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ARTS    THEOLOGY  

   ROBINSON  

  

                          FIRE FLIES SMALL LIGHTS AND GRACE 

                              Colloquium  22nd September 2018 

         Robinson College Chapel 

                                                            
                                                         9. 25 am INTROIT 

                                  Henry Vaughan  The Night  (from Silex Scintilans) 

                        Gospel of St John 3.2:  (Now there was a Pharisee, a man named  
            Nicodemus a member of the Jewish  ruling council.    He came to Jesus at night) 

                                    
                                                   Through that pure virgin shrine, 
                                      That sacred veil drawn o’er Thy glorious noon, 
                                  That men might look and live, as glowworms shine, 
                                                       And face the moon, 
                                             Wise Nicodemus saw such light 
                                          As made him know his God by night. 

                          John Jenkins: setting of George Herbert’s The Starre 

                             Performers   Mark Darling, Simon Jackson and Jeremy Thurlow  

1   Bright spark, shot from a brighter place, 
    where beams surround my Saviours face, 
              Canst thou be any where 
                   So well as there? 
 
2   Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart, 
       Take a bad lodging in my heart; 
          For thou canst make a debter, 
                And make it better. 
 
3   First with thy fire-work burn to dust 
       Folly, and worse then folly, lust: 
           Then with thy light refine, 
                 And make it shine. 
 
4    So disengag’d from sinne and sicknesse, 
       Touch it with thy celestiall quicknesse, 
              That it may hang and move 
                   After thy love. 
 

5      Then with our trinitie of light, 
     Motion, and heat, let’s take our flight 
              Unto the place where thou 
                   Before didst bow. 
 
6      Get me a standing there, and place 
     Among the beams, which crown the face 
              Of him, who dy’d to part 
                   Sinne and my heart: 
 
7         That so among the rest I may 
     Glitter, and curle, and winde as they: 
           That winding is their fashion 
                  Of adoration. 
 
8     Sure thou wilt joy, by gaining me 
          To flie home like a laden bee 
              Unto that hive of beams            
                 And garland-streams 
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9.45-10.55.   Session One:   Small Lights in Pasolini and Dante introduced by Boris Gunjevic 

a)  for Pasolini’s essay, ‘Where have all the fireflies gone’, see Appendix 

b) Dante   Inferno 26: 25-33  
 
Quante 'l villan ch'al poggio si riposa, 

nel tempo che colui che 'l mondo schiara 
la faccia sua a noi tien meno ascosa, 

come la mosca cede a la zanzara, 
vede lucciole giù per la vallea, 
forse colà dov' e' vendemmia e ara: 

di tante fiamme tutta risplendea 
l'ottava bolgia, sì com' io m'accorsi 
tosto che fui là 've 'l fondo parea. 

 
ii]  Paradiso 18: 70-7 

 
Io vidi in quella giovïal facella 

lo sfavillar de l'amor che lì era 
segnare a li occhi miei nostra favella. 

E come augelli surti di rivera, 
quasi congratulando a lor pasture, 
fanno di sé or tonda or altra schiera, 
sì dentro ai lumi sante creature 
volitando cantavano 
 
Paradiso 20:  142-8 
 

E come a buon cantor buon citarista 
fa seguitar lo guizzo de la corda, 
in che più di piacer lo canto acquista, 

sì, mentre ch'e' parlò, sì mi ricorda 
ch'io vidi le due luci benedette, 
pur come batter d'occhi si concorda, 

con le parole mover le fiammette 
 

 
 
    A farmer leaning on his hillside rests. 
(It’s summer time, when he who  lights the world 
least hides  his face from us.) This countryman 
    as now the fly makes way for the mosquito 
sees there, below him on the valley floor 
where he perhaps will plough and gather grapes 
    glow worms in numbers such as I now  saw 
glittering around the lip of pocket eight 
when I arrived there looking to its depth. 
 
 
    
 I saw in that great torch of Jupiter 
the scintillations of a love that, here, 
sparked signs before my eyes in human speech. 
    Like birds that rise above a river bank 
and chorusing in joy at food they find, 
form flying discs and various other shapes 
    So deep in light these holy creatures sang 
as they winged around … 
 
 
 
    As good guitarists with good singers make 
the string vibrate in answer to the beat 
because of which the song gains more delight, 
    so as it spoke as I recall to mind 
I saw the light of those two blessed souls 
concordant as the flickering of our eyes 
   move at these words the bright sparks of their flames. 

 

                                     10.55-11.15  COFFEE 

11.15 - 12-10  Session Two:  Scripture, Small Lights and Grace introduced by Ryan Pepin and Simon Perry 

a)  Stubble and Sparks :  i) Book of Wisdom 3: 7  But the souls of the righteous are in the hand of 
God, and there shall no torment touch them.2 In the sight of the unwise they seemed to die: and their 
departure is taken for misery,3 And their going from us to be utter destruction: but they are in 
peace.4 For though they be punished in the sight of men, yet is their hope full of immortality.5 And 
having been a little chastised, they shall be greatly rewarded: for God proved them, and found them 
worthy for himself.6 As gold in the furnace hath he tried them, and received them as a burnt 
offering.7 And in the time of their visitation they shall shine, and run to and fro like sparks 
among the stubble. They shall judge the nations, and have dominion over the people, and their Lord 
shall reign for ever.9 They that put their trust in him shall understand the truth: and such as be faithful 
in love shall abide with him: for grace and mercy is to his saints, and he hath care for his elect.10 But 
the ungodly shall be punished according to their own imaginations, which have neglected the 
righteous, and forsaken the Lord. 
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ii)  Dante Paradiso 7: 1-9 

«Osanna, sanctus Deus sabaòth, 
superillustrans claritate tua 
felices ignes horum malacòth!». 

Così, volgendosi a la nota sua, 
fu viso a me cantare essa sustanza, 
sopra la qual doppio lume s'addua; 

ed essa e l'altre mossero a sua danza, 
e quasi velocissime faville 
mi si velar di sùbita distanza. 

 

 
 
«Osanna, sanctus Deus sabaòth, 

superillustrans claritate tua 
felices ignes horum malacòth!». 
Thus – circling on himself to his own tune – 
Waseen by me the singing of that ens, 
A double light as two-ing over him. 
Into their dance they moved, this light and all. 
And then with utter speed, like sparks of fire, 
They veiled themselves from me in sudden distance 

iii)   The Letter of St. Paul to the Romans, Chapter 11  (Cf. Giorgio Agamben The Time that Remains) 
 

1   I say then:  Hath God cast away his people?  God forbid.    For I also am an Israelite of the seed of 
Abraham, of the    tribe of Benjamin. 2   God hath not cast away his people, which he foreknew.    
Know you not what the scripture saith of Elias; how he calleth on God against Israel?3   Lord, they 
have slain thy prophets, they have dug down thy  altars; and I am left alone, and they                                    
seek my life. 4   But what saith the divine answer to him?  I have left me  seven thousand men, 
that have not bowed their knees to    Baal. 5   Even so then at this present     time also, there is a 
remnant    saved according to the election of grace. 6   And if by grace, it is not now by works:  
otherwise grace  is no more grace. 

 

 b)   Self Administered Eye Surgery in Luke: 6:39-45 

(39) He also quoted a saying to them: “Can the blind lead the blind? Will both not fall into a hole?  (40) An 
apprentice is not above the teacher, but everyone who is fully trained will be just like his teacher.  (41) Why 
do you see the speck in your neighbour’s eye, but do not notice the plank in your own? (42) Or how can you 
say to your neighbour, ‘Brother, let me take out the speck in your eye,’ when you yourself do not see the plank 
in your own? You hypocrite, first take the plank out of your own eye, and then you will discern clearly to take 
the speck out of your neighbour’s.”   
 
From Simon Perry’s forthcoming Commentary  on Luke:41-42.  The challenge of discernment is carried into 
the third metaphor. The ridiculous image (an amateur ophthalmologist with an eye-full of plank) may not 
have originated on the lips of Jesus, since by the end of the century it had entered common usage (Str-B 
1:446).  Its core critique drew upon long-established wisdom: the readiness to correct minor faults in others 
whilst remaining content with major faults of our own.  This moralizing is levelled not at one’s enemies, but 
among one’s neighbours (ἀδελφοῖς, i.e., fellow Jews) in general and even against one’s brother in particular.  
It serves as a reminder of the familial bonds among the children of Abraham, a communal antidote to the cold 
and calculating economics of Patron-client hierarchies.  The need for mutual reliance and dependability was 
especially keen in the cut and thrust world of Galilean reciprocal exchange, where poorer folk may well have 
been ‘at each other’s throats, hating, cursing and abusing’ (Horsley 1986, 22).   Those who put into practice 
Jesus’s selfless disruption of reciprocity will be able not only to see (βλέπω) but to discern (διαβλέπω) 
the true nature of their actions.  No longer would the blind be leading the blind. 
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12-10 – 1pm  Session Three   Mainly Messiaen (and Echkart?)  introduced by George Corbett,  including 
the Visions of the Amen performed by Jeremy Thurlow and Simon Jackson introduced by the following lines: 

                                                                
                                                             ALPHA 
                                                        SCINTILLANS 
                                           
 
                               All 
                                                  dark                      dark          
                                                               most 
 
                                                              almost 
 
                                                  dark.                    Dark 
                               still. 
       
                                                                Still 
                                           dark                          in memory 
                                                               is not  
                       
                                           identical to black, blinded or dead  
 
                                Suppose there were no evening, growing dark, 
                                     there’d be no scintillation here at all.. 
 
 
‘Do you remember: there were fireflies once?’ 
                                                                                ‘As these were then, so now is memory.’ 
                                                     
                                                       ( Luminescent.) 
 
                          
                              Where thought is steel, remembering strikes like flint 
                           ‘And didn’t we, as children, play in those constellations, 
                                  their symmetries against the dusk ungraspable, 
                                  synchronic.  And time and not geometry sang?’. 
                           And not a thing was captured here or even known. 
                                  And dark night freely allowed us to see  
 
                                                             grace 
 
                                 in each                                    each one 
                                                         particular 
 
                                each bright                           disseveral 
                                                         in space 
                            each light                                   every shadow 
              
                              a face                                           answering                
                           
                                                     all being  all 
 
                                                           still 
 
                                                           One. 
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     LUNCH  1 – 1.45 

1.45  Prelude:    Messaien’s L’Ange  aux Perfums from La Nativité performed by Jeremy Thurlow 

     1.50-2.30 Session 4:   Distance and Proximity introduced by Simone Kotva and Oliver Soskice 

Simone Kotva (the opening of her prose-poem Seen) 

Before the beginning, when there were no plants or animals, no fishes or birds, when everything was cold and 
frozen over with ice, there was a creature, and she was all alone in the world. The creature had roamed the 
earth for as long as she could remember, but nowhere had she come across anything to break the monotony of 
white: white snow, white skies, white frost-bitten stone. 

Oliver Soskice writes: 

Notable in this tradition [ of still life painting ] is Paul Cézanne, but also Giorgio Morandi and Adrian 
Stokes.One way of considering the still life is to think of its objects in terms  of the spatial depth they 
inhabit. They are typically within bodily  reach, but already in the realm of independent being: an 
estuary between the shifting perspectives arising from our own movements and the still  depth around 
the things themselves. The painterly way of looking favours  space as much as the solid things treating 
each as the principle by which  the other becomes visible. In this way seeing may cease its usual hurried  
glancing and become a steady contemplative gaze. The bottles and jugs  stop being just items in the 
daily round and through the painterly gaze  are disclosed as luminous presence. 

 
 
Rainer Maria Rilke on Cezanne:  October 21 1907:  

There’s something else I wanted to say about Cezanne that no one before him ever demonstrated so 
clearly the extent to which painting is something that takes place among colours, and how one has to 
leave them completely alone, so that they come to terms with themselves.  Their mutual intercourse: this 
is the whole of painting.  Whoever meddles, whoever arranges, whoever injects his human deliberation, 
his wit, his advocacy, his intellectual agility in any way, is already disturbing and clouding their 
activity. 

 

2.30-3.15   Session 5  The Chapel Windows, John Piper and Stained Glass introduced bu Ayla Lepine and 
Vittorio Montemaggi 

John Piper, 'Aspects of Modern Drawing', Signature, No. 7, November 1937: 

a)  'The tradition, once more, has to stretch. It always has to stretch – must be forced if necessary even 
to bursting point - to include anything and everything that has a pointed reference to life, however 
little it appears to agree, or be able to shake down comfortably with what has gone before it, or what 
we feel has got to come after, in point of time.' 
 

b) “the function - the flesh and the blood and bones of stained glass - its  whole being is to qualify 
light and to intensify atmosphere” 

 

(Vittorio Montemaggi writes: ’I’m also struck by the repeated use of “point” and “pointed” in Ayla’s quote. 
What is the relationship between point and stretching? Thinking of stretching, I am intrigued in relation to the 
above by the following words on Piper spoken in admiration by Ryentiens, who translated Piper’s designs to 
glass both at Robinson and Coventry.’)   
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                                                Interlude                 Schubert Irrlicht from Winterreise 

                                                   Performed by Lotte Reinbold and Jeremy Thurlow 

IIn die tiefsten Felsengründe 
Lockte mich ein Irrlicht hin  
Wie ich einen Ausgang finde? 
Liegt nicht schwer mir in dem Sinn, 
Liegt nicht schwer mir in dem Sinn. 
 
Bin gewohnt das irre Gehen, 
'sführt ja jeder Weg zum Ziel 
Unsre Freuden, unsre Leiden, 
Alles eines Irrlichts Spiel.  
Alles eines Irrlichts Spiel.  
 
Durch des Bergstroms trockne Rinnen 
Wind ich ruhig mich hinab 
Jeder Strom wird's Meer gewinnen, 
Jedes Leiden auch sein Grab 
Jeder Strom wird's Meer gewinnen, 
Jedes Leiden auch sein Grab 

In the deepest rocky ground 
A misleading light invites me 
How can I find an exit? 
The question does not bother me  
The question does not bother me  
 
I am used to the wrong way 
Every path leads to its destination 
Our joys, our troubles 
All are misleading Light's play 
All are misleading Light's play 
 
Through the dry gullies of the mountain stream 
I wind my way up still 
Every stream will reach the sea. 
Every trouble reaches its grave 
Every stream will reach the sea. 
Every trouble reaches its grave  

 3.25- 4.10   Session 6 

a)  . David Jones, introduced by Elizabeth Powell ho cites the following passage from Jones’sArt in Relation 
to War and Our Present Situation’ (1942) in Dying Gaul and Other Writings, ed. Herman Grisewood (London: 
Faber & Faber, 2008), p. 142   

Cézanne, who as has been said, ‘knew what he was talking about’, and was one of the most 
persevering of the ‘desert fathers’ in art, said we must ‘do Poussin again after nature’. Perhaps we 
might almost say that we must do Cézanne’s apples again, after the nature of Julian of Norwich’s little 
nut, which ‘endureth and ever shall for God loveth it’  

b)  Coleridge and Beauty: introduced by Blake Allen  who points to the following passage from Coleridge’s 
Logic 

"[the] happiest illustration of the act of the intuitive imagination and its close connection with its 
product in the mental diagram, I believe, the most exact and most assuredly the most amusing mode of 
conveying what I mean, I have seen in the ephemerae and other minute and half-transparent insects who 
by the exceeding velocity of motion actually present to our eyes a symbol of what Plotinus meant when, 
speaking of the geometricians and then of Nature as acting geometrically, he says θεορουσα θεορεµατα 
ποιει, her contemplative act is creative and is one with the product of thecontemplation.  […] Walking 
in the day-time with a friend, […] our attention was caught by myriads of small flies, which were 
dancing under every tree; viewed in a certain light they appeared […] a concatenated series of 
insects moving in a spiral direction upwards, but each series, upon close examination, […] was 
produced by the astonishingly rapid movement of a single fly.’ So far Spence, but I can add that I 
have twice seen the ascent of the ephemerae in a strong moonlight, the means passing through an 
opening in a branching tree that overhung the water on which the moonlight formed a small island in 
deepest shade, and here by intensely watching the phenomenon I satisfied myself that the different 
spiral figures were each produced by the image of [motion] which the single insect left on the eye; each 
of which overtook the preceding before the impression had ceased, on the same principle as boys 
produce the circle of light by apiece of kindled charcoal whirled rapidly round.” 
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                                                           4.15-430  TEA 

4.30 – 5.20 Session 7   Shakespeare  introduced by Scott  Annett, Jack Belloli, Christian Coppa and Valentin 
Gerlier 

Sonnet 43 
 

(a)     When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,  
For all the day they view things unrespected;  
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,  
And darkly bright are bright in dark directed.  
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,  
How would thy shadow's form form happy show  
To the clear day with thy much clearer light,  
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!  
How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made  
By looking on thee in the living day,  
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade  
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!  
All days are nights to see till I see thee,  
And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me. 

 

Cymbeline Act Two scene 2 
 

(b) IACHIMO 
            The Crickets sing, and mans ore-labor'd sense 
 Repaires it selfe by rest: Our Tarquine thus 
 Did softly presse the Rushes, ere he waken'd 
             The Chastitie he wounded. Cytherea, 
 How brauely thou becom'st thy Bed; fresh Lilly, 
              And whiter then the Sheetes: that I might touch, 
 But kisse, one kisse. Rubies vnparagon'd, 
 How deerely they doo't: 'Tis her breathing that 
 Perfumes the Chamber thus: the Flame o'th'Taper 
 Bowes toward her, and would vnder-peepe her lids. 
 To see th'inclosed Lights, now Canopied 
 Vnder these windowes, White and Azure lac'd 
 With Blew of Heauens owne tinct. 
 

                                   
    

   The Tempest   Act 5 scene 1 
                                       (c)    PROSPERO.  

   Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and  groves; 
    And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
    Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
    When he comes back; you demi-puppets that 
    By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make, 
    Whereof the ewe not bites; and you whose pastime 
    Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
    To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid- 
    Weak masters though ye be-I have be-dimm'd 
    The noontide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, 
    And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault 
    Set roaring war. To the dread rattling thunder 
    Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
    With his own bolt; the strong-bas'd promontory 
    Have I made shake, and by the spurs pluck'd up 
    The pine and cedar. Graves at my command 
    Have wak'd their sleepers, op'd, and let 'em forth, 
    By my so potent art. But this rough magic 
    I here abjure; and, when I have requir'd 
    Some heavenly music-which even now I do- 
    To work mine end upon their senses that 
    This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff, 
    Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 
    And deeper than did ever plummet sound 
    I'll drown my book. [Solem music] 

 
 
 

c) As suggested by Jack Belloli:  quoting Chris Goode "[I]f performance sets a target – a script to be 
enacted, a score to be interpreted, a task to be accomplished – and noise refers to the complex of 
additional patterns and occurrences that permeate the event context within which the performance 
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takes place, then theatre is the totality of the performance plus its attendant noise. Or, to rearrange 
the equation: noise is the difference between performance and theatre (pp.208-09 

 

5.20 – 6pm Session 8  General Discussion introduced and chaired by Boris Gunjevic, George Corbett and 
Vittorio Montemaggi   (NB:  we shall be very happy to add any passages that anyone may suggest for 
discussion and circulation in the Appendix, though please submit these at least three days before)  

 

                                                                  6pm                       

 

                                                         Jazz with   Joel     

 

               The Westfield Ensemble 

 

 

                                    followed by PICNIC SUPPER in 6 Adams Rd 
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Small Lights:  Participants (provisional) 

Blake Allen      blakeallensa@gmail.com 

Dr Scott Annett sa410@cam.ac.uk 

Jack Belloli      ggb24@cam.ac.uk    

Christian Coppa  clc84 @cam.ac.uk 

Dr George Corbett georgecorbett28@gmail.com 

Valentin Gerlier vmg22@cam.ac.uk 

Dr Elena Gessi 

Dr Boris Gunjevic  gunjevic.boris@gmail.com 

Dr Ronald Haynes 

Dr Joel Humann  (contact at Westfield House through Boris) 

Dr Simon Jackson 

Dr Laura McCormick Kilbride 

Professor Robin Kirkpatrick rk22@cam.ac.uk 

Dr Simone Kotva  sak54@cam.ac.uk 

Rev. Dr Ayla Lepine   ayla.lepine@gmail.com 

Professor Vittorio Montemaggi vittorio. montemaggi@kcl.ac.uk 

Ryan Pepin       rrp22@cam.ac.uk 

Rev. Dr Simon Perry sp63@cam.ac.uk 

Professor Catherine Pickstock  cjp15@cam.ac.uk 

Dr Elizabeth Powell  erp34@cam.ac.uk 

Dr Lotte Reinbold 

Mr Oliver Soskice  and Profess Janet Soskice   jcs16@cam.ac.uk   

Dr Helen Thaventhiran 

Dr Jeremy Thurlow   jrt26@cam.ac.uk 

Professor David Wallace 

Tim Waters    timwaters32@gmail. com 

Dr Heather Webb  hmw53@cam.ac.uk 

 


