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PART I


Childhood and Youth




‘Every person’s history should be a Bible


– will be a Bible.’


Novalis


‘They only awoke when the fire came through the roof.’ I woke up hearing these words spoken by a news presenter.


I sat on the floor of my grandparents’ living room and stared at a red plastic cube in which you could stick various little geometric forms through certain openings. I looked up and for the first time in my life let my gaze consciously wander around the room. My grandmother was knitting, my grandfather was watching the news on television; to my left was a large cabinet with a few knee-high drawers. One of them was open a crack and contained some toys. If I stood up I would be tall enough to see and reach all of them.


‘…They only awoke when the fire came through the roof.’ The sentence by the newscaster resounded in my ears. It touched the hidden depths of my inner being with unspeakable violence and harrowing gravity.


I had obviously slept, had dreamed for around two years.


Had it taken so long before my consciousness entered my body and was no longer pushed back by it – until this consciousness itself no longer struggled against being imprisoned in the narrow confines of its dwelling?


That fire in a building that took place somewhere in Germany in 1974 and was described in the news is not in itself connected to my destiny. It was only the words spoken that touched upon my destiny. The words, together with the speaker’s emphasis and intonation, do not only constitute the first memory of my life; they are also the first words which I heard in full consciousness, and on which my earthly consciousness enkindled. I can say this with certainty because I remember how, after that moment of my awakening, I mused with wonder about where I had been before – that is, during the time when my little body had already existed on the earth; during the time when someone put the clothes on that it was presently wearing; when the hands that I was now looking at picked up the colourful toys and let them fall again. How had this body in which I awoke come here? Who or what had caused it to ‘function’ before? And, above all, where was I?


From that moment on the sentence from the news programme had stamped itself upon my mind. But for a long time I did not associate any ideas with it. Nevertheless it did not affect me so evocatively because of some idea connected to it, or a description of how the fire affected some resident of the building, or something like that. Probably I immediately forgot what the reporter said afterwards. So I don’t know if anyone was injured. I have no recollection about the thing in itself. Anyway, a two- to three-year-old child could certainly not think about such things in the outer world as a grown person might. Perhaps the cause lay in that the sentence touched on something that led my groping consciousness to some completely other place and happening than what was described – namely to a place or an event connected to my own destiny.


It was completely clear to me – perhaps not intellectually, but with an incomparably greater intensity – that these words were impressed upon me so that I would remember. That was what those words said to me: Remember! Awaken!


I sensed that those words had only awakened me because I knew something of which they reminded me from a different point in time. They must have had some relation to the enormous echo that resounded in me.


However, because of all the time I was in my body here on earth during the two years I obviously slept through, the memory-echo must have recalled a different time, a different condition of myself. Sometime once before, I must have lived in another place with my consciousness, together with all the knowledge and memories that came about through this consciousness, and clearly outside of the body in which I was then living.


It wasn’t primarily a case of recalling an event that happened in some distant time or other. Without question: I was to remember myself!


Who am I? Who, what am I really?


If I could find this out, if I could reconnect with myself – if I could become ‘I’ again – then everything else would arise out of the sea of dullness into which, by awakening in a body, I had just fallen – for otherwise all these questions could never have arisen.


The sensed knowledge of the fact that I had forgotten ‘me’, and the question where I had been, presuppose that my real being is not dependent on the place where it happens to be. Furthermore, it also existed when it was not in a body. So, by submerging into a body, obviously a kind of fogging-over, of falling asleep, had taken place. Although I was now awake in this body, I had forgotten where I came from. By awakening I had fallen asleep, I had lost something.


Thus awakening in my earthly body, which led to me forgetting my true self, had to be the actual state of sleep! Perhaps, though, I had not really slept during those last two years, between my birth and that moment. It apparently only seemed so to me, because now when I woke up in my earthly body among the objects of the material world, I could no longer remember the previous time, when I did not live in my earthly body along with the consciousness which could perceive the world of physical objects.


I felt an uneasy suspicion: the condition in which I found myself caused a curious kind of irritation – that it was not to be trusted. It had tricked me about something I could only weakly feel, something essential.


From that moment on it became evident to me – in a completely ‘natural’ way – that there must be two kinds of consciousness: one consciousness that lets me be awake in the body; it was not, however, able to know or to remember who I actually was and from where I came. Instead it was able to be completely awake in this little earthly body. In this state it became possible to perceive and to act; not only to perceive and to act, but also to be conscious of the perceived objects as well as my own actions within the sensory-visible world.


And then there was the other consciousness, and this other consciousness knew who I was and where I came from. It knew everything. I could remember all. For I myself was this consciousness. My integral whole, so to speak.


I realized at that moment that I had to regain the latter consciousness (that is, ‘myself’), the real one, that I also had to reconquer it within the boundaries of my physical body, as an earthly person. For I felt that by awakening in a physical body I was somehow terribly incomplete, with my real self stolen, even naked. (Years later when I heard the Biblical Paradise story, it immediately reminded me of the feeling I had upon waking up in a body. Adam and Eve’s unpleasant sensation of being naked marked the beginning of their expulsion from Paradise and their fall to the physical earth. By tasting the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge, they became conscious of the earthly world, but at the same time felt naked and abandoned by it. They experienced being torn away from the highest whole, from the all-knowing consciousness.)


After waking up in a body and thinking and feeling this way, I knew at the same time that it was possible, without any doubt, to regain my integral whole, because the awakening by the news announcer’s sentence was directly related to my ‘old’ or ‘original’ waking consciousness; that sentence meant nothing to the body-consciousness I had just attained.


Thus, with a certain calm I felt an inner certainty that the consciousness with which I thought all these thoughts could not be the one that had completely forgotten the answers to my questions. This new earthly body-consciousness was the one which knew nothing about me – my real me. Therefore, it is also incapable of asking the question about another existence, about another state, because it doesn’t even consider that another state of being exists. It knows no other state than its own. So it must have been that other real consciousness – my true self – that thought these thoughts and shimmered into this earthly body-consciousness. (‘Paradise’ was therefore not irrecoverably lost.)


That all the answers to my questions were not available, however, could only mean – at least it’s what I felt then – that this ‘real’ consciousness was capable of expanding much further than it had done; and the fact that it had not done so was clearly caused by the awakening in an earthly body.


Admittedly, all this may seem to be an unbelievable story, or at least an astounding one – an almost superhuman intellectual performance for a two to three-year-old child. So I must add the following to relativize it, or, rather, to give it more precision. What has been related here truly describes what I experienced inwardly at that time. Nothing has been invented. I remember it as though it were yesterday. Perhaps if one considers it more carefully, it isn’t so incredible after all. They were by no means purely intellectual thoughts, so it is certain that no extraordinary intellectual gift was involved. What I am trying to express in words which intellectual thinking can understand, and which may seem terribly complicated, did not play out in ways that intellectual thinking knows. What I am relating here in sequence came to me simultaneously. Questions and answers were together ‘at once’, and, in terms of time, ‘lightning quick’.


Today I would say that it was ‘non-representational’ thinking. It was what is also called ‘super-sensible’ thinking – a term I consider most appropriate. It was lightning quick, free and agile – it was able to move effortlessly in one direction or the opposite, indeed in many different directions, and at the same time! – and thus was able to observe incomparably numerous contingencies, something which is impossible for discursive thinking. Thereby one might reasonably call my perceptions at that time ‘analytical’ thinking, but in the sense of a natural abstention from any personal viewpoints, and thus perhaps even abstract, but with just those characteristics which are not usually identified with analytical thought. It was factual, but not ‘bloodless’, it was distant, but at the same time not uninvolved. Moreover, it took place with simultaneousness, that is to say, beyond ‘our’ time, beyond the time in which everything – every object, even every thought – seemed frozen solid. And, it was unburdened, unspoiled.


Two indispensable properties belong to this kind of thinking that until now I have only mentioned marginally, and which could put the objectivity of this kind of thinking in doubt for the rational thinker, but which in fact only make it possible. On the one hand, total impartiality is necessary for this kind of thinking. And, at the beginning of my earthly life this was given, because in this earthly life, and regarding this earthly life, I had not had any experiences. It may be an offensive idea for a rational thinker that someone can achieve a reliable thinking ability when they possess no experience with rational thinking. But unfortunately I can offer no consolation. For it is exactly so. The basis for this free thinking was an unburdened, impartial perception or observation of the situations I encountered. And that is what happened then: I took note of this thing or that and experienced it according to the means available to the differing consciousness states of my self – completely free of previously acquired experiences and fixed ideas.


This perceptive observation was not all, however. It was, as already mentioned, only the precondition for the next step. A reflection intervened, to a large extent a neutral one, we could even call it objective, because it came from that other ‘actual’ consciousness which wasn’t based on earthly ideas and considerations that – a rational thinker might agree – can be based on errors and consequently inexact or not applicable, for an idea does not always agree with reality.


What happened at that time was not that the earthly consciousness attempted to form some idea about the ‘actual’ consciousness, but the reverse: the sensible consciousness was observed by the super-sensible one. And that ‘actual’ consciousness soon exposed the sensible, the ‘body-consciousness’ one, as something incomplete, dream-oriented and forgetful.


What did this ‘body-consciousness’ extract from that non-corrupt ‘actual’ consciousness? If I try to characterize it as I experienced it then, I must speak of the second indispensable condition which makes this kind of thinking possible, and about which the rational thinker might have a no less negative impression. This special way of thinking is accompanied by certain sensations. These sensations, which only remotely have to do with what we usually call a sensation, were the actual bearers of these thoughts. The thoughts were embedded in a higher sensation that conferred upon them the certainty of truthfulness.


The decisive difference with what we usually call – and in the somewhat arrogant opinion of the analytic thinker – ‘feelings’, is that the sensations which were the bearers of the described thoughts were not kindled by any external circumstance from which I personally received a more or less feeling impulse with my earthly consciousness. Rather were they non-subjective sensations coming from outside my self. Although it may seem absurd, they were literally objective sensations because they – as well as the thoughts borne by them – did not come from my naturally very limited personality, namely a small child; that is, not from a physical-sensible-earthly thinking and feeling person, but from that higher consciousness existing outside my body, which was not two to three years old, but timeless in experience and simultaneously unburdened by personal sensations or ideas. They were thought-sensations, completely incorruptible compared to ‘lower’ or personal thinking and feeling. The sensations from without crowded in upon me and created in me, that is, in my body-consciousness, an immediate evidentiary sensation of truthfulness. It could also be called ‘truth-sensation’.


These truth or reality sensations guided my being in the right direction, namely to the sphere in which the ‘other’ consciousness lives, which can be so objective in its thinking that I didn’t have to describe my sensed experiences with the words ‘I thought’ this or that, but with the words: ‘IT thought’. Yes, I felt an inexpressible dignity, sublimity and clarity emanating from this other autonomous, intrinsic consciousness, for I observed how ‘it’, of itself, thought in me virtually objectively.


Thus were the first moments in my conscious existence on earth, as the person who is writing these recollections, accompanied by a background knowledge or divining of the perhaps most decisive thought of all: An immortal, all embracing, living, creative Majesty exists whose wisdom is limitless. An all-enfolding and pervading entity without which nothing, not a single ray of thought, is possible, let alone something of a material nature. An entity that creates everything and in which everything is nevertheless so free and uncoerced that it is self-determining and can develop in every direction.


And all these unsurpassable attributes, about which our puny earthly words are unable to paint even an approximate picture, were completely pervaded by an impulse, by an elementally strong but at the same time extremely gentle impulse of will which – if I may describe what I felt then – I can today only describe as limitless goodwill.


It wanted the wellbeing of all the creatures that had been created. And such a created, creaturely being for whom the goodwill was valid, was I, my actual being.


Thus I found myself placed in the world of earthly space and time, in the world of the seen and of the touched. But in this world of forgetting one’s real being I knew from the start, through what had been shared with me as sensing and sensed objective thinking, that as long as I turned to that benevolent Majesty, in whose womb I knew my actual self to be at home and secure, I would never get lost.


The foregoing attempt to characterize using words only applicable to the earthly world may seem terribly abstract, but it is in reality the opposite from abstraction. That majestic dignity and its intrinsic thoughts in which I was able to rediscover myself for several seconds, was so ineffably alive that from that moment of my earth-awakening, I have felt myself to be a ‘traveller passing through’, because what exists here on earth, especially the way of thinking of which many people are so proud, is so transient compared with actual consciousness, that is, with our true humanity. That first impression has not changed. On the contrary, over the years it has only strengthened.


Since that day forty years ago, it has pulled my entire being with devoted yearning for my actual homeland, for the actual homeland of us all, to that ‘whole’ – despite the fact that as a child as well as an adult I have enjoyed enormous delight in this earthly life and know how to treasure an earthly existence. Nevertheless, since then the irrevocable conviction lives in me that my full entirety, my ‘whole’, has always existed beyond this earthly existence and consciousness.


I was able to directly experience the drastic difference between the spiritual world and the sensory world, between a spiritual and an earthly consciousness, through my awakening in an earthly body. Together with this awakening in an earthly body awoke in me the yearning to become ‘whole’ again, and therewith the ability to greatly value spiritual consciousness, the clear and ‘virgin’ reality, as opposed to the irreversible relativity of the earthly. This is no trivial preference of one over the other, but it arose with complete neutrality through consciously experiencing the essence of the whole as opposed to that of the fragmented.


From that moment when I found myself on my grandparents’ brown carpet, the goal was clear: the hunt began for my consciousness. Although at that time I couldn’t have formulated it, I wanted to find my self’s true consciousness in order to be able to expand it, until I was reunited with the benevolent creative Majesty, which was undoubtedly the homeland of my true being.


But because the newscaster’s sentence not only touched me in my deeper being, but also in my ‘bodily’, that is, rational or intellectual day-to-day consciousness, a continuity, a kind of higher plan extending over unforeseeable time must exist. What I really was, and whence I came, must be connected with what I now found my self to be, and what I should be in the future. It should go on ‘here’ on the earth, in the body in which I am now placed.


Exactly what should go on, I didn’t then know. But that previously something existed which is to go on was, due to the experience described, definite.


***


This ‘to go on’ occupied me increasingly from then on. Given the short span of earthly life, the question was what to begin with, in the sense of that continuity – in the sense of that higher plan which I was sure existed, but was unsure of what exactly it looked like. That question occupied me since that day I woke up.


One evening – I was between four and five years old, for this scene took place in the old apartment from which we moved before my sixth birthday – when I was going to bed, I tried to engage my mother in a conversation about the finitude of human existence. I lay in bed, the light had already been turned out and my mother’s dark silhouette was visible in the room’s open door, illuminated by the light from the hallway. She was about to say goodnight and close the door. But I still had many questions on my mind, and they had moved me for so long that no further delay could be tolerated. I wanted to know the meaning of mortality. I wanted to ‘measure’ the mortality in which I, with the immortality of my higher self, was immersed.


So I asked my mother how long a second lasted. She couldn’t answer the question, which I cannot hold against her, because I certainly couldn’t make myself clear. Nevertheless, the answer, if I received one, was so unsatisfactory that I can’t remember it. So I had to go to bed ‘hungry’ and find the answer in a different way.


I stayed with the problem. Sometime during the next few days I noticed a kitchen clock with its second hand. I couldn’t tell the time, but was told that the faster moving hand is the one that indicates the seconds. Here was something to begin with! Eventually I had an idea: I began to try to measure the exact length of a second by adding a hum between one clock mark and the next. Soon I was able to determine the length of a second in rhythm to the second hand, between the marks, by humming and being silent. Good heavens! This life is so short! It can be measured in seconds. It plays out within what are perhaps many, but also perfectly countable, very short-lasting, closely placed units. For me it was of little importance if a life lasted 20, 50 or 95 years. I could not yet judge what ‘years’ were. They seemed to be ineffable and indefinitely long. This personal sensation, however – I said to myself after my encounter with the second hand – must be a trick compared to the reality. For a year consists of these very short humming sounds, these seconds, and they are, one after the other, gone at once – that is, everything that occurred during the time they lasted. However long a year seemed to me, it was a captive of the finite. The transitory here on earth was therefore inevitable as well as omnipresent, and it was really measurable. This firm inevitability and frozen rhythm was like that of the relentlessly marching second hand.


This discovery led to more musing. Not long after that episode, again during a ‘goodnight opportunity’, I mentioned to my mother that after the moment of birth we seem to be involved in a continuous process of dying. This did not result in a fruitful conversation either. Perhaps I remember it so well because it remained unanswered by one of my parents. I wanted to hear an adult’s opinion. I would have welcomed very much what someone with experience of life had to say. But either my mother had never thought about such a question, or once again I was unable to articulate it well enough; so I was again forced to depend upon myself.


Analyzing ‘becoming’ and dying was one of the first and long-lasting considerations of my early childhood. With a mixture of curiosity, fascinated eeriness (because of the inevitability) and joy (for the presumption of a return path to the homeland of my true self), the thought that with the beginning of our existence on earth, that is, the moment of birth, death was preprogrammed, occupied my mind. It crept within us during birth. Death. What was this death? Because it seemed to be present in everything that constituted life, death had to be a part of this earthly life, for an earthly life was not possible without it. If, however, I had stayed back where my actual consciousness was, and where it remained when I was born, death would not lurk within me. But that had to mean that if I could find my actual consciousness again, if I could embrace it again, death would have to disappear. At least it would not be the same as what it seemed to be until then. Therefore death was in reality an experience, a question of consciousness. There it was again: the urgent need to hunt for my consciousness.


While I pondered, trying to understand, I tried to find a concept of the moment when this shimmering death would win the upper hand, that is, when crossing the threshold from one state to the other. I forced myself to also represent the fact of inevitability as a sensation. Basically, I wanted to be able to sustain the idea and feeling of inevitability. Given that death awaited me in any case, it would surely be good to be prepared, in order not to be distracted by it from the perception of what seemed to me to be essential: the re-entry into the world from which, in this earthly body, and thereby in my earthly consciousness, I had fallen into forgetfulness. For nothing in the world did I want to miss the conscious immersion in the realm of ‘being-awake’.


Furthermore, if everyone, including myself, must die after such a relatively short span of time (measurable in seconds), then how precious each day, each hour, even each second must be seen to be!


It was only much later in my life that it became clear to me that the Memento mori* from the Cluniac Reform, as well as the Masonic and Rosicrucian lodges, had no other content and no other objective than to awaken the thoughts that had moved me so deeply during my early childhood.


I spent hours with these thoughts, which occupied me for several years before other questions became more urgent, because new experiences delivered answers (at least partial ones) to the question about my self’s actual homeland.


***


But my attention to the matters of this side also grew from day to day. I was now at an age more appropriate for discovering the earthly world than the ‘over-earthly’ one. For one must arrive in this earthly world as a complete earth citizen, so to speak, and for that the undivided attention to the things of the earthly world is required. And furthermore, that phase of life requires, quite naturally, an impartial inner reception of this earthly world. This inner reception was as naturally present in me as in other children.


Full of curiosity and lively interest, I accepted the phenomena and objects of the earthly world, and grasped with wonder and joy what my eyes and other senses showed me. The rustle of leaves that in autumn lavishly fell from the trees on the streets of Berlin and through which one could wade noisily knee-deep; the unmistakable smell of the sandy ground in the Grünewald that mixed with pine needles and cones; the lovely song of the blackbirds on warm summer evenings; the purposeful march of the ant columns and the cumbersome path of the individual ant, which carries a twig many times its own weight with never-yielding stamina; the silky feel, similar to water, of fine sand flowing through the fingers, and the observation of how the sand’s texture completely changes when it comes in contact with water; yes, how certain substances can be transformed through the addition of other substances or forces. At the age of discovery between two and six, I was also most enthusiastic about the creations of people, even if they were simple things like being fascinated by the slowly sinking snowflakes in a glass snow-globe. It’s not necessary to continue describing such things, because most people can recall such experiences in their early childhood.


Most things accessible to a city child like me, however, were objects made by human hands and conceived by human minds. It was because of them that the decisive discrepancy between them and the experiences described above, in and with nature, soon became clear to me: the things made by human hands and external facilities contradicted natural laws. I also noted that nature’s household interrupted the pendulum swing between life and death (my well-known subject): flowers withered, apples shrivelled, became inedible, rotted, and flies, beetles, snails and birds eliminated their remains. All was subject to transience. But a magical force invisible to normal eyes penetrated the natural world, from out of which everything was rhythmically renewed. Of course it wasn’t the same flowers that sprouted in spring, it was also not the same apples that were picked; they were irretrievably gone. But it was the same essence of the flower in the new flower, the same essence of the apple in the new apple which returned – just as surely as the sun set in the evening and rose again at dawn. Over the sporadically appearing unavoidable finality of the various forms of nature’s creatures reigned in my childish heart the triumphant feeling for the rule of immortality. I knelt before the rhythm of immortality with inexpressibly humble feeling. It was a holy force, because it was beyond human ability, and my heart worshipped that force with great emotion.


At times, when I was by myself for a few moments in nature, and my perceptions were able to coincide with the corresponding thoughts about that holy cycle, I could sense each time an acting force-presence that was precisely localized in the area of the solar plexus, a point between the heart and the pit of the stomach. It was as if that ‘creative Majesty’ I had experienced on my earthly awakening day, previously described, had laid a finger softly but firmly on my body there, upon which my heart always gave a little jump and beat more strongly than before. And when this happened, it was like a sweet stream was incorporated in me, which my whole nature – my feeling inner life as well as my earthly body – drenched me with life-force. (I can express it no other way.) Because of this I realized how thirsty both my inner being and my outer being had been before. After such moments I felt in my entire being so refreshed that, often to the surprise of my parents and grandparents, I bounced around like a rubber ball for minutes at a time, and hardly anything could undermine my joy and energy on such a day. But it also had another effect, which became clearer to me little by little: the holy nourishing stream of forces was not only a fountain of youth for the physical body, it also nourished my feeling and thinking in a curious way. It was as if, through it, vitalizing and, in a certain sense, profound thoughts could form within me. Later on I found that these forces can be specifically ‘managed’ and used for the good. More about that in the continuation of my narrative.


The things of the earthly world devised by human heads and artificially made by human hands nevertheless followed the strict laws of nature, but the holy cycle did not. Everything that humans made eventually disappeared, be they buildings, books, toys, clothes or automobiles. Without further human assistance they could not reckon with unaided renewal. The difference was of course obvious. In the things created by humans there was no life. The human creations were not, by their nature, permeated with that magical force with which the grass, the ants and we humans were permeated. They were simply ‘dead’ objects. All these objects lacked that wonderful magical force that moves everything on earth that lives, and ensures that in place of the bygone a new, related being arises. It was exactly that magical force which created the observed cycle of life which gave me the absolute conviction since childhood of belonging to an immortal whole which interconnects all living things. For this force was always there! I perceived it. And if it ever became invisible to me – I was sure of this because my observations confirmed it – the cause lay in my temporary or fundamentally inadequate attention.


***


I will now try to describe the effect this force had. My observations and thoughts were approximately the following: when a dead body is seen (I only saw a dead human body later in life, but had often seen dead animals and of course dead plants were visible everywhere), then one can realize with certainty that the three body types (human, animal and vegetable) were previously filled with an invisible force, with a presence, and that the presence or occupant of the body in question was withdrawn at the moment of death. This occupant is invisible to physical eyes. But it is more powerful than anything that is visible. For when it is not present, everything visible in which it was previously present must fall to dust. Since I have been able to think, I have considered any plant, animal or human being that can be observed and touched externally as a kind of dwelling from which the actual but invisible occupant is vivified, so that it can then appear as what we generally understand as plant, animal or human. At that time it was most puzzling to me how anyone could doubt the existence, though invisible for normal eyes, of the actual occupant of the physical dwelling. Most of the people I met seemed not to recognize any existential difference between unoccupied and occupied, between dead and living matter. In any case, they basically treated themselves exactly as they treated a dead object. They occupied themselves almost exclusively with their bodily dwelling. In fact, though, every person is a living occupant or resident of his bodily dwelling. I wondered if the generally widespread fear of death was the result of most people identifying themselves as identical with their bodily dwelling; that they felt bound, their whole existence dependent upon it, or even that they confused their very selves with it. Because of what I had experienced on my awakening day, and since then have experienced again and again, it was for me without question that one ‘was there’, whether in a bodily dwelling or not.


But even if for some inexplicable (for me) reason someone was unaware of this fact, by the mere visual examining of a dead person compared with a live one, it is obvious that the occupant is ‘at home’ in the live body and not in the dead one. And whether plant, animal or human being, all are permeated by the ‘magical life-force’ derived from the good creative Majesty.


We could also look at it in reverse: If my consciousness, my existence as a whole, were bound to the existence of my body, then my consciousness, my earthly consciousness that is, would have had to be already present at birth. But it was not! In that case, according to the standards of the people around me, my body couldn’t even have been classified as living. A citizen of the earth who is not also conscious of his earthly environment is, according to established standards, actually not a human being; nowadays he would be considered ‘brain dead’, as I found out later. Nevertheless, my body had lived since birth and even developed. It grew and acquired new skills. I recalled my first questions in my grandparents’ living room: Who or what made my body function before I awoke in my bodily consciousness?


While I was discovering more about the earthly world, in time I arrived at differentiated basic thoughts. What I have described here, apparently the result of mere intellectual trains of thought, did not only result from a purely sensory observation of the physical world, but was also due to a completely different kind of observation of that world.


***


Above all, through a second kind of observation, I came to the following conviction: It was the magical life-force that gave me life and kept me living during the time when my consciousness had not yet entered my earthly body – and keeps me alive still. This magical life-force came from the creative Majesty.


I came to this certainty because sometimes I could see the magical life-force in everything living on earth. When I use the word ‘see’, an explanation is probably required, because I have also already said that this force is invisible, just as the ‘actual occupants’ of the various visible bodily dwellings are invisible.


What I will describe now requires that I overcome a certain amount of reluctance. For I experienced later on that if one tries to impart something about this, one is simply not believed and is accused of ‘telling fairy tales’. Still worse, one risks the rhetorical counter-question: of whether one is not ‘completely okay’. And when I came in contact with esoterically engaged circles and made known something of my experiences, among other inappropriate reactions an unrestrained, gawking kind of admiration resulted – this among people whose goal it is to acquire certain abilities by means of esoteric exercises, for many of whom the ‘ability’ described here amounts to the peak of what should be striven for. Both attitudes act as deterrents, for they corrupt the already difficult undertaking of describing super-sensible matters with words of our sensory physical world – matters which are completely ‘neutral’, objective, and therefore should be taken as such.


I have delayed far too long to openly convey the things I will now describe, for I have come to the conclusion that it is selfish to remain silent about them. So I will try, as before, to report from my earlier perspective. On many occasions, as I said, I was able to ‘see’ the magical life-force. It always happened when, without thinking of something specific, I looked, or rather stared, at something happening before my eyes. Then something emerged which I had not noticed before, and showed itself to be what I called the ‘magical life-force’, a constantly moving, multicoloured current.


At first I noticed it in my sleeping grandfather. It permeated his whole body, so that it seemed to be imitating his form, except that due to its movement the force was not sharply circumscribed, as the skin of our bodies is circumscribed from the rest of the physical world. I saw my grandfather in a completely different way, in a different suit, so to speak. When I followed this current, my attention was brought to the regions to which it moved and concentrated. I saw that this current of life streamed through the whole body and at certain points executed special, almost artistic movements, and in this way these points could receive what they obviously needed in order to ‘function’, to be alive. It acted as the drive for the working of a certain bodily area.


It was a fantastic, basically indescribable sight! However inactive and even ‘dead’ a sleeping person looks, when he isn’t changing his position or making breathing sounds, his interior reveals a very active and variegated motion! But this motion took place according to a through-and-through orderly, meaningful passage. On the one hand, this living current was a powerful force as it flowed through the whole body. On the other hand, in certain places it formed channels along which a strong current with many side currents flowed that distantly resembled artistic Celtic ornaments, something I realized many years later when I saw pictures of them. They weren’t like underground water veins however, which are mostly horizontal and therefore on two-dimensional levels. No, these channels and branches were three-dimensional and they rose – unlike water in its natural course – effortlessly sideways and upwards as well as downwards. They were more akin to fairytale-like flora, or flowers; but one could observe this kind of flora in its development, which was much faster than normal plant life. The flowers grew upwards, formed a striking shape, like a blossom, and in the next moment, with no transitional stage, namely in continuous becoming, formed a new shape.


There was clearly a plan to these currents and growths! For there were no errors in the movements, nor did they give the impression of having arisen arbitrarily or that any of the branches would run dry because it took a wrong turn. If one of the wonderful moving flowers turned back or changed course, it was because the sprouting force had already been transformed into a new bud, therewith reaching the fulfilment of its development.


The beauty of the flowers and the currents of the magical life-force were not the only elements of the motions and forms of its becoming process, but an incomparable play of colours was also part of the process. One can imagine the whole as a single magical wave of colours in the most marvellous nuances. But these colours are different from the colours we see in the earthly world. Normal colours are as a rule just as ‘dead’ as the objects upon which they appear. It is just because they appear on them that they become part of the material world, the world of the superficial, the world of the rigid. Hardly anything that we can see with our physical eye reaches this kind of colour. This should not surprise us though, for our eyes are made to observe the material world. Therefore it is barely possible to describe the colours of the magical life-force’s current, because they don’t exist in the world of material appearances and thus there are no corresponding words available to do so. If one says that such colours have a different brilliance and are more luminous than the colours we know, then one must add that this does not indicate that they are merely more intensive than normal colours. Rather is it a matter of the actual living essence of the colour itself. And if something of this essence died, then we would see what we know as visible colours.


If we make clear the difference between the appearance of blue – any nuance of blue – and the essence of blue, then we can perhaps have an idea of what I am trying to express here. In fact, we do have a deeper understanding of the essence of a colour, and we do provide the different colours with their corresponding attributes, which have nothing to do with their mere appearance in the material world; at least artists, who as a rule wish to attribute more to what is painted on the canvas than mere colours, possess this ability. Thus the colour blue that appears in the material world is neither ‘cool’ nor ‘nostalgic’, ‘diving deeply’ or ‘calm’. But the essence of blue certainly is. Such living characteristics constitute the essence of colours, which have quite a different quality than normal colours, namely an incomparable intensity and at the same time an incomparable delicacy and transforming ability.


Thus the magical life-force was ‘visible’ in a special way, and I have already mentioned what my physical eyes did while I ‘saw’ it. The mentioned staring was not a forced looking at something solid. It was more an empty gazing at the exterior visible things without registering them. This was necessary in order to observe the living current. It was only in such situations that I could see the living current during my childhood. Only by the visible exterior being ‘overseen’ – stepping back enough – was the essential shown. And strictly speaking it was not shown to my physical eyes. It was necessary that attention to the visible exterior disappeared more and more so that something else could become visible. Because the physical eyes were no longer looking at anything, it was no longer important whether I kept them open or closed. For what I ‘saw’, I didn’t see with my physical eyes, but with the same force which passes through our eyes when we want to see something. Except that when I wanted to purposely follow the living current further, observe it longer, this force had to be used more and more, at the same time ignoring the visible exterior with selfless will. Meanwhile in this way my own force, which I felt to be a special variant of the will, became steadily more conscious.


One should not assume, however, that one has only to ‘want’ it. That was a guarantee that everything would disappear more quickly from inner vision. Or rather that one’s own inner vision, which can perceive the truly living, would disappear. This happened seldom during my early childhood. I attribute this to the fact that I simply noticed such things, marvelling, without any personal desire or conception or expectation. For as soon one forms intellectual concepts one falls back into physical vision. You can of course reflect upon what has been seen, but afterward. It was only much later when I discovered that it is indeed possible to have thoughts about it during the process. These thoughts have little in common with intellectual thinking, however. I will also come back to this later.


In any case, I can assure you that it is possible to see certain things without needing a pupil or a lens or an optic nerve, and so forth. It is possible! And I was and am certain that it is potentially possible for everyone. What hinders this kind of seeing is being fixed exclusively on only observing the visible sensory world and its corresponding representations. That is actually the only thing that prevents one from seeing the many astonishing, wonderful events and processes in and around us.


Most people are near to this seeing, but unaware of it! How many people perceive a special atmosphere when strolling through a more or less healthy forest? If they would only admit it and not feel ashamed before others – which is completely groundless – they would confirm that in such a walk through the woods they would realize that there is something else present apart from wooden tree-trunks and leaves on branches. Why do so many feel a forest as ‘enchanted’, ‘mysterious’ or also ‘threatening’? Is it only their imagination playing tricks? According to what I experienced and learned, it is only in the rarest cases that delusions are the cause of such feelings. They seem more to indicate either an already present rudimentary ability, or a developing one, to perceive certain forces in nature which, although invisible, are nevertheless most likely present.


I experienced it as a characteristic phenomenon of our times, and also in the circles in which I was born, that many people no longer trust their own perceptions as long as they pertain to an area in which their earthly sensory instruments are not used. From childhood we are told that only what we can see with our physical eyes and can touch with our hands is real. Is it not a classical assurance to the child: ‘Don’t worry; there are no spirits!’? I found this terribly amusing. I thought: If the adults’ assertion were true, humanity itself would be eliminated, for is not the actual occupant of a human bodily housing itself a spirit?


Instruments exist that can be applied for the perception of non-material phenomena and processes. One also needs a perception or sense-organ for this. We must, however, ‘train’ it, educate it. Nobody would expect a two-year-old child to move as adroitly as a trained dancer. Why? Because it has neither the necessary anatomy nor the sense of movement or equilibrium. At that age it has practically no experience in moving on the earth carefully, efficiently or gracefully. It ‘trains’ for these things during its childhood and youth. If it did not persistently practice standing, walking, keeping its balance and striving for perfection, it could never become a professional dancer. It is exactly the same for the training and use of what I will call here ‘super-sensible’ sensory organs.


During the following years I realized that one must do something in order to achieve advancement in this area. What I ‘saw’ was, after all, much too interesting and seemed too important for me to not feel the need to sharpen my ‘instruments’ in order to be able to go deeper into the meaning of certain things and processes. For what I saw was on the one hand self-evident: the fact that another world exists with its forces and laws in and around us. On the other hand, this fact induced many serious questions about life here on earth about which I sought answers. But this requires practice and patience. And because there was nobody around to offer me useful advice about this area, time was needed in order to find out, through my own empirical activity, how to go about educating this imperfect instrument which I would need for further observations.


***


This ‘seeing’ the magical life-force in a living organism opened a huge field of new discoveries and, of course, questions. It was clear to me by observing what was offered to me that the life-current’s special branches or blossoms were formed at chosen points of the human body. I knew where the human heart is located from placing my hand on someone else’s breast, whereby I could feel their heartbeat, and because I put my ear on my mother’s or my father’s breast and could even hear the heart beat; so I knew that the region of the heart is where I could perceive a particularly beautiful and pronounced moving formation of the life-force current. I saw that it was the magical life-force that assured the heart’s motion. But because the blossom-like formations also appeared in many other parts of the body, it was apparent that something similar to a heart was also situated there. Only that these others must have been otherwise constituted than the heart, because their life-current formations looked so different. The word ‘organs’ and individual words such as ‘liver’, ‘kidneys’ or ‘stomach’, only meant something to me later. When I learned them though, it was immediately clear to me what they must mean. So from that time on I related them in my mental pictures to the concepts of the individual organs with the characteristic movement of the magical life-force in them.


In due time I was engaged in a more intensive study of the magical life-force within the organs. This also involved the observation that something else could appear within the human body that acted like a congestion – similar to what happens when a dam is built in a stream with stones and branches and the water is blocked or prevented from continuing in its natural direction, so that it goes in a different one. As a consequence, however, the stream’s natural pristine beauty as well as its formation and colourfulness were obscured. It was obvious that such dimness could not be caused by the magical life-force itself, but that something else was standing in its way. I realized upon seeing this that the person concerned could not feel well, especially at that place, and that due to the congestion the entire current in him was more or less strongly and lastingly impaired.


When I became aware of this my heart and my stomach contracted from sadness and regret and I wished that the magical lifeforce could regain its beauty in order for that person to get better. I knew: If the current’s natural course is essentially changed, there is illness. However, what could be done to correct this state I did not know.


One thing was clear, because I ‘saw’ it often: Certain medicines which a person took against not feeling well often led not only to an increase in that feeling, but also to something so unusual that I can only describe it with the following picture. The medicine acted to cause an increased congestion in the affected organ, which in turn caused the original congestion to decrease and furthermore, that the rapidly flowing current was somewhat slowed so that the effect on the current in the other parts of the body were not as grave as before. However, I had the impression of a still greater distortion of the original condition – that there was no longer an imbalance at the affected place, but that the original distortion was corrected due to the addition of a further imbalance. By administering the medicine, one gave the motion-flower of the life-force current a completely different appearance, which no longer was as lop-sided as during the first congestion. The appearance of the lop-sided motion-flower, however, still had a similarity to the original, natural healthy state. So one could imagine how the motion-flower was originally and how it actually should be. After taking certain other medicines, on the other hand, this was no longer the case for the affected place. A completely new motion-flower was formed, which lacked the beauty of the original one. It made, rather, an unmistakably unhealthy, unharmonious, twisted impression. It also occurred to me that the changed motion-flower of the life-current was always a short distance beside where it was supposed to be. It was as if you wanted to ride along a street, but after a few yards it was blocked and you had to take a detour along a bumpy side-street from where you could not see what you would have seen along the first street. For this reason, I had the impression that taking certain medicine meant that the corresponding organ could not be sustained with the magical life-force as is foreseen by the creative Majesty’s wise plan. But regardless of the number of disturbances in the magical life-force of the body, it was so strong that it was able to give the occupant life, or, rather, it was able to make earthly life possible for the body’s invisible occupant.


***


As already mentioned, it was in my grandfather that I first noticed it; but my grandfather in a sleeping state. Mentioning this detail seems important to me, because afterwards, in my pre-school years, I very seldom perceived the magical life-force in a waking person, so it was never possible for me to follow it as steadily as in a sleeping person. And the reason was that in the waking state it was displaced by something else.


This something, which always pushed itself so predominantly into the foreground, was also invisible for normal eyes, but was also so different that it can no more be compared to the wise magical life-force than a cat to a sunflower. But someone who hears about it without having observed it might well imagine that there is no essential difference between the two forces or formations which permeate people and are invisible. Therefore I will try to describe this second force as it appeared to me at that time. It was not so consistently oriented and did not act in the least like the magical life-force. Furthermore, it seemed to me to have an indecipherable function. In any case, its function was not to provide lifeforce to the physical being. On the contrary. I had the impression that something is emitted by this force that disturbs the magical life-force, at least now and then. It was due to the fact that it was only several years later that I was able to simultaneously observe both force forms together and also separately, that I came to that conclusion. But according to the perspective that this second force offered, it could not be otherwise than that it occasionally acted unfavourably toward the magical life-force. (I could also call it a force-body, by the way, because – like the magical life-force – it permeates the entire interior and exterior body.) The most impressive aspect of this force, and at the same time its greatest difference from the magical life-force, was that it acted according to the same principle in respect to various people (fundamental forms of movement or directions) but in its appearance and combination it varied much more from person to person than did the magical life-force currents.


Furthermore, within each individual it was much more rapidly changing than the magical life-force ever could be. It was inconsistent, even volatile. The magical life-force always seemed to be a tranquil force and in a certain sense made a much more universal impression, a force which entered into people directly from the creative Majesty, from outside, so to speak, without our human activity. But the forms, the colours, the movements and the rapidity of the movements (as well as their directions) of this second force, seemed to be a living and overt image of the momentary disposition of the respective person.


It pertained directly to the feelings and also to what the respective person wills. I must qualify, however, by pointing out that this form of the will is a completely different one from what I described as the force for the ‘other’ kind of seeing, which normally passes through the physical eyes. Both forms of the will are almost diametrically opposite to each other. In this case it is not an actual act of conscious willing, which is what the ‘other’ one is. Rather, it seemed to me when I considered this second force-body that the person involved was subjected in his will as well as his feelings – downright delivered to it.


What impressed me most was seeing a person screaming furiously. It was a situation in which I stood, shocked, before a person having a temper tantrum, so that the optical impression of his normally visible outer body disappeared from view and that force-body appeared before my ‘inner’ eyes, making visible in an awesome, terrifying way what made that person so furious. I felt the appearance of his violent interior before my ‘inner’ eyes as almost encroaching, because it seemed as if the vital image of his feelings only appeared because the excessive emotional overheating had, in a certain sense, broken through my usual vision.


What it really means when we say a person is completely ‘beside himself’ became clear to me in an impressive way through such observations. Because it can really happen, in the case of a very angry person, that his mobile feeling-willing-forces-body extends far beyond his actual ‘mass’. It could go so far that this formation, and with it the sensations of the furious person, would smash into the feeling-willing-forces-body of another person, when the furious one was in his vicinity and directed his fury at him or her. According to my observation, he wounded the other person if he got too close, but without physically touching or striking him. This meant that the ‘wounding’ really took place. It would have hit him even had he been born deaf and could not hear the ugly words thrown at him; or if he had been born blind and could not see the wild gestures and distorted mimicking directed at him.


The inner force-currents of the violent person looked like an ugly, dark, brownish red – a roaring storm penetrated with glaring but essentially dark ‘flashes’ of destructive waves. They were like thunderclouds which clustered in a matter of seconds and discharged into the outer world. At the same time – this was a particularly terrible and tragic view – a kind of counter-movement took place in which they turned back like an arrow that is not shot but sucked in, so that the person’s inner shape darkened and somehow diminished. Thus, what he wanted to project at others disfigured his own inner self.


The feeling-willing-forces-body of a person took on an especially peculiar shape when he wanted something most urgently. I realized that it was a certain variant of the kind of will which can overwhelm. Of course this person consciously ‘wanted’ the object of his desire. He definitely wanted it. But this wanting, in a sense, overwhelmed him. It seemed as though he couldn’t resist his wanting, which was an extreme desire. Such a person seemed to me so greedy for the stilling of his thirst that his tongue was hanging out. When later, in Latin class, I studied the saga of Tantalus in Homer’s Odyssey, I thought: This must be a metaphor for the image the greedy person makes of himself when the object of his desire is unobtainable, and those who created this myth must have had a similar image before their eyes as I have today.


I observed an unaesthetic yellow-greenish-grey rippling of the greedy person’s feeling-willing-forces current. Later on I found the word ‘slug’ to be appropriate for such a person. For in a sense it was the opposite of what I observed in the angry person: the angry one actively sent something out to the outer world, which immediately bounded back at him, while something like clouds of fiends, swarms of unsightly vermin, attracted from the surroundings by his fury as if magnetized, followed him. The greedy one, however, executed with his inner force something like a clawing ‘gesture’ from outside, but at the same time his inner greed sprouted out like slugs and thereby emitted innumerable little descendants of his own feeling-willing-forces image in his surroundings; greedy ‘parasites’ that quickly buzzed apart, each writhing and twitching like a tormented worm. I often observed, appalled, how such plumes of greedy feeling-willing parasites extended in a deplorable way to the ‘actual’ or super-sensible world like the unfiltered fumes from a factory’s chimney to the earth’s air. And in both cases others, who had nothing to do with the event, are nonetheless affected. That was one of the most powerful discoveries of those early childhood days which affected me deeply: the fact that our feeling and willing impulses are by no means private affairs, but that they act upon the super-sensible outer world in which we all live, just as we all breathe the same air into our lungs because we all live in the same earthly atmosphere, and therefore everything that drifts into this atmosphere unavoidably harms every person on earth.
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