 Reclaiming the Darkness


First there was darkness,
And then there was light.

Darkness! 

Chaos!

All that is and all that was!
No one can say how big it was,
Or how small,
Only
that it was there
unhurriedly spreading out 
in all directions.

Darkness,     so slow
it almost went unnoticed. 
Atomic particles in chaos,
calm,
content

moving to their own rhythm,
riffing off each other’s 
positive or negative
charged 
protons and neutrons
surrounded in electrons.

From  
chaos
order 
began 
developed.
Undesired atoms
Repelled 
Connecting
to it’s
Opposite     
Attraction...
Movement speeds
urgency,
generates
heat,
some atoms  . . .   . .  ... .. . . . ... Resist       
what had been 
and
‘stick together’

Murmuration

Darkness     Chaos     Calm 
elements emerge from nothingness,

releasing
energy
result
friction 

in the heat of the moment 
the darkness asked of itself, 

“what am I?” 

it received no answer,
darkness reached out for one,
searching for something.....
itself, 
or
something other.
questing for the meaning of
its own existence.
Inquiry 
provoked
resistance, 
generated
friction,
interaction
created
sudden 
violent
volatile 
spark, 
an acute tumultuous eruption,

The Big Bang.


First there was darkness, 
And then there was light.


Light; an anomaly in the sanctity of darkness
a violent consumption of all energy standing in its way. 
Is light an accident? 
Is light the creation of its own being or 
was it created by another.

First there was darkness, 
And then there was light. 

The universe is created either way
Now the consumption of energy 
Attempts to banish the Darkness.
To un-ask the question,
To shine upon it and blind it.

First there was darkness, 
And then there was light. 


Atoms so small we don’t see them.
Yet they contain more empty space,
more darkness than anything else, 
All matter is atomic,
You and I are atomic

Believe, 
you are
 the darkness.

First there was darkness, 
And then there was light. 

Since modern humans could wield fire 
just
as
chaos became order
humans have gone down,
the route of 
total burn out.
To consume themselves 
As suns burning bright one moment 
and super nova the next!

First there was darkness, 
And then there was light. 

Since I can remember 
I have attempted 
to compare 
objects and ideas:     If this is this
And that is that
What is other than this or that? 
Contrast and contrite 
Child of the night
Seeking answers 
From fire that keeps 
us warm and safe 
to fires that rape
earth minerals plundered
melted  smelted  forged
molten rock  irons
pots
glasses
tiles
from coals heat and coke
plankton bird mammal choke.

First there was darkness, 
And then there was light. 
The ages of Earth,
went around and around,
ancient civilisations rose 
the energy they consumed
consumed all in its path
and then
fell again
back into dark ages and 
chaos and calm.
Here we are at the pinnacle!
Again. Ready to fall 
back into darkness.

First there was darkness, 
BANG
then there was light 

and the universe fell back into its natural state
Darkness.





“Not a bad thing to know something about darkness. You can’t talk about light without some knowledge of darkness. Like your buddy Nietzsche said, 'He who fights with monsters should look to it that he himself does not become a monster. And if you gaze long into an abyss, the abyss also gazes into you.' Keep that in mind.” 
Kazuki Kaneshiro[footnoteRef:1] [1:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’, Good Reads <https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/tag/darkness-and-light> [accessed 1 February 2023]. Kazuki Kaneshiro.] 


First there was darkness, and then there was light.

It was dark and a thick icy fog had set in when the three of us arrived. We had a box of swan vesta and a torch between us. I was excited, it was the furthest I’d been without an adult escorting me. My friends had a mission, to set up a makeshift stage and put on three dub reggae bands, which I couldn’t help that much with. I didn’t know how. All I knew was that we were at Stonehenge for the longest night of the year. I hadn’t reckoned the night would be so bitterly cold, wildly windy and chucking it down as much as it was. I would have dressed better if I had known. The three of us emptied the van and using the headlights to see what we were doing we set about throwing a tarpaulin over the van = the stage! The wind was too strong and the rain in my eyes made what I could see sparkle, and wiggle as it poured from my head down my face. After several attempts they gave up and we set out to walk up the drove, scattered along the fence line with vehicles of all sizes and by them makeshift tents, campers and little fires here and there. Stalls had popped up selling dream catchers, mugs of tea and chips and for the psychedelics a cup of mushroom tea. I lost sight of my friends. The deal was if we lost each other, it was back at the car in daylight and at the stones in the dark. 

In some camps there was no activity just empty cars badly parked, places where the darkness was too strong, I couldn’t see anyone or anything, except the pin prick of light at the road crossing way off in the distance. 

The whole line of the drove was interspersed with darkness and light. As I walked towards a fire, I started to see all that it cast its dappled orange light upon, but as I walked past the twinkling light the darkness got darker. A darkness I had never experienced before. So dark I couldn’t see my hand in front of my face not unless I turned to the pin prick of light in the distance. Strange alien silhouettes staggered about in the mists, some towards me and some thankfully, staggered away. A joyful dog rushed past to greet an owner he had lost in the now clearing fog. Suddenly the darkness of the place sent a shiver up my spine, I don’t know exactly why, all I know is that I was walking into the unknown and I was alone. 

Crossing the road to get through the gate was like a scene from ET. The light at the gate was as bright as a car on full beam, but coming from such darkness it was blinding, disorientating and debilitating. It glared off the glow coats, the road, the white sheets and, in that light, I became aware that I could neither see where I was going nor see where I had come from. 

I instinctively stopped to look both ways before crossing, ethereal shadows in blankets walked past me in both directions. To cross the road was to take a leap off faith. I felt strongly that I was about to leave one world and enter another. Tentatively I put my foot out as if testing the floor to see if it’s real, it was. One foot after another I made my way to the other side. 

As soon as I was through the gate, I felt a great desire to separate myself from the crowd, so I slipped into the shadows of the ditch to let my eyes adjust to the darkness again. The thing I could trust the most under foot was the darkness. Not knowing what was there made me cautious and conscious of every step I took, the process felt ancient, as ancient as the land around me. I walked the circle in the depths of the ditch trying to find where my friends were before approaching them. No one saw me in the ditch, no light hit my face. I was shrouded by the black darkness of the night, made into a darker darkness, by the people’s lights. I could see them with their torches and cigarettes and lamps and candles. I could see them, but they could not see me. The drug addled, the cosmics, the drinkers, the lost, the tourists, and the security guards, oh, and shout out to undercover copper at the gig.  

I felt like a voyeur. Watching these people’s secret practices and attempting to understand what they were doing, apart from drinking, smoking and banging drums. The pilgrims mingled in factioned groups. All groups linked tenuously by a person or persons who mixed in several differing factions; because they were nice, because they shared a strong belief in something, because they shared the same gut-wrenching distaste for something. It seemed perhaps all they had in common, was this moment together waiting for the sun rise. So where would it rise? I looked around and decerned from what I knew, where I expected it to come up. In doing so I looked away from the circle along the darkest darkness of the plains, to horizon where I was captivated by the sky! I’m sure I gasped while throwing myself on the crystalized dewdrops clinging to the stems of grasses and using my hands and my hood to block out the light from the stones and the traffic.

It caught my breath, I’m sure my heart skipped a beat. The universe was there above me, in magical technicolour, the milky way held out its spiral arm scattering prismed snow drops across a back drop of black and silver velvet.  

“The Zen Ensō can be likened unto a sole circular brushstroke that shines within the darkness of the void, thus illuminating It As Pure Translucent Light, empowering us to Recollect THAT most primal Darkness Visible—a boundless sea of Eternal Delight that is at once comforting and nurturing as the Bodhiwomb Itself.” 
Vajragoni[footnoteRef:2] [2:  ‘A Darkness Visible | UnbornMind Zen’ <https://unbornmind.com/2019/06/07/a-darkness-visible/#> [accessed 3 February 2023].] 


I couldn’t name the stars or the constellations, but I decided I knew why they put lintels on the inner circle, obviously; to watch the night sky and the procession of the equinoxes, which I was there to witness. I can’t say how long I lay there, swapping sides in the ditch to take in different views of the sky. A sky so immeasurable I thought I understood the meaning of the word infinite. I knew then, that in the vastness of it all, humans, this planet, this solar system even, are so very tiny, if anyone or thing had witnessed the big bang, they would never have even noticed us. In this time frame we are moments after the big band went off and moments before it implodes on itself.

I realised that it had been a very long time, since I’d seen any one I knew, time enough for my friends to worry about me. As I looked back at the lights and people that filled the inner rings of the henge I felt as though I was other than these people. That I had a different reason for being here, my personal mission unknown to me until this moment, had been to discover the darkness and the sky at night. I felt I was in opposition to these persons. They seemed to know what they were doing and even though I had been given this moment of revelation I still did not. I asked myself how do I belong?

“Surrounded by darkness yet enfolded in light” 
Alan Brennert,[footnoteRef:3] [3:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Alan Brennert] 


I saw three groups of people I knew gathering in slightly different places in the circle and like our atoms from earlier, felt their pull.  I left the embrace of the ditch and stepped out into the light, to find them and to find some order and some energy that would keep me excited enough, to wait another nine hours for the planet to turn around so that this side will be illuminated again.

I encouraged my friends to step out to edge of the field to see what I had seen, but they would not step out into the darkness of the ditches, each of them showed fear. Of what I’m not sure, some of it must have been the darkness itself. I suspect that some of their resistance was caused by the social fears of not being in the right spot for the ritual, or stepping on an ancient grave or breaking someone’s magical circle and any way, what ritual? It seemed as though there were several being performed! The chaotic movement of peoples amongst quartz stones, frictions, energy. I asked myself then, do they come like lemmings to give up their energy? 

Disappointed with their lack of enthusiasm for the night sky, I began to move amongst the tribes and groups and covens to ask questions. Many of them saw me for the child I was, most of them being much older than me and they gave dull open-ended answers to my burning questions. The one I brought back with me that night, even though I have had some answers, the one that still goes unsated, is; what about the darkness?

“Those of us who love the night revel in it because of how clearly it allows us to find even the smallest points of light. Whereas they deny that darkness exists, even while the sun they worship throws shadows in every corner.” 
Lexi Ryan[footnoteRef:4] [4:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Lexi Ryan] 


Lots of the pilgrims wore emblems such as, an Om[footnoteRef:5] or Yin Yang[footnoteRef:6], an Eagle or white robes, and some wore clothing as if they were tags of identity, para boots, wellies, riding boots, walking boots, parkers, puffer jackets, home-made or shop bought bobble hats, scarfs made from P.E.T.A.[footnoteRef:7] approved, amnesty acclaimed, release ratified, recycled recyclable, non-animal based, old torn up T-shirts from the bins at the back of M&S. Everyone proclaimed their path in and their path out again. [5:  ‘Om’, Wikipedia, 2023 <https://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Om&oldid=1136367959> [accessed 1 February 2023].]  [6:  ‘Yin and Yang’, Wikipedia, 2023 <https://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Yin_and_yang&oldid=1134228236> [accessed 1 February 2023].]  [7:  ‘People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals | Animal Rights in the UK’, PETA UK <https://www.peta.org.uk/> [accessed 1 February 2023].] 


I knew the Yin Yang, I already had one badly tattooed onto my arm, put there on a night in a care home by Michelle, I wrote R.O.B inside a heart on her arm. The meaning as I understood it then was good and bad, black and white, darkness and light, male and female, entwined forever, bound together, inseparable binary opposites holding each other’s world together. With this in mind I asked questions. What is it here for? What does this stone point to? Why is this aligned that way? Are we meant to shine lights all night or are we meant to be in darkness till the light comes. None of the pilgrims had answers, none of them it seemed knew! Even the druids, the mystics and astronomy types I asked. No one knew what was going on, they only knew they were there to see the sun rise and not one of them would talk of the darkness. 

“What would be the significance of the candlelight, if there were no darkness? What would be the power of the stars over our minds, if there were no night?” 
C. JoyBell C.[footnoteRef:8] [8:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. C. JoyBell C.] 


It seemed obvious to me that as people spend the entire night within the stone circle it should be done in darkness, so they could see the sky and watch the stars and the heavens move against the pitch blackness of any of the rocks they had in view. That the darkness had a purpose and a reason for being a part of the story after all; First there was darkness and then there was light. 
It was a total shock that no one knew why they were there, that no one knew what they were meant to doing and that no one was going to do anything! I felt like I’d gone to a school assembly and none of the teachers had turned up to explain why we were there.

“The dance between darkness and light will always remain— the stars and the moon will always need the darkness to be seen, the darkness will just not be worth having without the moon and the stars.” 
C. JoyBell C.[footnoteRef:9] [9:  ‘Home | C. JoyBell C.’, Cjoybellc <https://authorcjoybellc.wixsite.com/cjoybellc> [accessed 1 February 2023].] 


First there was darkness, and then, there was light![footnoteRef:10] [10:  ‘GENESIS CHAPTER 1 KJV’ <https://www.kingjamesbibleonline.org/Genesis-Chapter-1/> [accessed 6 February 2023].] 


Not only is this a quote from the bible but it is also backed up by modern day science, NASA[footnoteRef:11] and other scientists, astrophysicists and astronomers agree, and their work is based on this being fact until proven to be false. They say the universe is made-up of 5% normal, 27% dark matter and 68% dark energy. They all agree that ‘first there was darkness, and then there was light’ but in this scientific equation there is no mention of light! To NASA light is an anomaly, it is something that happens in the universe and is not actually in its natural state. [11:  Elaine Marconi: Kennedy Space Center, ‘NASA - Dark Energy Changes the Universe’ (Brian Dunbar) <https://www.nasa.gov/missions/deepspace/f_dark-energy.html> [accessed 8 January 2023].] 


I spoke to an artist about my experience at the henge, explaining how I had seen the dark and how this had highlighted the sky, he smiled. Then told me that light is an illusion, I laughed. Like NASA he said, “Light is moving faster than darkness and that it is diffracted by matter.” 

“You know grass isn’t green right.” He announced in an all-knowing tone, as he puffed on his spliff and blew out plumes of white smoke that drifted off across the valley mingling with the wood smoke from the fire he had lit to brew up a cuppa. I waited for him to explain. 

“You see,” he said again, “light is made of all colours, all of them, even the ones you can’t see,” he paused for affect while my brain tried to comprehend the idea that there are some colours I can’t see. 

“The light you see diffracting from the grass is green light, the grass has filtered it, absorbed what it wants to use as energy and green is what’s left, green is the colour bouncing back at you.” Again another pause to let the info sink in. 

“Snow!” He announced loudly into the silence that was only broken by his voice and the crackle of wood being consumed by fire. 

“Snow you think its white.” I nod in agreement, snow is white, everyone knows that. He shakes his head throwing his long dreadlocks across his back and out of his face so he can look me in the eye while telling me I am wrong. 

“Snow is not white. Snow is clear, a crystal that separates and refracts light. Objects have no colour, matter has no colour, snow has no true colour, but it does reflect and diffract light, splitting it into its vibrational components that you perceive as colour.” He waits again but I do not interrupt him with questions, I know he as a point he will get to. 

“White light is made of every colour and as it hits the object depending on its make-up and density, some of it is absorbed and some of it is reflected, back, at you. Your eyes perceive it, and your brain tells you that grass is green, and snow is white.” It made sense. I’d looked at this in a science lesson at school, I couldn’t refute his answers. His lecture seemed over so I asked my burning question. 

“What about the darkness, and black paint then?” He smiled and took the last puff and elaborately threw his stub in the flames. 

“Black is different, there is no black, in art, I don’t use black! There is no true black, usually it is dark green, perhaps a blue or a red but mostly it is a green, so dark that it is perceived as black”. This cheered me up, this was a truth I could use to educate these sun worshippers. 

Since this hippy told me his ideas of black in art have changed. In the past twelve years new blacks have been invented as paints. First there was ‘Vanta black[footnoteRef:12], vanta being an acronym for ‘Vertically Aligned Nano Tube Arrays’ invented by Anish Kapoor, which absorbs 99.96% of light that hits it and then NASA invented one ‘singularity black’[footnoteRef:13] both unavailable to the public for use. Artists went nuts, scrambling to get hold of this new wonder and were denied access to and use of this new paint. So, an artist called Stuart Semple made his own called BLK3.0[footnoteRef:14] a paint that you can only buy if you sign a disclaimer to say you will not allow Anish Kapoor access to it in anyway. Interesting how possessive inventors are with their creations. This black paint shows that there is such a thing as black and that this black is so dark it absorbs the light rather than reflecting or diffracting the light back at us. These are the darkest paints on earth but, as yet, it has not been accused of being evil, perhaps in time a religious zealot will make this accusation but for now it is the closest man-made thing to darkness itself. Most things that are black or dark in colour have been labelled and filed as demonic or inert and this problem is directly and indirectly caused by poets and creative writers perverting the use of words to fit their own meaning. [12:  ‘Vantablack’, Wikipedia, 2023 <https://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Vantablack&oldid=1132549958> [accessed 1 February 2023].]  [13:  ‘Lab Introduces Singularity Black, the Blackest Paint—And You Don’t Have to Be Anish Kapoor to Use It | Artnet News’ <https://news.artnet.com/art-world/singularity-black-blackest-paint-1042202> [accessed 1 February 2023].]  [14:  ‘The Blackest Acrylic Paint in the World - Black 3.0 – Culture Hustle USA’ <https://www.culturehustleusa.com/products/black-3-0-the-worlds-blackest-black-acrylic-paint-150ml> [accessed 1 February 2023].] 


In poetry as in the stanzas of the bible darkness is ‘dark’, darkness is melancholic. It is a place of ignorance, a place of unknowing. This repetitive theme, reinforced, becomes accepted. No one questions if this idea is right or wrong, black or white, good or bad, understood or unknown. I feel as alone as I did when I walked the drove to the entrance of the stone circle all those years ago, alone and righteous. I will always be judged for my own ideas of darkness. Its truth turned to metaphorical meanings, becomes fully embedded within our social and political view point. 

“All shadows of clouds the sun cannot hide 
like the moon cannot stop oceanic tide;
but a hidden star can still be smiling 
at night's black spell on darkness, beguiling” 
Munia Khan[footnoteRef:15] [15:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Munia Khan] 



The eyes become useless in true darkness, relying on light to be refracted from an object to perceive anything at all. Light they see is relayed to the brain, unconsciously unmapped, mapped and remapped before being consciously understood. All neutrons and neurons being excited, attracted or repelled jostling to process information.  In the darkness the eyes panic and fire up all the colour receptors.[footnoteRef:16] If you have ever sat in darkness, you will know that after a minute or two, you start to see coloured dots or lines in place of the blank empty space that you are really in. I know from walking in the dark that the eyes can confuse us and deceive us in this situation. In darkness when the eyes stop receiving light as information, they over work themselves and start to make up things, out of nothing. They become ‘creative’, searching for something they understand as tangible, and begin to manifest their own metaphors. On a walk through the woods, there is usually some ambient light, and the eyes focus on this as much as they can and like my walk down the drove towards the stones, they would tell me the dark is darker and the light lighter. They would make up ideas of what they think they see, and thought enhances the lies the eyes surprise us with.  [16:  ‘Why Does It Take so Long for Our Vision to Adjust to a Darkened Theater after We Come in from Bright Sunlight?’, Scientific American <https://www.scientificamerican.com/article/experts-eyes-adjust-to-darkness/> [accessed 1 February 2023].] 


I stood in a dark field once trying to convince myself that the large terrifying shadow in front of me was ‘not’ the mystical monster that my eyes and brain were attempting to convince me of. Eventually I had to reach out and touch it to reassure myself. In doing so I had to close my eyes even though I already couldn’t see. I had to tell my body my eyes were not needed and that only my other senses would be in use now. The object turned out to be a clump grass and a rather large mole hill, nothing scary not a monster or a dog or a lion just nature doing its thing.

First the was darkness and then there was light.

The idea of darkness has fascinated me since I was a teenager lying in that ditch having the epiphany that the darkness is not a bad thing, as long as you know what you are stepping into before putting your full weight on that foot. Stonehenge was a place that I went back to for the winter’s longest night a few times. As I’d never got a straight answer about the balance of night and day, dark and light as a teenager, I took my chance and using this essay as a backdrop. I asked again! I tracked down people who had been there at the same times I had, druids and hippy types, travellers, cosmics, new-agers, the eco-conscious, Krishnas, digeridooists, bagpipe squeezers, bodhran beaters, jugglers and bell janglers. The list goes on. Back then they were mostly small groups of individuals, now they have been written, talked about and quoted, their numbers rise. Captioned, cut-outs categorised, packaged and are themselves today marketed and quoted and still they are all avoiding my questions on darkness. 

“Light is easy to love. Show me your darkness.”[footnoteRef:17] [17:  ‘Goodreads’. R.Queen] 

R.Queen

My instinct tells me that they don’t think about it enough to have their own opinion and they don’t have any conversations about it with other people. They can’t work out if what comes to mind first is good or bad, and if their own opinion meets with the rest of the group they are affiliated with. Then, it is held up against ideas of being socially or politically correct or if it rides the crest of the zeitgeist wave of the here and now. The only thing they all agree on, and in varying degrees of solidity is that you can’t have one without the other!

Yin Yang philosophy suggests both should be respected as their existence cannot be separated. To some extent so do psychological ideas. Most therapy is based on accepting all the fuck ups and the out of order stuff you did or has happened. You unpack it, poke it with a stick, repack it and think about how you will be able to employ new skills learnt. They call it moving from darkness to light. In therapy you’re training the brain to sift the learnt behavioural and emotional patterns and collate it into a better filing system. A mindful system that will hold the information correctly and make it quickly accessible, but only when it is needed. 

“Perhaps embracing your darkness, owning all the parts that never see the light of day - the balance between the light and dark that lives within all of us is the path to being whole.” 
Amber Darwin[footnoteRef:18] [18:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Amber Darwin, ] 


Psychologists and psychic healers use colour and metaphors of light and dark in a similar way to the artist’s explanation of colour to me. They say each colour has a vibration, just like NASA explains the radiation of light, each colour vibration has a different effect on the atomic framework of the physical being and ‘the soul’ or spirit if you like. They tell me that black energy, darkness, is important and used in their work, they say that a problem or a sickness is caused when energy meets a blockage not a darkness, that colour vibration can become thick and globulus and it is this that causes disharmony and dis-ease. The more I push the psychic healers for information about darkness being evil or malevolent the more they laugh and say I don’t understand energy in its purest form. This is the opposite to the spiritualist and energy healers that are steeped in Christian beliefs. They actively enforce the idea that the darkness carries negative connotations. When I explain what the other healers told me they refute the claim and quote exerts from the Bible that back the claim - darkness has malevolent connotations.

First the was darkness and then there was light.

“You cannot defeat darkness by running from it, nor can you conquer your inner demons by hiding them from the world. In order to defeat the darkness, you must bring it into the light.” 
Seth Adam Smith [footnoteRef:19] [19:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Seth Adam Smith] 


These claims come from a book; a book that has been translated several times into different languages. Having attempted to translate poetry from one language to another, which it could be said is how the Bible was written, as a series of stanza's; poetic for memory. I thought perhaps it is the point where this knowledge is written down, that is the place where darkness become something other than its true self, and why it is so easy for writers or poets to use metaphor and know it will be widely understood. In 1816 Byron[footnoteRef:20] wrote a poem titled darkness. In the last few lines of this poem he suggests that nothing is darkness, that stillness is darkness and then he suggests that famine is darkness, as if he is describing the end of the world. The moon is gone, and yet the universe is at one with darkness. In these words, I saw some of the ways I was trying to free darkness from its connotations. I had to ask, does Byron see some attribute of the darkness in a similar way to myself? Thinking that darkness is part of the cycle, and that stillness is where knowledge and consciousness wait, or the deeply planted seed that all await the light whose energy they will use for transformation? Poetics is one reason why we see darkness as a thing to fear, using the word as an analogy for bad, evil, the unknown, and magical religious uses and so on. In Alders Huxley’s poem Darkness[footnoteRef:21], he describes religious sins such as gluttony and avarice as a darkness he has known. For him darkness is an emotion and perhaps even a state of being emotionless. The contrast, in Campbells Darkness[footnoteRef:22] is that his only meaning is the night. [20:  Poetry Foundation, ‘Darkness by Lord Byron (George Gordon)’, Poetry Foundation (Poetry Foundation, 2023), https://www.poetryfoundation.org/ <https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/43825/darkness-56d222aeeee1b> [accessed 1 February 2023].]  [21:  ‘Darkness’, Best Poems, 2019 <https://www.best-poems.net/aldous-huxley/darkness.html> [accessed 1 February 2023].]  [22:  Pick Me Up Poetry, ‘Darkness By Joseph Campbell’, Pick Me Up Poetry, 2022 <https://pickmeuppoetry.org/darkness-by-joseph-campbell/> [accessed 1 February 2023].] 


“In our day and age, global society has been saturated with the wrong teaching of false positivity. The denial of darkness never equates the abundance of light. And the denial of your actual character never equates to the reality of your best character. People today are afraid to work on themselves and on their actual realities, they believe that outward appearances are enough. Outward appearances have become everything in our current day and age. People don't see what they are actually like, nor who they actually are, in reality. They live in a phantasmic version of reality. It has to stop. In the phantasmic version of reality, there is no chance to experience true love, true goodness, and true metamorphosis. The caterpillar does not become a butterfly by telling everybody it has wings. It actually buries itself in darkness and grows those wings.” 
C. JoyBell C.[footnoteRef:23] [23:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. C. JoyBell C.] 


This poetic and metaphorical theme for darkness is used throughout literature, for example the book ‘heart of darkness’ by Joseph Conrad which is widely read by scholars and laymen. Conrad’s rendition of the darkness is not only a state of being but is also a geographical, physical, reachable place; the Congo River and encroaching jungle either side. Marlow believes the jungle itself to be a darkness as he begins his journey, but by the stories end, his perception has changed and the realisation (as in the teaching of Yin and Yang theory) all hearts, no matter how tended to, have a dark spot, that can grow and outgrow the love and faith in humanity it once had. Even in Marlow’s jungle the sky was interspersed with bright and teeny, tiny little specks of light of far distance suns scattered throughout the Galaxy. Should sun worshippers not worship them as well?

“I preach darkness. I don't inspire hope—only shadows. It's up to you to find the light in my words.” 
Charles Lee[footnoteRef:24] [24:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Charles Lee] 


First the was darkness and then there was light.

Guin describes the science fiction novel titled The Left Hand of Darkness as a thought experiment, and refers to ‘old darkness, passive, anarchic, silent, the fecund darkness’[footnoteRef:25]  [25:  Ursula K. Le Guin and David Mitchell, The Left Hand of Darkness (London: Gollancz, 2018).p.59.] 

I suppose that’s exactly what I am doing with darkness here, experimenting with the thought of it, asking why is it that darkness, ‘old darkness, passive, anarchic, silent, the fecund darkness’ is even seen as such a bad thing.

I had assumed that, someone within at least one of the magic traditions and all the differing types of rainbow Pagan witchery that is flourishing in the UK today, would have some answers, some knowledge or philosophical view required regards the idea of darkness. But when I made it known that I was researching darkness I encountered more concern for my physical and mental well-being then I had expected. A woman who claims to be a white witch told me to stay away from the darkness and stay with the light. A non-denominational spiritualist said to stay in the shadows and stay away from the light because it is the doorway to death. A druid said it was the moment before day and told me the same lines as a hunter that had described to me the darkness was his friend and guide. A Catholic priest reiterated the words the witch had said, stay out of the darkness and walk in the light! None of them seem to know what the correct Stonehenge prayer should be, none of them want to look, no one even cares enough to understand fully the phenomenon of light and darkness. They seem happy in their ignorance, they appear to feel protected by their incompetence and the arrogance of their sun worship. 

I didn’t understand why these people could not see that there had to be some darkness for them to worship the light. I quoted Yin and Yang theories at these people so that they could see I was not a Devil worshipper, but it fell on deaf ears. I decided not to antagonise them by asking if, in fact they were the Satanists and not me. After all, lucifer - the devil, was once an angel, Lucifer Morning Star - the bringer of light. 

“The sun does not abandon the moon to darkness.” 
Brian A. McBride[footnoteRef:26] [26:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Brian A. McBride] 


Yet, the gatherers at the henge have most certainly, abandoned the natural state of the universe in favour of the violet abomination and destructive power of sun light. There were some more open-minded folks that agreed that the Yin Yang is in principle about balance as is the marking of the equinox at Stonehenge, equinox its in the name - an equal balance of daylight hours and hours of darkness, and yet none could say how they embrace darkness. Some of the pilgrims said they had gone there because they'd heard the story of Wally hope who it appears was full on the sun worshipper. A man influenced by the beatniks of the 60s and psychedelics to see the beauty in the power of the sun. A man who it seems was loved by anyone he encountered; except the authorities, who seemed overly fearful of this one man, who had a dream and a vision. My fascination for opposition forced me to ask, who among these people was/is his balance, his opposite, his darkness that held him and his universe/ego together? 

“As the rising  sun destroys the darkness of the night, in the same way, all illusions are destroyed by enlightenment” [footnoteRef:27] [27:  ‘Goodreads’, Goodreads <https://www.goodreads.com/> [accessed 3 February 2023]. Sachin Ramdas Bharatiya
] 

Sachin Ramdas Bharatiya


First there was darkness, and then there was light. First there was just a plain of grass, struck through with two white lines of chalk by the movement of the ice age. Then there markers, placed there by humans.

First there was darkness, and then there was light.

The anomaly that is light casts shadows, in the shadow you can hide things you do not want seen. Politicians use shadows every day as a tool. They cast light onto ideas and policies they want people to notice, shining it from a certain direction that throws, what they do not want people to examine, into shadow. This action teaches that, hiding things in shadow is a normal part of society and social interaction, this is my understanding of malice and evil not darkness itself.



“Friends with Darkness (The Sonnet)

Most dread the very notion of dark,
Darkness strikes horror in their heart.
Yet darkness gives me a sense of calm,
I feel quite at home when in dark.
Darkness makes me alive,
Darkness gives me flight.
Darkness makes me aware,
Of the tiniest glint of light.
Darkness electrifies my dampened veins,
It pours back my nerves with vigor.
Just when everything seems to fall apart,
The mind awakens with unforeseen power.
So, never try to keep darkness at bay.
Once befriended darkness takes you a long way.” 

Abhijit Naskar[footnoteRef:28]    [28:  ‘Darkness And Light Quotes (213 Quotes)’. Abhijit Naskar] 



The darkness is my friend, it hides me from my enemy, the darkness is my guide to make me think and walk with care, the darkness is my friend it does not consume my energy. The darkness is the natural state of the universe. It is the stillness before birth, the richness of the loam, or the depth of the pool, it is nothing more! Are you still scared? I am not scared of the darkness; but I cannot deny that I am often scared of the things that hide within it!

If you think of the dark
as a black park
and the moon as a bounced ball,
then there’s nothing to be frightened of
at all.
(Except for aliens…)
 - Carol Ann Duffy[footnoteRef:29] [29:  ‘The Dark by Carol Ann Duffy’, Scottish Poetry Library <https://www.scottishpoetrylibrary.org.uk/poem/dark/> [accessed 1 February 2023].] 


First there was darkness, and then there was light.
Remember that, in bed tonight.
And test the thing I said about sight.
Darkness is pure, you know I’m right!
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