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Courtesy of the artist. It is then that it loses its perennial tendency to corruption and becomes again what it
once wasâ€”a startling new voice, redeeming us from our loneliness, framing our existence with meaning, and
teaching us to remember what so much else persuades us to forgetâ€”that the possibilities of happiness are all
around us, if we would only open our eyes and give thanks. Mystery and mysticism come from the same root.
We approach this kind of knowing in art. Religion is not about accepting twenty impossible propositions
before breakfast, but about doing things that change you. It is a moral aesthetic, an ethical alchemy. If you
behave in a certain way, you will be transformed. With organized religion losing ground, all sorts of
substitutes rush in to fill the god-shaped hole. One particularly effective and time-honored balm for the aching
human heart is literature. For some, poetry is how we pray now. In these skeptical times, there still exists an
Absolute Literature, in the coinage of Italian writer Roberto Calasso, where we might discern the divine voice.
Such pre- and postreligious literature shares aims and concerns similar to belief systems: Mysteriously, certain
strains of literary art are capable of using words to lose wordsâ€”ushering us to the threshold of that quiet
capital of riches: It is, after all, in silent contemplation that difficulties patiently unfurl and entrust us with their
secrets. By deepening our silences, such ethical literature allows us to overhear ourselves and can lend us a
third metaphysical eye. Currently, in our fractured world, beset by so much physical suffering and political
turmoil, as a kind of unconscious? But, since we cannot step into the same river twice, what does a return to
religion look like? There are poets, writers, and artists, in this special issue and beyond, who pursue direct
paths to God through their art. And there are readers, myself included, who study the lives and utterances of
traditional saints and mystics for moral guidance and uplift. Gooch, in conversation with ambitious Rumi
translator Jawid Mojaddedi, quotes Mojaddedi as saying to him: He came to see mysticism as the divine origin
of every religion. He has no use for dividing up into the different names of Christian and Jew and Muslim. It
was a wild thing to say in the thirteenth century, but he said it, and he was not killed. This peculiarly modern
pilgrim, unencumbered by dogma, is unembarrassed to treat organized religions as an archaeological site to be
excavated for durable ruinsâ€”unearthing fragments of Beauty, Grace, Wisdom wherever they might find them
and leaving behind what does not resonate spiritually. Belief, in the midst of chaos, remembers the
indestructible world. In such literature that is not directly religious, all sorts of spirits are invited, random
relics thrown into the spiritual pot to prepare a nourishing bone broth. Amid culture wars dominating the
headlines and airwaves, prayerful prose or poetry and mystic art grant us the opportunity to share Good News,
or to make a joyful noise. We must have the stubbornness to accept our gladness in the ruthless furnace of this
world. To make injustice the only measure of our attention is to praise the Devil. And we are fearless once we
recall that we are also deathless. Belief also teaches us to deeply trust, in spite of appearances, in the innate
and inexhaustible goodness of life, and how we might contribute to it by caring for our souls. Instinctively, out
of self-preservation in the encroaching darkness, we seek out the light with greater urgencyâ€”recognizing the
necessity for transformation, reevaluation of values, evolution. We are called to sanctify our days, in the
phrasing of Kahlil Gibran: Your daily life is your temple and your religion Whenever you enter into it take
with you your all. Thus, literature in the service of belief, some of which we have gathered here, though
mindful of other disciplines, is also shrewdly aware of their inadequaciesâ€”how the consolations of
psychology, philosophy, science, even language cannot quite address the mysteries of the human heart.
Mystical art addresses a mute center in us, initiating us into hardly communicable secrets, numinous states of
being and a knowing gnosis at the very limits of our self or ego. Through myth and parable, the defiant muse
instructs us in the art of being present and then how to vanish without a trace. More variations on the
time-honored themes: Yes, at the essences of these meditations is always love. May this special issue lead us
to offer ourselves up to the world, to be used in loving service. His forthcoming book, Where Epics Fail: Epics
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The two are instantly smitten. But Margaret steers her daughter away from the encounter, bringing her next to
the Uffizi Gallery where the reaching figures in the paintings speak to Clara of her own yearnings "The Beauty
Is". Fabrizio appears, hoping to arrange a time to meet with Clara, but once again Margaret intervenes. Alone,
Fabrizio sings in Italian his declaration of love at first sight for Clara, along with a heartfelt cry of fear that she
could never love anyone as lost and without position as he "Il Mondo Era Vuoto". Fabrizio begs his father and
his brother Giuseppe to help him dress more presentably for Clara. Giuseppe attempts to teach Fabrizio some
dance steps as well "American Dancing". They all agree to meet at sunset to take a walk and admire the view
of the city from above at the Piazzale Michelangelo "Passeggiata". Margaret and Clara are invited to have tea
at the Naccarelli home. Though the Naccarellis are universally impressed with Clara, Margaret tries without
success to share her deep reservations. Clara secretly makes plans to meet Fabrizio at midnight near the hotel.
Margaret calls her husband Roy, who is back in the states. She tries to tell him what is happening with Clara
and Fabrizio, but he is brusque and not very understanding, cutting short the conversation. Margaret, alone in
her hotel room, reflects on the loneliness in her marriage "Dividing Day". On her way to meet Fabrizio, Clara
becomes lost in the maze-like streets of Florence. She loses all poise and control, becoming hysterical and
screaming like a child "Hysteria". Her mother takes her back to the hotel and, as Clara sleeps, reveals the
source of her disquiet. When Clara was a young girl, she was kicked in the head by a Shetland pony, and the
accident has caused her mental and emotional abilities to develop abnormally. Margaret feels that she must
take Clara away from Florence at once, and she steps down into the lobby to have a drink. Back in Florence,
the Naccarelli household is in complete chaos. As the family despairs, Signora Naccarelli translates in an
aside; Fabrizio believes he has ruined everything with Clara, his father attempts to comfort him, and Giuseppe
and Franca desire finer details "Aiutami". No matter what Margaret tries, her daughter refuses to give her an
inch, culminating into a painful confrontation wherein Margaret slaps Clara across the face. Clara erupts with
a torrent of feeling, centered on Fabrizio and the nature of love "The Light in the Piazza". This causes
Margaret to relent, to set aside her doubts and considerations, and to no longer stand in the way of the
wedding. The two return to Florence. Clara is instructed in the Latin catechism in preparation for converting to
Catholicism while around her everyone in the extended family sings of their feelings, stirred up by the
immediate presence of such intense, young love "Octet Part 1". As Clara breaks down, Franca commends her
for her bravery and declares her own desire to fight for Giuseppe. She toasts the upcoming union and is joined
by the rest of the family "Octet Part 2". Clara wants to know what is wrong with her, but her mother says there
is nothing at all wrong. Seemingly unconcerned with her immaturity or her handwriting, Signor Naccarelli
admits that he saw Clara write her age on the forms â€” 26 â€” and that this makes her an unsuitable bride for
his son who is only Relieved that he has not discovered their secret, Margaret begs him to change his mind,
but he will not. By giving him time to mull things over and by not pressuring him, Margaret succeeds in
putting the wedding back on track; Signor Naccarelli says he will meet them at the church the following
morning. From the hotel room, Margaret calls Roy to tell him about the wedding. As might be predicted, he
insists that Clara cannot handle the responsibilities of marriage. Fabrizio assuages all of her fears "Love to
Me". Left alone, Margaret breaks open all the repressed doubts and yearnings that she has carried for years on
end about love, realizing at last that the chance of love somehow outweighs the terrible risks. She joins the
wedding ceremony "Fable".
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Chapter 3 : Light In the Piazza, a CurtainUp review
THE LIGHT IN THE PIAZZA takes place in Italy in the summer of Margaret Johnson, the wife of an American
businessman, is touring the Tuscan countryside with her daughter, Clara. While sightseeing, Clara-a beautiful,
surprisingly childish young woman-loses her hat in a sudden gust.

Alexander Chee on why fiction matters There is an exercise I have my students do, one I invented. Think of a
story your family tells about you to any newcomer, usually from your early childhood. Think of the memory
you have of it. Is that memory in the third person? This memory, I say to them, is not a memory. I do this
because sometimes my students have doubts about what it is we are doing there. What I try to explain is that
we do what everyone does. We just take it a lot further, and we write it down. I had made a vow to read every
book in my grade school library, and at some point, as I made my way through them, I remember very clearly
understanding that there was simply no way my teacher would know about every book ever publishedâ€”this
was before the Internetâ€”and so I decided I would make one up and see if she noticed. This little counterfeit
was, in a sense, my first story. But the victory was so thrilling, I would say it required more. I think of it now
as the seed for all that came after. And it is why, if I was asked why I write fiction, I would say I write fiction
because I have always enjoyed lying to people. No one ever says that, I think. It seems if not implausible, at
least offensive. But if I am, it is because I learned to get out all my love for lying in fictionâ€”to lie here, on
the page. For years after that book report, I was not a fiction writer. I was a child, and something of a liar in
the way many are. You lie to test your power, I think. Or at least, that was why I did it then. I worked hard to
be the good boy, who mostly got good grades and was never in trouble. Or mostly not in trouble. I used that
ideal of myself as something of a shield whenever I did get caught. Hey, I am not a bad boy, right? This was a
fluke. But to a large extent, reading got me into trouble, or taught me trouble, before it taught me how to get
out of trouble. I was so obsessed with the Laura Ingalls Wilder Little House novels, for example, I would read
them in my lap below my desk in the 5th grade, certain I looked like I was looking at my notebook. One came
at me, and I simply raised the book, deflecting it, causing the class to burst into laughter as a chalk dust cloud
rose around me. The teacher also laughed but clearly resented me more than ever. I was in the grip of a spell
by then, a spell cast by fiction. I found my love for telling stories through Dungeons and Dragons, though. I
was a Dungeon Master early, at age There I developed a love for people hanging on my every word, being
surprised with either good news or bad news. Yes, dice rolls determined outcomes, but narration made it
interesting, and there are few lessons in narrativeâ€”and the way ability and chance meet each otherâ€”quite
like the way a sheet of character attributes and a dice roll meet up inside of a story. I quickly developed
enemies among my fellow students and fans among my teachers. He needed to type up a story for a fiction
writing class he was applying to. Before he arrived, I sat down, composed a story at the typewriter, and after
he left, put it in the mail to apply for the class also. That first story, I remember: My efforts at art the years
previous were not in vain. In the drawing class that had ultimately barred me from the major there was an
exercise we did, where we had to combine three of our figure drawings into a single landscape to create an
original, imagined composition. Mine was okay but I was better at life drawing. But that is essentially what I
did to make my storyâ€”I had spent the summer relentlessly cycling. I was still grieving my father, who had
died four years earlier from complications after a car accident that had left him paralyzed down the left side of
his body, and dreaming constantly, at night, of the accident. A priest really had visited me to speak to me
about my faith after my father died, more or less turning me against organized Christianity forever. Somehow,
as I sat and typed, I had done this without really questioning what I was doing, turning it all into something
about someone like me but not me, in situations I knew, all from something like direct experience. I had often
watched my father sleep, lost in his nightmares, wishing I could help him the way I once had when he was in a
coma in the first months after his accident. The doctors had told us to read to him and speak to him. I felt
obscurely better though after writing the story. Imagination and empathy as well as intentional
inventionâ€”also catharsis. Those others who had always assumed that pride of place was properly theirs
despised her as a dreadful woman, while the lesser Intimates were unhappier still. The way she waited on him
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day after day only stirred up feeling against her, and perhaps this growing burden of resentment was what
affected her health and obliged her often to withdraw in misery to her home, but his Majesty, who could less
and less do without her, ignored his critics until his behavior seemed bound to be the talk of all. What was the
first novel? And whyâ€”what would make you make something that had never existed before? This name she
gave to her heroine. She was recently widowed and had been married only two years when her husband died.
She was a talented poet and kept diaries also. And from her diaries we know she was a woman who taught
herself Chinese by listening outside the door as her father taught her brother. She was married long enough to
have borne a child, a daughter who would go on to become a great poet. If she had not written the first novel,
and at such length, I might even be tempted to write a novel about her. The Tale of Genji, at six volumes, is a
behemoth. Beyond its enduring value as a novelâ€”the prose is still as alive as everâ€”it also offers some of
the closest observation historians have to this day of court life during this era. The power of fiction as a social
document remains that it provides contexts historians might not otherwise have access to. Context may seem
abstract or flimsy, but it remains the way we are able to understand what is of value and what is not in our
culture or any other. Why do something no one has ever done before? A sly wink as the author proceeds into
her novel of court jealousies and intrigues. Whose reign can it have been? It is a shield thrown up against
consequences, the consequences one imagines she knew might result from what she wrote. We can only
wonder what she hoped for, as she wrote it. Royall Tyler, the British poet and translator to the Penguin
edition, described the legend surrounding the writing of it in an essay for Harvard Magazine: Having none to
offer, the empress asked Murasaki Shikibu to write one. According to legend, Murasaki had been close since
childhood to a gifted courtier unjustly exiled to Kyushu. She saw her hero, Genji, languishing in unjust exile
on the shore of a moonlit sea, and the image was so compelling that, lest she forget it, she immediately wrote
down what became chapters 11 and After that, the legend says, she simply added the others until she had 54
in all. That the first pages became chapters 11 and 12 is part of what convinces me this could be trueâ€”I know
from experience that the first chapter you write is not necessarily the first chapter of the final version of the
novel. What rings false is the part about the childhood friend. If true, though, she meant to dramatize the
injustice done to him without also naming him. Novelists are people who, in my experience, hang on, well
past when others would keep hanging on. A dogged pursuit of sentences and story usually indicates other
tenacities. I can admire a six volume pursuit of justice for a childhood friend. But if I did write a novel about
her, I would probably have her tell someone this, to cover the role her grief might have played. I could
imagine the novel as something like a grave for him, and a monument to her love of him. But then I am
probably more of a romantic than she was. What I do know, from remembering my own first short story, is
that what I did helped me grieveâ€”that afterward, I felt like I knew myself better and my father also. I wonder
if she did too. If that happens to us allâ€”if that is even why we do it. A way of learning who we are by
inventing the lives of others. I also know that novelists are lightning rods, tooâ€”and that our ideas find us this
way, sometimes, coming to us, all in a single vision, without explanation. Moonstruck but all of it falling on a
page. This could also be true. In the summer of , under the guidance of such comments, I tried to assemble
most of my MFA thesis into a single novel. A section I sent to a friend at The New Yorker was not quite
enough to get me published there but she was impressed enough to pass it along to a friend of hers at William
Morrow, and that in turn got me an agent. As I read through the sections again I could feel what was missing,
a shadowy sense of what else was there. It was as if they were made by a visitor who had hidden them
variously in front of me as a prose poem, a partial draft of an essay, and sections from an earlier abandoned
novel, written before graduate school. And now I knew what they were. I called the agent. Six years later, in ,
when I had finished that novel, Edinburgh, what I had was a story based on my own experiences, invented to
fit the shape of what I knew was true about something I had seen firsthand. They were figures from different
landscapes combined into a fictional tableau, much like that first short story. My second novel, The Queen of
the Night, was no fugitive. It woke me up instead, a few days after sending the first one.
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George High School in North Carrollton, Mississippi, she had high grades and was valedictorian of her class.
While there she met and married John Rusher of Cornwall, England, in For a time Spencer and her husband
lived in Canada after having lived in Italy for five years. Her husband died in She is now retired. All together
she has written nine novels, eight collections of short stories, a non-fiction memoir, and a play. She has read a
great many authors, especially the ones she admires. She admires many Mississippi and English authors. New
and Selected Fiction was published in She says that she is very pleased with the selection even though some
stories and novellas had to be omitted. Many reviewers also have taken a liking to the book. She is hoping to
begin writing again. She is a five-time recipient of the O. Henry prize for short fiction. While considered a
Southern writer, Spencer lived in Italy and Canada for many years and many of her stories take place in those
countries, including her best-known work, Light in the Piazza. In she got a recognition award from the
American Academy of Arts and Letters. In she received the Guggenheim Foundation Fellowship Award. In
she received the Bellamann Award. In she was elected to the American Institute of Arts and Letters. More of
her many awards include the J. In she received the Fortner Award for Literature. In she received the
Mississippi State Library Award for non-fiction. The musical won six Tony Awards in , including the award
to Adam Guettel for his music and to Victoria Clark for her performance in the leading role. In the musical
went on a national tour. The award is given to encourage the writing of short fiction and is given annually to a
living US or Canadian writer who has made a significant contribution to the discipline of the short story form.
The award is sponsored by the Dungannon Foundation. Today at the age of 94, Spencer still occasionally
gives readings. Her book Starting Over was published in
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Download the light in the piazza in pdf or read the light in the piazza in pdf online books in PDF, EPUB and Mobi
Format. Click Download or Read Online button to get the light in the piazza in pdf book now.
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Get this from a library! The light in the piazza. [Elizabeth Spencer] Home. WorldCat Home About WorldCat Help.
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The Light in the Piazza is a musical with a book by Craig Lucas and music and lyrics by Adam Guettel. Based on a
novella by Elizabeth Spencer, the story is set in the s and revolves around Margaret Johnson, a wealthy Southern
woman and Clara, her daughter who is developmentally disabled due to an unfortunate encounter with her birthday
pony.
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Light in the Piazza was the first movie for producer Arthur Freed under his new contact with Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer and
he took great care in selecting the cast and crew.
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