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Born within the ancient walled quarter of Tarragona. Spain. Carmen Willcox's earliest memories conjure
imaﬂ'&! of the town's lﬂt!i-cuntury g’nt]\ic cathedral. filled with the my-:iten'uua ::]mnting‘s of its darkly-mbed inhab-
itants, apectral shadows strewn by m:.rriw:lu of ﬂicl:r.tring candles, and the ancient, incensed air pcrval;iing’ the vast
spaces. Living today in "Paradise”, her farm in the countryside of England. she awakens her inner voices in the
form of sensual poetry. unmvsring' the apirits of Romance. Passion. Maﬁ‘ic. and Desire.

“How can the language of Dreams, the Whispers of Angels, translate into mortal words? How can the grace and magic of
the ever changing Moon, the hushed, rising morning mists, the incensed dusk and the silent, still light of the opiate dawn
be whispered of by mortal tongues? But then I surrender, and from somewbhere, the words emerge. "

--Carmen Willcox
SENTIMENTALIST: Years ago, you moved from greater London to a more serene East Coast setting, what is it you find so enchanting about the
English countryside?

CARMEN: [ think the most spectacular sensation that struck me about this part of England was its sunsets, which were immortalized by
the painter Constable. Constable captured so many iridescent, unimaginable and exquisite sunsets, but even better than thar, I think what
really captivates me is the darkness of the nights. In the city, of course, there's always some kind of illumination, and one can never see the
stars, but in this part of the world the skies are clear and black. And when the stars puncruate and pierce that blackness, it is sheer magic.
On full moon nights, I love to look out from my window and see the moon reflected in the pond, and all the roses in the trees, and the grass
silvered by her light.

SENTIMENTALIST: As one whe is very tuned into the nuances of the cycles of the season, what is your favourite time of year, and what do you
most appreciate about it?

CARMEN: Well, it has to be autumn and second, spring. Particularly around my birthday, which is the first of May, when the spring is at
its most beautiful. It's just irresistible, everything about the colour of the light, the balmy air, the songs of the birds—it's just stunning.
Autumn, which is my favourite of all...because there are mists which are so enchanting and there’s always some smell of wood smoke from



people's fires, as the weather begins to turn cold. It really is a mys-
tical time of yéar, and everything seems so hushed...Walking through
the meadews, one can imagine seeing things thar are not really there,
ghuostly, flecting images-—Very often, just the swift and fleeting sight
ofan owl skimming low and coming towards you, just swooping and
soaring away--His eyes, so intently gazing. Walking in that silence is
beautifully eerie.

SENWST How would you say living in a 16th-century
farmbouse affects your work?

CARMEN: Well, it's the best thing that could have happened to me
in my work because it's when everything began for me in terms of
writing. I had always had these feelings, sensations, but actually
bd@;lmng and sleeping in such an ancient place 1 think really
\hé’{ﬁ:hcﬁl to emerge. It’s indescribable, really, to wander through
a d-to think that all char it is made of is narural materials.
oak ‘of which the house is constructed must be certainly over a
BNt tﬁBﬁl‘bd-_ g old when one considers the house is 16th centu-
o \]l?tr you ha u__!gr a thousand years thar is just surrounding and
" mllm!ﬁbéhmg you. To think of all the generations that have
= been 'bm!nfh the house, and presences that from time to time
seem mlrnger What I've found pﬂl‘tlcl.l]al'g}" interesting was thar |
discovered some documents and papers going back to that time, and
some of them were extracts of Last Will and Testaments of people.
It was so interesting to see their names written and to read the words
of all that they had bequeathed, and how their lives must have been.
In a house like this, you just can not help but be inspired! 1 take par-
ticular care not to modernize the house, so that in any given room
there is very little evidence of 20th century life.

SENTIMENTALIST: Can you share some of your most beloved child-
hood menories with us?

CARMEN: Tfind it difficult to remember much of my childhood,
and thatis a pity. | wish more memories would come, but for some
teason they elude me. Perhaps this is because ar the age of 9, | came
1o England, and 1 suppose the effort of having to introduce myself
and having to understand a new place, culture and language rook so
much of my attention that the rest of my past was erased. It is
extremely sad and I only have very few good memories thar still
remain, One that is always there and is very, very strong is that of
living in the ancient city of Tarragona in Spain, which in Roman
times was the capital. I lived within the old parr of the city--that is
to say within the walls of the city. Just opposite where [ lived, a few
vards away, was a magnificent cathedral built in the 12th century.
Twelfth century-that was amazing to me! I used to pass that back
and farth each-day from school and to go inside it was just a mag-
nificent experience. It captivated me totally: the incense, the dark-
ness; the chanting, the organ, the candles’ glow, the saints, the tapes-
tries, the sculprures, the relics, one could go on and on. Thar is a
- very, very vivid memory-and one [ really treasure as itds very valuable
- in connecting me with the past when T write.

\_‘*SENWIH When did you write your first poem?

CARMEN: When acrually I put pen to paper to record a poem, |
must have been about twelve.  I'd been in England about two years
by that sime, and | realized before | was going to sleep that this poem
Was r:umig,g to my mind. I didn't have pen and paper, and 1 didn't

turn on the light, but kept composing this poem in my heads When
I awoke the next day, 1 remembered it perfectly line I&- line ‘and
wrote it down. | was stunned because 1 rﬁll&d,ﬂmt 1 Iﬁd Iumed
Eﬂglish' S ™, ..'- i
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SENTIMENTALIST: Many of your paems .frhﬂ fo znlﬁ:a.rf as oices
from those who have passed into death, but are still held.in a contem-
plative reflection of the destinies they lefe behind W?mﬂ'mfu’ your
ideal afferlife be like? A _i* B
CABRMEN: My ideal afterlife would be quite sh’ijla.r“w"‘*‘ﬁl life
which 1 can sense in this “backdrop”, as | call-it..Ifs a as
though one is living in a parallel universe where part of me s here,
but there is another me...also living elsewhere ar _mm:btr tlm: a
completely different life. It would be interesting perhaps

this life, to find thar really 1 had another life elsewhere th
returning to full-time!  And I wonder, perhaps th LS
ble? ok

SENTIMENTALIST: Whar is ir thar nr@*r S
you? =

CARMEN: Many things really. As [ said, one c‘lﬁ'lhc gs is bcmg
somewhere outdoors, totally on one’s own with na human sound
around, just whatever one can hear thar/is narurally occurring.
Another one is the rtotal opposite. which would be-music, which of
course is man-made. [ dare say music is one of my greatest nour-
ishments and it is a grear assistance at times when I write. | can
sometimes just listen to one track and it takes me lmmtdiardjr twoa
cerrain place, which needs 1o be written aboug, or a certain experi-
ence. Thar can also happen with paintings, but to a lessér degree. |
think music is an incredibly emotive vibration and it holds memo-
ries very clearly so one can return to the same piece of music after a
period of time and experience the same sensation as one did upon
first hearing it.

SENTIMENTALIST: What do you hope the fussre holds for you?

CARMEN: Well of course we should all say “Oh, all good things,
we all want wonderful, lovely things,” but even if life would contin-
ue just as it is, [ should be perfectly happy becauselin a sense, hﬂw
else can you improve the ﬁ:cling of the moment? Because at
moment, you know youre alive and you have got your own
thoughts, your own mind, your own heart, your own feelings—you
are a complete person. Whar else could you wish'for? "L supposc I
would just wish to continue as I am hoping thar the poetic muse or
poetic demon would never leave me. Yes, that I may continue o be
able to write, to please those who read and 10 please\qrscif It isvery
important to me that my work pleases people bqhnﬁ;whm | hﬂr
snmtbody expressing themselves abour some -'_.'.- --'-;
mine, | feel so privileged and so happy and ho oure
a sense, [ seem to write for my audience. At time
or a word will be incorporated because of soi
met, and has told me about themselves and thei
desires. The presence of that person stays with me:
part or partially one of the characters mlybc 5:5" ! the
tragic, but thats the nature of a lot of puctry‘ CTAY |

Tor requent qulnpmnffm:mbchuﬂh.m b&aﬂﬂ
mmdmg-t&ﬂunnghwpmry write to: New World Music: The Barn.
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