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N. B. : WILL is Shakespeare, and HASTINGS is the name under which 
Campion is known. 
 
HASTINGS : God speaks harmony. It’s one thing we do know, you and 
I, yes ? 
 
WILL : Yes 

 
HASTINGS : Music talks to us, tells us how it should be, as if it’s God’s hint to us of what he 
purposes, and when we talk and write, we think music is what we should sound like. And there’s 
a cost to that. Not every voice comes in. I preach sermons about the saved and the lost, we all 
do. And when you get past the noise of parsons shouting, what’s that about ? Some voices are 
going to be out of tune forever. Leave them, don’t seek them out. They’ll soften your heart in 
all the wrong ways and you’ll forget that there’s a truth at all. 
 
WILL: But what if they’re — shut out of the harmony because no one’s let them be heard? 
What if the only way to… this harmony you talk about is like letting God bring it about when 
every human spirit has its voice. So what you thought was harmony turns out to be less than 
what God can do ? And for that to happen, you’ve got to listen to the ones that are—like you 
said — ‘out of tune’ ? 
 
HASTINGS : So you get to stand in for God meanwhile, is that it, conjuring spirits out of the 
deep in great armies so that the harmony is bigger and deeper than Mother Church can guess ? 
You get to put us all straight and show how small our world is ? Brave thought. I shan’t call it 
arrogant, because I don’t think that’s what you are, Will. But God gave his Church firm 
guidance, he gave us fathers and teachers, the creeds and the Pope and all of us priests, however 
stupid and sinful we are, because human hearts aren’t made for endless welcome to all the 
voices there might be out there. [Will starts to speak] No, shut up, Will, I want to hear what I’m 
going to say, because I’m not sure I know myself where I’m going. [Pauses; a half-smile] The 
air’s full of noises, full of spirits, and some send you mad, so you can’t tell what’s real from 
what’s not. Truth, Will; that’s what we’re fighting about. I hate the Lutherans and the Calvinists 
and your half-witted Puritans in this ramshackle Church here, but there’s one thing I don’t hate 
about them and that’s that they know they’re fighting for truth. They’re wrong about it, but they 
know it matters ; and they don’t shrink from the pains of the gallows and the block either. 
 
WILL : So theirs are the voices you shut out ? 
 
HASTINGS : We have to. The devil has his choirs as well, and they can make you think for a 
moment that there’s harmony there, or that there might be, but it’s a song of the sirens. It’s 
shipwreck that way. 
 
WILL: But … once you choose which voices you listen to, once you decide what clothes to 
wear, what beliefs to put on in the morning, how can you say that one of them is truth ? 
 
HASTINGS [face to the fire, quite quietly] You don’t choose like that. You [glances at Will, 
then back to the fire] – what do I say to you ? – you surrender to the harmony you hear, you 



don’t make it up, you don’t write it like a tale or a fable out of your – [smiles] well, out of your 
bowels, as you elegantly put it. 
 
WILL : And what if you just can’t help hearing more all the time ? If what’s asking you to 
surrender is just… well, bigger than what you and the others say, bigger than the harmony you 
can imagine ? It’s not that I want to make up the world out of my bowels. That was a foolish 
way of talking. I know I have to listen and when I listen I have to surrender. But, but I don’t 
know what it is I submit to, not as if I was surrendering to you or the Pope—or the Archbishop 
or John Calvin or some mad Puritan clerk at Cambridge. 
 


