
No one is a total artist, else there would 
be no structure to one’s thoughts, no 
orderliness to body or breath or motion of the 
hand holding pen, baton or brush.  And no one 
is a total scientist, else there would be no flow 
of motion, no wit, no juice to knowledge, no 
music in the speech or joy in relationship.  
Most scientists have some creative outlet, 
tickling the ivories or at least crooning in the 
shower, and some left-brainers even 
achieve fairly great heights in the 
world of self-expression.  

Late in my teens, I recognized 
an inner need to be expert at 
something.  I hoped it would be in 
the stock market (if anyone can be 
an expert in that weedy field), but it 
turned out to be later in life in a field 
that more chose me rather than me 
choosing it:  Poetry.  Likely my 
talent in understanding poetry and the poetic 
nature of life exceeds that of my ability to get 
words mysteriously enough on the page such 
that it works the small miracle called ‘poem.’  
But, in learning the craft of poem-making and 
turning my heart toward the arting of written 
expression in the tense and free form that 
constitutes the structure of a poem, I have 
found that the principles of poetry transfer to 
the other arts.  Which is to say that to 
understand one art–whether playing the violin 
or painting in oils or putting symbols on 

paper–is to have an entrée into comprehending 
other expressions of art.

To art is to breathe, is to be rhythmic, 
musical, flowing.  Art is a river.  Art is 
dancing, dancing, dancing.  No destinations are 
proposed by Art, but rather the beauty of the 
journey, the mystery of the next unknown 
moment.  Art is arrow, rather than target, and 
its flight penetrates the intellect by being more 

colorful, more joyful, more exquisite 
than the mind, deeper than thought.  
Even insight can be art if conveyed 
without bludgeon or scar but rather 
with scent and lilt–mystery 
expressed but still mysterious.  A 
hint of the Divine, but only a hint.

We are all in the flux of our 
personal (and likely unique) spot on 
the artist-scientist continuum, for 
this delicate balance is neither fixed 

nor stagnant, but fluid and likely we cannot 
pinpoint its exactness, since the act of any 
attempt at measurement would tip that finely 
fulcrumed seesaw.  So we’re all dancers, in 
that sense.

The art of speech is poetry and music, the 
art of movement-dance; the art of seeing 
moves a brush over canvas or removes the 
excess from the form in marble, the art of 
tasting inspires the magic of gardening and 
gourmet cooking.  We art everything–from 
gardens to how we stack our kitchen plates.  
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Why?  Because everything is arted–from the 
grace of a leaf in zig-zag fall to the dance of a 
spider descending from the ceiling.  Breath on 
winter air:  art.  Dragonflies hovering over a 
mountain lake:  art.  First snow:  art.  Dirty 
snow splattering neatly creased trousers:  also 
art.  Cauliflower heads:  art.  

We are surrounded with the expression of 
the Divine Artist, and we can’t help but 
imitate.  According to Dogan, “There are 
myriads of forms and hundreds of grasses 
throughout the entire earth, yet each grass and 
each form itself is the entire earth.”  However 
we respond, we are participating in the Divine 
orderliness, yet with the individual twist of our 
unique nervous system coupled with our own 
particular and often peculiar current 
perception.  “The clearest way into the 
Universe is through a forest wilderness,” said 
naturalist John Muir.

Artists require appreciators of art. (Is this 
why G-d created?) And there we tend to fail, 
simply because so often we’re too busy to see.  
Said Georgia O’Keefe, “Nobody sees a 
flower–really–it is so small it takes time–we 
haven’t time–and to see takes time, like to 
have a friend takes time”. Indeed, taking time 
for art, I will argue, both to create it and to 
appreciate it, helps bring us into harmony with 
life, with the universe.  Which is all a matter of 
timing, of rhythm, of song line.  “The art of 
living is in timing,” according to Lao Tse.  So 
being in the beat of life is required to live 
artfully and to have one’s life become art.

Seeing is the first requirement of both 
making art and enjoying art.  We have to look, 
look closely without impediment or 
competition for our attention.  In that sense, we 
do best when we are like children, utterly 

focused without notions of time or 
responsibility.

Art is present in any moment, but 
habitual orientations to past or future will dull 
our senses (both external and internal) to even 
the most radiant art (from the proverbial rose 
we don’t stop to smell to the look in a lover’s 
eye that we don’t return).

I am art.  Thou art art.  All this creation is 
nothing but art.  And we each of us, no matter 
how scientific, are also artists.  Some of us are 
studied professionals, others of us spontaneous 
amateurs.  But wherever we are on the 
scientist/artist continuum, we cannot help but 
act as we have been modeled–for we are made 
in the image of the Divine, Who arted it all.

And I and you and everyone arts in order 
to express our unique experience, our wonder, 
our participation from a vantage point held by 
no one else in the vast arena we call life.  And 
we art to connect with the first Artist, the One 
who spoke all this creation out as a song-poem, 
the One Who on every level painted the 
unlimited canvas of creation, the One Who is 
dancing all its rhythms at this very moment.  
For those who art, art is the clearest way into 
the Universe.
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The world of dew   
Is the world of dew.

      And yet, and yet…
—



And once when she saw him pick up a bird that had stunned itself against a 
wire, she had realized another world, silent, where each creature is alone in its 
own aura of silence, the mystery of power.

           –D.H. Lawrence–
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•    Sanctuary House has a new community member - Howarth Ostler - who came 
to us from owning a café in Hurricane, Utah, a 
café that was more like an ashram.  Howarth 
brings skills in electricity, accounting, cooking, 
common sense and reality.

•    William gave several homilies and 
offered Centering Prayer to parishioners in 
Paonia back in December, MC’ed a memorial 
service for a dear dervish sister here in 
Crestone, hosted the Crestone New Year’s 
bonfire, and presented an evening on Rumi and 
Wallace Stevens to a group of contemplative 
writers in January.

•    Sanctuary House’s new yurt is still the site for Sunday afternoon (3:30-5 PM) 
Interfaith World Peace Gatherings, open to all.
 

While we could list many needs, let’s focus on our labyrinth garden.  Because the 
labyrinth and surrounding flagstones attract lots of heat on warm days, we’re going to 
make this inner courtyard a garden.  Wouldn’t you like to donate?
 Such a gift will last.(Please specify use on your check to Sanctuary House. Gracias.) 

•One of four fruit trees ($108 each) 
•Virginia Creeper or Climatis (we need 10) to climb the walls ($49) 
•Wooly thyme to fill in the spaces between the paths. 
   (we need 33 flats at $52/flat)!  
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   Regardless of the essence and expansiveness of the notion of ‘sanctuary,’ sanctuary is rather 
meaningless if not embodied.  Love incarnates as a body, sanctuary as a place, a sacred place.  For 
sanctuary to occur authentically, the outer place of sanctuary manifests from an inner place of 
sanctuary in those who chose to manifest and offer sanctuary.  
    A place speaks through its ambiance.  We all experience, when we enter a restaurant or the 
home of a friend, the subtle messages that décor conveys, messages often communicated well 
below the intellect.  We receive them intuitively, vibrationally.
   Does sanctuary require décor and ambiance?  Actually, place cannot exist without décor, 
without that communicative flavor we call ‘ambiance’.  It may be messy and convey carelessness 
or confusion; it may be spotlessly stiff and convey coldness or sterility.  Sanctuary conveys that 
which unites differences, that which we can call deep harmony, that which heals.  Not that there is 
a specific or codified ambiance that any place of sanctuary must adhere to, only that the criterion 
of ambiance is that it be synchronous with the mission and work of sanctuary.
   In our house, sanctuary might well be a room or just a corner of a room where perhaps an altar 
speaks of the sacred, that this is the place where prayer and/or meditation and worship is invited 
and takes place.  Such actions create sanctuary, for the energy of our intention and the force of our 
attention create a field, an orderly arena of protection which radiates a deeper sense of life.  
   In offering sanctuary to others, sanctuary could be a simple cell, conducive to sanctuary by 
virtue of its cleanliness and simplicity.  Maybe a flower on the table.  Nothing fancy is required.  
Not that sanctuary couldn’t be a five-star accommodation, only that it is far less the plushness of 
the décor than its purity and sweetness.  It is a harmonious vibration that finally conveys the 
essence of sanctuary.
   Massage and healing touch, appropriate reading material, an expansive or intimate view can be 
real assets, for those in need of sanctuary often require ease in their bodies, inspiration, and the 
ambiance that only beauty can afford.
   The real work of sanctuary is offering safety, the kind of security which dives beneath traditional 
notions of bank account, status, mansion, even nuclear family–all of which can change, can rise 
and fall, can evaporate and will evaporate at the moment of death.  The non-changing, 
unconditional realm of security is the direct and yet mysterious task of sanctuary.  And this 
‘direction’ is conveyed through place and ambiance, through the hearts and clarity of those who 
offer sanctuary, and through the observances and practices which lead the attention to that utter 
sanctuary where we are held eternally in the embrace that conveys the completeness of love.

–  The AMBIANCE of SANCTUARY–  

This is the twenty-third in a series concerning the nature, reach and practicalities of Sanctuary.



It is well-argued that the greater the subject matter, the greater the responsibility and the 
required talent of the artist.  In matters of religion (that arena which connects finite incarnation to 
infinite Source) the ‘stakes’, so to speak, are high.  Which is also to say that ‘missing the mark’ 
(the literal meaning of the word sin) can be painfully obvious.  

While religion must speak to souls on every level of development (and, therefore, it can be 
argued that religious art must exist on each of these levels as well), my preference is that art which 
leads the beholder into deeper resonance with the original Artist.  Sentimentality (defined as “a 
failure of feeling,” according to 20th–century poet Wallace Stevens) creates the image of art that is 
bound to superficiality.  If we consider nature, we are in the visual realm of the unsentimental, of 
life and death, of a myriad ways that a tiny seed is motioned into greatness, of the breaking down 
of huge boulders into the stuff of soil, of the massive techtonic plates ramming each other with 
such force that mountain ranges rise to catch the dawn and sunset and high snows.  

Such beauty is there!  Where is the landscaper who can equal even a square foot of forest 
ground?  Said Jesus, “Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow; they toil not, neither do they 
spin/ And yet I say unto you, That even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of 
these.” No, nature has not adorned itself sentimentally, for the nature we behold is a visible 
mirror of our own human nature.

Christian art, in a culture of permissiveness, struggles against cultural conditioning to have 
things known and predictable.  But real art is never controlled (which doesn’t mean it can’t be 
highly ordered).  The cathedrals of Europe, built by the Knights Templar who were virtually 
enlightened on the level of sacred architecture, are grand examples of proportion and somehow 
using granite as a medium to let in and express the abundance of light.  It is important to note that 
these stunning edifices are all inspired by and dedicated to the Blessed Virgin Mary, the repository 
of the fullness of the feminine.  Art, unfulfilled by patriarchy, never submits, but will like a 
mountain stream go underground, only to reappear in surprising places.  For art is irrepressible.  It 
will last as long as creation lasts.

The feminine is homeland to the impulses of the heart, the urge for expression, the necessity 
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A native of Chicago, Keating studied design and engineering at the University of 
Illinois under the late master goldsmith Robert Von Neuman,  There met his wife.  
The couple moved to Aspen where Scott started by designing and making silver 
jewelry at his one-showcase shop.    As Scott’s talents grew, he soon worked in only 
precious stones and gold.  By 1978,  he established his own gold design salon.
   

Beside Egyptian and Deco influences, nature is probably the single most important 
source for his creations.  All his designs, as with many renaissance artists, employ 
the same proportions found in nature.

This Scott Keating Design is now avaliable for purchase through Sanctuary 
House for $64.00 (Silver) 50% of the proceeds go directly to supporting 

continued on page6

This is the 23rd in a series of articles, the views solely the author’s concerning the contemporary Christian contemplative path.

THE TASK OF CHRISTIAN ART


