The Sound of Silence
How does one define silence? I suppose someone who is profoundly deaf would know, but surely he or she must experience some noise, if only inside the head. We can perhaps find it up in the mountains far away from any one, or again in the silence of a church, that indefinable essence when you first enter looking through the gloom to the altar, light streaming through the stained glass windows. The only sound then from your footsteps carefully put down when moving to peer at the memorial inscriptions. 

For me though, it’s the desert. Deep in the sands and crags of the jebels with mile upon mile of sheer emptiness that stretches from horizon to horizon, shimmering in sunlight from a cobalt blue sky, and not a whisper of sound. There a silence exists that is so profound that it deafens one, gazing in wonder, apparently the only living thing and an intrusion in itself. 


The desert is not only made of sand, there are wind blown  dunes – sandseas, large tracts of sparse sandy ground covered with bushes, long stretches of salt flats known as sebca  and wind carved jebels guarding depressions.
 Life is there though, perhaps in the distance a gazelle might be spotted or spiny lizards. Suddenly out of the utter desolation appears a butterfly, flying in lazy loops, until settling on scrub bush. How in God’s name can that be?
 One stands in awe, a tiny speck in God’s creation – an insignificant being, filled with the sound of nothingness. 
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