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Foreword


Upon reading “Still, In One Peace”, by Ronald William Cadmus


Like an honor roll of integrity they come before us, a pantheon of extraordinary people, persons who in spite of their struggles inspire us with their epic examples of bravery and achievements. In a world afflicted with an addiction to mediocrity and plagued by self-interest these paragons of accomplishment speak to us across the ages, urging us to excellence and compelling us to find meaning in spiritual wholeness.


In this gathering of thoughtful observations Ronald Cadmus has assembled a powerful resource for seekers of peace. In each chapter we find a cavalcade of courage, and a testament to powerful living. Far from the examples of selfish conquest that often permeate our contemporary culture these affirmations of excellence call us to an inner power that transcends the ordinary. These are timeless lessons to learn from, enhanced with thoughtful commentary that bring application to our everyday journey of life.


These beautiful examples, ancient and modern, sing to us with eloquent tones. Their voices are life lessons, time-tested songs that awaken in us hopefulness for living. They break our hearts yet mend our wounds. They quiet us and calm us to reflection, yet animate us to action. With each commentary we see the common themes of faith, patience, and peace. In each true-life example we hear an echo of our own challenges and see we are not alone in our quest for inner sanctuary.


“Still, In One Peace” proves itself over and over as an essential source for sacred wellness. It is my hope that as you absorb the powerful truths contained in this book you will be illuminated and inspired. I pray that with each turning of the page, you will discover a still small voice speaking deep peace to your heart and singing gently to your spirit the wondrous music of grace.


Joseph M. Martin


International Composer, Author, Lecturer
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Introduction


Still, In One Peace


Often we wonder how we survive life, emerging from our situations, still in one piece.


Life is about more than surviving just in one piece. We can go through life in the confident assurance that at the end of the day, after laying to rest the distractions of the day, we can find ourselves Still, in One Peace. Regardless of our circumstances, we can be strong, hopeful and secure, discovering we can live each moment, confront every struggle and handle any adversity and find ourselves living Still, in One Peace.


The world was focused on Chile and the rescue efforts of thirty-three miners, trapped for over two months in a mine 2300 feet below the surface of the earth, as a bullet-like capsule named Phoenix II brought each miner to the surface. Over a period of thirty-six hours, in an international effort, the miners were rescued, ending their confinement in their dark 90-degree, sweltering tomb. Global media networks covered the miraculous feat. The world cheered their liberation from their hellish nightmare. All 33 men and the team of five rescue workers survived. Each miner had been brought to the surface and reunited with their families. All were in relatively good health. They made it out alive. Still in one piece. As we heard their survival stories, the real miracle became apparent. The lesson of how they were able to stay Still, in One Peace.


They emerged in one piece, in good spirits, with sincere gratitude to be alive. We heard of the horrifying uncertainty of their first seventeen days, when no one knew if they were alive, or the miners wondering if efforts were being made to rescue them. They endured in absolute obscurity, rationing food, conserving drinking water, water contained in barrels tainted with oil. They encouraged each other to survive. The stories of optimism, hope and spiritual stamina, gave us insight into their ability to stay Still, in one Peace. A peace that kept them from surrendering to their entombment, as they remained hopeful against the prospect of their own deaths.


Several days after their rescue the world learned of another disaster in the tragic fatality of miners in China. We try to make sense out of the miraculous outcome of one disaster and the disastrous conclusion of another, reminding us that life is unreasonable as it deals its harsh blows. As life is fired at us point blank, we go through experiences, wondering how we survived them. How we came through them still in one piece.


We’ve been discouraged by economic depression, frightened by terrorist threats, disheartened by loss of jobs, left destitute through home foreclosures, torn apart by racial tensions and hate crimes, made insecure by threats of nuclear proliferation, demoralized by the decline of our ethics, defeated by natural disasters that leave people in poverty, homeless, diseased and hopeless. The world still suffers from the ravaging effects of war. This is not to mention the onslaught of daily assaults on our minds and spirits from our incessant problems encountered each day. We have known the tragedy of national disasters with the Hurricanes Katrina and Sandy, and most recently Typhoon Haiyan in the Philippines. We have seen the suffering and horror of the massacre of 20 children, six and seven years old, and their teachers in Sandy Hook Elementary School in Newtown, Connecticut and the mass shootings in a movie theater in Aurora, Colorado leaving our nation, world and families shattered in pieces. The George Zimmerman and Trayvon Martin murder trial in Florida has left our nation polarized, if not in pieces. The Mid East crisis in Syria is another reminder of our fragile, global peace. We’re amazed if we can survive it all and emerge from each situation, still in one piece.


Circumstances can crush us, but they do not have to defeat us. Cancer might metastasize to every cell in our bodies. It cannot terminate our spirit. Nor touch our spirit. We can resolve to seek that place of peace within. When we do, we will find ourselves Still, in One Peace.


For this peace to be real, it must be unaffected by outside and inside circumstances. Despite those circumstances, we make a choice to be still, in that One place of peace. We should not internalize outside influences, nor should we be governed by internal conditions. We can battle cancer, yet live our most vital moments in positive ways. Love with our greatest yearnings, even if the end of the road is clearly defined and bleak. We can hope in promises yet to be born. Live to the fullest of our ability. Dream, though surrounded by discouragements. Sing, when bound by darkness. When we cannot remember anymore, in the case of millions dealing with Alzheimer’s, to know there is a Spirit, the One, who will always remember us. If peace is to be real, we cannot allow it to be negated by internal and external circumstances. We must turn to find that peace within. And find that when we do, we can be Still, in One Peace.


We don’t have to go through life, surviving it merely in one piece. We can go through it, living in the confident reassurance that we can be Still, in One Peace.


I want to acknowledge my friend Dr. Len Sweet, author and theologian, who signs his letters to me with a blessed reassurance, “Still, In One Peace.” For his permission to let me use that phrase as the inspiration and title for this book, I thank him for the peace his friendship and writings have provided, and for the opportunity he gave me to encourage you to know that you can live each day of your life, Still, in One Peace.


RWC










Chapter One


Ludwig van Beethoven




You never enjoy the world aright, till the sea itself floweth in your veins, till you are clothed with the heavens, and crowned with the stars, and perceive yourself to be the sole heir of the whole world, and more than so because men are in it who are every one sole heirs as well as you.


Thomas Tracherne







If water derives lucidity from stillness, how much more the faculties of the mind! The mind of the sage, being in repose, becomes the mirror of the universe, the speculum of all creation.


Chuang Tzu





Actor Gary Oldman starred as Ludwig van Beethoven in Columbia Picture’s Immortal Beloved, a movie about searching for the identity of Beethoven’s unnamed Immortal Beloved. mentioned in a perplexing letter discovered after his death. The search for her identity reveals Beethoven’s bleak past, deepest passions and the creative genius of his music, composed throughout much of his debilitating hearing and eventual deafness.




“Several reasons are attributed to his deafness, among them the violent digestive disorders that plagued him, frightful attacks of typhus, to his having become drenched while composing music outdoors during tumultuous rains. Other possibilities were the exposure to a draft on a hot summer’s day; to rheumatism, as well as a congenital weakness in his auditory canal.”





It has been suggested that the onset of his hearing impairment resulted from brutal beatings by his father. Historians claim the ruthless severity of his father caused them to believe “that there were few days when he was not beaten in order to compel him to sit at the piano.” His father was angry with Beethoven’s enjoyment of improvisation at the keyboard, to which his father said, “Are you fooling around? Go away or I’ll box your ears.”


A boyhood friend wrote, “There were few days when he was not flogged or locked up in the cellar. He was deprived of sleep, awakened by his father at midnight to practice piano.”


One wonders how he survived such treatment and how he was able to find himself still in one piece when he woke up each morning, having endured those merciless abuses.


Beethoven admitted, “When I am playing or composing my affliction hampers me least.” He was referring to the affliction of his hearing but I suspect the suffering inflicted upon him by his father contributed to his finding solace and escape in music.


Musical historians said, “The onset of his deafness was the painful chrysalis within which his ‘heroic’ style as a composer came to maturity.” Pain shaped Beethoven. It shapes us as well.


In the movie there is a horrific scene of a teenage Beethoven in which we observe the external forces of fear forced upon him in his harsh world. He escapes his father’s fists, climbs out the bedroom window, shimmies down the roof and runs frantically through the forest. His desperate retreat is underscored musically by the creative genius of Beethoven’s 9th Symphony, “Ode to Joy.” Free from the horrors of this cruel childhood moment, free to be “like a dreamer, to combine and re-combine the stuff of reality, in accordance with his desires, into previously undreamed of forms and structures.”


Beethoven emerges from the forest, coming to a placid lake in the middle of the night. Stepping into the water he wades a short distance from the shore, placing his shattered life into the “chrysalis” embryonic security of the water, slowly immersing himself in the taciturn world and sanctuary of the water. As he reposes there, the triumphant music of the closing phrases of Ode to Joy carries him to celestial glory.


As the camera lifts high above Beethoven’s submerged body, the lake becomes ablaze with the mirrored reflection of a host of stars. Escaping his trauma, he becomes lost in wonder, love and praise. One with the stars. The water flowed in his veins. He had become clothed with the heavens, crowned with the stars. He becomes sole heir of the whole world, in his world of isolation, beneath the water, in an eternal silence with the divine celestial illuminations flowing through him. His life was united with the stars, creating one of cinematography’s most splendid and breathtaking scenes. There was no distinguishing aspect of Beethoven’s body, the stars and his music. He was absorbed in celestial brilliance.


Beethoven wrote, “Only in my divine art do I find the support which enables me to sacrifice the best part of my life to the heavenly Muses.” The words of the writer he admired, Herder, encouraged him. Herder said, “Risk everything, then! What God has granted to you, nobody can rob you of. Indeed, he granted it to you, to you, brave man.”


Another admired writer, Zacharius Werner enjoined him to seek, “The great good of self-completion in creating – you are the mirror image of the Eternal.”


This is what Bruce Davey, producer of Immortal Beloved captured in this scene. In his writing Tagebuch, Beethoven extracts from Sir William Jones’ “Hymn to Narayenae” to raise the poet’s soul to heights of ecstasy:




Oh! Guide my fancy sight,


Oh! Raise from cumbrous ground


My soul in rapture drown’d


That fearless it may soar on wings of fire.





Through his deafness, he found life and integrated himself into the transcendence of the infinite stars. For Beethoven, celestial imagery becomes a prime metaphor of the “sense of identity with a larger power of creative energy.”


In Maynard Solomon’s book Late Beethoven, Solomon says, “Beethoven’s urge to retreat to conflict-free surroundings frequently has religious overtones.” Beethoven wrote as a heading to the Allegretto vivace of the Dona Nobis Pacem of Missa Solemnis Op 123, “Plea for inner and outer peace.” “Calm, joy, the infinite and nature are threaded like beads on an unbroken strand of associated ideas. Tranquility and freedom are the greatest treasures.” In these qualities, Beethoven found his peace.


This scene in Immortal Beloved is worth remembering. Beethoven immersed himself in the stillness of the living streams of the waters of life and found his soul and music, his creative genius, nurtured by being Still, in One Peace. United with the stars. With heaven. With God. Here he found his tranquility and freedom.


We are all heirs not only of his music and genius, but heirs of the world if we find ourselves, Still, in One Peace.


Beethoven’s biographer concludes, “In clusters of images centering upon the starry skies, the mysteries of space, the turning of the heavenly spheres, the attributes of the deity against the backdrop of the celestial vault, the immensity of the night, Beethoven seems to have found a natural outlet for his feelings of awe and wonder.”


We can too, if we image-center ourselves in the Still place, in that One peace. There we find our wholeness. There we will hear the music of life. Our own Ode to joy! Until we do, we will never enjoy the world aright! The mind of the sage, the mind of Beethoven, or our own minds, when that mind is in repose, becomes the mirror of the universe, the speculum of all creation. We become one with the stars. We become still, in their peace.


Beethoven, having suffered the harsh abuse of his father, found hope in the words of Shiller’s text for the libretto of his 9th Symphony. In the stillness of the One who offers peace, Beethoven immortalized Shiller’s words:




Brothers beyond the starry firmament


there surely dwells a loving Father.





In those stars, in the stillness of their light, he finally found his One true peace. The divine love within his soul. In his music he found that love that escaped him with his earthly father.


In a work by Christopher Christian Sturm, Reflections on the Works of God in Nature, Beethoven had underlined:




King of heaven! Sovereign Ruler of worlds! Father of angels and men! O that my ideas were as vast and sublime as the extent of the heavens, that I might worthily contemplate thy magnificence! O that I could raise them to those innumerable worlds, where thou dost manifest thy glory ever more than on our globe; that as I walk it present from flower to flower, I might then go from star to star, till I come to the august sanctuary where thou sittest upon the throne of thy glory! But my wishes are useless, as long as I am but a traveler on this globe, I cannot fully know the beauty and magnitude of those celestial worlds, till my soul be freed from this gross body. In expectation of this, as long as I shall live, I will lift up my voice and invite men to celebrate the glory of the Lord.





If you have days when you wonder, with all you have been through, how you’re still in one piece, you will never enjoy the world aright, until you place yourself in that still, One peace. Be still. Repose. Quiet the mind.


Listen to Beethoven’s music. Let it flow in your veins. Let it clothe you with the heavens and crown you with stars and perceive yourself to be the sole heir of the whole world. Find that still, peaceful place for your own life. Be in One peace. It’s a pretty wise thing to do from time to time. All the time. Go from flower to flower. From star to star. From piece to peace. Until you come to that august sanctuary where you can be Still, in One Peace.


Resource: Late Beethoven, Music, Thought, Imagination, Maynard Solomon, University of California Press, October 4, 2004










Chapter Two


Helen Keller




Once I knew only darkness and stillness… my life was without past or future… but a little word from the fingers of another fell into my hand that clutched at emptiness, and my heart leaped to the rapture of living.


Helen Keller







In truth, to attain to interior peace, one must be willing to pass through the contrary to peace. Such is the teaching of the sages.


Swami Brahmananda





It wasn’t a question of willingness on Helen Keller’s part, in her desire to find inner tranquility, that she should be “willing to pass through the contrary to peace” in order to attain profound, intimate peace.


An illness in infancy left her blind and deaf. She had no choice. Her world of darkness and stillness left her without a “past or future,” as well as a fear of living in the “now.” Life seems unreasonable as it deals its harsh blows.


Living in darkness and stillness, her hands clutched only at emptiness, until her teacher, Ann Sullivan entered her life, leaving an imprint upon her hand and soul. Together, they began the journey that would pass through the excruciating, contrary aspects of serenity, bringing Helen’s life to light and voice.


For Helen, “stillness” was a nightmare. She said she had no “reality.” No past. No future. Stillness represented “inertness,” not tranquility or peacefulness. In her black void, she felt a stabbing “emptiness.” She was a self-confined vessel, an abyss of obscurity, with a mind that heard no sound, and a body devoid of light. “A little girl without a dialect.”


Yet she could feel warm sun against her body, smell flowers in her desperation to know beauty, feel gentle breezes against her flesh, and joy in raindrops and snowflakes caressing her eyelashes. As a child, she loved climbing trees and smelling blossoms.


One day, a finger altered her life. A little word from a finger that fell into her hand, penetrating her world. That one touch caused her heart to leap to the rapture of living.


To attain interior peace, she traveled the pathway “contrary to peace.” It led to the soaring rapture of her heart. One imprint on a hand reaching for emptiness, allowed Helen to leap into the stillness, of One peace. In that peace she found hope despite her deprivation. The imprint of a touch is life-changing!


That truth allowed Helen Keller to say, “Once I knew only darkness and stillness.” Once she knew…her previous state of being. But the moment a finger touched the palm of her hand her world was illuminated. Once I knew, once I felt that touch…my heart leaped to the rapture of living. This moment of acknowledgement changed her life, bringing it out of darkness, inertness and emptiness, opening a world of hope, peace and light.


Helen Keller said, “The mystery of language was revealed to me. I knew then that W A T E R meant that wonderful cool something that was flowing over my hand. That living word awakened my soul, gave it light, joy and set it free.”


Ann touched her not only with the imprint of her fingers but the imprint and gift of her love, reminding us that everything we do must be done out of love.


In telling her childhood story, specifically the one in which her teacher first arrived at her home, Helen shares how she had been inwardly crying for some sensation of light:




Have you ever been at sea in a dense fog, when it seemed as if a tangible white darkness shut you in, and the great ship, tense and anxious, groped her way toward the shore with plummet and sounding-line and you waited with beating heart for something to happen? I was like that ship before my education began, only I was without compass or sounding-line and had no way of knowing how near the harbor was. Light! Give me light! was the wordless cry of my soul and the light of love shone in me that very hour. I felt approaching footsteps. I stretched out my hand as I supposed it to be my mother. Someone took it and I was caught up and held close in the arms of her who had come to reveal all things to me and more then all things else, to love me.





Until that epiphany, until “once she knew” the devotion and love of Ann Sullivan, her life was “in the still dark world in which I lived, where there was no strong sentiment or tenderness.”


Once that finger fell into that hand that had been clutching at emptiness, once she began learning about life, love and beauty through words, she finally arrived at an emotionally still place of peace. Remembering that day she said,




It would have been difficult to find a happier child than I was as I lay in my crib at the close of that eventful day. I lived over and over the joy it had brought me, and for the first time longed for a new day to come.


Long before I learned to do a sum in arithmetic or describe the shape of the earth, Miss Sullivan had taught me to find beauty in the fragrant woods, in every blade of grass and in the curves and dimples of my baby sister’s hand. She linked my earliest thoughts with nature and made me feel that “birds and flowers and I were happy peers.





In harmony with beauty and life! This indeed is a place where we find ourselves to be Still, in One Peace.


A little word from the fingers of another that fell into her hand opened her to a world of beauty and peace. It opened her to the beauty of her soul, in which she was able to find her lasting “stillness in peace.”


Helen Keller concluded her autobiography with an illuminating thought. “Thus it is that my friends have made the story of my life in a thousand ways, they have turned my limitations into beautiful privilege and enabled me to walk serene and happy in the shadow cast by my deprivation.”


Serene and happy, a soul that is Still, in One Peace. Composed. Happy. Yet living in the shadow cast by her deprivation. An acknowledgement that despite her darkness and her silence, her deprivation of being blind and deaf, it is love that touches us to wholeness. A little word, from the finger of another spelling “doll” and “water”, a loving touch from another in the deprivation of our lives, can make our hearts leap for joy. That loving touch helps us survive, if not overcome our deprivations.


Whose finger has touched your life, with little words of encouragement and love, hope and joy?


What little word of love, hope and life have you written with your finger on another’s hand? What little word of encouragement and compassion have you allowed to fall into a heart that is clutching at emptiness?


Your one word, your single touch, can be the moment someone finds themselves Still, in One Peace, though they are surrounded by the shadows of their deprivations. Your touch can awaken their soul, give it light, joy and even set it free! Despite those deprivations, a touch will help us find the place where we can be Still, in One Peace.


Resource: The Autobiography of Helen Keller, The Story of My Life, Helen Keller and Ann Sullivan 1903 NY, NY Doubleday
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