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Dedicated to the Light of all lights





Preface to another Dimension



This is my very personal autobiography. It begins with the second stage of my life, at the age of twenty-eight. At this mystical life-crossroad a deep awakening began, a time when inconceivable inner realms became visible and vibrant.


A fundamental statement must be made here at the beginning of this book concerning my spiritual work and life-activity: When a person is imparted with a cosmic vocation and directed into society, the decision is never a personal one. To stand as a public figure is anything but the life of joys and pleasures one might easily assume. There are times when adversaries and slanderers appear, when obstacles arise, disappointments occur, and deceitful artifices are engendered by people who cannot or do not want to accept the offering of love and light presented to them.


With this book, In the Heart of the World I would like to complete a trilogy which began with two other books that have already appeared in English: In Touch with a Cosmic Master and In the Land of Silence. The essential core of these works is my extraordinary death-experience, the unraveling and elucidation of what happened, and finally the profound insights gained through these events.


Rousing compellations of pictures and conundrums from earlier incarnations were unveiled. Myriad images shrouded in the mist of my millennium-old existence on the ancient earth arose rapidly from the gloomy mire of time. I was able to glimpse my voyage through the stars, through boundless realms and worlds, and my final fateful journey back to the one eternal home. I witnessed my relationships and my encounters with the universal masters, those sublime, immortal avatars who always exist here and now.


It is clear to me that this book in all its complexity is not easy to understand. The cosmic dimension transcends the rational forms of comprehension and common notions of life and death one generally maintains. What is written here in this book is only a small extract of my life, a brief depiction of my cosmic being. Not everything can be or is permitted to be written down. A great deal remains withheld in the mysterious realm of discreet silence.


Every person is a cosmic, multi-dimensional, unlimited being, a being which expands throughout the entire universe. This will be made clear in the following pages.


Through a severe stroke of fate my earthly will was stripped away. The old attachments, filled with countless dispositions and the problems caused by them were dissolved. I recognized that life in itself is no goal, and that death brings no emancipation. Through endless ages I was bound to purposeless, dreary images and concepts, and was therefore trapped in dimly lit domains and ignorant worlds.


Awakening out of these forces, this revolutionary shift of fate which arose out of the radical life-incursion I experienced caused something I would like to call the birth of the non-personal cosmic Master M. Certainly this does not mean that I have become something extraordinary or that I have arrived at some special inner destination. The ‘cosmic master’ is indeed non-personal, and reveals a divine brilliance, a light and love that are not of this world.


My life basks in and emanates this supra-natural radiance. Here, in this divine flow, the spiritual work of Master M is fulfilled. Master M is a reflection of light, revealing the stainless purity of the one sacred indivisible universe.


I was swept up by a surging current of fate and taken on a powerful pilgrimage through time, where I passed through strange and singular life experiences. A conscious force pushed me with great intensity out through the apex of the world and into boundless light.


Before I was able to enter the realm of purity I would endure enormous adversity, almost insurmountable trials and hardships, involving unimaginable pain and suffering. A potent, irrepressible vortex whirled me out of time and stripped me of all bonds to the lower principles. Through this hazardous inner journey I experienced purification, profound insights, and cosmic awakening.


The gates of eternity were opened, the divine universe embraced me. I surrendered my entire life to the light of all lights, and ceased to become.


Happy without any more reason to be happy, overflowing with grace and joy, the unlimited, inconceivable Here and Now is that which I am and always was.


We are universal. All life is universal. This means, one who kills destroys an entire universe. To be universal means to live in all living things, with all living things, and through all living things; to love and respect all life.


Read this book with gentle eyes. It was written from a gentle heart, for gentle hearts. The path to cosmic mastery will be revealed to the reader, and the gate to the divine universe, the home of the high masters will open wide.


The invisible walls which separate us from the sphere of eternal light are the subjective misunderstandings, the fictional borders and limitations, and the spiritual feebleness which arises from not wanting to look deeply, all resulting in the unconscious slumber of the creative mind.


Still, the greatest infirmity is the inability to see the absolute good in people and the absolute good in the world. This incapacity is the birth of rock-hard egocentrism. Here, a callous heart arises, and love departs.


It is in fact possible for each person in each moment to attain insight into the light-realm of God. One can enter and behold the upholder of all. Beyond psychological borders there is an unspeakable intensity, something which you in the deepest sense are, were, and will always be!


Awakening in impersonal love also provokes the golden waters to flow, those streams which transform cold knowledge into intuitive insight. The eyes of love discern the one who is All-One. The eyes of love erase all delusive images, all that is disconnected, all that lacks love. Life and death no longer offer any response, they have lost their voice.


Through the emanation of love, all borders, all limitations, and the entire fabricated world are eliminated from consciousness. If we have the courage to turn ourselves inwards, to stop staring into the subjective world of shadows and raise our sights into the eternal light, we will then awaken and become universal.


The wondrous, unlimited, cosmic realm of the sun is not visible to the eyes of death, and not to be experienced by those with hearts empty of love. So, awaken, raise your gaze to the light. If not now, then when?


May this book offer you strength, love, and boundless inspiration!





Guiding Intelligence



Since the beginning of time a higher power, an all-encompassing intelligence has guided the entire process of human existence. Magnificent higher cultures and civilizations have appeared at various periods of time in the evolution of human beings, which have fundamentally determined the developments and vocations of humanity.


The essential qualities of these civilizations, their remarkable aspirations and achievements and the intelligence they set free, have fashioned the future of humanity in undetected realms.


This cosmic dynamic allowed humanity to realize higher levels of development, and to mature therein. For several centuries, or even millenniums, elite cultures flourished, until the sledge hammer of time crushed them and the cosmic pushcart of destiny plowed over them.


The planet Earth has often experienced a radical change of face. Continents disappeared, and new ones arose. Giant catastrophes took the life of almost all beings on the whole earth.


No one truly knows when human beings as body and soul appeared on the planet. Neither the anthropologists, nor the biologists, nor the physicists, nor the religious experts can say when humans came to exist along the path of the earth’s development, which has continued unceasingly for millions of years. The answer to the question of our true origin is unknown.


From this perspective mankind’s entire assemblage of calculations and knowledge is nothing but mere suggestions, speculations, constantly fluctuating assumptions and propositions. That which one recognizes to be true and real changes to false and unreal in the next moment. Countless theories and explanations have been developed, experiments and tests carried out. But as to the conclusive explanation of our origin here on planet Earth as human beings, there is none.


The power of vision which one employs to observe the outer world is not sufficient if one is to see the inner kingdom, the Land of Silence.


In order to understand our existence, we take a present look back at different layers of our past. But viewing backwards in this manner, at some point we arrive at a mysterious, invisible, and impenetrable wall. We cannot break through or go any further.


Yet, right here at this turning-back point is where inconceivable, formless depths are exposed. This is the threshold where superficial ways of seeing end and all things born of the earth dissolve. Here, something is revealed which one cannot understand or explain with words.


We want to know the source of our existence. We want to understand ourselves and go beyond our horizons. Something deep within compels us. We anticipate, we try to remember. It doesn’t leave us alone. We have no peace. This burning query suddenly becomes our life’s goal, though the way and the goal are actually unknown. It is then a kind of divine seeking which drives us, a longing which seems to be woven into the fabric of creation and humanity.


The light that reaches us from distant galaxies contains within it a memory of that galaxy, how it was millions of years before. Light reaches us from stars which were exhausted long ago.


All objects in the universe are in movement and appear to follow a clear, intelligent arrangement of activity. These cosmic processes deposit comprehensive traces of memory and testify to a mysterious wisdom and all-embracing life-force. The dynamic history of mankind physically lived out by humans has been engraved in this trace of memory. Yes, it is this trace of memory, the birth of time itself.


Humanity lives, vibrates, and functions in and through collective memory-fields, and produces the newest versions of world history in each moment. Without pause all that has been taught and all that has been forgotten is remembered again, stimulated, revitalized, and actualized anew.


In archaic memory-traces and the tracks they have left humanity constantly repeats and renews the trusted ways of old. This adherence to customs and rituals and their mechanical repetition induces feelings of community and continuity.


Within this web of thoughts, feelings, and customs, humanity presses ever forward, held within the borders of space and time, driven by unconscious forces which spawn human suffering.


There is a luminous spark within the hearts of human beings, a singular force of yearning, which moves them to seek and examine themselves. This supernatural collective search is embedded in the entire psychodynamic structure of activity within the universe defined by time and space. This is the soft voice of the celestial sun, of divine ever-presence, which is never touched by the waves of birth or the weight of death.


This burning yearning is the gentle, illuminating force which connects to and caresses the attached heart, reminding it of something beyond all limitations and beyond all thought.


It seems that the entire universe is an all-embracing organism which possesses its own field of energy, wherein countless subsidiary realms and conditions vibrate in resonance with this one great energy field. Because everything is always here and now, we are in resonance with the entire universe in each moment, and also in resonance with our entire primeval past.


In this all-encompassing universe there is certainly no personal existence as we tend to imagine. Consciousness and organic life are cosmic and not individual.


The human being itself is one of the greatest unsolved mysteries. In our profound complexity we humans are extremely difficult to fathom or explain. To be human is something universal, infinite, and almighty.


When our perspective is illuminated along the path of clarification and liberation, our vision is elevated beyond everything material, and we discover the precious value of our true divine being. Surely we are not nothing. We are, in the truest sense of the words, everything in everything.


We live here and now from a universal memory, and we have access to this all-inclusive, concealed, cosmic library if we are ready.


When the senses are spiritualized and our gaze flows inwards, brilliant spiritual dimensions expose themselves to our perception. Luminous eyes read in higher frequencies of the universe, ennobled with the abilities to penetrate and interpret them.


Along my inner journey the gates of cosmic memory opened, and I looked back into the primordial history of humanity. I witnessed dark epochs and exhilarating ages, and glimpsed simultaneously the shining emanations of sublime masters upon the earth.


Through my own spiritual experiences it will be made clear in this book that the true conscious human is actually a universal multidimensional being within the universe! We are open, moving, vibrating systems in resonance with all forms of existence and all other life-systems.





On the Path to Initiation



Through intuitive inspiration and discovery, profound spiritual and religious insights have been revealed to human beings in different eras on different continents. It was always the same longing which accompanied and encouraged people in their search for the lost Self.


These glimpses into unconceivable depths and illuminated expanses prompted a humbling sense of awe at the infinite divine universe. One was in touch with the golden king, the universal divine spirit.


Stirred by enormous inner cosmic occurrences, humans left powerful monuments and edifices all over the world as signs of their celestial search and their worship of the Divine. These icons symbolized bridges to the eternal universe, and were made to represent man’s ascent to a more elevated existence. They mirrored the grandeur and supreme power of that which was intuitively seen and recognized internally, and were brought to expression externally to be appreciated by all. The gigantic structures of the old world are impressive testaments to a deep spiritual yearning, a yearning which seeks unity with the divine power.


They had discovered something sacred, a fire that never dies, a force beyond the constraints of destiny, a mysterious power which guides and determines the processes within nature.


The awakened masters raised themselves beyond the burdensome passage of time and overcame the dualistic world. They lived and breathed in divine light and drank from the source of divine supremacy. They themselves became the luminous essence of all that exists, all that existed before, and all that will exist in the future. After wandering through endless wastelands of their interior existence, they discovered the opulent wares and immaculate treasures of the infinite realm.


Their concealed wisdom was only available to the initiated. These were the guardians of divine mysteries in various cultures and epochs, and also the protectors of the one divine temple of light, invisible to worldly eyes, which vibrates in the inconceivable depths of the heavenly realm.


Masters, those who have been initiated, are human beings who devote their entire life to the One. These high priests, these universal masters, mahatmas, and avatars have existed at levels of realization that are completely incomprehensible and unimaginable for the limited rationally functioning human intellect. They have elevated themselves beyond all limitations of time and all powers of fate. Impervious to death, they dwell in the supernatural brilliance of the eternal divine universe.


Paths adorned with gold, traces of light left behind by those initiated in ages long ago, continue to vibrate mightily in the present era and are to be found on earth here and now. The inexhaustible wisdom and divine powers of illumination transmitted by them can be read and deciphered by awakened beings.


The blissful light beyond the origin of time is unalterable. However, the darkness of dismal worldliness is not able to see the Divine.


In earlier times the secret knowledge of the hidden sciences were available only to a small circle of people and were passed on to chosen disciples by masters who wore the robes of immortal luster. Nowadays a great portion of this hidden wisdom is available in books in the form of theoretical knowledge. But the brilliant pulsation of the Divine cannot be written down in or held to words.


And so it remains today. The universal mysteries are now, as in all ages, veiled from mortal eyes. They are pure and remain pure, untouched and unspoiled. Divine radiance and cosmic mysteries will only be revealed to those of pure heart, for only those beings will be capable of gazing into and entering the eternal light-realm.


Every person who opens his heart to the divine light gains access to universal love and the ever-present intelligence within the cosmos. If one gives himself over to this universal love, those godly forces will then flow through all his tissues and cells, will regulate his breathing, his thoughts, his words, and his actions.


This person glows in the gentle inner morning light, and enters the Land of Silence. If it is foreseen in the timeless plan of cosmic reality, if God wills it, then the waking person will come into contact with the universal masters.


At this moment the personal life comes to an end. One’s life is from this moment completely at the service of the one light of all lights. The words, ‘Father, let not my will, but Your will be done in all eternity,’ are fulfilled to the highest magnitude.


The eyes of illumination are emancipated. The awakened one is bestowed the ability to understand the universal language of the stars. He reads the frequencies moving within the cosmos, the frequencies of all living beings, and perceives the origin and destination of the entire human race. Through his blazing eyes he sees beyond all inner horizons, into the primeval past. His gaze detaches the primordial forces of birth, as divine light flows into the darkness and dissolves them.


The universe is an intelligent, vibrant organism wherein multitudes of living beings exist at myriad levels of vibration, all of them directly or indirectly vibrating in accord with the overall development of humanity. Nothing is separate. Everything is one. The manifested and the un-manifested are one, just as all manifestation itself is one.


Each creation is one with what really is, and one with all manifestation. The narrow shoreline upon which humankind appears is not separated from the un-manifested. This realization generates dissolution of identification with individual forms and ascendance into the flow of pure impersonal love for the All-pervading.


Universal masters who once lived in physical bodies upon the earth have often left remnants of light, edifying their influence in previous milieus. As already mentioned, a sensitive, awakened human being who resonates with these masters can read these vestiges, although they may be hundreds or even thousands of years old.


With a gentle gaze the secrets of old are deciphered. Once revealed, they testify to the glory of eminent illuminated human beings, universal masters who exist beyond all restrictions of time in the Here and Now within the divine universe.


In the course of my life, due to the cosmic processes guiding my existence on earth, I have journeyed to various countries at various times and have been led to such prominent places. The luminous fields of memory which I entered were very diverse in their quality and intensity and presented a variety of imprints and information from other higher worlds. These heavenly realms of light were indications of ascended masters within the divine universe.


Some years ago I unexpectedly entered a light-field which prompted a turning point in my life. This realm had a quality and purity which truly took me by surprise. In this trace of light I looked deeply into my own being. I peered into the timeless realm, and at the same time through all realms and all worlds. Insights and knowledge from former eras flashed through my consciousness. Important and instructive insights from past lives were revealed.


In this field I discovered the work of elevated masters who had lived at that particular location several hundred years before. I found their mysterious code, the ray of light which weds earthly consciousness with the celestial sun, and I could bathe in the radiant source from which eternal life flows. It was a reunion with my eternal presence within the light of all lights, and also recognition of my spiritual activity in the ancient world. I saw my yesterday in today, and my today in yesterday.


Like an indestructible golden ribbon, my cosmic work had manifested and revealed itself unaffected by time in each incarnation. This white light, this majestic golden power was never sullied by the death or re-birth of a physical body. All higher endowments endured untouched by the decay of physical nature, and matured continuously in splendor and sublimity.


At this point in the book, which is really akin to a magical pageant of colors, I would like to allow my personal experiences and encounters to flow in and offer the reader more clarity and access to these hidden mysterious worlds within universal light.


One who has ears will hear. One who has eyes will see how the shadows of the transitory world vanish in this pure light.





Egypt – Archaeology in Light



I had been in Luxor with my partner for a week. We visited the Karnak Temple several times during the day, and also at night. We wandered through the pillared halls and were awe-struck by the obelisks, and often went to sit at the temple lake. I listened into the surrounding spaces, searching for effects and images from the old world. But here the magical voices had grown silent.


Upon returning home to the hotel in Luxor one evening, I was quickly overcome by a strange feeling. An inexplicable mood of fate would carry me along, impelling me to step through a mysterious shroud and remove the veil draped over this obscured ancient world and bring it out into the open air again.


Our evening walks would always end at the Luxor Temple, as it was very close to our hotel. But here at this very singular site, the enchanted light was long extinguished, and the greedy power-seeking demons which had also inhabited these halls had taken flight as well.


We stood outside in the Valley of the Kings in 50°C (120°F) weather before descending into the coolness of the burial chambers. In one of these crypts we went down an especially long and steep set of wooden stairs. Someone had explained to me that this was the grave of a particularly prominent high priest.


As I entered the room directly beneath the tomb, I perceived a particularly refined intensity. It emitted the sense of a mild afterglow from the old world, yet I was unable to retrieve and read the living material of this early age in the present listless energy-field. Something was prodding me, my inner senses were seeking something specific, and I now knew exactly what that was. I had not yet encountered this during my trip in Egypt, not even in the King’s chamber of the Cheops Pyramid, a place I had first visited in the 1980’s.


Evenings we sat silently on our room’s balcony in the Winter Palace Hotel and enjoyed the dry heat. In these magical moments, when the sun would deftly draw back its warm rays from the Nile Valley, we communed with the soothing ambiance provided us, and we ourselves journeyed back to the place where light comes to rest.


In these mystical moments of twilight, where the night enfolds the day, the sky was ornamented with countless soft hues of yellow and gold. The evening star shone brightly, and the deep navy blue night tenderly draped itself over the landscape. I was swept away by the beauty of the firmament over-abundant with stars and the mild desert breeze caressing our skin. For millenniums it has always been the same pair of wakeful, awe-struck eyes that have peered through the awning of the Milky Way and gazed with wonder into the depths of the universe.


Our journey led us up the Nile on a large boat in the direction of Aswan. Up on the deck I relished the incredibly beautiful landscape, my eyes melting into the archaic splendor of the region. Flourishing vegetation could be seen on both sides of the river, fertile fields decorating the river’s shores like green ribbons. But this lushness ended abruptly at the edge of the sand dessert, which extended in its arid vastness far beyond toward the horizon. We went ashore frequently along the way and visited impressive structures and temples. A week later we finally reached our goal.


We departed from Aswan in a bus on a very dark night and traveled on to Abu Simbel. We drove through a rough, dry region, and encountered a sizable camelcaravan which was traveling in the opposite direction, towards the market in Aswan. It was already light when the driver stopped and asked us to get out of the bus. My feet had hardly touched ground before I became engrossed in an indescribably pleasurable stillness, a tranquility which gently embraced my soul. That morning right in the middle of the desert we experienced an unforgettable sunrise. A placid sea of light brought the region to life and immersed everything in the most exquisite colors. Overwhelmed by this deluge of animate forces, I stood in deep wonder yet again, amazed at the immeasurable beauty of this planet.


We spent many hours in the impressive temple at Abu Simbel. I sat silently in a long narrow room with a low ceiling, aware that this was where the priests had received instruction long ago. I listened to the cosmic frequencies and felt for pulsations from unseen worlds. But here all the voices of had been rendered mute. The mire of time had buried the bridges of light that transported one to the ancient world.


The next day our boat traveled back to Luxor. I sat above on the deck by myself, absorbed in thought. The guide who was accompanying us sat down next to me and asked whether I was satisfied with the job he was doing. It was the first time that we had spoken privately. In a mild-mannered voice I told him that I was interested in everything that had taken place in the ancient temples, and asked if there were any indications of those activities in the hieroglyphics.


He looked puzzled, and then his eyes widened. He told me he had rarely met anyone who was truly interested in these things. He then explained what he knew of Semenkare and Meneruka, two high priests who possessed prodigious powers and political influence in their time.


When we arrived in Luxor early in the evening most of the passengers left the boat and ended their journey here. A small group of us had booked an additional day to go down the Nile. From the boat I observed the various people as they noisily disembarked, many with huge sets of luggage,. Meanwhile, the sun had softened the force of its rays over the Nile, and this gentle radiance of light resonated like a hymn from a distant world. Soon the silence of night had draped itself over the land, the sky overflowing with stars and appearing so close you could reach out and grab hold of it.


The next morning we started down the Nile, and pulled into Dendera shortly before noon. We then took a bus to the temple dedicated to the female deity, Nut. We stood up on the flat roof of this square shaped temple, which rose up like a big cube upon the landscape. I gazed out onto the broad landscape filled with fertile lands. In the distance I caught sight of the desert, that enormous silent world which ruthlessly determines the boundaries which ration vegetation and human activity in this part of the world.


I heard the singing voice of an imam coming from a nearby mosque. He was calling the faithful to prayer. The celestial incandescence expressed in the sacred words of the Koran bestowed strength and trust to the local people.


An hour later we were on our way to the final destination on this day-trip, the Osiris Temple. The exterior of the place was not particularly impressive in comparison to those we had seen in Luxor, Esna, Kom Ombo and Edfu. We walked through the huge chamber, admiring the well-maintained wall-paintings, and listened to the descriptions of our travel guide. Then we made our way to the rear part of the temple and entered a small room where we had to wait until another group would move on and allow space for us to continue. This crowding didn’t please me at all, and I considered leaving the temple and waiting for our group outside. But before I could put that idea into action, our guide gave us the signal to forge ahead, and we progressed into the inner chamber.


At this moment I knew I had found it. I was directly immersed in an intense luminosity and merged internally within this intense vibration of light. Yes, I had found a gateway to the light in the ancient world!


Now completely absorbed in a pure and intense radiance, I no longer perceived the noise of the many people around me. I could hardly believe it, but the people who all stood tightly pressed together in this room were fully blind and deaf to this transcendent light. They could not feel it and could not perceive it. Soon we were forced to leave this sacred place in order to make room for the next group.


Once again I could observe how the light of eternity is hidden from mortal eyes and remains invisible. Those infinite divine depths were untouched by all that is temporal in this fleeting world, and remains eternally so.


Unbelievable! Although thousands of people urgently pack into this small room and cram the atmosphere with their restless thoughts, the immeasurable beauty and purity, the infinitely sublime and noble spiritual vibration here remained uncontaminated and unharmed over many, many centuries.


Here, I had found a trace of light which I could read and comprehend. A layer of haze suspended over the foggy past had been cleared away, and now a divine light had embraced my soul. A door from an age long before this one had opened within planetary consciousness, and I was able to gain profound and important insights, also regarding my present spiritual work.


I discovered that the work of the high priests and masters had hardly changed over centuries. The mystical process of illuminated transformation through which all time-conditioned existence is transcended remains the same. In this all-embracing glow, this sacred silence, I discovered the source of my spiritual activity in a new light. A kind of higher integration in eternal being was accomplished. It touched me like a golden caress of the divine universe. The purity of this light-field astonished me, and my partner was also completely astounded at contacting such a potent radiance.


Each trace of light has its own memory, but only eyes of light can read their hidden messages and understand them. Such communications within light have absolutely nothing to do with accumulated empirical knowledge. They belong to another world.


In order to interpret such vibratory keys, a sensitivity is required which is in complete correspondence to the field of light. This kind of reading is not the reading of a book. It can be termed supra-personal re-recognition within the supra-terrestrial cosmic field of all humanity’s existence.


In the next chapter of this book I would like to present from my own experiences how diverse the capabilities of the spiritual senses truly are, in seeing, hearing, and feeling; how limits come to exist regarding these sensibilities, and how and why I went beyond them. The way of seeing that emerged has allowed me deep insight into the energetic nature of the human organism and other living beings as well.


Through the spiritualization of the senses this way of seeing has continued to transform. Over many years it has come to be a very gentle penetration and illumination of this and other worlds and forms of existence. This resplendent, fire-laden glance has unfastened the straps which restrained mortal restricted souls. It has awakened and transformed them. Awakening is the eye that ‘discovers’, the eye that perceives the flowing, vibrating universe as itself.





Eyes of Light



At the beginning of the 1980’s I began to penetrate more deeply into hidden worlds. It was a kind of mission to research the magnetic powers of the inner continents, as if an inner monitoring power obliged the outer person to decipher the entire light-cycle of Nature.


I wanted to go beyond the borders of this visible world and enter into the mysterious spheres of the cosmos. I located and peered into energy-fields from ages long past and was able to obtain a variety of perceptions and information. I left the forces of the earth behind and crossed over currents and boundaries of the inner world. I gazed into horrid abysses of former sufferings, and witnessed grand and glorious periods of the past as well. I saw ancient forgotten peoples, high civilizations, and extraordinary catastrophes.


I also observed and researched through worlds in ‘the beyond’, and journeyed within its immense frontiers. I entered dimensions of remarkable, rapturous beauty, but also tragic, melancholy spheres plagued with fear.


The informative impressions which are etched into the vibration-fields of the earth’s energies exist exclusively within the boundaries of space and time, and are thus the effects of causes within the transitory world. These causes with their effects are the memory-traces of humanity.


Divine light-fields where no shadows are cast are quite different. They are not of this world and testify to the Absolute within time, whereby the Absolute is unaffected by time. They confirm the ever-existing, that which was never born and never dies. In no way are they comparable with the dense vibratory fields within the world of nature, which are derived from an accumulation of material; material which in reality doesn’t exist, except in the form of condensed energy. Still, nowhere is there separation, nowhere conflict between that which appears and that which never appears


One requires a subtle, astute, and open sensibility in order to correctly grasp and understand this book, for in reading it, something very important becomes apparent – that the human being is in actual fact a multidimensional consciousness!


Clairvoyance and Intuitive Perception


This special way of seeing which I experienced at the Osiris Temple was pure intuitive perception, a direct impersonal re-recognition of myself in the light of all lights. I will share more about clairvoyance and reading the earth’s energies in connection with ancient Egypt, and give some concrete examples. There are secrets hidden in each corner of our vital earth. Sensitive beings can decode these messages. There are various possibilities regarding the manner in which this occurs, which I would like to explain and demonstrate from my own experience.


As I worked on the third chapter of my book, Emergence in Eternity, I made extensive explorations in diverse fields of energy and energetic assemblages. I traveled back through many centuries into ancient Egypt and searched for imprints, situations, processes, and connections.


A woman whom I knew for many years had received two stones as a gift from an Egyptian professor. One had been excavated from a temple in northern Egypt and dated from the Amarna Period, about 1200 years before Christ. The other stone came from Mount Horeb in Sinai.


The woman gave both of these stones to me as a gift. She had known from a previous conversation that I was working on a book that was set in different locations and time periods, among them ancient Egypt. Neither of us could have imagined at the time how valuable and important these stones would eventually be for my spiritual research.


When I was home and went into my study, I took the stones out of the paper they were wrapped in. While unpacking them, I sensed already that these objects would mean more to me than pretty rocks.


I first took the stone from Egypt out and laid it on my palm. Immediately, I felt the magnetic fluid which surrounded it. I allowed the delicate vibration to penetrate into my being, and connected to the frequency of its energy. It was as if I could read an invisible cosmic fingerprint. Images long frozen, crystallized thought-structures appeared to awaken with new life right there in my hand.


Ominous bodings arose from antiquated depths and imposed themselves into my consciousness. Images and scenes portraying the atmosphere of times long past surfaced before my inner eye, impressions and incidents which I have depicted in my book, Emergence in Eternity. I saw a pharaoh with his wife in a large temple and sensed that he was very sick and that something terrible was happening. I saw people, houses, boats on the Nile, and other large temples.


I was surprised how the atmosphere of an epoch even thousands of years old could reveal itself here and now, how scenes out of an era that had faded away long before were now exposed to me. For a few seconds I was immersed in these scenes, where I experienced the powers of previous epochs, powers which, for a few moments, were reanimated.


Through this entry into these old, highly charged, unusual environments my life was propelled into extraordinary circumstances. These scenes from lives lived long ago had become my own. I was suddenly bound to these impulse-driven forces, and at the same time I was the cosmic witness to my own universe.


I became conscious that these images and scenes were reflections in the restless ethereal ocean, reflections of the constantly fluctuating history of humanity. And still, I was surprised by the intensity with which I experienced this ancient world.


On the next day I brought out the stone from Mount Horeb. It was small and had a dark roasted color. As I laid it in my palm I was suddenly distressed, sensing an unpleasant electrical discharge going through my hand. At the same time I recognized several intense images and scenes and was startled with the forcefulness with which I perceived them. Once again I saw activity in a harrowing epoch of human history.


Striking figures arose, including that of a great warlord who was on the march many centuries before. Warriors were travelling on foot, armed with spears, swords, and long knives. The amassed power of the war chief, his resolve, his intent on victory, and the aggressive, oppressive disposition that all these humans exuded, were energies disseminated over a whole region.


These magnetic forces, these energetic arrays of information, were definitely engraved into this small stone which I was holding in my hand hundreds of years later. I saw that this warlord, who was on the march to kill, lived in the Assyrian Empire, around 1200 B.C. Although I had held this stone in my hand for only a few minutes, the strong impressions it imparted reverberated within me for hours afterwards.


Yes, our world is full of imperceptible images and scenarios! Once again I asked myself the question, whether there was a time on this wonderful earth when there was no war, no murder, no killing?


These menacing war-seeking objectives seemed to me like a proliferating ulcer spreading itself throughout all ages of humanity. Again and again the dark gullet opened, from which the poisonous, death-yielding specter of war emerged. What has arisen from this chasm has caused terror, devastation, destruction, death, and endless suffering to human beings.


The god of war seems to be so deeply gouged into the consciousness of humans over millenniums that it resembles a close friend, a natural companion, one to be glorified and worshipped. Thus the task lies with the individual, with each one of us, to close this orifice once and for all, to finally drive out the god of war and stop giving sustenance to the phantoms of fear.


Not all stones are so energetically charged and carry impressions and information from previous ages. But each stone, each rock and boulder has a vibrator frequency within its accretions of energy. Precious stones and gems in particular allow these delicate frequencies to be discerned.


The ancient earth is a life-bestowing creative organism, an enormous electromagnetic field of energy. This massive round body nourishes and protects us, and furnishes us with the possibility to live here. All life is divine!


When we become conscious of the magnificent vitality, which is the same everywhere and in all things, then our understanding of the earth will change, and our way of behaving towards it will change as well. One becomes sensitive to all life, is aware of what we stand upon, and upon what we build our houses and boulevards.


Awakened human beings find themselves in a special relationship to the magnetic and gravitational fields of the earth. They live in wonder and delight amid the enchanting nature which surrounds them. The organic arrangement which surrounds us is truly fantastic, and the more one can wakefully observe the more one can savor the immeasurable beauty of nature, and thus experience a force of life that is beyond personality and individuality. Those who awaken leave the murky waters of transiency and death behind, and come to experience boundless unity and divine harmony.


No being is the same as another. Each living being is an original, and appears to exist for itself, alone, as an individual separate from others, unaware that perceived representations are solely appearances arising in consciousness.


Awakened human beings transcend form, transience, and all objects that appear in the realm of space and time. Therefore, it is difficult to describe this splendid state in human language. These sun-saturated beings of light are a supra-form-being, existing in all eternity, without finite limits and boundaries, alive and radiant within the limitless and boundless.





Ocean without Waves



For me, to explore is to dis-cover. I move towards the restrictions and limitations of what I am capable of, and then go beyond them, and go beyond the concept of an individual life. In this way the unending universe has become my field of research.


In a particular way, all of my books have originated from this cosmic field of exploration. They have revealed themselves through clairvoyant observation, intuitive perception, and deep insight. They are like cosmic hymns for the soul sent from creative spheres, expressions generated from the power of remaining silent, a way of nourishing the heart with words. I would like to explain more precisely how these gateways into foreign worlds opened and my books came into being.


After my first book, I Have Left This World: My journey to the Beyond, was published in the early 1980’s, I didn’t consider the idea of writing another one. My focus turned to lectures and gatherings. During this time I enjoyed long walks in the forest near my dwelling, and liked being alone. On one of these walks near the end of July, something extremely unusual took place. A parallel world revealed itself, a mysterious realm divulged to me another level of existence, leading to an amazing experience.


In the heat of this summer day I was enjoying my time in the shady forest where it was pleasantly cool. I delighted in the songs of the birds, the powerful, prolific trees saturated with their internal fluids, and the uncountable insects, humming as they whirred about the plants and bushes under beams of sunlight.


My favorite spot lay upon a rarely tread path in a densely wooded area. In a small clearing there I would sit on a weathered wooden bench and spend many hours in silence. I knew each tree, each bush, each plant, and each flower, and felt a joyful intimacy with the invigorating smells of the grasses and warm air.
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