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CELEBRATIONS AT APPLE FARM

This collection of toasts given by Helen Luke at
Apple Farm Christmas parties has been compiled for
the Farm's 25th anniversary celebration, October 1-2,
1988. Unfortunately, it has been impossible to
locate a text for the toast for Christmas of 1982.

Three Rivers, Michigan



CHRISTMAS EVE 1981

When I was thinking in these days about Christmas in re-
lation to the Farm, one word and the images surrounding it
recurred again and again--the word "epiphany." This means, as
your know, a manifestation, a "showing forth" of the divine
essence of an event. (The American Heritage Dictionary adds
beautifully that such a manifestation comes to the one receiv-
ing it in "a sudden flash of recognition.") This seems to me
particularly relevant tonight, gathered as we are in our new
Round House, because we all associate it in part with the fact
that next year we shall be opening the Farm to be seen by
pecple from outside our own group, people about whom we know
very little. They have been drawn here by something that they
have read or heard and, even if it is sometimes misinterpreted,
it nevertheless means that it has touched something in them
that is seeking, as we are seeking, for that which is called by
a thousand names, and which Jung called the Self.

We have offered to share with our guests the ordered sim-
plicity of our life here, which has been built up through the
years by the commitment and devotion of all who are here and of
our friends elsewhere--but there is surely an inevitable tempta-
tion at such a time that we may fall into anxious thoughts about
how to show ourselves off at our best--how to supply the "wisdom"
they seek here without disappointment them, etc. This of course
would destroy at once the possibility of a true epiphany--there
would be a "showing off" instead of an opening of ourselves
together with our guests to any showing of light that may come.
the great Christmas Epiphany immediate-
That which was seen in the dark stable
m was never displayed--it was simply
ognize it. I love to think of
nt parts of the wide world, who

The beautiful images of
ly banish such temptations.
among the animals in Bethlehe
there for all who had eyes to Tec

those three wise men from differe arts T ;
each alone had seen a star, a light within calling him to a long

Journey, to a quest for a new birth, the birth of the divine child.
And whem those three met along the way they must have recognized
each other, as all true seekers do, and known that their stars
were the one star that stood "over the place where the young child
was"--the one star that shines indeed over every human heart when

a new vision of truth and love is borm.



CHRISTMAS EVE 1983

Among the many dreams I have heard in past years about the
atom bomb, two have remained vivid in my memory, and it came to me

recently that, taken together, they carry an especially significant
message for us at Christmas this year.

In the first dream the dreamer, a man, was standing alone,
everyone else having hurried away in great fear to a shelyer under-
ground from a coming atomic bomb. As he stood there waiting he
stretched out a cupped hand, and into it the bomb fell; and when
he locked at it he saw that it had turned into bread.

In the second dream, a woman's, there was a similar situation.
Everyone was rushing to a shelter or boarding busses and cars to
reach a safe place. The dreamer was joining others on a vehicle
when she suddenly knew with complete certainty that in an obscure
house at the roadside a woman was giving birth to a child. et
once all fear left her; the feared attack became irrelevant in the
flood of joy that came to her at the thought of the new birth.

She left the bus at once and went to greet the coming child.

The dreams come together in the thought that the name of
Bethlehem meant "House of Bread"--and I reflected that when the_
conscious man within each of us (whether we are men or women) will
stand and hold out a cupped hand, not only to the great universal
danger but also to all the small daily miseries, fears and depres-
sions that come to us, recognising them as feod for the soul, he
will start to build a "Mouse of Bread" into which the "virgin®
woman in each individual--the woman who is virgin in the sense of

one-in-herself--can enter to bring forth the eternal child. Then
a new awareness of the Self is born to us.

In that wonderful play by Charles Williams called Seed of
Adam, the midwife--the only one who can deliver the holy child
into this world--is the black devouring Mother of Hell from whom
Mary had refused to run away. She had confronted her terrible
destructiveness and danced with her instead.

. And so when we now drink cur toast to the Farm, let us
drink also to light and joy out of darkness, and to daily newness
of life in us all.



CHRISTMAS EVE 1984

Last year the Boston Art Museum published a Christmas
card showing a woodcut by Eric Gill, the English sculptor who
was also a monk. In it the mother sits in the entrance to the
stable holding the child who is reaching out to-greet a group of
animals from the wild as they approach him. Around this scene 1S
an inscription with the words, "Who were the first to cry Nowell?
Animals all as it befell."

The word Nowell, or Noel, is derived from an old French qord
meaning simply "birth," and I had been thinking especially this
year of Christmas as the great festival of the joy of birth--not
only of the birth of the Holy Child, but of all births in the inner
and outer worlds. When I use the word "joy" I mean the state of
being that transcends both happiness and unhappiness and includes
them both. For all births are preceded by labour and pain and.are
afterwards exposed to many dangers. After the birth of the child
in the stable came the massacre of the innocents and the descent
into Egypt.

So in proposing the toast to the Farm this year I want to
stress in particular the image of the stable, the place where
the animals were the first to recognise the birth of the Holy
Thing. The story of the birth is so familiar to us that we
often cease to reflect on the profundity of meaning in some of
the details and its application to the quest for wholeness.

An insight new born will be immediately killed if seized on
by rational thinking or possessive emotion before it has taken
root in the innocence and spontaneity of the instinctive psyche,
where everything is "just so" as it is in the animals. Thoughts
and questions will follow later, and many emotions, but if the
new vision is rooted in the ground of instinctive wisdom it may
grow at last into the free spontaneity of the whole man.

Dr. von Franz has stressed the one essential condition of
the heroic quest in all fairy stories: the seeker must turn aside
to help animals in distress and must accept help from them on the
way, humbly and without understanding--obeying the horse, the wolf,
the fish or the bird until they lead him to the point where he is
able to transcend them on the threshold of conscious innocence.

. There is a particular delight, then, in realizing an associa-
tion of the birth of the Farm with the image of the stable. Our
"legend" begins with our procession down Hoffman Road with the
animals! And the first priority of those original weeks was the



building of a stable for them with our own hands before wintgr
set in. Tali House was given to us with the intention that it
would serve as a stable for the animals; but we decided to turn it

Tali House is called after a particularly beautiful dog, who
touched many lives in his brief life, as well as after the twice-
born Welsh bard and seer, who as a child drank from the cauldron
of wisdom of the mother goddess and had to go through so many

dangers and animal transformations before he came to his second
birth.

May the spontaneity of the first Nowell in the stable continue
always among us.

Ladies and gentlemen--The Farm!



CHRISTMAS EVE 1985

Some weeks ago one of the images of the Christmas story
began to emerge in my imagination demanding, so to speak, atten-
tion. So I want to say a little about it before we drink our
toast to Apple Farm. It is the image of the star which came and
stood over the place where the child was born--the star that
brought the shepherds from their fields and the wise men, the kings,

from great distances with their gifts.

The star as guide to all travellers on s€a or land is one of
the most ancient of symbols and, Mo matter how much we now know
of the physical universe, it carries still in the unconsclous of
every man and woman the same great symbolic meaning. Perhaps the
collective excitement this year about Halley's comet helped to
constellate this image for me; and the word vconstellate" is par-
ticularly apt here because it means to bring to life a pattemn of
meaning just as a constellation of stars in the sky is made up of
single stars that convey to mankind through their pattern a myth-
ological truth. Incidentally, Jane reminded me only a few days
ago that Else was born in the year when Halley's comet last
appeared in our skies and died in this year of its return--a
lOVBly thought . .

Jung noted how often the center of modern individual mandalas
was seen as a star, and he wrote, “From ancient times any relation-
ship to the stars has always symbolized eternity.” Associations
throng from birth to death. Brother Klaus saw the brightest of
stars while still in his mother's womb: Laurens van der Post des-

cribes how he saw a Bushman woman under the night sky holding up

her baby to a sta Homs® Ut to take the child's little
T and pray g it ing heart in exchang€;

heart and give to him a piece of its own shin

and Gerharg Adler tellz gfeaepatient of his who had had a_massive
stroke and had for long been unable to move OL speak, until oné day
Whgn he was sitting with her she sat up in bed and said in a clear
voice, "I have seen the star over the rountain"--and that night

she was able to die.

It happened that I was given a book during the past month
containing Jung's Seven Sermons to the Dead--and I quote a few
ph?aSES from the seventh sermon. "IN immeasurable distance there
gé;mmers a solitary star on the highest point of heaven. . :" )

! s star, the wise man says, is the nguiding divinity" of "this
lonely one. . ." "In it man finds repose. To it goes the long
%OUF”EY of the soul after death. . . in it shine all things. . -
dgatﬁ a man ought to pray. - - such a prayer builds a bridge over




So we look again at the Star of Bethlehem as it stands over
the place where the holy Child is born--the Child who symbolizes
in the inner world the unique experience in a man or woman of the
true Self--of the unity of God and man, time and eternity, of
matter and spirit, of every thing and no thing. Rellglgn, as many
great ones have said, is experience, not belief. The first exper-
ience of this birth may grow in us towards our wholeness as indivi-
duals, led by the light of the star.

This is the heart, surely, of our approach and comprehension 4
here at the Farm, in our work and in all our meetings, persocnal an

collective, however often we may fall short and forget. So I want
to end with the famliar quotation

speare calendar for December of th
lines in Act I of Hamlet, as the s
appearance of a ghost,

Some say that ever, 'gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated,
The bird of our dawning singeth all night long:
And then, they Say, no spirit may stir abroad,
The nights are wholesome, then no planets strike,

No fairy takes nor witch hath power to charm,
So hallowed and so gracious is the time.

And so let us drink together to birth, and to the Farm.

is year. Marcellus speaks these
oldiers discuss anxicusly the



CHRISTMAS EVE 1986

Christmas is the season of the joy of birth--of light born
at midnight in the darkest season of the year. We know that the
blrth of the Christ Child in historical time is symbolically the
continual birth and incarnation of the wonder and joy of the
Unigue and universal Self--the holy child--in every man and woman.
MelSFBr Eckhart once said, "what good is it to me for the.Crgator
to give birth to his son if I do not also give birth to him in my
time and culture?"

bi P?rhaps the most wonderful thing about this archetype.of
irth in the human psyche is that it brings to conscious life
immediately, as in the story of the three wise men, the JOY.OF
giving and the delight of receiving, through which we experience
the meaning of "exchange" between individuals, between all the 4
different levels of our experience, between this world and Beyond

between death and life.

The commercialism and bad taste that surround Christmas 10
our time may offend us, but even they enphasize a recurrent
Miracle--the survival--more than that—-the breathtaking Joy =7

he love, compassion, the giving and receiving that shine throug

and transform all these trivialities each year.

Jung once wrote in a letter, "It always depends on human
Comprehension whether the archet}pal content will take a fgvorable

Or nefario " i en when people are 1n.the
us turn." That is why SO oft > bast them into

grip of a neurosi : i

' osis the approach of Christmas wl _
? Particularly dark deprggsion. we are then caught 30 the "nefarl
Ous" side of the archetype--for all neurosis is at

refusal of a deat f efusal of birth. vet out O
the darkne eath and therefore a T ter birth may
an even greater irth
ss of our attempted refusals Lfully caid,

c if 3 3 3
"gmie;g 32¢¥“We will, as Charles Williams SO beauti
_ Some of you are going to read for uS next weekend the brief
Cer§tmas play by Chaglesgwilliams called Seed of Adam. To M
mee image at the centre of it carries the answer to what JungUr
u ant by "human comprehension’--an image of heallng_for all g r
iﬁs and downs. For this kind of "comprehen51on" brings an a
arE#“51ve' a comprehensive relationship to both 31des.of any
CernEtype’ the dark and the light. Mary in the play is never con-
eVered about her own goodness Or badness, only with facts, on .
feary level, and the joy at their centre; therefore she does NO
the terrifying, black, witchlike Mother Hell, who devours



all and threatens her life with the scimitar. Mary does not fight
her or try to change her in any way. She has no fear of death;

she simply dances with Death and Hell, singing in the joy of ex-
change. And we then discover that this devouring "she" who threatens
despair and death is the only possible midwife who can deliver the
Child. Without her his emergence into this world is blocked.

Here at the Farm we are all travellers on this great
Jjourney, committed to the finding and following of our guiding
star. We sing each year that lovely carol of the three kings--
the wise kings or the royal wise men--and the words may come to
life with new meaning. We come with our gifts--the gold of our
values, the incense of our devotion and imaginaticn, the myrrb
of our darkness and pain--to the birthplace of the Child, having
glimpsed the light of the star which leads us--the “star of
wonder, star of night"--"wonder" without which there is no true
life, "night" without which no light can be seen--"star with
royal beauty bright"--the shining royalty of the Self--"westward
leading, still proceeding"--from the east of birth and sunrise

to the west of death and sunset, and proceeding beyond both to
"the perfect light."

So let us drink to the fellowship, to the place of friend-

ship on the lonely way, to the "constellation" which we call
The Farm.



CHRISTMAS EVE 1987

Some months ago, in the late spring, I heard dreams from
several people in which the same image repeatedly appeared--an
image related particularly to the life of the Farm and to the
approach of Christmas. It was a startling experience of syn-
chronicity and seemed like a message for us all, so I have
permissicn from the dreamers to share the relevant parts of
their dreams with you tonight. In every one of them the main
image was that the time before Christmas was growing short--
that all the decorations and preparations were done except that
the right tree for the Farm had not yet been found and was being
anxiously sought. In one of the final dreams, this theme deepen-
ed and expanded. The dreamer realized that the search was going
on, not only at the Farm but everywhere. She found herself listen-
ing to many individuals each telling a story of the loss of some-
thing of great value and his or her search for it. These people,
she saw, were of every nation, race and color; and it was clear
to her that unconsciously that which was lost was the same in each
man and woman. It was the loss of innocence and wholeness as in
the myth of Adam and Eve. It must be this that was symbolized in
her dreams by the search for the Christmas Tree of Life.

In the last dream of the series the Farm tree was found. It
began with the same search and the same anxiety as all the others,
more intense because the dreamer knew it was already Christmas
Eve. Then suddenly she was ashamed to think she had begun to ex-
pect others to find the tree, and realized that she had not fully
taken up her own responsibility in the search. The instant she
realized this the dream changed and she knew that the tree was
found. One of us with a car was there to fetch it at once from
the forest. Then she herself was standing on the edge of this
forest and saw the tree--rather small, seven or eight feet high
but perfectly shaped. It was dark and there was no mgon or even
starlight, and she knew that this tree must have no decorations
except real candles. But this thought too was immediately swept
away, as pure white light began to shine out of the tree itself,
and as the light grew brighter and brighter she woke in wonder and
immediately she remembered the story of "The Redeemed Tree" told
by Julia de Beausobre in her little book, Flame in the Snow. This
book has been read by many of us here, I know. It has long been
out of print, but we have a precious copy. It is the story of the
life of the Russian, Saint Serafim, based not only on the facts
but on the legends she heard when working as a nurse in a Russian
lumber camp hospital in the heart of what remained of the vast
forests surrounding Father Serafim's monastery.
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She tells this story of her own experience in her lntrggﬁczéman
to the book. One night in winter a sleigh brought a very at her
to the hospital. She was unconscious, and the horse b;ougness but
there. Julie toock care of her and she recovered consc1qusrney:
she would not stay long and insisted on continuing her Jgﬁ forest
before dawn. Julia went with her as far as the edge.of : e
of great fir trees, dark in the frozen snow. She writes:

Suddenly Kilina clutched at me, gasped and gaped.
Straight ahead, beyond the pale streak of the fence,
a pitch-black giant fir tree leapt towards us,
stretching far up into the steaming sky; shafts of
rays like moonlight shot out of it, throwing into
relief great downward-sweeping ribs of various
grey--the branches. The light seemed to issue from
inside the tree, but the trunk remained velvet dark.
Could it be the sun rising behind? We faced east,
but miles of tousled thicket blocked the way between
tree and sun. “Father Serafim!" exclaimed Kilina g
in a rapture, "a mark of pity of comfort for you an

me from him; given to us through a redeemed creature,
a redeemed tree!"

To return for a moment to the dreams: there was a complete

understanding in at least two of them that the Christmas tha}
was coming soon to the Farm, to the world, was not only a cele-
bgation of the birth of Chrj

ist in individual souls, here and now.
I end with words quoted by J

ung in Mysterium Coniunctionis (p. 318,
from one of Meister Eckhart's ChriSE%EE—EE?EEEEST——__-—-_—

Here in time we make holiday because the eternal
birth which God the Father bore and bears unceas-
ingly in eternity is now born in time, in human
nature. Saint Augustine says this birth is always
happening. But if it happens not in me what does
it profit me? what matters is that it shall
happen in me.

I think this is the message of the "redeemed tree, the
redeemed creature® to the Farm, to the world in crisis that lihe
changing around us; offering to the individual man and woman *
opportunity to experience the birth of the Eternal Child within.
And so with special thanks to those who have made our acguiﬁe
tree so very beautiful this year, let us drink to the Farm an
growing tree in each of us,



Postscript

Julia de Beausobre was for some years a prisoner of the
Soviet police in Russia and was finally able to go to England,
where she lived until her death in 1977. She wrote ano@her book
which we have in our library, The Woman Who Could Not Die, about
her solitary confinement and her extraordinary compassion for her
torturers.

I append her some other brief passages from Flame in the
Snow, as they seem relevant to both the dreams and to our times.

"I had heard of Saint Serafim in my childhood, and

knew in a vague way that our lumber forest, Temniki, and
his forest, Sarov, were reminders of cne that in the past
entirely covered northern and central Russia. . . . Our
lumbermen--a mixed crowd--often alluded to the 'evil
hangover' that haunted the forest. Since my arrival I,
teo, had sensed an evil presence, immediate though in-
tangible."

"From the morning when Kilina led me to the 'redeemed tree'
and interpreted its message to me, the darkness lifted. At
every step, I met Serafim. Wherever I went, whatever I did,
whomever I nursed, all spoke of him. I learnt that Temniki
and Sarov merged some thirty miles away; despite the im-
penetrable thicket between us we were neighbors accordlng to
local ideas, he and I. Stories of his life--detailed, vivid,
intimate--poured into my eager ears, the story-tellers often
amplifying a portrait with witty impersonations. . .

"Into garlands of legend the pecple worked their reverent
attempts intuitively to penetrate lives deemed more ex-
Rosed to attacks by evil than their own; and they disclosed
in them understanding of a mystical way which was belleved
hard and dangercus. Russians, nurtured on Isaiah, do not
doubt that evil is created by the Lord, as peace is made

by Him; they incline to think that man's capacity for evil
grows with his capacity for Ged; and that in every geqeraglon
it is. . . men and women experiencing an awareness which is
neither of thought nor of the emotions--who are tempted most

severely, in ways unimagined by other people. . .

"Beside being a saint, Serafim (1759-1833) was a Starets,*
and much of the significance of his story to Russians lies in
the simplicity to which he finally attained and which is in
accordance with the Eastern Fathers' rendering of the way to
the life to come'--the life that is resurrection. The
Fathers' ideal of the future life dwells in the subconscious
Of most, even unbelieving, Russians.

*A guide to the inner life.



"Simplicity, profoundly admired by Russians, is thought by them
to be a distinctively Russian virtue; which must astonish anyone
but themselves. And yet an attentive study of Russia shows them
to be right. . . through the surface of elaborate cliches and
through the subsoil of untidy thoughts and uncouth actions, there
break nether themes of classical simplicity; themes born of a
spirit aware that diversities are right and therefore rendered
one in God. None can explain multiplicity in unity. But the
simple man is aware that when he dares to delve deep encugh, he
sees his faith grounded in reality and hears the Word which solves
all riddles. He has approached the source of his simplicity.

"Russians, stifled by the conventions of their idiom and dis-
tracted by the chaos of their thoughts and feelings, find con-
solation and encouragement in considering the life of Serafim,

who was one of them and attained the simplicity of a selfless .
personality. Men of other countries may find the enigma of Russia
easier to understand if they perceive the Russians' reverence for

the simplicity of the humblest among them; it is a key to much
that appears baffling to the Western mind."

"One of the similes f

or it is a universal chorale directed
towards God.

There are as many 'parts' as there are re-
surrected men, women,

2 and 'creatures.' The part of every
human being is unique. Only God knows a man's part before
the man himself has learnt it through facing and overcoming
his temptations. In prayer, particularly in the prayer
described as 'intercourse from mouth to ear,' everyone can
learn from God the

interpretation of his own part; but God's

purpose often appears incredible to all except thé person

concerned. Therefore eéveryone must be left spiritually free:
free to follow God's inscrutable intentions. No one may
interfere, few dare interpret.



