Wild Harmonies, page 83

As I read these lines, the master’s face came back to me, his twinkling gaze, his delightful knowing smile. I understood what he had taught me, even if at that age I had not realized it right away: we are music that is played by our destiny. Everyone has a key whether they know how to decipher it or not; in any case, we can be happy only when our being is in harmony with the note that expresses it. Thanks to Pierre Barbizet, thanks to the fruits of his lessons, I understood that one could spend one’s life, and even waste it, looking for the philosopher’s stone, until the day that one understands that it is not a question of turning matter into gold but, on the contrary, of turning gold into matter, so that it becomes exceptional moments, moments that give birth to art or kindness, the gold of sound – and simply of self..

Page 119

“The way Glen Gould had of playing in the present moment gives off a lasting luminosity that brings to one’s lips wee worn words like ‘innocence’ and ‘angel,’” wrote Michael Schneider. But which angel does he mean? Nuriel, the angel of fire? Taharial, the angel of purity? Padael, the angel of mercy? Raziel, the angel of mystery, the supreme envoy of Wisdom? Or Ashriel, the angel of death, the ultimate messenger, whose beauty is mingled with dread?

     Every angel proclaims. Each is a link between the divine and the human. According to the Eastern Church, human beings are located between the spirituality of the angel and the materiality of nature – their makeup contains both. But what makes humans different from angels is that they are made in the image of the Incarnation – Saint Gregory Palamas said that his spiritual part was made flesh and penetrated all of nature by its “invigorating energies.” If the angel, the “second light,” is the messenger of spiritual values, the role of human beings, who are reflections of the Creator, is to make these values shine forth from the substance of the world and to preserve the source of holiness. Human beings do not reflect – they become Light, that is, creative power; this is why they are served and protected by angels.

     Through playing, every musician, if he or she is inspired, brings lost Edens back to life – in the kingdom of the Holy Spirit, every angel is a musician. It is through the ear that Mary received the angel, and thus conceived. At the keyboard, a pianist is in a state of visitation. He or she vibrates with this intuition: all at once, illumination enlightens thought, guiding the body.

     The angel resonates in music’s wind; the same angel flies through music with the tempest in its path; it carries the musician with it, in its wind, into the distance.

     Artists are nearly always on the edge of madness. Every day they meet Jacob’s powerful visitor; they struggle with the angel. Like the Archangel Gabriel, musicians at the pinnacle of their art reconnect with their mission. It is also given to them to herald the three greatest mysteries: the Incarnation, the Resurrection, and the Ascension.

     A musician’s body is music, and the music takes on meaning only through the body’s limbs, which bring it to life: it resonates in each of them. In the same way, at the piano, the musician is as strong as death – no more and no less, a mystical parity. When she restores the sense of time to each page of the score, the future comes to her; she does not let herself be carried off toward it. She merges all in a boundless present, and at the supreme moment, she soars, enraptured: beneath her fingers, the earth slips away into the distance.

Page159

What I learned from my first recording, so rich in teachings, was that one has to pay attention to the body – but I mean this in a spiritual sense. We all suffer from repetitive movements. We all learn habits as we get older, when what we should be doing is unlearning them. We need to learn how to better move our arms, our head, our torso, and our legs. Most people don’t know about their muscles; they’re not aware of themselves. Who knows anything about neuronal currents, the origin of our nerve impulses, our chance to evolve? The body conditions reasoning. Unlearning the body’s daily habits means an opportunity to have a different relationship to one’s thoughts.

Page 232

It was Saint Hildegard of Bingen who wrote this, in The Book of Subtleties of the Diverse Nature of Things, sometime between 1105, the year when she was entrusted to the care of the Benedictines (she was eight years old), and September 17, 1179, when she died in the convent at Rupertsberg, Germany, that she had founded.

     Hildegard had visions; moreover, she wrote them down. Very early, she had one of the Garden of Eden: she wanted to tear away the veil that the Fall had placed between our souls and Paradise. Eden is not situated in the beyond; it is here, here and now, to the extent that each of us knows how to reestablish the original harmony between nature and human beings. And above all, to the extent that we want to. And here she is reconciling mind and body, body and soul, to create metamorphoses. She was a brilliant and inspired woman who spoke of the griffon and the whale, of the spirit of the linden tree and the flight of the chaffinch. She wrote her recipes for the spirit and for medicine. At the same time, she sang and composed oratorios – it was said that she had a marvelous voice – in a twelfth century that was so rough, so filled with the terror of being alive. Hildegard of Bingen, with her music, sang the fertility of the world and the soul. 

     She composed music that was truly angelic, she sang, and she drew from nature the ingredients for her recipes: she was enchanting.

