor imply something theological, but rather implies the
natural balance, the reasoned judgement, the thoughtful reasoning – σωφρονεῖν – that
πάθει μάθος brings and restores, and which accumulated πάθει μάθος of a particular
folk or πόλις forms the basis for their ancestral customs. δίκη is therefore, as the
numinous principle Δίκα, what may be said to be a particular and a necessary balance
between ἀρετή and ὕβρις – between the ὕβρις that often results when the personal,
the natural, quest for ἀρετή becomes unbalanced and excessive.

That is, when ἔρις (discord) is or becomes δίκη – as suggested by Heraclitus in
Fragment 80  -

εἰδέναι δὲ χρὴ τὸν πόλεμον ἐόντα ξυνόν, καὶ δίκην ἔριν, καὶ γινόμενα
πάντα κατ΄ ἔριν καὶ χρεώμενα [χρεών]

One should be aware that Polemos pervades, with discord δίκη, and that beings are naturally
born by discord.

    Thus, the culture of ἀρετή is, in essence, the education of discovering and knowing,
intellectually and personally, that noble balance between our natural human tendency
to commit ὕβρις - to go beyond the respectful, noble, limits of behaviour - and the
necessity of learning the hard way, from πάθει μάθος, from direct personal
experience. Δίκα is this balance; a balance manifest in us - or which can be manifest
in us - through thoughtful reasoning, that is, by a well-balanced, fair, noble, personal
judgement.

As Heraclitus wrote:

σωφρονεῖν ἀρετὴ μεγίστη, καὶ σοφίη ἀληθέα λέγειν καὶ ποιεῖν κατὰ φύσιν
ἐπαίοντας. (Fragmentum B 112)

Which suggests that what is most excellent [ ἀρετὴ ] is thoughtful reasoning, a
well-balanced judgement - [σωφρονεῖν] – and that such reasoning is both (1) to
express (reveal, discover, learn) meaning and (2) that which is in accord with, in
balance with or in sympathy with, φύσις – with our natural noble human nature and
the nature of Being itself.

[3] Refer, for example, to my essay An Overview of The Numinous Way of Life.

[4] A brief analysis of this philosophy of πάθει μάθος in the context of the culture of
ἀρετὴ is given in the first part of my essay The Classical Foundations of The

David Myatt - The Culture of Arete

5 of 22



Numinous Way, entitled From Aeschylus To The Numinous Way: The Numinous
Authority of πάθει μάθος.

A concise discussion of abstractions, and their un-numinous nature, is given in my
essay A Brief Analysis of The Immorality of Abstraction.

I

A Learning From Physis

Life is or can be so beautiful, it is just that we humans seem to have a propensity to
undermine or destroy or not even see this beauty, especially manifest as this beauty is
in Nature, and in and through a mutual personal love between two human beings.

But why – just why – do we human beings have a propensity to so undermine or
destroy or not even see the beauty of Life, of Nature, of love?  Because of our desires,
our selfish desires, and because of the abstractions – the lifeless, un-numinous,
abstractions we human beings have, in our hubris, manufactured; which lifeless
abstractions we pursue, or we place before such beauty, such a numinous
apprehension and appreciation of Nature, as Nature is – a natural unfolding (φύσις)
and a very slow natural change – without our interference and our arrogant desire to
change things quickly according to some abstraction such as “progress” or according
to some “plan” or some “destiny” or scheme we in our arrogance, insolence, and
haste have devised or believe in.

        However, I am as responsible as anyone for having committed the error of hubris
– having pursued, for most of my adult life, some abstraction or other, and thus placed
some manufactured goal, or some idealized perceived duty, before the beauty of love,
and before that letting-be which allows us to appreciate, to feel, the numinosity of
Nature.

As Sophocles wrote, several thousand years ago:

ὕβρις φυτεύει τύραννον:
ὕβρις, εἰ πολλῶν ὑπερπλησθῇ μάταν,
ἃ μὴ ‘πίκαιρα μηδὲ συμφέροντα,
ἀκρότατον εἰσαναβᾶσ᾽
αἶπος ἀπότομον ὤρουσεν εἰς ἀνάγκαν
ἔνθ᾽ οὐ ποδὶ χρησίμῳ
χρῆται.

Insolence [hubris] plants the tyrant:
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There is insolence if by a great foolishness
There is a useless over-filling which goes beyond
The proper limits -
It is an ascending to the steepest and utmost heights
And then that hurtling toward that Destiny
Where the useful foot has no use.

In retrospect, life, for me, has been in so many respects enjoyable and replete with
joy – a joy sufficient and often innocent enough to keep me mostly balanced through
many times of personal tragedy and loss, and also in situations when I myself suffered
the consequences of some dishonourable act or acts by some human beings who
seemed to have lost or not to even have possessed the human qualities of empathy
and honour.

Now, as I recall and review over five decades of conscious living, I am also aware of
just how selfish I have been, and in particular aware of how I, through focussing on
abstractions, ideals and supra-personal goals, have personally hurt people who loved
me, and personally caused or been the cause of suffering in this world. But I like to
believe that I have, finally, learnt and understood some important things – especially
about myself – as a result of my diverse rather adventurous and sometimes strange
life.

Thus it is that I find, through and because of such a recalling, that what I value now,
what I feel and sense is most important, is a direct, personal, mutual love between
two human beings – and that such love is far far more important, more real, more
human, than any abstraction, than any idealism, than any so-called duty, than any
dogma, than any cause, however “idealistic”; more important – far more important –
than any ideology, than any and all -isms and -ologies be such -isms and such -ologies
understood conventionally as political, or religious or social. For it is the desire to
love, to be loved – and the desire to cease to cause suffering – which are important,
which should be our priority, and which are the true measure of our own humanity.

What, therefore, shall I personally miss the most as my own mortal life now moves
toward its fated ending? It is the rural England that I love, where I feel most at home,
where I know I belong, and where I have lived and worked for many many years of my
adult life – the rural England of small villages, hamlets, and farms, far from cities and
main roads, that still (but only just) exists today in parts of Shropshire, Herefordshire,
Yorkshire, Somerset and elsewhere. The rural England of small fields, hedgerows,
trees of Oak, where – over centuries – a certain natural balance has been achieved
such that Nature still lives and thrives there where human beings can still feel, know,
the natural rhythm of life through the seasons, and where they are connected to the
land, the landscape, because they have dwelt, lived, worked there year after year,
season after season, and thus know in a personal, direct, way every field, every
hedge, every tree, every pond, every stream, around them within a day of walking.

This is the rural England where change is slow, and often or mostly undesired and
where a certain old, more traditional, attitude to life and living still exists, and which
attitude is one of preferring the direct slow experience of what is around, what is
natural, what is of Nature, to the artificial modern world of cities and towns and fast
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transportation and vapid so-called “entertainment” of others.

That is what I shall miss the most, what I love and have treasured – beyond women
loved, progeny sown, true friends known:

The joy of slowly walking in fields tended with care through the hard work
of hands; the joy of hearing again the first Cuckoo of Spring; of seeing the
Swallows return to nest, there where they have nested for so many years.
The joy of sitting in some idle moment in warm Sun of an late English
Spring or Summer to watch the life on, around, within, a pond, hearing thus
the songful, calling birds in hedge, bush, tree, the sounds of flies and bees
as they dart and fly around.

The joy of walking through meadow fields in late Spring when wild flowers
in their profusion mingle with the variety of grasses that time over many
decades have sown, changed, grown. The joy of hearing the Skylark rising
and singing again as the cold often bleak darkness of Winter has given way
at last to Spring.

The simple delight of – having toiled hours on foot through deep snow and a
colding wind – of sitting before a warm fire of wood in that place called
home where one’s love has waited to greet one with a kiss.

The joy of seeing the first wild Primrose emerge in early Spring, and
waiting, watching, for the Hawthorn buds to burst and bloom. The soft smell
of scented blossoms from that old Cherry tree. The sound of hearing the
bells of the local village Church, calling the believers to their Sunday duty.
The simple pleasure of sitting after a week of work with a loved one in the
warm Summer quietness of the garden of an English Inn, feeling rather
sleepy having just imbued a pint or two of ale as liquid lunch.

The smell of fresh rain on newly ploughed earth, bringing life to seeds,
crops, newly sown. The mist of an early Autumn morning rising slowly over
field and hedge while Sun begins to warm the still chilly air. The very feel of
the fine tilth one has made by rotaring the ground ready for planting in the
Spring, knowing that soon will come the warmth of Sun, the life of rain, to
give profuse living to what shall be grown – and knowing, feeling, that such
growth, such fecundity, is but a gift, to be treasured not profaned…

These are the joys, some of the very simple, the very English, things I treasure; that I
have loved the most, and whose memories I shall seek to keep flowing within me as
my own life slowly ebbs away…

For it is to the now almost lost England of such things that I belong, that I have
always belonged, even though for many years I, in my profane often selfish stupidity,
forget this, subsumed as I was in my hubris with un-numinous abstractions.

The Sun of Warm November

So this is Peace:
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As the Sun of warm November
Warms and the grass grows with such mildness.

No strife, here;
No place beyond this place
As Farm meets meadow field
And I upon some hessian sack sit, write
To hear some distant calls from hedged-in sheep:
No breeze
To stir the fallen leaves
That lie among the seeds, there
Where the old Oak towers, shading fence
From Sun
And the pond is hazed with midges.

So this is the peace, found
Where dew persists,
Flies feed to preen to rest
And two Robins call from among that tangled brambled
Bush
Whose berries – unplucked, ripened – rot,
While the Fox-worn trail wobbles
Snaking
Through three fields.

So, the silent Buzzard soars
To shade me briefly:
No haste, worry, nor Homo Hubris, here
Only that, of this, a peaceful peace
Rising
When we who wait, wait to walk with Nature.

So there is much sadness, leaving
As the damp field-mists of morning
Have given way
To Sun

DW Myatt
2010 CE

Addendum - A Note Concerning Physis
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The phrase Φύσις κρύπτεσθαι φιλεῖ – attributed to Heraclitus - expresses something
of the true nature of Physis. See, for example, my brief essay Physis, Nature,
Concealment, and Natural Change, where I suggest that the phrase implies
something akin to Concealment accompanies Physis, or Concealment remains with
Physis, like a friend (or, The natural companion of Physis is concealment.)

We, as thinking human beings - who can use λόγος - can not only uncover Φύσις but
also conceal it again by our use of ideation, and by our "naming" of things. Why is
why Heraclitus also said:

τοῦ δὲ λόγου τοῦδ᾽ ἐόντος ἀεὶ ἀξύνετοι γίνονται ἄνθρωποι καὶ πρόσθεν ἢ
ἀκοῦσαι καὶ ἀκούσαντες τὸ πρῶτον

Although this naming and expression, which I explain, exists – human beings tend to ignore it,
both before and after they have become aware of it.  (Fragment 1)

An understanding also expressed by Hesiod (Theog, 27-28):

ἴδμεν ψεύδεα πολλὰ λέγειν ἐτύμοισιν ὁμοῖα,
ἴδμεν δ᾽, εὖτ᾽ ἐθέλωμεν, ἀληθέα γηρύσασθαι

We have many ways to conceal – to name – certain things
And the skill when we wish to expose their meaning

II

The Scent of Meadow Grass

Four days on from Fran's death, and I am in one of the ancient meadows on the Farm
- soon, the haymaking will begin, again, but for now I can smell that special smell -
the scent - of meadow grass growing in hot June Sun.

The varied grasses are at least knee high; often higher - and I startle a Deer, hiding,
as I walk through the grass: up it leaps to bound and leap away to escape through a
hole in the far hedge where the Oak, now full in leaf, rises so tall above me, only a
faint breeze to disturb its leaves. Over the field, a Buzzard circles, occasionally calling
while small Cumulus clouds drift under the blue sky of another English Summer.
Around, over, the pond where I sit, Damsel flies, and two dark blue large Dragonflies,
skitting, dancing, mating, landing - for the flow of life goes on.

Why such warm almost cloudless weather? It is not as if I wish my sadness, my grief,
my guilt to be lifted and taken from me - but, still, a certain beauty touches me,
bringing a few moments of peace. Shall I strive to push these aside, and remember,
again, as yesterday when I walked through nettles, letting them sting my bare hands
and arms? Now, a stripped yellow Dragonfly ventures forth over the pond - to be
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attacked, driven away by the Blue as two Blackbirds, tree dwelling and five
hedge-Oaks apart, sing their varied, long-lasting songs, for the flow of living goes on.

So many Damsel flies, now, I have lost count, and, then, a Ruddy Darter lands on a
leaf, feet from my feet. For minutes, it is still, as, around me, Bumblebees and fastly-
moving, loud, flies pass by in their seemingly random way. On a nearby fallen branch -
some small, glossy, black, winged insect scoops out dead wood with its legs, having
made a perfectly round, small, hole above the sunken leaf litter where black Beetles
scutter, to dive down to what is their deep. Then, a Bumblebee drops, stumbly, briefly,
down to the very edge, as if to drink, for the flow of life goes on.

Is there meaning, for me, here? It would seem so in these brief moments - and yet,
and yet there is no Fran to return to, no Fran sitting here, sharing such moments. But
is she, in some indefinable numinous way, here beyond the bounds of memory, Time,
grief, and thought? I do not know, only knowing a certain vague, mysterious feeling,
which might just be imagination. Now, I must arise and walk: no sleep, here, as in the
years gone by when I would lie down among this warm grass to feel the peace that
lives in such a place as this.

III

Bright Purple Orchids

It is just over one month since I sat on this hill - then, it was also in the Sun of an
early Summer's morning, and only a few days after Francine had killed herself,
tormented as she was by despair, anguish and a deep self-deprecation. For I called
her Francine - and she liked it - since it seemed to capture something of her quixotic,
individual, nature which the names Frances and Fran did not really express. Now, as
in the past when she was alive, I find myself still saying to myself - and sometimes out
loud  - "I love you Francine," as if it were some mantra that might bring her back to
life.

But, yet again, I am alone - here, where there are bright purple Orchids on the lower
slopes just above the tree-line and where, below, a Deer stood on the narrow footpath,
watching me approach until, apparently unafraid, it sauntered off into the bushes
growing by and beyond the stream that runs down through that quite small wooded
valley. Overhead - the resident Buzzard, calling. Around - flies, starting their day as
the warmth of the Sun increases to slowly dispel the clinging mist that lingers
cloud-like over the flat land between those not-too-distant hills.

The stark cry of a Woodpecker, as it flies, dipping, from tree to tree. The loud
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Bumblebee, feeding on the many small flowers - blue, yellow, violet, red. The many
birds - whose personal names I do not and probably never shall know - singing, in the
many trees and bushes below, up from where there is a small clearing, gently rising
as the hill beyond, and in which clearing two chestnut horses graze, half a mile or
more from the nearest cottage whose white walls and faded-red roof break the swathe
of green which, furlong upon furlong, reaches up to the very top of the hill, making
my horizon: fields of pasture; hedges bursting with English-summer green

The ferns, since my last visit, are fully open, and almost all stretched fully out, and I
sit on an old plastic bag, feeling the tragedy of Francine's death, and that I should be
crying far more than I am now. For the tears, hours upon hour, day following day, has
lessened, until - yesterday - I wept only once. So I feel guilty, partly believing I should
be mourning her far more. But Nature, here, is alive and I have begun to sense again
the flow of Life, sensing somehow and strangely - and hoping it is not some delusion -
that she, by her dying has given me this gift, this chance; these moments to reconnect
myself with Life. A chance to redeem and be redeemed, to feel the beauty and the
goodness inherent in life and to know, to deeply feel, the promise of human existence
- as if she by her living and her dying has not only freed herself from her own inner
pain, anguish and torment, but also finally, irretrievably, freed me from that lower
part of myself that still kept me in thrall, even sometimes during our relationship, to
abstractions, to a wayward questing after suffering-causing ideals.

So I am embodied, here, by my being, my thoughts, my feeling - as I sense she is, and
somehow alive if I feel this, if I remember this, her, if I change; if I make her sacrifice
worthwhile. For there is a depth not felt before; never quite experienced like this
before; a depth of feeling; a depth of being; a deep connexion with Life, especially as
it presences itself, here, around me, in me, on this hill, site of an ancient hill-fort - as
if the sadness and the sorrow and the tragedy have been transformed, melded
somehow with the quiet reverential joy of being in such a beautiful, still numinous
aspect of Nature, to form something new, strange, far beyond words, bringing a
definite knowing of myself, of my failure, a knowing of humility never known before.
Thus there is a letting-be; a simple dwelling through sitting in silence and in peace,
exhaling wordless and wordfull words of love. Change, life, death - all around; all
here, and one day I also shall change as my beautiful Francine has changed. No fear,
now; only that knowing that knows the flow for the changing it is.

Yet do such feelings, such thoughts, demean her death? Or are they merely some
escape or delusion? I do not really know - I never probably will know for certain - but
I hope not, even as I know I might be mistaken, in this. But this is all I have: this, the
result of my month of effort, the month of tears - these slight answers; these meagre
answers; these so slight positive feelings, feelings which may fade, which could fade,
bringing back such anguish as caused so many thoughts of bringing forward death.
For over a month, a struggle to find answers to the questions, the despair, which
perplexed and often almost overwhelmed me. Faith; prayer; redemption - seeking to
believe; needing to believe; desiring to pray, trying to pray. Trying again to find the
answers in God; in Christianity, in Buddhism, in Taoism, in Islam, and in and from
many other Ways.

David Myatt - The Culture of Arete

12 of 22



But there is now, for me it seems, only the quiet sitting in places such as this; only the
answers of, the development of, The Numinous Way. Only the feeling of being one
connexion; only the yearning to presence the good, to cease to cause suffering; to
strive to keep that silence, that non-interference, which which may well be the
beginning of my own redemption and a move toward, back, to being in balance with
Nature, with the Cosmos, with myself - and with the Fran who has gone, leaving me
behind.

There is, here, only sky, trees, hill, and history - and no one to share such beauty, such
warmth of Summer Sun. No one to lie beside and feel the yearning for that short
sleep which often overcomes us in a such heat as this. Instead - a small brown spotted
Butterfly passes; then, an even smaller one of browny-orange with black spots on its
wings, and then a larger white of black-tipped wings. So many flowers to feed, upon -
and the heat of the Sun has taken those almost-annoying flies off, away, perhaps
bushward into shade, leaving me free to rest in my new strange sad-tragic-quiet-
reverential-remorseful-joy while a small Cumulus cloud in an otherwise cloudless sky
drifts above, to my right, making faces. A sad face; then of anger then of joy - until it,
too, becomes almost formless here in this flicker of Life which passes quickly upon
one planet in one Galaxy among a Cosmos, changing slowly, as it does.

So many flowers; and Grasshoppers, calling, in the longer grass, above where three
Crows caw, as they caw. So much Life, bursting, burgeoning, forth, to mingle as I
become mingled with a future and a past, one connexion among so many where, ten
feet away, the wind-shaped sapling of Oak, no taller than a three Rabbits, hopping,
curves gracefully out over lichen-covered rock

IV

No Clouds Above A Natural Silence

A wonderfully warm and Sunny day with no clouds to cover the joy-bringing-blue. The
Sun was warm even as it ascended while I cycled, on my roadster, rural lanes totally
devoid of traffic because of it being Sunday, early. So pleasing, this simple joy of an
English morning in latish Summer when I - tired from long hours of work yesterday -
leant against a fence to just-be in each slowly passing moment. Such peace, as if the
meaning of life was at last not only known but felt, lived, as no human-made noise
intrudes and one feels the strength, the giving, of the Sun; feels the growing that is in
fields, trees, bush, hedge.

So much, so much so simply known and felt as warmth and the natural silence bring a
sleepy calm and there is the brief sleep of lying in warming grass before one awakes
to feel all living-life thus knowing human-caused suffering for the blight, the stupidity,
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that it is. To be  - to let-be - is again my answer and so I slowly, so-slowly, returned to
my dwelling where now, three hours later, I sit on the grass in the garden knowing-
feeling my weakness of months, years, decades past.

So I am haunted, here and again, where - again - the Swallows gather as they gather
at this time of year: chirping, chattering, to each other and preparing in a few weeks
time, perhaps a month, to leave until the next Spring turns toward another Summer.
Thus do they now skim the fields, catching, eating, their food as the cycle of natural
life upwardly repeats and a cooling breeze dims a little of the humid heat here in a
greening part of England spoilt only by the noise, the machinations, of Homo Hubris.

And yet I am no exception, having trodden many stages to perform so many rôles to
so be a cause of suffering: learning, forgetting, learning, but addicted often despite
intention to interfering, to blindly going where I had been so many times before. Such
stupidity - such sanctimonious arrogant assumptions - negating again and again and
again empathy, compassion, love. Too many words, then, even now: far too many too
many times as the deluding self lived, arose, died, arose again, to mislead, each
numinous allegory only one Sign of how to remember that which our selfish delusion
bade us forget.

Thus am I left in Sun to shed such tears as might break me with no knowing of if -
when - I will be stupid, arrogant, again. But now - now there returns the peace of
silence and sitting in the warming Sun of a late but so English Summer.

(One Day One Third of August)

V

I Have No Answers, Now

One of the many problems occupying me in the months following Francine's tragic
death - and among those many problems still, as yet, unsolved - is the problem of
remorse. The problem of knowing our errors, our mistakes, the suffering we have
caused to others, and knowing we must change. But we have so much regret for the
hurt we caused, we desire to return to some past moment in causal time when we
would behave in a different way, say different things, having learnt from our mistakes.
Thus might we change what-is-now, redeeming the suffering, the death. But this
return is impossible, of course, a wakeing dream, and so there is a desire for some
kind of forgiveness and a gentle determination not to commit the same mistakes,
again.

Why such a desire for forgiveness? And from whom, since the person we loved, we
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failed, is dead? Forgiveness, as catharsis - to ease the burden of remorse, and of that
guilt that seems to have seeped deeply within us, born as it is from our now shameful
knowing of ourselves, for we are no longer the arrogant, prideful, often unempathic
person we were. Now, we know our limits, our faults, our blame, and it is such clear
self-honesty that shames us.

Of course, in times past we might and probably would have laughed at such thoughts,
such feelings, and returned to our joyful often selfish immersion in life, regarding the
person we now are - we have become - as someone weak, foolish. And it is sometimes
tempting, still, to forget our new self-image, and return to the games we played with
others in the past before the tragedy of a loved one's death overwhelmed, leaving us
in those first fresh days of our new life with such morbid thoughts as kept us
sleepless, weeping, bereft, as if the force of life had been somehow taken from us. No
more, then, now, the lying - the lies we so often told to ourselves; no more, then, now,
the so-convenient forgetting, the dislike we had for, the blame we cast at, others in
the instinct of dishonourable self-survival and arrogant hubris.

We cannot hide, any longer - we have seen ourselves as we are, and we do not like
much, most, of what we have seen. Much, most: for we have kept ourselves alive, at
least in body, plodding through the days, the weeks, the months clinging to that still
remaining small part of ourselves which is or seems to be imbued with life. Yet how
many have failed, here? Failed to find within, in some shadowed space, an intimation
of life - of that good which might, which can, redeem us still? To find something we, at
least, still like about ourselves... How many, failed - and so in their despair by their
own hand removed themselves from life? Too many; far too many, too many times.

So we cling to life, plodding through the days, lacking hope. For the hope of life, of
our future, has gone, turning thoughts, feelings, back toward forgiveness, grace,
redemption: toward the loving merciful kindness of the Saviour, the God, who, which,
so often seemed to save us in the foolish gawky days of early youth when there
seemed to be no horizon beyond the simple family life we lived; no problems that a
parent, a Saviour, a God, some gift could not solve: days when happiness was play, a
swim in sea; in finding what was beyond the corner of that reddish dusty track in the
bush we walked one sunny day to picnic there beside the lake in that dry season...

Where is my Saviour now? Where the peace of prayer among the incense that
lingered as the oak of the choir stalls creaked as they creak, echoing in such vaulted
nightime silence? Where that innocence returned, felt, known - even briefly lived -
when a purity of spirit seemed as if it came to dwell within? As when, the beautiful,
numinous, Ave Maria Stella of Compline over, there was out of pure love a kneeling on
the stone floor, wordless prayer and often tears before the deep peaceful rest of sleep.
Such simplicity, there - lost now, by the sadness, the grieving sadness, for doubts,
intellect, pride and passion have distracted me, distanced me from the life, there,
from belief, faith, piety, obedience: especially from belief, so that there seems to be
now at best only an allegory left, bereft of real, deep, immediate personal meaning.

Such sadness - for such loss; for her loss; loss upon loss... Can there therefore be
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hope, redemption, no more forgetting, a removal of remorse, without a Saviour's
grace? Without God, prayer, faith?

I have thought so; I have hoped so. It has worked - for a while, as when the days of
warm and hot and humid Summer past were felt, experienced, sometimes, as I walked
the fields, the hills of this rural land I love, finding, in moments, such peace, such joy,
as kept me quiet, smiling so that I was able for an hour, two, to lie gently on warm
forgiving grass and drift toward, into, sleep, dreaming of so many happy days, gone.
But now - now there is only the dismal cold rain of late Autumn, Winter; dark nights; a
tension that leaves my head, aching, dull; and so many hours - so many hours - of
painful remembering of times past when I in my stupidity, pride, arrogance, caused so
much suffering to so many people. So much painful remembering, especially of how
many times I failed Francine.

Solve vincla reis,
Profer lumen caecis,
Mala nostra pelle,
Bona cuncta posce

Will this bleakness, this darkness, this crippling remorse, pass? Or will there - must
there, should there - be a turning back, toward prayer? So much need, it seems, to
believe - and yet no belief, for it is as if I yearn here for those warm, hot, humid, days
of Summer, for the purity of wordlessly kneeling sans thought. No lasting deeply
personal comfort, it seems, in Nature, as the cold darkness returns: no distractions to
hold me in abeyance until the warmth, the light, the joy of Spring bursts forth
bringing joy to a man worn, tired, from so many experiences, so many mistakes. No
personal love, grace, there, emanating from some living personal loving Being - only
what-is, as it changes within such change as covers us through Nature's living acausal
life.

Thus, it is the realization of personal love that is missing, lost: but no woman, now, to
suffuse such vacant spaces with meaning; no woman to gently love with a knowing
formed from failure; and no hope of such a loving being, given such a reclusive life
born of such shame as now deeply dwells, within.

So there are no answers, now.

VI

One More Foolish Failure

I am such a fool; such a failure, in evolutionary terms, in the perspective of the
Cosmos. Here I am, entering the sixth decade of my life, having spent the last forty
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years seeking experience and wisdom and having, in that time, made so many errors,
mistakes, and been the cause of much suffering, personal and otherwise.

How then can I be deemed wise? How - when I have leant, from sorrowful experience,
from my own pathei-mathos, from the personal tragedy of the dying and the death of
two loved ones, and yet have always always, until now, returned to pursuing suffering-
causing abstractions and unethical goals?

There is no excuse for this failure of mine, year following year - although of course I
have always made excuses for myself, as failures often do. Wordy, moral-sounding,
inexcusable excuses almost always of the unethical "the end justifies the means" kind.

No excuses - because from sorrow, from personal tragedy, I felt, dis-covered, the
unethical nature of all abstractions, be they deemed political, religious, or social. And
yet I always seemed, until a month ago, to gravitate back toward them, as if there was
some basic flaw in my personal nature, my character, that allowed or even caused
such a return, such a stupid forgetting of lessons learnt; as if I was in truth an addict,
addicted to challenges, to strife, to violent change, because such challenges, such
strife, such violence brought or seemed to bring a vivifying existence, a sense of
belonging, of being alive - and yes, a feeling of being different, special, in the sense of
believing that one is able to make a difference, to the world.

Thus, I have been human - all too human, far too human; caught, trapped, by that
egotism, that bloated self-esteem, that has blighted our species for centuries, for
millennia, and made us place some goal, some idealism, some ideal, some abstraction,
before empathy, before compassion, before our evolution into higher beings.

In addition, for a long time, I desired, yearned with all my being, with a sorrowful
passion, to believe again in God, in Allah, Ar-Rahman, Ar-Raheem, As-Salaam - who
thus could forgive, redeem, and guide, and from whom there might, could be,
redemption and thus catharsis, and who thus could take away those doubts about
myself, my actions, that never, ever, left me when I returned to the foray, to the
pursuit of some inhuman suffering-causing abstraction or other.

Only in moments during all these years - these long, these too-long, four years - did
my being reach out again to the Cosmos, my bloated all-too-human self-esteem
punctured, brought down to Earth, by some incident, or some intimation of the divine,
of The Numen; as when I chanced to listen, to hear, to feel, In timorie Dei from
Répons Matines pour la fête de saint Bernard, and knew again as if for the first time
the essence of one allegory, the suffering, the hopes, the errors, the potentiality, of
human beings, century upon century - bringing thus a profusion of tears so that
moisture fell from my eyes to moisten my beard as, outside my room, the modern
world flowed as it flowed, replete with noise and ego... Or as when I out walking along
some Promenade by some sea caught the smile, the very essence, of a women,
youthful, who passed me by in warming Sun and whom I in that one transcended
moment seemed to become with all her happiness, sadness, hopes, memories and
living: such an intimation of goodness, there, nascent, ready and willing to spring
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forth when a trusting love caught her, again. Or as when I sat in Sun to watch a young
family, in some town Park, playing as such young fathers, mothers, often played with
their children less than a decade in their living.

Or as when I watched from a boat the Sun set over a calm almost wave-free Sea, the
red disk descending, larger, slowfully, there where sea horizon cut the darkening of
Earth's sky to cause such a profusion of changing colour that one was calmed, again,
in those moments; stilled and almost awed as one watched, felt, such beauty,
presenced on such a home as this.

But only in moments, during all those years.....

Perhaps all religions were, in their genesis, an answer to such stubborn foolish human
forgetfulness that brought me down, for all those years; and - in their development -
an aid to remembering what we so easily forget, what I so easily forgot, except in
such transient moments; an aid, a means, by their rites, of presencing for us, in our
ordinary, daily, lives, some intimation of the divine, of what we might, could, should
be, when we cease because of egotism to forget, when we remember the suffering of
others and especially the suffering that we ourselves have caused, and thus acquire
or develope the dignity of humility that we human beings so desperately need, and
always have needed.

Perhaps - until, that is, those religious ways lost or obscured, the numen, the
numinous, in, by and through abstractions, dogma, by requiring the certainty of a
certain belief, or by changing their ancient rites in some vain unnecessary temporal
effort to be "modern and relevant".

I tried; I did try, for years - to return to such ways, such religious answers; needing
them - hoping to find in and though them and their rites that constant remembrance,
that constant presencing, of the numinous that I felt, knew, understood, would keep
me a better, more enlightened, more empathic, and compassionate, person, mindful
through humility of my own errors, arrogance, and mistakes.

But it did not work, for me - except in moments; far too few moments. For always
there were deep feelings of there being something missing in their rites; of there
being something just too abstract, too un-numinous, in their requirement that one
accepts certain beliefs and dogma. As if the pure numinous essence has somehow by
some means and over time been lost, or might not have been fully there even in their
genesis.

Perhaps, possibly, probably - this is just my all-too-human arrogance re-asserting
itself, yet again. My presumption, my illusion, of knowing, born from some
all-too-human desire. But the stark simple truth was that such accepted, conventional,
religious means did not work for me - or no longer worked for me. No longer
presenced the numen, for me; no longer enabled me to rise, to go, beyond my selfish,
foolish, error-prone self, to where the essence of empathy and compassion and the
numen itself seemed to live, far beyond our temporal world of selfish suffering-
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causing human beings.

Thus did I slowly, sometimes painfully, from my pathei-mathos, construct for myself,
over years, my own Way.

But even this Numinous Way of mine seems incomplete, as it is only my own uncertain
and possibly quite feeble answer. For even now I seem to have no means, in and
through this Way of mine, to presence the Numen, on a regular temporal basis to
remind myself of the mistakes of my past, to feel again the living numinous Cosmos
beyond that often mundane world which has now become the place of my daily living.

Thus is there the same old haunting question - of how long will it be before I in my
addiction forget The Numen, yet again, and so return to the suffering-causing habits
of so many previous years?

For now, I can only hope against hope that I have strength enough, memories enough,
humility enough, to keep me where I know I should belong: infused, suffused, with the
world of the numinous, enabling thus such an empathic living as can make us and
keep us as ethical, compassionate, human beings; one sign toward the higher human
type we surely have the potential to become.

VII

A Change of Perspective

Over the past decade there has been, for me, a complete change of perspective, for I
have gone from upholding and violently propagating the racialism of National-
Socialism – and encouraging the overthrow of the existing status quo through
revolutionary insurrection – to the acceptance of empathy and compassion, and to
that gentle, quiet, desire to cease to cause suffering, which form the basis for what I
have called The Numinous Way, with this Numinous Way being apolitical, undogmatic,
and considering both race and “the folk” as unethical abstractions which move us
away from empathy and compassion and which thus obscure our true human nature.

Why unethical? Because The Numinous Way uncovers, through empathy, the nexion
we, as individuals, are to all life, thus making us aware of how all life – sentient and
otherwise – is connected and part of that matrix, that Unity, which is the Cosmos, and
it is a knowing and appreciation of this connexion which is lost when we impose
abstractions upon life, and especially when we judge other beings by a criteria
established by some such abstraction. For this knowing and appreciation of our
connexion to other life is the beginning of compassion, and a presencing – a
manifestation – of our humanity, of our knowing of ourselves in relation to other life,
and the Cosmos itself; and, thus, a placing of us, as individuals, in an ethical, and a
Cosmic, perspective.

This change of my perspective – this personal change in me – arose, or derived, from
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several things: from involvement with and belief in, during the past decade, a certain
Way of Life, considered by many to be a religion; from thinking deeply about certain
ethical questions whose genesis was reflecting upon my thirty years of violent
political activism; and from a variety of personal events and experiences, two of which
events involved the loss of loved ones, and one of which loss involved the suicide of
my fiancée.

However, this change was a slow, often difficult, process, and there was to be, during
this decade, a stubborn refusal, by me, to follow – except for short periods – where
this change led me; a stubborn refusal to-be, except for short periods, the person I
was shown to be, should-be, by and through this alchemical process of inner change.
Thus was there a stubborn clinging to doing what I conceived to be my honourable
duty, and it is only in the last month that I have finally and to my own satisfaction
resolved, in an ethical way, the dilemma of such a duty, thus ending my association
with a particular Way of Life, which Way many consider a religion.

During this decade of inner reflexion, of great outward change – of lifestyle,
occupation, belief, place of dwelling – there was a quite slow rediscovery of the
individual I had been before my fanatical pursuit of a political cause became the
priority of my life: the person behind the various rôles played or assumed, over more
than three decades, for the purpose of attaining particular outer goals deriving from
some abstraction, some ideal, or some other impersonal thing. That is, I gradually,
over the past decade, ceased believing in a certain principle which I had formerly
accepted; which principle I had placed before my own personal feelings; which
principle I had used, quite deliberately, to change myself; and which principle I had
stubbornly adhered to for almost four decades, believing that it was my honourable
duty to do so.

This principle was that in order to attain one’s “ideal world”, certain sacrifices had to
be made “for the greater good”. In accord with this principle, I considered I had
certain duties, and accordingly sacrificed not only my own, personal, happiness, but
also that of others, including that of four women who loved me; and it is perhaps fair
to conclude that it was this principle which made me seem to others to be, for three
decades, a political fanatic, and – for many years after that – a kind of religious zealot.
Indeed, it is probably even fairer to conclude that I was indeed such a fanatic and
such a zealot, for, in the pursuit of some abstraction, some ideal, some notion of duty,
some dogma, I deliberately controlled my own nature, a nature evident – over the
decades – in my poetry; in my wanderings as a vagabond; in my initial enthusiasm as
a Christian monk; in the tears cried upon hearing some sublime piece of music; in my
love of Nature, and of women. That is, there were always times in my life when I
reverted back to being the person I felt, I knew, I was; always times when I stopped,
for a few months, or a year or maybe longer, interfering in the world; when I ceased
to place a perceived duty before myself, and when I thus interacted with others, with
the world, only in a direct, personal, empathic way sans some ideal, some dogma.

Now, I have finally come to understand that this principle of idealism, the guiding
principle of most of my adult life, is unethical, and therefore fundamentally wrong and
inhuman. That is, it is a manufactured abstraction; a great cause of suffering, and that
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nothing – no idealism, no cause, no ideal, no dogma, no perceived duty – is worth or
justifies the suffering of any living-being, sentient or otherwise. That it is empathy,
compassion and a personal love which are human, the essence of our humanity: not
some abstract notion of duty; not some idealism. That it is the impersonal
interference in the affairs of others – based on some cause, some belief, some dogma,
some perceived duty, some ideology, some creed, some ideal, some manufactured
abstraction – which causes and greatly contributes to suffering, and which moves us
far away from empathy and compassion and thus diverts us from our humanity and
from changing ourselves, in a quiet way, into a more evolved, a more empathic and
more compassionate, human being.

Thus, in many ways, The Numinous Way – as now developed, and as explicated by me
in the past year or so – represents my true nature: the hard, difficult, re-discovery of
what I had controlled, and lost; and, perhaps more importantly, an evolution of that
personal nature as a result of my diverse experiences, my learning from my mistakes,
and my empathic awareness of the suffering I have caused to others.

Hence, I have been, for many decades, wrong; misguided. Or, rather, I misguided
myself, allowing idealism and a perceived duty to triumph over, to veil, my humanity.
My good intentions were no excuse, even though, for nearly four decades, I made
them an excuse, as idealists always do. For, during all the decades of my various
involvements – of my arrogant interference based on some abstraction – I sincerely
believed I was doing what was “right”, or “honourable”, and that such suffering as I
caused, or aided, or incited, was “necessary” for some ideal to be born in some
“future”.

But now my inescapable reality is that of a personal empathy, a personal compassion,
a simple, quiet, letting-be; a knowing that such answers as I have, now, are just my
answers, and that I have no duty other than to be human, to gently strive to be a
better human being through reforming myself by quietly cultivating empathy and
compassion. Of course, I do not expect to be understood, and probably will continue
to be judged, by others, according to some, or all, of my former beliefs, involvements.

So There Is Warm Sun

So I rest – tired, awake, exhausted, from days of work,
Worry, Dreams, and Thought
Resting while the hot Sun flows
And the fastly flowing nebulae of clouds, wind-spaked,
Grow tendrils to shape themselves with faces
Here:
One planet gasping as it gasps
Since the slaying by Homo Hubris never ever seems
To stop.

Too late the empathy to set us flowing
Back to love?
So much promise for so long undesired
I am left sad, warm, sleepy
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While the Summer Sun brings peace enough
To sleep-me
As the circling Buzzard
Cries.

In Memoriam Frances

Debitum Naturae
29th May 2006 CE

θάνατος δὲ τότ᾽ ἔσσεται, ὁκκότε κεν δὴ
Μοῖραι ἐπικλώσωσ…..

cc David Myatt 2010 CE
(Second Edition)
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