GINGER GILMOUR    

     In  the early part of 1980 a new cycle of self-discovery began for me in response to Life's changing circumstances. The children were in school and David was away on tour. This allowed me the time to engage in the development of my own innate creativity. One thing seemed to lead to another. I began classes with Michael Chiatow not realizing how small the world can be sometimes. My Alexander teacher loaned me 'The Chasm of Fire' by Irina Tweedie. She said that she was attending her meditation meetings in Willesden. I asked if I could come. She said that I should read the book first and then, if I still wanted to meet her,  I would need to do this on my own. A few weeks later I went alone, to be greeted by Mrs Tweedie opening the door as though she knew I was coming.

     I had been going to her awhile when I decided to show her some of my artwork. She looked upon them in held silence for what seemed an eternity. Looking up at me from within her sky-blue eyes she said, ' Ginger, I want you to go and take classes with Cecil Collins at the City Lit. I have known three spiritual teachers in my life-time and he is one of them.' She added with a whimsical glint in her eye, 'And between us there won’t be much left of you but rice paper!' I chuckled with nervous gulp saying, 'At least it will be edible.' We laughed.

    So I went to the City Lit and put in my application form. Sadly there were no places left for Cecil's class and that afternoon I told this to Mrs Tweedie. Three days later, as though on wings of an angel, a card arrived in the post from the City Lit saying that I now had a place. It wasn't until years later that I learnt from Miriam Freedman how this came about. Apparently, Mrs Tweedie had asked her to pass on the message to Cecil that she really wanted me in his class.  And so the story evolved silently in the ethers.

     After attending a few classes Cecil asked me to bring in a few samples of my artwork. There was one particular one which held his attention.  It was a watercolor of a winged being couched in a fetus position on the water's edge below a Greek-like mountainous scene. It was one of a being broken and in waiting contemplation. Cecil, peering straight at me from behind his glasses, said with such clear compassion, 'The next time she flies, her wings shall not be made of wax!' I decided to call this watercolor 'My Icarus'.

    Further into the term Cecil made a request that he did not want me do any artwork for two years except to come to his classes. So I did this as per his request. As it came to pass, I continued to come to the classes one afternoon per week for nearly eight years.  I am so grateful to have so many formative and inspiring memories experienced and shared with him and the other students. It tingles and fills me with a smile as I remember them.

     One afternoon I came into the class with my abundant American spirit & smile. Cecil was sitting there just by the door and when I came in he ducked and said rather directly, 'Ginger, you shall have a real smile on your face one day!' 'Boy! He put me through my paces from then on!  Usually, no matter what instruments, tones, pace, positions he put us through my drawings were of a perfect something-petite and cute. That day he worked us hard. My head was in a swirl! I had to let go! Then  there it was ONE BIG FAT BLOB of black yuk! To make matters worse we had a male model instead of our usual female model. I found myself working through some extra issues that day. Cecil was laughing from the back corner. He often remarked that little gremlins popped out of our mouthes, scurried across the floor and out the door. Often he would chuckle and wonder where they went.

      I reflect upon those times with deep appreciation for what we were given. He seemed to create an environment which would draw out what lay deep within our being that we could build upon. To some, one might refer to  this as being our 'soul's intention'. In my experience Cecil did not seek the glory of being worshiped or having students who were dependent-though Elizabeth once said to me with a wink that he was a Man who liked attention.  It seems he could not escape some for he was brilliant and could touch deep into our hearts. I have noticed upon reflection within the evolution of an artist (and/or a human being which we all are) there seems to be moments when one identifies with those who have inspired one. I certainly had my Cecil-look-alike period, my Durer-look-alike period and my Nicholas Roerrich look-alike period. I feel these periods of doing 'as if' are part of the path to the 'Art of Living and Creativity'. For me, I have found within this empathy a doorway opens from which emerges our highest potential, providing we do not get too identified with the other. Somewhere, sometime there often comes this challenge, I have and continue to have in different phases, not to get identified with another or a philosophy in order to find who truly I AM.  For me the sign of a great teacher is that they inspire us to stand as equals together into the future. They encourage us to fly! This is what Cecil, Elizabeth, Mrs Tweedie & many others have done for me.  Mrs Tweedie often said that we only need someone one step ahead to go forward but more important is our commitment to find the way.

     After several years I returned to doing my own artwork by which time I was inspired to create images that were borne from my creative unconscious.  I so wanted my work to reflect the multi-dimensional aspect of life-to have a quality of upliftment and soul's joy. At first my imagery was based upon a wish but I had a vision to create the doorway one day.  I asked Cecil how to do this.  He said that the etheric (which is the life force and the bridge and thus the doorway) is caught in between the glazes. He gave me and others a glazing formula which he used for this purpose. Though I have found  different formulas and techniques since then which seek to do the same but does not yellow in time. I dabbled in  the play of opague and transparent colors with the layering of glazes. I found that the observer is then caught in a dance of light between the visible and the invisible.  Ultimately, though I feel, to reflect all dimensions in form and our relationship with the One, it is requires us to  have a  elemental communion with one's materials and the marriage of our personality with our higher self.

      The story of Cecil was never without stories of his great love and respect of Elizabeth, his wife and life's spiritual partner. As a result, I had a growing deep love for her before we were destined to finally meet.  Mrs Tweedie always said that Cecil painted Elizabeth. I often wondered what that meant until I was to be invited to actually have tea with her. As I said earlier upon reflection, one thing has led to another in my life and this invitation started its story in the flat of Dr Werner Engel,head of the Jungian Society in NYC. Mrs Tweedie knew I was going to be in NYC on tour with my husband. She had finished her second book and Dr Engel had agreed to do the forward. Therefore she asked me if I would take a copy to him. I felt very honored to have been given this task and called him as soon as I landed.

     He invited me to come to his flat the next day. A woman let me in.  I had to wait in his long corridor. My eyes drifted from one thing to the next-from paintings to the titles on his antiquarian books until he called me into his library. His flat was very much a Victorian mixture within  the typical John Lennon type New York apartment. It was full of stacks of books and papers with the odd aspidistra and fern peeking out between them-much like something out of 'The Never Ending Story'.   We made light conversation at first about Mrs Tweedie, myself and the book.  I was suspended within the tones of his voice. As the hour became two I felt as though time was endless and we became friends. He looked at me over his round spectacles and asked, 'Ginger can you come tomorrow for there are other matters I should like to discuss?' 'Of course, the same time Dr Engel?' I asked as he escorted me to the door. He nodded yes.

     As it turned out I met with him each day every afternoon for the four days we were in New York City. During one of our conversations  he said that he was very interested in how the music of today affected the psyche of the youth of today.  He asked me with a wry expression if there was anyway that I could help him deepen out his research?  I smiled and said, 'I think I can arrange something.'  On the night Dr Engel entered the  Rock-n-Roll arena it was on 4th of July weekend at Madison Square Garden. I arranged for our limousine to pick him up early and drive him straight into the bowels of the stadium where I would meet him with his backstage pass in hand, plus, earplugs just in case.

     The road crew were use to me escorting various stars and family into the mixer area over the years but Dr Engel's visit began a new cycle of visitors ie Chogyam Rimpoche in LA-even Mrs Tweedie in London to name a few. Dr Engel was intrigued with everything including the technological aspects. At the end of the concert he came up to me and said, 'Ginger, I do not know if you would agree with me, but, the place we seek through meditation, your husband seeks harmony through transforming chaos into beauty.' The next day during our last meeting he thanked me and gave me several pamphlets to do with Madam Blavatsky.  I was perplexed as to the nature of this gift but accepted them gracefully. Upon my return to England some inner guidance led me to send them to Elizabeth. She promptly sent me a letter asking me to tea so that we could discuss what I had sent to her. That  was my first visit and was the beginning of our friendship.

    I had tea with Elizabeth alone at their flat in Paulton Square. As I entered their upper room I noticed several drawings which Cecil had made upon the wall with the inscription 'My Bell'. Mrs. Tweedie's statement came back to me of how 'Cecil painted Elizabeth'. We talked about the pamphlets, but more about their essence.  While she spoke she always seemed to looked deeply into my eyes. It was full of  heartfelt gentleness but also of a direct observational knowing one could trust. As I was leaving she called, 'Ginger'!' I turned and she said, 'Never forget your angels.' At the time the thought that angels existed was enough for me to digest. Elizabeth had spoken in such an energetic way from her place of truth that  I couldn't deny the advice. Despite my questioning over the years her voice  still remained  there within my heart.  And I must confess that though I have never seen an angel yet, I now know that they are there.  There have been several inspiring words said to  me with this clarity over the years  and with such power to influence that I feel this must be a  great responsibility for those who speak from that place.  Once Mrs Tweedie said to me that eventually on the path one has to be careful of what we think, what we do  and what we say for it becomes but don’t be too concerned-Just speak from the heart. In hind sight I am glad Elizabeth spoke to me of angels! 

     When I went to my first exhibition of Cecil's work in Aldeburgh, he told me that a man had once come to see his work and went into a rage. Raising his umbrella swearing he shouted that it should be destroyed! Cecil said to me calmly, 'This happens sometimes if one paints the Truth of the Lost Paradise.' Many years later I was to discover this myself when I was given my first exhibition in London. I came home thrilled and shared the news with David and his co-writer, Anthony, both were working together on David’s next album at the house.  Anthony said to me that he loved my work though he had only seen it through my Christmas cards and asked if he could see some that I was going to exhibit. I said, 'Sure! Come with me.'  I lead him upstairs to where I worked which was in a small Library room, just off of our bedroom. In there were six huge canvases, each lent against the walls and tables so as I could work on them in rotation as the creative impulse dictated. There was just room enough for us to sit on the devan and observe my creations.  As Anthony walked in and sat down he began  to get very agitated and nervous. I had just finished one of my Cecil inspired look-a-likes which was a image of a woman hands reaching towards the light in golden tones of ochre and white. In addition, it was my first experience of how the glazes worked in making new optical colors as the light traveled through them creating in this instance hues of violets. As Anthony's attention went from one painting to another he voiced very critical statements. He shouted before my golden one, 'That one is the color of piss!' and then he swirled and pointed at the next one called 'Until we meet' exclaiming, 

‘And so far as that one is concerned, it should be cut into pieces! It is disgusting!' He then sat down on the divan mumbling that I didn't understand and wanted out of the room. He shouted, 'Let me out of here!' I said, 'Anthony, the door is unlocked. It was your choice to be here.You are free to go. I am not keeping you here.' He stood up, then sat down again. A tear came to his eyes as he began to share with me the story of his martial problems and subsequent separation. Eventually he left to go to continue working downstairs. Needless to say this had a deep impact on my self-confidence going into my first exhibition.  My pictures obviously touched all his buttons and actually was an exciting compliment, though being a novice, I did not know this at the time.  As it happened Anthony had to sleep in that room with the paintings that night. At breakfast he apologized and said he needed inner help. He asked if he could borrow Mrs Tweedie's books as I left to take the children to school.

     When I went to Cecil's class the next day, I was white as a sheet and really flat with no American smile. Cecil inquired, 'Ginger, are you alright?' I told him the story of what had happened. He asked, 'When is your exhibition for Elizabeth and I should like to come? If you are getting reactions like that you must be painting the Truth!' As it turned out many from Mrs Tweedie's and Cecil's class came including other friends and family. It was  an amazing feeling as each person walked through the door. My American smile was becoming bigger and bigger until my heart nearly popped! The Joy of gratitude still shines within the memory along with the tear of Happiness.  I was exhibiting thirty-five paintings, plus drawings from Cecil's classes and to my joy and amazement, they all sold on that day.  Having Cecil and Elizabeth coming to that exhibition further opened up my relationship with them and I started to be invited to dinners at their house.  At one of them Cecil asked me about the nature of a rock-n-roll life. He sat back in his chair and said,' Ginger, you truly must have a lot of angels around you to survive with such a sensitive nature as you are!' 

      Over the years I have bought several works both of Cecil's and Elizabeth but have chosen to sell them in order to finance my own work. I still retain two line drawings which continue to inspire me to remember their love.  I particularly remember one  moment Elizabeth and I shared while at a London exhibition.  We sat down on a window ledge and were talking about relationships. I was having a very challenging time and was asking her for advice.  At one point in our conversation, she said to me, 'I do not know if you agree with me, but this lifetime is very short. Looking at my own life and the ups and downs of my marriage with Cecil, I realized that I had to stick it out for there was a higher soul purpose we were fulfilling together for humanity.  With this realization my perspective changed and so did the quality of our relationship.' She continued, 'I do not know what your destiny is but perhaps my story may help.' Over time I had pondered her story and remembered once Cecil had said to me that in his early years he had an analytical sword that use to stab his paradisical heart. Now, he was happier, for his sword protects his heart as its spiritual warrior. This gave me further insight into what Elizabeth meant about the challenges they faced.

      I have come to equate these two stories into the story of Cecil and Elizabeth. While Cecil was alive, Elizabeth often talked about how she had less time to do her own work because of the nature of their interrelationship. Now I, also, had a greater understanding of what she felt her role had to be beyond the archetypal idea of what a relationship should be. Instead I was given an idea of what it could be. And yet  at the same time she worked within the archetype being from a different generation than I was.  Her destiny, her footprint, was in the merging of the woman behind the man with a higher vision-to serve humanity through the imagery inspired to be created through their synthesis.  She was the Muse. She was the 'Silent Messenger' of the Angels. To me, together, their marriage enacted the relationship  between 'the Fool and the Angel’, as did their artwork.   

     As life's circumstances changed and led me deeper into the 'Art of Beauty' the inspirational elements which Cecil imparted have re-emerged. Fifteen years ago, a vision in a dream came to me and told me, ' You have to do sculptural paintings.'  Their images still dance within my imagination. Cecil said that there was a difference between fantasy and the imagination. Fantasy creates images of illusion and attachment to the visible world. Whereas imagination is a doorway to the invisible. For me, the task of the artist is to create images which reveal the invisible through the  visible. 

     The creating of 'sculptural paintings' has further enhanced what I was seeking to achieve with the glazes. With this I could incorporate what I had been learning within the Steiner way of sculpture as well.  An adventure I started in response to my dream.  This method was another way to open the doorway to the creative imagination of the observer through a specific relationship of the line, the curve and space. It seems that by not finishing the lines in a certain way, the observer will automatically enter into their creative imagination to finish the artwork. Hence a different relationship between the artist, the viewer, their creativity and the artwork can emerge. There seems to be a third work of art that happens between the artwork and the observer. In this type of ‘sculptural painting’ one travels from the physical(the sculpture) to the invisible (the etheric) through the bridge of the glazes. More importantly are the symbols, the colors and the intention of the artist from which once again I often ponder the responsibility of my imagery. My quest is to create the 'Art of Beauty' with the vision to uplift so we do not forget to look at the sunset and the rainbow within the images of CNN. Sometimes as Cecil often mentioned there are moments when manifesting  the image waiting to be borne one will feel like 'Cats Meat', I find this especially so with invoking angels.  The number of times they have fallen apart is countless. The creative process of bringing Heaven to Earth is certainly a challenge. But perseverance furthers and they are borne.

     Over the years Cecil and Elizabeth never came to a Pink Floyd concert but they did come to my house for dinner along with Jon Tavener. My last living memory of Elizabeth was her looking out from my upstairs window with Miriam at Brockhurst. I had created a labyrinth of fire for me to walk as a initiation into my next cycle. It was my 50th birthday and I was touched to know that Elizabeth had come. When she passed over, Jon Tavener organized her funeral in the Greek Orthodox church. I went up to the coffin and looked at her. I remembered how she had said to me so long ago, 'Don t forget your angel.' She and Cecil, Mrs Tweedie, Dr Engel and many more were my inspiration and my supporters on my path.  I have begun to realize that as well as having a special childhood, I had been given a spiritual father and mother  which led me further to discover who I really AM.

       There before me was a woman who had had the courage to Be, to Love and to Create. In that moment there stood all the Great Ones, the Lineage of Light and the Host of Angels and most of all Cecil and Mrs Tweedie.   A choir of angels sang within my heart as I walked out of the church into my future. Thank you for knowing you all and sharing your being with so many.

FROM In Celebration of Cecil Collins 
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