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The Temple of Sound 
The Priestesses of Entrancement and the Liberation of Music 

 

There was a time when music belonged to the gods. 

It accompanied the sacrifice and the feast, the funeral and the marriage, the procession and the 

dance. Drums called bodies into common rhythm. Voices dissolved into chorus. People gathered 

around fires and beneath stars and surrendered, however briefly, the hard distinction between 

themselves and everyone around them. Music was not merely something heard. It was entered. 

We have not lost this capacity. We have merely forgotten what to call it. 

The modern dance floor may be among the strangest surviving temples of the secular world. 

Thousands gather voluntarily in darkness. Ordinary conversation becomes impossible. Light, rhythm 

and repetition overwhelm the usual channels of attention. Bodies synchronize. Time becomes 

difficult to measure. Identity loosens. The thinking mind, so accustomed to standing apart from 

experience and describing it, is gradually deprived of its throne. 

And at the center stands the one conducting the entrancement. 

She need not preach. Indeed, it is better that she does not. 

The Priestess of Entrancement offers no scripture and demands no profession of belief. Her 

instrument is frequency. Her liturgy is rhythm. She senses the congregation before her and works 

upon its collective state through tension and release, expectation and surprise, repetition and 

rupture. She does not tell the gathered what transcendence means. She creates the conditions under 

which they might discover something resembling it for themselves. 

This is the beginning of the idea I call the Temple of Sound. 

The Temple of Sound is an imagined confluence of three things our culture has largely separated: 

ecstatic release, goddess worship, and the liberation of music. 

By ecstatic release, I mean something older and deeper than entertainment: the deliberate temporary 

surrender of the bounded, managerial self. Ecstasy, in its oldest sense, suggests standing outside 

oneself. Dance has always offered humanity one route there. Rhythm can accomplish what 

argument cannot. The body understands before the mind finishes asking what’s to be understood. 

By goddess worship, I mean the unapologetic elevation of the feminine as an object of wonder, beauty, 

power and reverence. The goddess need not be mistaken for an omnipotent supernatural being in 
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order to be worshiped. Worship itself may be understood differently: as the deliberate act of placing 

something beautiful above oneself long enough to experience humility before it. The Priestess 

stands at the center not as dictator, prophet or doctrinal authority, but as the embodied focal point 

of a ritual larger than herself. She becomes icon, conductor and intermediary—the human face 

through which the ceremony is given form. 

And by the liberation of music, I mean freeing music from the diminished role of cultural accessory. 

Music need not merely decorate drinking, commerce, romance, exercise or distraction. Neither must 

it remain trapped upon a stage where performer and audience confront one another as producer and 

consumers. Music can again become an environment. A ceremony. A temporary world into which 

everyone present enters together. 

The Temple would therefore not be a nightclub disguised as a church, nor a church attempting to 

make itself fashionable by becoming a nightclub. It would begin from a different premise entirely: 

that humanity possesses an ancient appetite for collective ecstasy, and that this appetite deserves 

spaces deliberately designed for its expression. 

Its architecture would serve entrancement. Its light would serve entrancement. Its darkness would 

serve entrancement. Its gathering, anticipation, movement, crescendo, silence and eventual return to 

the world would constitute a deliberate ceremonial arc. 

At its center would stand the Priestesses of Entrancement: artists selected not merely for celebrity, 

technical virtuosity or spectacle, but for their peculiar ability to disappear into music while drawing 

others with them. The greatest among them would not command the room by constantly 

demanding its attention. They would listen to it. Feel it. Shape it. Become inseparable from it. 

Here the apparent worship of the goddess contains a paradox. We gather around the Priestess only 

so that, through her, we might eventually forget both her and ourselves. 

For when entrancement succeeds, there is no longer performer here and audience there. There is no 

isolated dancer surrounded by isolated dancers. There is rhythm expressing itself through ten 

thousand moving bodies. The many remain many, yet for an interval their separateness ceases to be 

the most important fact about them. 

Perhaps this is why human beings have always danced before their gods. 

And perhaps the gods were never the point. 

Perhaps the point was the dance. 

 

Perhaps priestesses are born to free us through 

their natural knowing of rhythm and release. 


