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When I was about ten years old, I participated in the first transgressive experience of Catholic childhood. After learning by rote an interminable sing-song of (to me, at least) meaningless Latin, and having been duly rehearsed in the ritual theatre of the child acolyte, I donned surplice and cassock (invariably too long or too short), folded my hands in the proper position, and preceded the priest onto the grand stage of the Mass. 


It was about seven o’clock in the morning. Forgetting my lines almost instantly as the priest sped through his own sleepy mumble, I recall now that it did not matter what I said or forgot to say in my responses: the ritual always continued, a matter of making correct left turns or right turns, scrambled exits and entrances, attempts at lighting or extinguishing towering candles with the help of a long pole, and other sacred adventures.


No part of the ritual, however, seemed as dramatic, or clearly as important, as the ceremony of preparing the wine for the priest’s consumption. When given the signal – the priest would make secret gestures to his ten-year-old accomplice throughout – I got up from my knees (hands always folded) trying not to trip on my gown and hastened to the table next to the altar where I had previously prepared a small cruet of red wine as well as one of water. With one in each hand, I stepped up to the altar as the priest held out his golden chalice into which I was to pour the liquids. 


Like many another naïve child enlisted in this sacred service, my overly-zealous free pour of wine flowed like a minor Niagara; a mere dash of water from my right hand saw to it that the concoction stayed a nice dark red. The result, I shudder to recall, must have been a rippingly stiff drink (and on an empty stomach, too) for the Monsignor to start his day with. Sometimes he would back away, always careful not to spill any, or cry out “Enough!” with a glaring look at my (forgive me, Fathers) stupidity, or nod his head vigorously begging for more water in this seven A.M. spritzer I had so generously prepared. The poor man had to drink every drop. I can’t even plead ignorance, having once, in the sacristy when no one was guarding the bottle, and like every altar boy before or since, snuck a sip of the mysterious liquid (before it was consecrated, of course). Yuck. 


The Mass was referred to as a “celebration,” which I, in my naiveté, took literally, as if the wine was there for the party, although its celebratory cast, in real rather than rhetorical terms, certainly seemed as lost on the celebrant as it was on the handful of somber old ladies who regularly showed up for the show.


It was real wine, varying between 12% and 17% alcohol by volume. At that time altar wine was purchased from officially designated vintners, who certified that no sugars or other additives were utilized, only the natural yeasts present in the grape. The hierarchy of the Catholic Church, as well as its newest altar boy, took the matter of wine most seriously. In fact, it was this non-additive policy with altar wine that kept many of the wineries the Church favored open during Prohibition. Inevitably, alcoholism in priests was – and remains – a problem.


Some years later, it was to be yet another of his truly merciful insights into the cruelties of Catholic dogmatism that led Pope John XXIII to permit the alcoholic priest for the first (and only) time to use simple grape juice as a substitute for wine. Like so much else of that enlightened leader’s all too brief administration, the new policy was not to last. Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger, under Pope John Paul II, reversed the decision and created an enormous controversy which still rages. The issue, as usual, was literalism versus imagination in the interpretation of religion. The “conservatives,” as literalists always seem to be called, insisted that since bread and wine were used by Jesus at the Last Supper, the sacrament must literally contain those elements. (The history of the Communion wafer, which today has the consistency of an ice cream cone but is at least harmless to all consuming it, is another matter).


Since Welch’s Grape Juice was not on the wine list at the Last Supper, Cardinal Ratzinger had it removed from the Catholic Church’s approved list as well. His clever “solution” to the problem was to substitute mustum, which is grape juice whose fermentation has been suspended by freezing or by other methods which will not alter its nature. He also suggested that the celebrant dip the Host that he must consume (as bread) in an almost infinitesimal amount of this wine, while a co-celebrant could consume the remainder. How much is “infinitesimal?” Do not ask. Infinity is something the Catholic Church can dispute endlessly and is very good at measuring. (These are the people who brought you, along with other Scholastic conundra, “How many angels can fit on the head of a pin?”)


But perhaps we should not be so ready to condemn the casuistry of Cardinal Ratzinger after all, for in every respect except compassion for alcoholics he may be on the right side here, at least when it comes to the integrity of wine, and for that maybe we should even salute him. In an age of watered down everything, of imitation this and substitute that, of soppy New Age make-believe, it is heartening to know that the old Church still holds out for truth in wine.


It does not care at all, of course, or even consider the pleasure of wine in this “celebration,” or for that matter in any other. Pleasure was never of interest, a major, fatal failure, at least for my credence. The parameters of Catholicism, alas, are enclosed in the suffering side of life. (Was the Last Supper really the lugubrious affair that Leonardo has iconized so rigidly for all time, or was it the happy Jewish feast of Passover with plenty of eating and drinking for a bunch of thirsty fishermen/apostles?)

Still, for those of us who do cherish the pleasures of wine, those of us more Epicurean than Episcopal, maintaining the truth of wine is no small matter, and we should accept soldiers for our cause wherever we find them, even if it is in the somber chambers of the Vatican Curia. Wine, in our weird American theocracy, is but one more pleasurable, even pristine commodity that those in cultural power seem to defile.

If the theocracy had its way, and it did during Prohibition, we would all be denied the grace of this sacrament on our dinner tables. Aside from heavily taxing it, bureaucrats impose “warning labels” telling pregnant women not to drink it, over-indulgers not to drive, and working-class imbibers not to operate machinery. Whether such women (who must not be able to afford obstetricians) are drinking Chateau Margaux or just plain Thunderbird makes no difference to the zealous wine commissars in Washington (where rivers of great wines, I’m told,  flow nightly like the Potomac from the White House on down). 

The rest of the world – especially, of course, the French – jeer at the apparently bottomless depth of American tastelessness which these labels exemplify, even as they dutifully proceed to paste them on all the bottles they export to us.
 When it was finally and reluctantly conceded, by a recalcitrant American Medical Association (a big part of the theocracy, with the Surgeon General as one of its Popes), that the daily consumption of red wine is in fact significantly beneficial to your health – preventing heart disease, relieving depression, easing digestion, and a number of other things -- many of us thought that now at last these silly, costly labels would come off, even be replaced by one that advised you to drink up, it’s good for your health. How could we have been so naïve?

It was too much ever to hope that American government would put labels on encouraging us to drink for the pleasure inherent in the product; but good health was as sure a sign of God’s favor as great wealth,  in our neo-Puritan, Calvinist/Mormon/Evangelical theocratic code. Was it too much to think that the same ascetic “heart-smart” obsessive-compulsives who brought us (lethal) margarines instead of (delicious and healthful) butter would get on a bandwagon for the heart-smarts of wine? To the contrary, their first reaction to the news was to inquire of the medical researchers if plain old grape juice didn’t do the trick just as well. (No, it does not.) 

So Cardinal Ratzinger, long an enemy of “liberal” Catholics for so many of his views (on women priests, abortions, homophobia, planned parenthood and the rest) has at least one bemused fan in this ex-altar boy turned Epicurean post-materialist.
 Along with Julia Child, surely the doyenne of American Epicureans for her long campaign to fight back against the American theocracy’s proscription against the pleasures of fat in foods (a proscription that has itself led to an epidemic of obesity), the Cardinal is one of us. His ironic position, that the material “substance” of wine must be ensured because it is the “outward sign” that makes the inward sacrament a sacrament, saves at least this one precious item of the material world from being diluted into the increasing vapidity of American “spirit.”

My only complaint with the Cardinal, and it is an infinitesimal one, is that he and his theocratic flock do not seem to appreciate how much the rest of the material world, which ought to be seen as the outward sign that makes life itself a sacrament, has been ungraciously abandoned. Apparently, if you limit your reverence only to religious phenomena, everything else in this world can be lost.

There is a risk after all in the deliteralizing psychological style that James Hillman has adapted so brilliantly from the “prophetic philosopher” Corbin.  “Seeing through” can lead to profound and even mystical insight, on the one hand, but it can also lead to a paradoxical literalism and blindness of its own, a denial of the things of this world and their genuine, material pleasure, especially if your taste buds’ hermeneutics are left to somebody’s often tasteless therapeutics. For some who follow this style, life becomes dream instead of cream,
 an inner child whine instead of a mature glass of wine. Even this would be of little consequence, except that the material world itself then changes. Instead of Dom Perignon and  Macanudo,  Big Mac goes with Diet Coke, or if you’re New Age, Tofu-burger and EdenSoy. Everyone knows the litany, and indeed everyone now seems to know the deliteralizing aesthetic in one form or another. The deconstructive version of it in academe has banned the pleasures of reading from any association with what used to be called “literature.” The structuralist version of it in anthropology and religion studies has stripped from the joyous narratives of world mythology everything that Joseph Campbell used to revel in as “bliss.” Even the art world, splintered as it is today into the various no-theory-at-all theories, to judge by the recent “Spectacle” at the Brooklyn Museum, chooses to void and negate any impetus to old-fashioned pleasures (bourgeois!) at the first sign of their appearance. And Fashion itself, once the most whimsical of  indulgences, has been on an anorexic “anti-fashion” binge, with uglier and ever more junkie-looking models, ever  since the designers got their own tedious handle on Marxism.  (Prada black, the official “colorless” uniform of New York and European artists and intellectuals for so long now, might better be called “Pravda black,” so soulless is its intention.) 

It is too late to undo Marx in America, where his ghost is thriving with vengeance against our arts and aesthetics, but perhaps a re-visit to the angelic world of Henry Corbin (1903-1978), grandfather of deliteralization and guiding Imam of the creative imagination movement, might help some of us from watering the last of our wines into nullities. 

Corbin the gnostic master
 might seem at first someone completely antithetical to the sensate world of Epicurus (my own Imam and guide), the 3rd century BCE Greek philosopher who first encouraged us to take pleasure in food and wine and above all in our friends as the “meaning” of life. A Catholic altar boy in his own Paris childhood, Corbin rejected the “modern” world (which he saw as crushingly Marxist on the one hand and overpoweringly capitalist on the other) in the 1930s and exiled himself, a Professor at the Sorbonne, to the Middle East, first to Istanbul, then to post-War Teheran. There, immersed in the Islamic gnosticism and neo-Platonism of the medieval Sufis, he elucidated for us in book after book the thought of ta’wil, the practice of turning back all earthly symbols and substances to their higher origin in the celestial world. Each soul’s inner guide – how far it is from the “inner child” craze that guides so many today – was a personal Angel in leading this process. Between the infinitely distant spiritual world and the empirically immediate material world, the Sufis posited what Corbin called “the imaginal” (as distinct from imaginative or imaginary) world, the middle kingdom towards which ta’wil alone can take you. Thus all things earthly become deliteralized the further one is able to see them in the imaginal reflection of celestial light.

The 9th century Sufi poet Bayezid, for example, wrote, “I am the wine-drinker and the wine and the cup-bearer.”  In one line, he turns wine back to a symbolic, imaginal level where “I” is the Angel/other of the Self, and where the materiality of our world (of drinking) is transformed to a subtle contemplation of God. (Alcohol was generally forbidden in Islam, and the Sufis themselves could be ascetic, but they were also supremely heretical and often drank wine, as did other Islamic groups.)

But the point of ta’wil, the essence of Sufi thought, was always upward to the imaginal world and away from the material one. Materiality, the “fallen” world of the Creation,  was converted into imaginality but always and only as image, never as abstraction. (And of course never as dogma, or law, or ethical program – that is what the Sufis objected to in institutionalized Islam, and why they were, and are,  persecuted.)

I do not wish to imply that it was out of this fabulously rich profundity of Corbin’s lifetime of mystical elucidation that our current level of New Age pusillanimity has come, where the materiality of the world is so glibly abandoned, and where eating, drinking, and being merry is scorned for “near-death experience” angelic tunnels of light. Rather, I think, it was the Angels of the American self who made the move – they are the ones drinking our wines instead of ourselves. The Angels now live our lives instead of guiding them. At the same time, they are becoming weaker and weaker creatures, because this is not their proper food
 but ours. American angels now dominate at least half a dozen TV sitcoms, and they regularly star on Broadway (Angels In America), not to mention a long parade of sappy movies. They apparently enjoy our entertainment media even as we no longer can.

Identification with the Angel was never the Sufi gnostic’s intention. Your angel was to help you “see through” the occultation of life’s dilemmas by taking them to a higher level of vision. But this level, spiritual or celestial, was never seen as less than the material one. 

No wonder so many people, in and out of the X-Files, fear aliens are taking over their bodies. They are. But worse, they are taking our food and drink as well, our theater and literature and art, not to mention our precious earth itself. If, as the gnostics say, ours is a “fallen” world, the Creation having been a fall from divinity itself, it seems to have fallen a lot further of late. We seem to be giving the world to these tasteless angels and without a thought. Is it because we ourselves have neglected the value of the earth’s material things? And if we forget the inestimable pleasures of the senses, or indeed, never even know them, how can we even engage in the practice of ta’wil? What could be left of value to “turn back” to the imaginal world?

Corbin explained the visionary process as originating in something called “the sensorium”:

“The sensorium is the internal space where external sensory perceptions converge. The imagination, in its sensitive and passive aspect, is simply a bank which stores images coming from sense-perceptions, which are projected in the sensorium. But in its active aspect as virtus combinativa, the Imagination is as if caught between two fires. It is inherently an in-between. It may be captured by the so-called calculative faculty (wahm). Animals also possess this, but in humans it leads to judgments which violate the laws of intellect. Reduced to this level, the active Imagination is only able to produce the fantastic, the imaginary, unreal, or even absurd.”

Only when Imagination acts with Intellect, he says again and again,  can it attain to the Imaginal World of gnosis and visionary perception. 

“However, even when the active Imagination is in service to the intellect, two situations may occur. There is the case of the philosopher whose intellect only possesses mental visions of the forms, without their imitative images being projected into the sensorium. And there is the prophet, who contemplates the same forms as the philosopher, but in this case their imitative images are projected into the mirror of the sensorium, so that they also become events which are lived in the soul.”

Is the former not the situation we have in America today, almost overwhelmingly? With a professoriate and a culture so ideologically bent against the pleasures of this world, how can imitative images be projected into the sensorium’s mirror at all? Indeed, if what the images imitate are so depleted of value, so scorned, how can the ultimate visions be anything but … crap?

Corbin cites the 19th century visionary Mohammed Karim-Khan Kermani, who wrote a kind of visionary optics, or “science of visions.” Kermani says the sensorium is the Imagination itself, that is, “the subtle body . . .  which dwells in the mystical city of Hurqalya. . . .This imperishable subtle body is made up of a small portion from each of the heavens of the subtle worlds of the Malakut, from that of the Earth all the way to that of the Throne, the Ninth Sphere. These portions of heaven are the heavens of the Imagination, each acting as a support for the operations of the soul and its enlightening action.”
 And Kermani concludes, “This science of visionary perception is the same as the science of perspective and mirrors, with the difference that the latter is mainly concerned with the external mode, whereas the former is concerned with the inner mode.”
 The subtle world is certainly not ruled by the senses, as Corbin insists always, but implicit in the optics of the soul (or “mystical catoptrics,” as he loves to glamorize it in one of his many neologisms) is always the material body and world. This world is never truly left behind in the Sufi vision, no matter how high he climbs in the heavens. And indeed, when all is said and done, and the vision past, it can even be said that he never left at all. The body and the subtle body, mystically, are one.

I am not recommending hedonism. The Cyrenaics, who were not Epicureans and roundly criticized by the latter, were an ancient cult that pursued to the death their indulgence of eating, drinking, and sexual pleasures. Epicurus cautioned moderation and the careful judgment (Intellect!) of every sensate experience, urging his followers to keep life and their ambitions as simple and essential as possible. A life that contained but one drop more of pleasure than pain was a good life (that infinitesimal drop again that makes all the difference). 

Consider then the phenomenon, recently reported in the New York Times, of something called “Mama Gena’s School of Womanly Arts,” where seminars are held in New York designed to teach women to “access their power and use it for pleasure.”
 Mama Gena, whose real name is Regina Thomashauer, is quoted as saying: “Being a goddess is the female equivalent of Joseph Campbell’s ‘Follow Your Bliss.’ It’s realizing that your desires and appetites should be trusted to get you whatever it is you want. There’s no magic to it except that all of us have instincts and intuition, and when you pay attention to that, life gets better.” Reports of Hollywood “goddess  parties” where young actresses wearing tiaras play a board game called “Go, Goddess,” suggest a similar movement. At Mama Gena’s, groups of young women, wine glasses in hand, sit around buoyed by discussions of how wonderful they are (“I am wonderful. How could I have forgotten?”) Or they paint or scupt realistic or expressionistic images (Imagination!) of their vaginas, because, as Mama Gena says, “Part of owning who you are as a woman is your crotch."

The New York Times, of course, dutifully sneers at such behavior, along with its perpetual loathing of all things Jungian. But the goal of pleasure, body pleasure (and wine, too) is commendable. Why do we instinctively pull back at the thought that these women want to feel good about themselves? Because their empowerment, especially on the inflated level of goddess identification, lacks intellect?

Corbin, I think, would call them absurd, an example of what he means by the Imaginative rather than the Imaginal. Mama Gena’s goddesses don’t have a clue to the God(s) they’re revealing, For Corbin, as for his master, the great medieval Sufi Ibn ‘Arabi, the dialectic of love works paradoxically: “Since in both its aspects, whether consciously or not, the love whose mover is Beauty has God alone as its object – since ‘God is a beautiful Being who loves beauty’ and who in revealing Himself to Himself has produced the world as a mirror in which to contemplate His own Image, His own beauty – and since if it is written that ‘God will love you’ (Koran III:29), it is because He loves Himself in you – all love would seem eo ipso to warrant the epithet ‘divine.’ Virtually, no doubt; but to suppose this to be the actual reality would be to suppose the existence of an ideal humanity, made up entirely of Fedeli d’amore, that is, of Sufis.”
  

The goal of gnosis for Corbin was an enrichment of  life’s most fundamental pleasure: Beauty. Corbin meditated for the last half of his life on the celebrated hadith, “I was a hidden Treasure and I yearned to be known. Then I created creatures to be known by them.”
 The Hidden God becomes slowly revealed in Corbin’s meticulous, even chivalrous gnosis, always drawn by Beauty. It is a different way from Mama Gena’s “treasuring yourself” as a Goddess-in-hiding. Corbin’s way is upward, turning back towards the celestial path whence we came. Mama Gena’s is simply outward, the crotch as you. (Hillman’s is inward, but of course not literally, always the catch, and outward, as character.)

If your direction is only outward, the wine in Corbin’s cup may not be drinkable. There is an old Islamic “Ritual of the Cup”
 that was said to have been started by Mohammed himself as an initiation into the “spiritual chivalry” of Islamic esotericism. In Mohammed’s youth, before he began his prophetic mission, there existed a chivalric order whose ritual involved a cup of wine. Later, forty of the Prophet’s own companions asked him to enact an initiation that would also involve a “ritual of the cup,” so Mohammed called for a cup of water and some salt. He mixed three pinches of salt into the water, declaring that the first was the shari’at or Law (the literal religion), the second pinch was the tariquat or mystical path of gnosis, and the third was the haqiquat or personal self-realization of gnosis. These represented the triad of ideas which comprise Islamic esotericism. In discussing the ritual, Corbin compares it to the mystical Christian cup of the Last Supper. 

In the ritual of the cup practiced by  Abu’l-Khattab (a contemporary of Mohammed and a great gnostic, crucified in 762), the cup contains real wine. The cup circulates from hand to hand, and while each participant drinks his fill, the level of the cup’s liquid never diminishes. The cup suddenly floats overhead in a blaze of light and great beauty. The Imam then reveals the mystery of “the wine of the Malakut” (the wine of the Angelic world). The cup descends, but now it is empty. It has been drunk by the Invisibles, all the elect from all the ages of the world who have participated while it was floating on high.  These Invisibles no longer have to return to the Earth, we are told, because their terrestrial existence has been forever satisfied. They are in the invisible space of the Malahut, Corbin explains, but in this way they participate in the Grail ritual celebrated on Earth by those who have to return. The earthly participants suddenly ask if they have to return to the earth, a fate which gnostics seek to avoid at all cost, whether it be in human body, transmigrated into an animal, or even as a plant. The Imam tells them they must return because of their failure to fulfill what each of them should be. And the most serious failure was that they did not love each other as friends (the pleasure of whose company was Epicurus’ own highest goal.)

The wine of the Malahut became dematerialized, desubstantiated, denatured, if you will, in the hands of Mohammed himself—an act which led to hostilities between him and some of the other Imams. Corbin implies that Mohammed changed the ancient ritual from wine to water – his ritual became the Islamic sacrament --because the followers he was initiating were so young. But so radical a change in a ritual so fundamental to the religion itself surely has deeper roots. In some ways, the change is the religion itself, an “angelizing” of this earthly life, a wish to be “taken over” and never to return to this fallen world.  That wine (watered!) should be the vehicle of this transcendence – as it is in the Christian religion, also – is a staggering, almost offensive metaphor. Perhaps it is heresy for an old altar boy to say so, yet as a (post-Epicurean, it leaves me aghast. But then, my terrestrial existence is far from satisfied, and while I am hardly ready to leave, I would welcome being returned even if it were only as an animal (an English bulldog, I pray) or a plant (a red dahlia perhaps).

Corbin saw the Sufis as heretics in the Islamic religion and that is what attracted him, just as Lutheranism attracted him in his post-Catholic youth. Perhaps his own wine was more savory than we know. As he said of music, “…though the mystic must sing in order to say, since mystical meaning is essentially musical, this meaning still remains ineffable. As soon as we make so bold as to communicate it, to reveal that fugitive instant where it seems that ‘the soul becomes visible to the body,’ then the secret escapes us. Thus I can say no more.”

On his way to give an Eranos lecture in Ascona once, Corbin stopped off for a visit to his friend Denis de Rougemont. They had apparently been discussing Lenin (whom he detested), for as he was leaving the garden, he cried out,  “Heretics of the world, unite!”

To which I would only add, “And drink up!”

� I am indebted for much of this information to my friend John Burns, Ph.D., CEAP, a former Roman Catholic priest, member of Alcoholics Anonymous and the director of twelve chemical dependency treatment centers in Brazil, where he combines the 12 Step program of Alcoholics Anonymous with a thriving practice in archetypal psychology.


� French obstetricians, after all,  routinely recommend that pregnant women consume plenty of red wine, because it is high in iron and acts as an effective spasmodic. See Adam Gopnik,  “Like A King: How to have a baby in France,” The New Yorker, January 31, 2000, p. 43.


� “Post-materialist” seems the right word, because, as a pleasure-driven follower of James Hillman’s reading of Henry Corbin, I realize we must be careful not to take matter so literally that we lose the beauty a reflective perspective brings. It is a desire, not an ideology. Just as there is an important difference between “spiritualism” and “spirituality,”  “materiality” is our cause, not “materialism.” 





� See “The Interpretation of Creams,” in James Hillman and Charles Boer, Freud’s Own Cookbook (Harper & Row Publishers, 1985) ,  66.


� On several occasions in the 1970s, in Ascona, Switzerland, I had the privilege of drinking the wine of Eranos with him, both figuratively, in the audience at his magisterial lectures, and literally, as an occasional guest at the roundtable lunches where the Merlots of the Ticino flowed abundantly. I remember noting at the time the exquisite cut of the double-breasted French suits in which he was invariably attired, only occasionally allowing himself, on those warm summer afternoons, to go open-collared, without a tie. Corbin was a true Frenchman when it came to wine, although because of his health he mixed water directly into each glass he drank, diluting the wine in a gesture strangely reminiscent of the Mass, though it is not uncommon in France. James Hillman (who himself has a good wine cellar) recalls that Corbin also kept the quaint French custom of the “petite reserve,” always taking extra pieces of bread when it was passed and piling them onto the side of his plate. A man of ritual, Corbin clearly enjoyed lunch.


� Harold Bloom, in his study of theocratic America, reminds us that while Catholic angels have only spiritual bodies, Milton’s Protestant angels have physical ones that eat and drink human foods. American angels clearly are Protestant. See Omens of Millenium, The Gnosis of Angels, Dreams, and Resurrection (Riverhead Books, New York, 1996)  35ff.


� Henry Corbin, “A Theory of Visionary Knowledge,” in The Voyage and the Messenger, Iran and Philosophy, tr. Joseph Rowe (North Atlantic Books, Berkeley, California, 1998)  127.


� Ibid.,  128.


� Ibid.,  133.


� Ibid.


� Alex Witchel, “School for Goddesses,” The New York Times, January 23, 2000, Sunday Style Section, p. 1.


� Henry Corbin, Creative Imagination in the Sufism of Ibn ‘Arabi, tr. Ralph Manheim, (Princeton University Press, 1969), p. 148.


� The Voyage and the Messenger, p. LV.


� See Henry Corbin, “A Shiite Liturgy of the Grail,” in The Voyage and the Messenger, pp. 173 ff.


� “The Musical Sense of Persian Mysticism,” in The Voyage and the Messenger,  235-236.
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