
 

 

Peace Cantata 
 

– Part One – 
 

A Reflection 
 
  We must first peer into the darkness, feel strangled and entombed in the  
  hopelessness of living without God, before we are ready to feel the   
  presence of His living light. 
 
        – Abraham Joshua Heschel 
 

The Second Coming     
 
   Turning and turning in the widening gyre      
   The falcon cannot hear the falconer;   
   Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;   
   Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,   
   The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere      
   The ceremony of innocence is drowned;   
   The best lack all conviction, while the worst      
   Are full of passionate intensity.     
 
   Surely some revelation is at hand;   
   Surely the Second Coming is at hand.      
   The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out      
   When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi   
   Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert      
   A shape with lion body and the head of a man,      
   A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,      
   Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it      
   Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.      
   The darkness drops again; but now I know      
   That twenty centuries of stony sleep   
   Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,      
   And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,      
   Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?  
 
       – William Butler Yeats 
        
        



 

 

 

– Part Two – 
 

A Reflection 
 
  To feel in the rush of the passing the stillness of the eternal–    
  What we lack is not a will to believe but a will to wonder.  (Heschel) 
 

Anthem for Doomed Youth   
 
   What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?        
    — Only the monstrous anger of the guns.        
    Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle  
   Can patter out their hasty orisons.  
   No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;         
    Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,—  
   The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;        
    And bugles calling for them from sad shires.   
 
   What candles may be held to speed them all? 
    Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes  
   Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes.        
    The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall;  
   Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,  
   And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.                                                    
 
        – Wilfred Owen  
 

– Part Three – 
 

A Reflection 
 
  To praise, to sing, to chant–the essence of prayer is a song. (Heschel) 
 

Dona nobis pacem 
 

A Revelation 
 
  Just to be is a blessing.  Just to live is holy.  (Heschel) 
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