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  What others are saying about




  Mouches Volantes




   





   





  “Having always mistaken the tiny dots and strands that float on the eye surface for dead orgone energy, we were surprised by what Floco Tausin has to say about the spiritual meaning and everyday life implications of what are otherwise known as vitreous opacities. Check out this unusual book – it’s a good one.”




   





  -- The Spirit of Ma‘at (http://spiritofmaat.com), June 2009




   





   





  “I had always found those sparkles to be fascinating, and I had once concluded that what I was seeing were either actual air molecules, or maybe even air atoms, banging into one another, or indeed, perhaps some kind of vision of an inner conscious state. … Thus, so many years later, I was quite surprised and intrigued to find another who seemed to confirm my own earlier guess, however more elaborately and substantively than my own minor conclusion may have been. …”




   





  -- The Zoo Fence. A Commentary on The Spiritual Life (http://www.zoofence.com), June 2009.




   





   





  “I first learned of the esoteric meditative significance of eye floaters from my Tibetan tantric teacher in the 1970’s. He never presented practices associated with them, however. My long-standing curiosity about them made reading Floco Tausin’s book, Mouches Volantes, a delight.


  Mr. Tausin’s ‘novel’ is engaging, humorous, and thought provoking as he details his character’s journey to awakening following the path of meditating on Mouches Volantes.”




   





  -- Written by Jack Elias, author, Finding True Magic(http://www.findingtruemagic.com): Transpersonal Hypnosis & Hypnotherapy, on Amazon.com (http://www.amazon.com), August 2009




   





   





  “I was sorry to see this book, this wonderland, come to an end. … Read Mouches Volantes and enter a world of challenging, original spirituality and memorable, uncompromising characters.”




   





  -- Jerry Katz, Nonduality Blog, (http://nonduality.org), November 2009




   





   





  “Breaking Through combined with The Lessons of Don Juan is an apt description, but then it’s much, much more. … The characters are endearing and get inside your soul. The vivid descriptions of place and setting will make you feel that you are actually there in the European mountains. This is a warm, compassionate and enlightened work that brought tears to my eyes in the final chapter.”




   





  -- Brian Wallace, Author of „Labyrinth of Chaos“ and „Mind Transmissions, Inc.“, on Amazon.com (http://www.amazon.com), May 29 2009
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  Preface




  In ophthalmology, mouches volantes are free-floating particles in the eye’s vitreous which impair the eyesight of the person affected. The common English term for these is »eye floaters«.




  Such opacities of the vitreous can have different causes; in most cases they are age-related rather than pathological. In bright light conditions, the shadows of these particles are projected onto the light-sensitive retina and thus become visible to the viewer as small rings, dots and strands which appear to »fly« through the visual field, following the eyes’ motions. Eye floaters are widespread, in itself harmless and not effectively treatable with our current medical means.




  This explanation of mouches volantes makes sense to us, even if we are not ophthalmologists, because it refers to our everyday realm of experience accessible with our intellectual mind.




  When the eye floaters attracted my attention for the first time, however, it happened in an environment that was quite different from that in which our everyday experiences take place. In this way, I was confronted with a totally different interpretation of these dots and strands floating before my eyes.




  At this point in time, I had already learned the art of focused consciousness development from a person who lives in the remote solitude of the Emmental region in Switzerland. This man who calls himself Nestor, as well as my experiences in the vicinity of the headwaters of the Emme River, triggered a development within me which caused me to radically change my life habits and views of the world. In the course of this alternative way of living, my visual perception eventually changed as well: I began to see, and get to know, exactly these dots and strands. Ever since, the eye floaters are my object of study and concentration.




  In a world dominated by materialism and rationality it is totally understandable that this phenomenon is interpreted as »particles in the eye«. Nestor counters these paradigms with his own uncommon experiences – experiences resulting from seeing the mouches volantes. Seeing in this case does not mean the ordinary sensual perception but an immediate realization beyond all rational thought, brought about by ecstasy techniques and resulting in an insight into a deep consciousness of the origin of what we call, and take for granted as, »our world«. In this sense, the act of seeing is directly related to the mouches volantes.




  In this environment I tried to figure out whether there is more to the phenomenon of mouches volantes then just »particles in the eye« – in other words, whether it is possible to prove the main assertions in the teachings of the seer Nestor to be true: namely, that the eye floaters are the initial parts of a shining basic structure formed by our consciousness which organizes our everyday perception of objects in our field of vision, making them appear sensible; and that the mystical entering into one sphere of this structure will enable us human beings to maintain our consciousness beyond the point of physical death.




  The discrepancy between »particles in the eye« and »shining structure of consciousness« is considerable so that both explanations can exist side by side, at best, in our rational thinking but not in our feeling and acting. This is important because the act of seeing, which is supposed to bring about insights into the phenomenon of mouches volantes, is not just an intellectual exercise; rather, it requires an appropriate way of living. This novel is based on a true story and will give insights into the worldview and practice of that mystical way of living in which the notion of »particles in the eye« is, at best, a distraction from seeing, from directly seeing the shining structure of consciousness.




  

  Introduction




  The search for an old, no longer used piece of furniture which I intended to restore and sell led me to the upper midlands of the Bern region in Switzerland, that hilly landscape which connects the lowland with the Alps.




  There, in the most remote part of the Emmental, near the headwaters of the Emme River, I hoped to find such a piece of furniture, no matter if it were a small cupboard, a chest of drawers or a little table, like they often stand around unused in the attics and sheds of the scattered farms.




  As I drove up the valley on that Sunday, to the small remote village at the foot of the Hohgant mountain where I wanted to stop over and begin my search, the first thing I realized was that the land on both banks of the Emme River was unequally developed and populated. On the right side of the Emme, still »young« at this particular point, was the village, and the hillside had been cleared to make space for single farms and pasture farming.




  The sloping hillside on the other, the left side, however, was virtually uninhabited. Instead, large areas of woods indicated extensive forestry use; only sporadically, bright green spots with a timber structure in the center stood out from the dark green surroundings.




  In the village itself there wasn’t much to find: a bus stop, a hairdresser, a small shop, a sawmill, a school with a gym and a few farmhouses – all close together.




  One could literally smell that everyone around here knew everyone else. And when I met a villager of the elder generation on the street, I was immediately involved in a casual chat about all the world and his wife, after which I knew: in comparison to the lowland, the winter arrived here earlier, brought along more snow and lasted longer; and in the summer, Höiete, the Swiss term for haying, took place only twice. The people up here were not as spoiled as those on the broad valley floors who were able to harvest hay three or even four times a year.




  Some of the older inhabitants seemed to cherish the peace in this remote valley. The majority of residents, however, actively participated in the ongoing club life of the village, of which all the trophies, medals, carvings, tin cups, photos of proudly posing yodelers and choristers in the glass cabinets of the only pub in the village gave testimony. In the evening, I visited this pub and asked the guests on what farms I might be able to find a suitable piece of furniture which would conform to my ideas. This I did after I had canvassed the widely scattered farms in the vicinity of the village all day long, only to meet cautious reluctance and distrust. Either the people had no time or no piece of furniture they were willing to let go of, or they had neither one of these.




  The only visitors at this early evening time were sitting at a round table in the corner – four older gentlemen who had come together to play cards and exchange news. Contact was quickly established, my request swiftly explained. The gentlemen were glad to help me with their knowledge, but at first they only named farms I had already visited. This went on for quite a while until one of them came up with the idea that I should try my luck on the other side of the Emme. All four of them started laughing so that I had to inquire how serious they were with this particular tip.




  »Out there on the other side are only woods and stones and marshy meadows,« one of them said with a loud voice, dismissing my ideas and aspirations.




  »And goblins,« his neighbor joked, a man who was called »Hänsu« by everyone.




  The man who gave me the tip explained that there are indeed a few houses on the other side. »There are five properties,« he knew and took a big puff from his fat cigar. »But the people living there rarely show up. Those are townspeople who only spend a few weekends out here in the summer.«




  Another man whose face was visibly reddened vigorously threw down one of his playing cards and disagreed with the first man: according to him, he had seen these people in the village during the deepest winter months as well. He also knew that one of them was an artist who used to exhibit, every now and then, paintings and sculptures in this pub and others in the region.




  »Anyway, they own the entire land over there,« the man added who so far had said nothing. »But they don’t do anything with the land. They just leave it fallow.« He seemed uncertain with his words and, while speaking, looked over to the man with the reddened face. The latter took the bait and got all worked up about the fact that these people would not even clean their woods – which in turn caused all the other gentlemen to join in and rant about the disrespect and laziness of those people on the other side.




  »Guess they’re staring into the blue all day,« Hänsu called out, to the amusement of everyone present. In any case: at the end of this short discussion they all agreed on the fact that it was a cheibe Züüg, a nuisance with tourists of that kind, and Hänsu, reminded by the others that it was his turn, ordered four more glasses of beer.




   





  The next day I decided to drive over onto the other side of the Emme and to try my luck there. Perhaps I was encouraged by Hänsu’s remark that the people on the other side might leave their furniture in the same unused state as their land – which he didn’t mean serious of course. I crossed the Emme, and for a while I drove on a narrow, untarred road through thick fir woods. Eventually, the way led me to a smaller farmhouse which looked visibly different from the farms on the right side of the Emme: no open doors and gates were to be seen, no equipment was standing around, no orderly heaped-up dunghill could be smelt, no geraniums were gracing the windows – the property yielded an unusually empty and vacated impression. Instead, a large window pane, obviously built in some time after the house had been erected, extended nearly across the entire façade of the house facing the valley.




  I knocked on the door. No one opened. I peeked through the tinted window pane, but all I could see was a closet and a bed next to a tiled stove. Then I opened the door to the stable and looked around. There was no cattle inside, just a few bales of straw and a workbench with all kinds of tools covered with dust on it. A strangely familiar smell entered my nose – an aromatic scent like perfume.




  The moment I wanted to leave the stable, my eyes were caught by something dark which was concealed behind the bales of straw – the contours of an object which I couldn’t identify from the distance.




  Seized by an insatiable curiosity, I moved the bales towards the side and revealed something which struck me at first glance: it was actually an old piece of furniture in need of restoration. But it was so unusual that I had a difficult time to determine what exactly it was that I had there before me.




  The striking feature of this piece of furniture was that its upper part consisted of three steps with rounded edges. It reminded me of a stepped pyramid resting on four legs: from the bottom up, length and width of each step were shortened, whereas the height, in turn, increased; the uppermost part was the highest. Way over on the left side, a large sphere was prominently projecting out of the wood, giving this piece of furniture a striking asymmetry. Its back side was flat – a step pyramid longitudinally cut in half.




  So, according to its form it was most likely a secretaire: one could sit down in front of it and use the lowest part as writing surface. But there were no small doors or cabinets, no shelves for books in the upper parts, and the piece of furniture didn’t keep its width upwards, either. Instead, in each of the three parts of the secretaire two drawers were built in side by side – so it could have been a kind of commode as well. The strange thing, though, was that the handles of five drawers were missing. There were no signs, either, that these drawers ever had a handle attached to them in the past. Only the drawer way down on the right side had such a handle, but it couldn’t be pulled out. Same with the other drawers: they couldn’t be opened. My guess was that they simply jammed because they were warped due to old age.




  The secretaire was made of massive oak. And, aside from the delicate inlays and legs adorned with elaborate carvings which obviously were added later, it was made of one single piece of wood – the trunk of a gigantic oak tree. This was extremely rare, and I knew that this rarity could be sold at a high price. There was hardly any practical use to this piece of furniture, though: a commode with six drawers which became smaller and smaller on the way up, with only one drawer designed to be opened, did not really imply the intention to optimally utilize available stowing space. No, this piece of furniture was solely an object of art.




  The thick layers of dust and cobwebs indicated that the secretaire had been standing in this corner for quite a while. Put aside and then forgotten. But, as far as I could judge, it was still in a fairly good condition: here and there, some holes and scratches were visible; a few pieces of those prominent carvings on the two right side legs were broken off, the inlays were damaged in a few spots, the only drawer handle was rusty and had to be replaced. The whole thing was about a one-week job, perhaps ten days, I estimated.




  When I glided over the secretaire with my hands, I revealed the name of the former owner and a date under the dust and dirt covering the lowest right hand drawer, written in dark-yellow German type letters and surrounded by lavishly elaborate flower ornaments:




   





  Mari Egli 1888




   





  My heart started pounding. I was convinced that I had made the discovery of the century with this extraordinary piece of art. Absorbed in my thoughts, I walked towards the stable door, and only then did I see the man in the door frame which I suddenly stood right in front of. I was startled and cringed which in turn made the man laugh. In my embarrassing confusion I started to stutter out excuses for my intrusion.




  The man, however, didn’t seem to be interested in my explanations. Instead, he noticed that this particular piece of furniture might have a certain appeal to me. I confirmed this and hastened to enumerate the amenities of that beautiful secretaire – until I recalled the reason for my being there. Consequently, I also pointed out all the deficiencies and relativized my interest in the object so as to be able to beat down the price, in case we would arrive at a purchase agreement.




  The man was silent. For a moment, we looked each other over. He was of middle age, slim, but made a physically strong impression. The most striking features of his face were his pronounced nose, his full lips and his three-day beard.




  Black curly hair protruded from under his gray brown felt hat. The clothes he wore were different from the common collar shirts and woolen pullovers of the local inhabitants. He was wearing a white long-sleeved undershirt with a dark green, sleeveless jacket over it. His hands were hidden in the pockets of his white jeans.




  And the black rubber boots, stained with soil, indicated that the man sometimes moved around in marshy terrain.




  I introduced myself and told him that I’m living and studying in Bern. With a certain feeling of pride, I added that restoring and selling furniture would be a part-time occupation of mine. He replied that his name was Nestor.




  For a while we informally talked about furniture and its restoration. In the course of our conversation, it turned out that he was the owner of the house, and that he himself also was familiar with furniture restoration. He didn’t seem to know much about Mari Egli and the piece of art in his stable; it had already been there when he purchased and took over the house, he added.




  Finally I told Nestor that I would be interested in the secretaire. I deliberately did not mention anything about purchasing or paying, because I knew that people sometimes appreciate it when they can get rid of their rummage for free. Nestor, however, did not want to give the object away. He explained that Mari Egli’s secretaire belongs to this place and nowhere else. I tried to talk it over with him, but he was stubborn and didn’t want to change his mind. When I started to mention money and payment, he abruptly ended our conversation by wishing me a good evening and disappearing in his house.




   





  On this day I returned to the village with empty hands, but I decided to stay another night. I was confident that I could persuade Nestor to sell the secretaire, after all, because my impression was that he was not really interested in that piece of art, and that he simply tended to stick to his possessions – even if that was old useless rummage.




  So, on the following day I again drove up the left side of the Emme, to that piece of furniture that I wanted to have, by all means. Nestor, however, rebuffed me another time.




  »I don’t understand you,« I told him, »you could benefit from it.«




  »You really don’t seem to understand,« he replied. »This particular piece of furniture is not restored that easily. It requires a high degree of attention to handle it correctly. If you are missing that attention, this piece of furniture would rather cause more harm than benefit.«




  »I’ll take care not to damage it. I’m always alert and mindful,« I assured him. Nestor remained silent, and so I kept talking at him.




  »You don’t have to make a decision right away,« I finally said. »I can come back later, once you’ve made up your mind. I can wait, no problem.«




  Nestor looked at me inquiringly. »You can? How long can you wait, what do you think?«




  I shrugged; his question came as a surprise to me.




  »Well, let’s say till tonight?« My idea was that I would spend the intervening time down at the pub, getting a good meal and reading some papers.




  »That’s not much time.« Nestor shook his head, then he said it would be time for me to go.




   





  To me, Nestor’s attitude was somewhat provocative. I wanted to show him that I’d be able to wait for a longer period of time. So, a week later I returned to the Emmental and asked him once more to sell that secretaire. Nestor was, in my view, a smart wheeler dealer: he kept me in suspense so as to push up the price of the object. He could afford it because he had quickly realized how much I cared about that secretaire.




  Consequently, Nestor was not surprised at all when we met again. I tried to convince him with logical arguments, explaining that he’d no longer need that piece of furniture, anyway, that it would just rot in this place, that I could restore the secretaire to something valuable and useful, and that I would pay generously for it.




  And as I expected, he finally relented. We agreed on confirming the deal in writing. However, Nestor named two prerequisites that had to be fulfilled, no fail, before he would sell the secretaire. The first prerequisite was unusual and laborious: he insisted that the restoration be done here on his property. This meant that I would not be able to have the object at my disposal until the restoration would finally be completed. In addition, he demanded that no one else than I was supposed to work on it. I pointed out that it would be too expensive and time-consuming to me to drive from Bern into the Emmental every day, but Nestor offered me a room on the upper floor of his house where I could live for free as long as I would work on the restoration. To me, this was an inconvenience I readily accepted, knowing the secretaire would be mine once the restoration was finalized. Nestor’s second prerequisite, however, was not the least bit surprising to me: cash in advance.




  1




  A Recalcitrant Secretaire




  On the following Monday, I started with the restoration of Mari Egli’s secretaire. I assumed that I could restore it back to an impeccable and sellable condition within ten days – but that soon turned out to be impossible.




  To my chagrin, Nestor frequently intervened into my way of going about the restoration from the beginning, without me having asked him to do so. This was not only insulting, as he questioned my skills in this way, but also annoying because it mixed up my habitual work rhythm and delayed the outcome. When I tried to talk him out of his frequent interventions, he immediately reminded me of the terms and conditions of our purchase agreement: he, and only he, had the secretaire at his disposal until the restoration was completed. I had no choice than to yield to his terms. As an example, on the very first day already, he forbade me to use an electric sander. Nestor seemed to attach great importance to me restoring the piece of furniture »under my own steam«; he said any and all energy I invested into the secretaire had to be my own.




  The actual reason, however, why the restoration took longer than I expected was not Nestor’s frequent intervening but a phenomenon of a totally different nature: working on this particular piece of furniture seemed to have an adverse affect on my physical condition so that I was forced, time and again, to take longer breaks.




  On the first day, when I applied the lye solution to one side of the object to strip dirt and varnish off of it, a strange kind of tiredness overcame me. With each stroke of the brush, my arms became heavier, my movements slower. I was affected by some kind of drowsiness which I sometimes experienced after a rich meal or on a boring rainy Sunday afternoon. Too often, I had to leave the stable to stretch my legs or to sit down on the bench in front of the house. There I was searching for reasons which could explain my weak condition, and I blamed myself for the frequent slowdowns and interruptions which delayed the restoration. I was upset that I couldn’t strip the varnish off of the secretaire in one go: when the lye solution dried for too long, scraping it off was more laborious and took longer.




  Due to this persistently recurring drowsiness I needed all day to apply the white smeary liquid onto one side of the secretaire again and again, but I could scrape off only parts of it. And at night, when I wanted to retreat back to my room, I was annoyed by Nestor’s question, certainly well-intended, whether I had made any progress. Back in my room, I ate some of the food I had brought along with me and went to bed early.




  The next morning, Nestor was nowhere to be seen. Perhaps he had gone somewhere or he was still asleep. But actually it was quite alright with me that I was able to start my work without having to exchange trite banalities with him.




  In the stable I proceeded to apply varnish remover on the remainder of the side I had started with. Initial feelings of success made the drowsiness of the previous day seem to be an exceptional experience. But then, all of a sudden, scraping off the varnish with a spatula and fine steel wool caused a strange dispersal of my attention. My thoughts started to flow and carried me away farther and farther, just as if I was close to falling asleep. The moment this entered my consciousness I tried to resist it, tooth and nail, and forced myself once more into concentrating on the job to be done. But in the further course of my work, this unpleasant state of dispersal extended all over my body in a drastic way: my pulse quickened and caused me to breathe faster. My hands started trembling. Frightened, I ran out of the stable where the trembling ceased as soon as it had started. My breath came back to normal, my body started to relax.




  What had happened? This sudden uncontrollable state of my physical functions was alarming. Perhaps a dizzy spell or some sort of sudden qualm, I calmed myself down; after all, I rarely had a real breakfast in the morning. And as it was almost lunchtime anyway, I decided to get something to eat.




  After lunch I resumed my work. But I had hardly picked up the spatula again when the next wave of this strange uncontrollable state came over me: my body heated up and started to quiver and tremble. All hyper, I staggered outside and plunged into the grass. My breath went so fast as if I had run around for hours like a madman. For a while, I kept lying in the grass so as to catch my breath.




  I didn’t realize that Nestor was present until he bent over me. He was wearing a hat, and the leather bag hanging over his shoulder was filled with something. He raised his eyebrows and looked at me questioningly.




  I sat up straight, still trembling and nervous. I was embarrassed that he had found me lying in the grass the way I did. I told him that I didn’t feel particularly well. And as I was afraid that he might be alarmed at my strange behavior, I explained to him – with a confidence and conviction that was unusual for me – that everything was alright; I merely had suffered a dizzy spell, stuff like that happens.




  Nestor dropped his bag and crouched down beside me. He didn’t put up with my excuses; rather, he wanted to know exactly what had happened.




  »That was no dizzy spell,« he disagreed after I had reluctantly described the symptoms to him. »A dizzy spell manifests itself in a complete loss of strength. Then everything turns black before your eyes and you just collapse. But in your case it is rather that too much energy has flown through your body – more than it is able to stand.«




  »How can it be that too much energy is flowing through my body?« I asked surprised.




  He looked over to the stable thoughtfully. »Perhaps that secretaire is causing you some discomfort or qualms,« he replied and finally laughed.




  I couldn’t laugh about his joke but had to admit that he was right: these strange fear-instilling conditions did indeed show up only when I was busy restoring the secretaire. I got up, assured Nestor that it was nothing serious and went up to my room. There I laid down on the bed and searched for explanations for these strange fits and attacks; I thought I was able to recall similar conditions heralding a flu or other illnesses.




  Time went by, but the symptoms didn’t flare up anymore, and no fever broke out. I no longer suffered from any discomfort. In the evening I said goodbye to Nestor and drove home, just to be on the safe side.




  In the week following these events, I was well and in good health. So I decided to drive out to Nestor on the weekend to resume the restoration. But the disillusion was sobering: I had hardly started to apply the lye solution onto the side of the secretaire when the exact same symptoms showed up again and kept me from scraping off the white mass. And again, it started with an impairment of my ability to concentrate, followed by the quickened pulse, the faster breathing, the heat within my body and the trembling – all this was so intense again that I didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of continuing my work. For a while I tried to defy the physical signs, but a sudden piercing pain in my abdomen almost took my breath away and drove me out of the stable, writhing.




  I tried to grasp the phenomenon: perhaps it had to do with some form of electromagnetic radiation. Maybe there was some kind of electronic device somewhere in the stable which was the cause of my physical and mental complaints; some apparatus emanating some sort of radiation, perhaps strong electromagnetic waves, to which I reacted with allergic-like symptoms. I searched through the entire stable two, three times, but I couldn’t find anything. To be sure for real, I wanted to take the secretaire outside, but I realized that merely trying to move this piece of furniture caused my body functions to go on strike again. And my suspicion that this particular electronic device could possibly be found in the secretaire itself could not be confirmed. Because, all the drawers jammed and could not be opened, as I already had found out. I abstained from taking violent measures in order to open them; too strong was my fear of damaging this rare piece of art which might have reduced or even wiped out its value. But this notion of an electronic device installed in a piece of furniture which generated intense waves or vibrations, strongly perceptible to me, had captured me – only to be confirmed every time when my body was coming up against its limits.




  I spent the rest of the day trying to get to the bottom of these strange physical sensations. I resisted the notion, though, that the symptoms were caused by my restoration work on the secretaire. To disprove this, I tried all possible and conceivable things in sort of an insane game: did the sensations really show up every time I was working on the object? Did it play a role what part of the secretaire I was working on? How fast I was moving to go about the restoration? Or what tools I was using?




  After a number of attempts I couldn’t deny any longer that my body reacted adversely to each new activity of mine on the secretaire. Merely touching it didn’t cause any sensation. But as soon as I exerted some slight pressure on the surface by moving the brush or the spatula, a queasy feeling took possession of me which quickly escalated to become uncontrollable. So was it possible at all that some device, hidden in the object, could cause these strange phenomena? Perhaps that device emanated its radiation in periodic intervals?




  I couldn’t find any peace of mind until I knew exactly how far I could go: so I moved the secretaire in a series of little steps, covered it with plastic wraps, attached the brush to a long stick to be able to apply the lye solution from a longer distance, tried to scrape off, time and again, the dried substance with different tools – none of it helped.




  At the end of this evening, I had to admit that the restoration work on Mari Egli’s secretaire was so exhausting that it was virtually impossible to continue the job. My only explanation for this curious phenomenon was that certain rays or vibrations caused this particular effect, even if that raised new questions for which I couldn’t come up with an answer: was it possible at all that some kind of vibration or radiation could have such an immediate and drastic effect on a human being? If so, was it possible to house a device with this energy output in such a small space like that of my secretaire? And how in the world did a device with that power fit into a piece of furniture aged more than 100 years, the drawers of which just couldn’t be opened?




  The Perfect Restoration




  On the next day, I tried my luck on the secretaire again, but the result was the same. The rest of the morning I sat in the stable, perplexed and helpless. I saw no other way out than to ask Nestor if I could take the secretaire along with me, home to my place. My idea was: once I had it at home with me, it would be child’s play to find out whether, and if so, how the object caused effects in other people. All I’d have to do was ask a friend to give me a helping hand with the restoration work.




  Of course I hadn’t forgotten the written agreement between Nestor and me: the restoration had to take place on his premises exclusively. But I was confident that I would eventually be able to convince him, all the more because there was no cogent reason for his request – except perhaps that, as a former restorer, he wanted to take a look over my shoulder to play a part in the job by giving me hints and tips, but at the same time voicing his requests and assuming a certain air of importance. The upcoming lunchtime seemed a favorable occasion for me to discuss it with him.




  Nestor had cooked some potatoes for us. He poured them onto a quartz glass plate, chopped them up coarsely, seasoned them and spread some diced cheese and herbs over them. I myself wanted to contribute some cold meat to our lunch, but Nestor informed me with a derogatory comment on the consumption of meat that he was one of those more stubborn vegetarians. So for a while we were engaged in a discussion over the consumption of meat, in the course of which he did not deviate a fraction of an inch from his position, namely that the consumption of meat was a big error in our society, and that human beings on a higher awareness level had canceled meat from their diet. And although this was not the first discussion I had on the subject – believing I had steeled myself against all possible arguments of vegetarians – he somehow managed to instill a bad conscience in me. So at the end of our lunch I decided to postpone the discussion about taking the secretaire home with me until the evening.




  When I had finished lunch, Nestor unexpectedly asked me about the progress of my restoration work.




  »So-so,« I said halfheartedly.




  »What do you mean: so-so?«




  »I need longer than I had expected.«




  »Then Mari Egli’s secretaire is causing you some trouble,« he concluded.




  I hesitated before answering. The straightforward way with which he voiced his words prompted me to seriously consider the possibility that he knew exactly what my problem was – either he was familiar with the phenomenon or he was the one who caused the trouble all along.




  »I’m just not used to these particular surroundings,« I lied.




  Nestor looked at me penetratingly. »So you want to take the secretaire along with you,« he concluded quite correctly.




  I told him that I just couldn’t concentrate on the job in this place, adding as possible reasons the cooler temperature and the more humid climate conditions. »At home, I’d be able to work faster,« I tried to make him believe.




  »So it’s supposed to go fast, « he soberly stated.




  »I don’t want to spend the rest of my life with this particular restoration,« I justified myself. Nestor smiled and scraped off the last remnants of food from the plate.




  »Can I take the secretaire home with me?« I finally asked.




  »Forget it.« He looked at me as if I had illegally trespassed holy ground. With his adamant voice and admonishing look, he stripped me of any hope that I might be able to convince him.




  »We have an agreement, don’t you remember?« he added. »Once the restoration of the secretaire is completed, you can do with it whatever you like.«




  »Why is it so important to you that the restoration takes place here?« I asked him after a while.




  Nestor didn’t answer, and at that moment I believed to know intuitively why he was refusing to leave the secretaire at my disposal: for sure he was a lonely man; perhaps he had withdrawn into this remote solitude because life and his experiences with people had been just too disappointing for him. Understandably though, he was longing for company. And that was the reason why he had chosen these particular terms and conditions for the sale of the secretaire, because I would be forced to visit him in regular intervals. He was smart and cunning.




  Of course, I didn’t tell him all this directly; I just implied that I would still come around and visit him, even when the secretaire was over in my place.




  »So gsehsch uus – a likely story!« he answered, put his plate aside and leaned relaxed against the wall. But then he seemed to think it over.




  »Do you think,« he asked, »that you can load the secretaire into your car at all?«




  »If you help me lift it – why not?« I asked back, ignoring the thought that virtually every contact with the object caused my body to shiver and tremble. I had to keep a straight face now and not show any weakness – not right now, the very moment he started to give in.




  »Well all right,« he relented. His sudden change of mind made me a little suspicious, but I believed he realized that his demands were no longer tenable. As a gesture of friendship, I offered him some chocolate, but he refused to accept it.




  We went over to the stable were Nestor took a look at the secretaire. With his hand, he glided over the dried and partially scraped off lye solution.




  »That looks like a battlefield,« he remarked.




  »Not for much longer,« I replied with regained self-confidence.




  I drove the car under the roof of the stable, as close to the door as possible. Together, we lifted the secretaire and started to move it towards the door slowly. The car was right nearby, just a short distance, and I was confident we would make it. But after taking the first few steps, all my confidence vanished: an ominous feeling of fullness spread throughout my abdomen. It was a feeling of pressure which quickly intensified so that I was not able to take a deeper breath.




  I continued to keep a straight face, as best as I could. My eyes were fixed on the surface of the secretaire, and I tried not to feel anything but rather just to »function« so as to get the job done. My feet became heavy like lead, but still I went on: another step, and my body turned hot; one more step, and my arms and legs started to tremble; and yet another step, and my strength finally seemed to leave my body altogether.




  »It’s enough.«




  As if speaking from a far distance, Nestor’s voice penetrated the mist of my illusions and banished my delusory idea of being unsusceptible to these strange phenomena. For a moment, I didn’t know whether his command was directed towards me or the secretaire. In any case, his words made me give up my fixed stare onto the object. It was like a release, but his words made me realize that I also had to admit my defeat. We carefully put down the secretaire – and I was close to fainting.




  Trying to catch my breath, I sat down on the ground. Thoughts rushed through my head like crazy. It was upsetting to me that he had to intervene the way he did; I felt like a little child that needs to be shown its limits because it is yet unable to determine how far it can go before overstraining itself.




  »Did you feel that, too?« I gasped.




  Nestor wanted to know what particular physical inconveniences I was experiencing, then he answered that he had felt nothing of the sort. I asked him once more and tried to get him to speak up. I just couldn’t imagine that he hadn’t experienced the same strange symptoms I felt. Nestor, however, answered that he didn’t have a problem at all with a small piece of wooden furniture like this one, and that he was far from having his legs turn to jelly over it.




  »The way it looks, you lose to the secretaire,« he said and sat down on one of the bales of straw. »This particular object demands quite a bit of you – more than you are used to invest in an ordinary restoration job, and more than you are able to give in your current condition. That creates the conflict you experience. Your skills do not suffice for the restoration of this particular secretaire.«




  »Nonsense, this has nothing whatsoever to do with my skills as a restorer,« I answered angrily, surprised by his naivety. With all my patience, I tried to get across to him that I was indeed capable of working with wood and restoring old pieces of furniture. If I failed on this one, it had nothing to do with me and my skills. In this context, I also voiced my suspicion that there must be some kind of electronic device inside the secretaire which impaired my physical functions.




  »An electronic device in a piece of furniture from the 19th century?« Nestor shook his head in disbelief.




  »Someone must have installed it somewhere inside.«




  He looked at me skeptically. »And you think I have actually placed something like that inside this secretaire?«




  I kept silent.




  »Forget it. Instead of cooking up conspiracy theories, you had better make up your mind how to deal with that pressure the secretaire is generating within you.«




  »Pressure? How can a piece of furniture generate pressure within me? That’s impossible,« I replied, slightly desperate.




  Nestor laughed, and his laughing made me angry. This was the beginning of a longer discussion between us. I blamed him for having known all about it, and in my raging anger I even accused him of having committed the crime of physical injury. I tried to get him to confess that he had somehow manipulated the secretaire – or at least, that it was a certain force independent from me which had an impact on me from outside my body, barring me from continuing my work. Nestor, however, kept asserting that my potential success in the restoration was a question of my own energy level with which I could withstand that particular pressure. It was obvious that we had our wires crossed. But I was suspicious that he was deliberately beating around the bush.




  Right in the middle of our dispute, I realized that I was arguing with him. I did this as a matter of fact, as if I had known him for a long time already. I fell silent immediately – it was embarrassing to me.




  »I just don’t understand what’s happening,« I said, after calming down again. »If you know anything about it, Nestor, then please tell me.«




  Nestor looked at me serenely. »Basically we are being confronted with ourselves all the time,« he started philosophizing. »But because we don’t realize that, we tend to make differences. It’s for this reason alone that certain objects or people exert more influence on us than others, consciously or unconsciously. So if you look at a beautiful piece of art, it can cause certain feelings in you. Or when you have your favorite dish in front of you and you smell how good it will taste, then quite a few happy hormones will be released, and your mouth begins to water. In the same way, looking at an attractive human being can trigger feelings of joy and happiness in your body.«




  »It’s not about releasing feelings of happiness. This object makes me gasp for air, and I can’t hold my hands still any longer,« I stated with a dry voice.




  »That’s what can also happen to you when you look at a beautiful being,« Nestor said and grinned. But then he admitted that Mari Egli’s secretaire was indeed quite extraordinary – the way it obviously had an impact on me spoke for itself.




  I was fed up listening to him. Obviously, Nestor wasn’t willing to help me. And somehow he was able to hold his point of view – that I myself caused these extreme physical conditions – with more conviction than I was able to hold my viewpoint. Annoyed and upset, I left the stable and spent the time until the evening in my room where I tried to find reasonable answers to what had happened.




  In the evening I once more talked to Nestor about the recent events. He sat on his bed next to the oven and looked out the large window, as if mesmerized. The evening had set in, and across the valley a beautiful romantic atmosphere had spread. The setting sun made everything glow: sky, mountains and hills.




  I informed Nestor that I had no use for a piece of furniture which I neither could restore nor transport. I thus demanded back the 600 Swiss Francs I had paid him for the secretaire.




  Nestor complained in a tone of voice which I couldn’t really take serious: he lamented that, given these business terms and conditions, he would never get anywhere. I wasn’t in the mood for jokes and repeated my request.




  »You’re giving up too soon,« he replied with a smooth voice. »There is, despite everything, a possible way to restore Mari Egli’s secretaire.« For a moment, he wrapped himself in a mysterious silence and kept looking out the window. Then he started talking about an approach that would enable me to learn the trade in such a way that I knew my craft and became a complete master at it. In the course of this, I learned to focus all of my attention on the secretaire and thus were able to cope with the pressure of the object. Nestor emphasized several times that I had to perform this perfect restoration in order to be successful in my endeavors.




  I shrugged. Of course I firmly believed that each and every restoration I had ever done on a piece of furniture up to that point had been complete and perfect.




  »That’s not the same,« Nestor replied. »The perfect restoration isn’t just about stripping varnish, sanding surfaces and replacing broken parts. Rather, it demands the highest degree of attention of you in everything you do.«




  »I’m always alert and watchful when I’m working on the secretaire.«




  »Not alert and watchful enough,« he countered. Now he turned towards me and looked at me penetratingly. »If you were, then you would realize how this pressure that you can feel comes about. And then you would approach the secretaire in a different way.«




  »How does the pressure come about?«




  »You impose your expectations and ideas on the object. With that approach, you’re trying to see this piece of furniture as something which it is not. This is what you always do, with all objects, and with people as well. Mari Egli’s secretaire, however, is like a mirror: it reflects the energy of your ideas and concepts directly back to you.




  The crucial question is: what exactly do you impose on the object; what kind of ›input‹ is it? As soon as you realize this and change your approach, what will reflect back to you will change as well. In this sense, the ›perfect restoration‹ means that you engage in a serious and thorough exchange between you and this object.«




  I was dismayed. What Nestor was telling me was sheer nonsense, some kind of weekend esotericism, at best. According to his words, the »perfect restoration« would turn me into one of those »love and light« characters who were mostly concerned with sending out their »positive energies« into the world so as to prevent wars and other catastrophes.




  »This is my offer to you,« Nestor went on, noting my irritated silence. »Everything else you’ll have to find out for yourself.«




  »And what exactly is this perfect restoration about?«




  »It is a totally different way of approaching the piece of furniture when restoring it,« he answered. »This is all you have to know for now.«




  This prospect caused a certain reluctance and antagonism within me. After all, I wanted to restore and sell a piece of furniture – and not spend an eternity with a new and, on top, esoteric method of restoration.




  I dared to make an advance: »How about if you restored the secretaire? I’ll provide you with all my tools and take care of the sale afterwards. We share the proceeds 50% for me, 50% for you, what do you think? That would be much easier for both of us.«




  Nestor kept silent for a while, and I believed he was thinking my proposal over carefully. But then he reminded me that it was my secretaire, and I had to restore it all by myself.




  »Instead of wasting thoughts about how much money you will be able to make with the secretaire, you should begin to work on the perfect restoration. If you focus your full attention on the object exclusively, you’ll be able to restore it.«




  I was suspicious. Once again, I had to think of the possibility that Nestor had installed some kind of electronic device in the secretaire. The notion crossed my mind that the next thing he would do was to sell me a course teaching an allegedly safe method of restoration which would bear fruit for sure – precisely the moment he turned off that device.




  »How did you get to know about this perfect restoration?« I asked him skeptically.




  »I’ve learned the trade.«




  »Did you just learn the method, or did you develop it yourself?«




  Nestor wasn’t willing to talk about it. He said that this particular knowledge wasn’t helpful in getting the perfect restoration done.




  I asked him how much he would charge if he taught me the perfect restoration. I was in an awkward position because I had no idea at all how much such a course would usually cost. But all that Nestor replied was that there’s always work to do around his house. I was uncertain. When I told him that I would drive home first of all and think it over, he just smiled.




  »Come back soon,« he prompted me. »We have already started with the perfect restoration.«




  Dissolving the Small World in the Picture




  Actually I didn’t have a choice. Neither was I able to restore this particular piece of furniture, nor could I transport it or do anything else with it as long as it wasn’t my property. And, according to the terms and conditions of our contract, the secretaire was not my property until the restoration was completed. There was no doubt on my part that Nestor was behind all this, and that he himself had »engineered« the whole thing. He left me with only two choices: to forget the whole thing or to accept his approach, the perfect restoration. Despite all my reservations about Nestor and his behavior, I decided to at least give his method a try: after all, 600 Swiss Francs was quite a bit of money which I couldn’t afford to waste in a careless manner.




  On the next weekend, I obtained a first impression of what Nestor called the »perfect restoration«. And what he showed me already on the first day with a piece of wood was remarkable: he was extremely adept at using tools effectively. His motions differed from mine; they were stronger but at the same time more economical in terms of effort, and more targeted. Saw, file and sandpaper – Nestor held them all loosely in his hands, and yet he controlled them with a high degree of precision. In the afternoon of the same day, I tried out the new techniques, but I had a harder time than I expected, to saw, file and sand like Nestor.




  At dinner time I expressed my respect for his craftsmanship and my confidence that Mari Egli’s secretaire could be restored swiftly, applying these particular techniques.




  »It’s not just about technique,« Nestor replied to my surprise. »The work on the object is but a small part of the perfect restoration. Much more important is with how much attention and presence you can get the work done. Your motions will change as soon as you yourself change.«




  »Change myself? So you really believe that this trembling and throbbing will cease once I’ll change myself?«




  »Yes.«




  »And how should I go about changing myself, according to you?«




  »You should stop to always ›make the most‹ of those things you’re dealing with. And you should become a little bit more generous,« he answered. I laughed because Nestor’s words seemed just like idle talk to me. He laughed as well.




  »So you want me to turn into another Santa Claus?« I asked.




  »No,« he replied, »it won’t be enough to be Santa Claus in order to restore this piece of furniture.«




  On the next day, Nestor wanted to take me along into the woods to look for burl wood which could be used to build a miniature chair from it. After breakfast, he took care of doing the dishes. In my oppressive idleness, I offered to help him dry them, but he dismissed it. At first I believed he just did so out of hospitality, but when I asked him about it he knitted his brows. There was no need to dry the dishes, he said, as they would dry by themselves – naturally.




  When Nestor was done we left the house and followed the road further up the hill. Soon it ended in front of a creek ditch where we climbed up the hill and wandered through thick fir woods. Nestor, quite obviously a well-trained hiker, went ahead at a fast pace. And while speedily walking along, he talked to me effortlessly, directing my attention to this or that peculiarity along the way: a strange mushroom, beautiful rock formations, a deer – and I was gasping while acknowledging him.




  I was surprised about the many things Nestor saw out in nature, all the little details that caught his eye. Next to him, I felt like someone who was walking through life with his eyes closed. On the other hand, my impression was that Nestor tended to exaggerate. In any case, it seemed incomprehensible to me why certain things could fill him with such enthusiasm. When I asked him about it, he replied that the perception of the picture depended on our strength or energy. Once we developed strength or energy within ourselves, he said, it would help us to better recognize and appreciate the beauty of nature around us.




  We had been hiking for about an hour and found a few nice wave-shaped pieces of burl wood when we arrived at a hillside place clear of trees. We sat down in a sunny place on the edge of the woods. Nestor took off his hat, unpacked several files, a few sheets of sandpaper and a crosscut saw and asked me to carve a small seat out of the wood. He himself took a piece of wood as well, showed me once more the important points to watch for, and we began working.




  To me, the whole thing was a more or less a »necessary evil«. I would have preferred to undertake the perfect restoration directly on the secretaire. So I sawed, filed and ground away on this piece of wood in a hurry until it eventually looked like a small chair. When I asked Nestor about his opinion, he rebuffed me: he said that I could work out the details much more, and that the chair was still be too asymmetric and much too crude.




  Impatiently, I continued my work, filing off some wood here and there, and showed him the whole thing again. This time he became upset. He showed me every single flaw on my work and even implied that I had deliberately overlooked these.




  »I know that you can take great pains in your work,« Nestor said as if he knew me for years already. »But this particular piece of burl wood doesn’t seem to be worth the trouble to you.«




  I wanted to justify myself and make him believe that, after all, I was not as adept at this as he was. And that this particular piece of wood was just a practice object anyway. But Nestor didn’t accept my objections.




  »See, this is exactly where your problem lies,« he started. »You have certain preconceived ideas of what is valuable and what isn’t. But in this way, your judgment of the things in the picture is mistaken. You want to restore Mari Egli’s secretaire because it is valuable; the burl wood here right in front of you, on the other hand, does not have any value to you. This particular attitude, or shall I say mindset – overestimating the value of certain objects and expressing contempt for others – is what affects you so drastically whenever you work on the secretaire.«




  I couldn’t believe my ears: Nestor took a small, trivial piece of wood as a cause to criticize my general behavior. Before I was able to reply something, he continued and said that all these preconceived ideas represented my own »small world«, and that I brought this small world into the picture. Consequently, all that I was able to get out of the picture in terms of experiences and perceptions were »valuable« things on the one hand, and »worthless« ones on the other.




  »I’m having a hard time understanding your language, Nestor. What do you mean with the ›picture‹?«




  »That’s the picture,« he answered and pointed towards the environment around us. »The ›picture‹ is what we can perceive at any given moment. In this case, it’s the hills, the woods and the mountains.«




  »So you mean our world?«




  »No, not the entire world. Just our field of vision, the things we can see right now. I call it the picture.«




  I was joking that this particular comparison was a little flawed because pictures – I thought of paintings or photographs, of course – were pretty flat, two-dimensional, after all, and not in motion. Nestor replied that the comparison with a photograph was quite appropriate indeed. He asserted that, at every single moment, our picture was quite flat as well and not in motion.




  I asked him how he arrived at such a notion. He didn’t answer directly but told me that I’d have to learn to see for myself what the picture actually is.




  »You cannot see what your picture is, after all. Because what you see right now is a ›decorated‹ or ›adorned‹ picture. You are adorning your picture with your own beliefs, ideas and thoughts. So you’re decorating it with your small world – and thus you alter it continuously.«




  Nestor instructed me to take a look at the hills in the distance. He explained that what I was seeing was just a pure unadulterated picture – at first. But the next moment, and without me being aware of it, I imposed my thoughts, ideas and wishes on the picture.




  »You’re putting your small world into the picture,« he stated, »by judging it, interpreting it and thinking about how it should be. You’re comparing it with ideal pictures of beautiful places and events in your memory of the past. That’s what I mean when I say that you’re putting the world, your own small world, into the picture. In that way, you’re turning the picture into the world – but basically, all there is, is the picture.«




  Nestor laughed when he saw the question mark written on my face. I told him that all he did with his words was just confuse me.




  He took this as an invitation to express himself more precisely and comprehensibly. One’s own small world, he explained patiently, consisted of all our beliefs and ideas, of all our knowledge of the world we had acquired. He talked about the knowledge of all the achievements of the human race, of planet Earth in its entirety, of the oceans, the continents, the countries with their political and cultural borders, and of the people with their different opinions, viewpoints and problems. Our knowledge of the world, according to him, was based upon recollections of what we have seen, heard and felt in the past. But most of our knowledge was not something that we had actually experienced in practice but rather learned in theory. Therefore, the small world was not even our own world but one which has been taught to us, and which we eventually adopted.




  »The whole thing is a vicious circle,« he went on. »The picture which you alter with your small world is affecting you in turn again. It reconditions your ideas and beliefs of hill and dale, undulating landscapes and of beauty as such. And you in turn put this newly conditioned, readjusted small world back into the picture.«




  I shrugged my shoulders and replied:




  »That’s normal, after all; everybody’s doing it. Everyone has his or her own way of interpreting what he or she is seeing or perceiving in general.«




  »Yes, right. The point is, though: we’re not able to see what the picture basically is, how it is constructed or what its cause might be – all because we’re imposing our small world with all its beliefs and concepts on the picture.«




  Slowly I became impatient. I would have rather talked about restoration techniques than about the human incapability of recognizing the world as for what it really is.




  »What does this have to do with Mari Egli’s secretaire and the perfect restoration?« I asked him.




  »If you want to perform the perfect restoration,« he said with some seriousness in his voice now, »then you’ll have to learn to dissolve your small world in the picture.«




  I scrutinized Nestor’s face, but there was absolutely nothing I could read off of it which would have dispelled my uncertainty: the earnestness in his words, as well as his facial expression, convinced me that he really meant what he said; but what he said caused me to seriously doubt this earnestness.




  »Dissolving the small world in the picture – doesn’t sound too difficult, after all,« I wisecracked, still helpless. He grinned.




  »Dissolving the small world in the picture means, first of all, that you don’t put your attention on anything else but the picture itself. If you take a look at your picture right now, it certainly is filled with your small world. Nevertheless, concentrating on the picture is the only way to find out what it is. For example, you can begin by putting your full attention on your carving the burl wood while carving it – and on nothing else whatsoever.«




  »But that’s what I’m already doing.«




  »No, you’re not, not at all. In your head you are haunted by thoughts circling around Mari Egli’s secretaire which you wanted to restore and sell a long time ago. In this way, you’re constantly reconditioning your small world in the picture.«




  I didn’t know what to answer.




  »You’ll have to be aware of all this when you’re working on Mari Egli’s secretaire,« he went on. »For the work on this particular piece of furniture is a situation which does not allow for your habitual thinking and acting. The secretaire is reflecting your small world back onto yourself – in your case with such intensity that you’re shivering, shuddering and trembling.«




  For a while we remained silent. Nestor was indeed a strange person, just like that piece of furniture in his stable. For a second, the silly notion crossed my mind that both of them were »carved from the same wood«.




  »How did you get to know all these things?« I finally asked.




  He said he knew a lot about the picture because he had managed to dissolve his own small world in it. And he took the opportunity to remind me once more that I had to do the same thing if I wanted to perform the perfect restoration.




  »The picture is real, for it is there right this instant,« he argued. »The small world, on the other hand, is elusive and ephemeral, just like warm air. It is constantly changing, and it goes far beyond that which we can perceive at the moment.«




  »So to you, all of reality is restricted to what you can perceive this instant?« I summarized what he said, expressing my disbelief with my tone of voice.




  »Exactly. Reality is always what I see right at this moment.«




  I had to laugh involuntarily. My initial suspicion was confirmed: Nestor was an armchair philosopher. I reckoned he had read some classic epistemology works, and now he believed he was in the know about God, the world and everything in it. With pleasure I explained to him that he had contradicted himself: on the one hand, he asserted that we, as human beings, didn’t have access to reality because our perception was dimmed by the »small world«; and on the other hand he now argued that reality was that which we can perceive at this moment – the unreal small world.




  Nestor thought this over for a while and then replied that both was correct. »The more you succeed in being in the place you’re looking at,« he pointed out, »the more you dissolve the small world in the picture – and the more you will find that reality only consists of that which you can perceive at each given instant. He went on: »Interestingly, the word ›perceive‹ itself already contains that message: perceive, to take and inspect something thoroughly, and thus to recognize the truth or essence of it. Actually you can only perceive and take the truth out of the picture because, ultimately, there’s nothing ›false‹ in it that you might be able to see. The truth of the picture becomes more prominent, though, the more your small world disappears out of the picture. Performing the perfect restoration therefore means to have the piece of furniture become more truthful and authentic.«




  »I think that secretaire is already true and authentic enough to me,« I objected.




  »No. To you, Mari Egli’s secretaire is a wooden object full of wishes and dreams,« he dissented. »It is a part of your small world. Your small world, however, places restrictions on your consciousness and your body – so that you can’t cope with this extraordinary situation requiring so much strength and stamina.«




  »But that’s exactly what I don’t understand yet: how can it be,« I asked, »that an ordinary piece of furniture can exert such an influence on me? I mean, isn’t that dangerous? Where’s the borderline? The pressure could become even stronger, after all, and kill me at some point.«




  »Then you had better watch out,« he replied. »You see, in the final analysis it’s not the secretaire doing this. That’s what I’ve been trying to explain to you all along: it’s all about you and yourself – all that’s reflecting back on you is the small world you put into the picture.«




  Seeing the Picture as a Whole




  After breakfast on the next day, I wanted to take over washing the dishes before Nestor would, as he had done the day before. Nestor however answered that it wasn’t necessary to do the dishes every day as there were enough cups, plates and everything for two or three days. I replied in a playful way that he might not object to me doing the dishes after all, would he?




  »To me, it doesn’t play any significant role,« he answered, »but to you it does. The perfect restoration is not only a mind game but a very practical thing. It embraces your daily life as well. And it’s always about not dispersing and wasting your energy. In other words: the perfect restoration means acting properly in the right place at the right time. So, in all matters and concerns you should carefully ponder about the time, on the one hand, when you have to act, and on the other hand, when the time has not yet come to do so. In this way, each dish washing turns into a ›complete‹ dishwashing.«




  He laughed about his remark, but I couldn’t really share his humor. Even if what he said was certainly meant to be an encouragement, it still resulted in me feeling inhibited and self-conscious. Nestor’s world was completely different from mine, not familiar to me. And even though I wasn’t really interested in his way of living, he behaved in a way as if I had to deal with it in a serious manner – just to restore a secretaire.




  The rest of the morning I spent alone, working on my wooden chair. I realized with how much endeavor and engagement I worked on the job, trying my best to arrive at a perfect result. I didn’t want Nestor to find anything on the chair which he still could criticize. Around lunchtime I packed up my belongings. Then, before I drove back to Bern, I showed him the chair.




  He looked it over carefully. »Looks much better than yesterday,« he stated. »You’ve done a good job – even if it wasn’t for the purpose of the chair itself.«




  His insinuation made me assume a defensive attitude at once. »Isn’t it irrelevant, really, why someone tries hard at whatever he or she does? Bottom line is, the result is satisfactory, isn’t it?« I argued.




  »By no means is it irrelevant whether you act out of, for instance, joy or out of a sense of duty,« he answered. »You must know what exactly your motivations are, because they are part of your small world and therefore important when it comes to performing the perfect restoration. But as soon as you’re able to dissolve your small world in the picture, then your motivation behind doing all the things you do is neither joy nor a sense of duty or even fear – you just do them for the sake of doing them. And it’s not until then that true pleasure and joy begin to show up.«




  I moaned and told him that his idea of dissolving the small world in the picture was an illusory one: because, the way I had understood Nestor it meant not to think about anything any longer – something I didn’t consider desirable or possible.




  »Basically it’s not just about thoughts and ideas,« he answered. »Your deepest feelings, mostly unconscious, also belong to your small world. They express themselves in your fixed convictions and preconceived ideas about how the world is set up and how it should be. Views of that nature have consolidated themselves since your earliest childhood. Of course you can’t shake this off just like that, as if it were dust on a jacket sleeve. And because these feelings and fixed convictions are part of your small world, you cannot dissolve this small world simply by engaging in certain thoughts and ideas.«




  Nestor explained once more that the dissolution of the small world in the picture can only be achieved by concentrating on the picture – a form of focused concentration which leaves all feelings and thoughts behind. In everyday life this means that we pay full and unrestricted attention to the things we are doing at any given instant. Aside from that, however, there was a more direct way, according to him, to concentrate on the picture: by seeing.




  Nestor began talking about seeing the picture, but what he told me didn’t make any sense to me at first. Slowly it dawned on me that he aimed at something very specific when he talked about »seeing the picture«: it was more than merely looking at that which was located in our immediate field of vision. To Nestor, »seeing« was a way of focused inspection, close to scrutiny.




  »You have to see the picture,« he said. »You have to see it as a whole, because it’s not until then that your small world will be dissolved.«




  »What do you mean by seeing the picture as a whole?«




  »I mean seeing the picture as one single unit, as one entity, after all.«




  I accused him of teasing me. To me, it was obvious that this was ultimately impossible. Because, I argued, who was able to see the picture as one single unit when it actually consisted of many objects and details?




  Nestor replied this was a matter of perception, after all, and that the quality of perception was something a human being can work on in a very targeted and conscious manner.




  »At this time, the picture consists of many different parts in your view,« he explained. »That’s because you’re always directing your attention to these parts, keeping them separate from each other. It is your small world that creates the differences in the picture. But as soon as you succeed in seeing the picture as a whole, there are no more differences. Then you have dissolved your small world in the picture.«




  Nestor explained that perceiving the details in the picture was correct and necessary when it came to surviving in this world. But in order to perform the perfect restoration, it was just as important to be able to see the picture as a whole. He suggested I should try it right away. I was skeptical but at the same time curious about what would happen next. I agreed and we sat down on the bench in front of the house.




  The day was sunny, with only a few clouds in the sky, and we had a clear view down the valley and across to the range of hills on other side, majestically towered by the Hohgant.




  Nestor glanced over the landscape. He told me to focus my eyes on one of the Alpine huts or stables at the foothills of the Hohgant. »Just take your time,« he added jokingly, »after all, there is a wide range of choices. «




  The small wooden huts and stables on the other side were spread evenly across the brighter green of the pastures which were divided into single segments by the dark green of the firs lined up along the ditches. My eyes focused on a hut which was located higher up the foothills. There was no road leading to it, so I assumed it was a stable.




  Nestor instructed me to look at this particular stable and to observe what I could see. I focused my eyes on the stable. It was so far away and so small that I could hardly recognize any details. I could distinguish between roof and walls; otherwise, it was just a brown spot against a green background.




  The immediate surroundings seemed quite peaceful, but the stable itself looked vacated. I was thinking about whether it was still used at all. Then I tried to estimate the age of the stable – something which was a little problematic, of course, over this long distance. I supposed it was very old, because I knew that there were wooden buildings in this region aged 200 years or even older. To me, it was fascinating that I had the chance to touch an object with my hands which had been touched by other people as well long before I had. Buildings like that, I knew, had quite a few stories to tell – if they could speak. Because they couldn’t, we had to retrieve their stories with the help of scientific analyses.




  Then I slowly became aware of the silence, or at least some sort of silence. Because the ever-constant rush of a creek in our vicinity, the whistling of birds and the weak drone of agricultural machines in the far distance – all this wasn’t particularly noisy, but it filled the air quite well with sounds of all kinds.




  Minute after minute passed by. Slowly I became nervous. It came to my mind that I actually wanted to restore a piece of furniture – instead, I sat in this place and stared at some confounded stable. And this was what Nestor called the »perfect restoration«. I felt like a stupid fool. I waited for another moment, then I thought I had spent enough time sitting there and »looking at the picture as a whole«. I looked over to Nestor.




  He asked me what I had seen.




  »Well, the stable of course. What else should I have seen, according to you?« I answered slightly annoyed.




  Nestor smiled. »It’s not so easy to see the picture as a whole. It doesn’t just happen overnight,« he gently said. »But as long as you can’t concentrate completely on the picture, and as long as you still bring in your thoughts and feelings into it instead, you will not be able to continue the restoration.«




  I voiced my doubts that I actually had an easier time working on the secretaire by staring around here in the environment. Undeterred by this, Nestor repeated what he had already told me the day before:




  »To see the picture as a whole, and thus to dissolve the small world, is an important approach to the perfect restoration. To you, this might be an unusual method to go about the restoration of a piece of furniture – but it is one that helps. You’ll see.« He laughed and repeated his last words: »You’ll see.«




  Nestor encouraged me to try it once again, and this time, to look at the building of my choice with all my attention. While I kept looking at the stable this time, I suddenly believed to understand what he meant by his encouragement to see the picture »as a whole«: because I realized that – though I kept looking at one tiny spot in the picture – I could also perceive the environment not in my direct line of vision. For example, I could also notice the few tall firs around the stable. Or I could perceive the course of the ditches, or other houses. In this way, I gained the impression that I was able to see everything in the picture simultaneously.




  I told Nestor of my perception. He considered my observation to be good but added that this did not have anything to do with concentration and seeing the picture as a whole – only with a state of dispersal.




  »Trying to concentrate on something in the picture without directly looking at it – that doesn’t work. All it does is impair our attention. We can easily grasp this, considering the fact that we cannot see the details of objects far outside our line of vision; at best, we can perceive their color, their rough shape and whether they are in motion or not.«




  I called Nestor’s attention to something which seemed contradictory to me: on the one hand, he asked me to see the picture as a whole. On the other hand, in order to achieve this, I was supposed to concentrate on one single spot in the picture. I couldn’t wrap my wits around how I was supposed to bring these two together and juggle them properly.




  »You can’t see yet what the picture basically is,« he replied. »All you can do is to look at the single objects in the picture. It’s like with a mirror: if you just take a superficial glance into a mirror, you don’t see the mirror itself but the many things reflected in it. But our only chance to recognize the mirror as such is to look into it with all our attention. So if you want to see the picture as a whole, you must begin to focus more and more on one single spot in the picture. In this way, you come closer to the entirety of the picture, because this is the way you’re dissolving your small world.«




  Nestor made no secret of the fact that »dissolving the small world in the picture« was something very difficult because we are usually quite content with that small world of ours; we settled for the knowledge that we could retrieve from the single objects with superficial attention. He maintained that human beings did not progress with their concentration because they were afraid of losing their small world. Therefore they always concerned themselves with objects, feelings and ideas of one kind or another which distracted them from seeing the picture as a whole.




  I opposed him and his, in my view, too generalizing statement that people only engaged in superficial concentration. As a counter-example, I mentioned leading scientists which could hardly be accused of doing their work with superficial concentration. Nestor countered this by saying that even these people, who perhaps were capable of pondering over something for a longer period of time and with heightened concentration, were just as unable to focus on one single spot in their picture for a longer period of time. This was so because they didn’t practice this kind of deep concentration.




  »What we are actually doing all day,« he explained, »is nothing else than repeating our small world – so as to maintain and perpetuate it.«




  »I’m repeating my small world?«




  »Of course. After all, you want to keep it. This is only possible, though, by repeating it. Do you think it is a natural state for human beings to have so many thoughts and ideas rushing through their heads, and to subdivide the picture in so many different objects and concepts? If you dropped the effort of constantly repeating your small world, then it would gradually fade out of the picture.«




  Nestor kept on asking me to try to see my picture as a whole. I concentrated a few more times on a spot in my field of vision, but my perceptions didn’t seem to conform to his expectations. Obviously I hadn’t succeeded in dissolving my small world in the picture.




  I got up and stretched my limbs. I was out of patience, and my butt was hurting from sitting on the hard surface for such a long time.




  »Do you really think it’s possible to see the picture as a whole and to dissolve the small world?« I asked Nestor.




  »It is. I know it. But it takes some time.«




  »Do you know it because you have experienced it for yourself?«




  »Yes.«




  »And what exactly did you experience?«




  »There’s no use in talking about it at this time. You’ll have to find out for yourself.«




  I tried to persuade Nestor to let me in on some more, but he blocked all further discussion.




  »Then I’m supposed to believe you blindly?« I teased him.




  »Blindly? Certainly not. I told you before: look at the picture and become aware of what you see.«




  »I don’t know if I’ll succeed in seeing the picture as a whole,« I expressed my concern.




  Nestor remained silent.




  »What do you think, how long will it take until I’ll be able to continue my work on the secretaire?« I finally asked.




  »It all depends on how fast you’re making progress in seeing the picture as a whole. Perhaps it’ll take days until you can continue, perhaps weeks, perhaps months. I’d suggest you practice every day.«




  I thought he was joking. Just the idea that I would stare in the far distance like a halfwit for months on end made me laugh.




  »Perhaps even years?« I asked jokingly so as to carry it to extremes. Nestor looked at me thoughtfully and rubbed his chin. Then he started smiling.




  »Perhaps. Perhaps it’ll take a little bit longer in your case.«




  The Attractive Force of Matter




  During the time I spent in the Emmental, Nestor continued to teach me the perfect restoration. As he had already told me, this meant to him, first and foremost, the skillful handling of the picture. This included his instruction to me to sit down regularly and to look at the picture with all my concentration. The handicraft, on the other hand, the skilled handling of tools, was something that was put aside, touched on only casually along the way; only a few times in between, Nestor had me work on a piece of wood so as to refine my practice skills.




  Still I yielded to the temptation, time and again, of working directly on the secretaire – clandestinely, while Nestor was gone. Each time I had a spark of hope that I would still be able, after all, to get the work on it done and thus to evade that strange »perfect restoration«. The source of this die-hard optimism didn’t seem to run dry, but all my confidence and hope still couldn’t cover up the harsh reality of my unpleasant physical sensations – namely that I just wasn’t able to restore this secretaire in the usual way.




  If it was correct what Nestor had said – that I myself was the determining factor whether, and to what degree, this piece of furniture affected me –, then my goodwill and optimism obviously didn’t suffice to get the restoration of the secretaire done. So I came up with another idea: if the secretaire actually emitted some kind of electromagnetic waves, which I still suspected, then all I had to do was to shield the object with proper materials which would diminish and absorb these energies. First I tried it with aluminum foil which I had brought along on one of my visits in fall.




  It came in handy for me that Nestor wasn’t home on this cold cloudy day when I arrived. I went into the stable and unpacked the aluminum foil – with mixed feelings, though. I knew: Nestor wouldn’t have agreed at all with my plan and approach. But what he had suggested I should do so as to complete the restoration hadn’t shown any effect whatsoever.




  I started to wrap the aluminum foil around the secretaire. This took quite a while, because the pressure this generated within me forced me to take frequent breaks. Finally though, the secretaire stood in front of me, completely wrapped into the silvery shining foil; to be on the safe side, I had wrapped two layers around the object, and in doing so I took great pains to make sure that everything was covered up – except one little spot which I had left uncovered so as to do a little »pilot« on it, applying some of the lye solution and removing it afterwards. But the moment I started to scrape the spot with a spatula, the pressure in my abdomen started to increase, just like before, and my body reacted with the same familiar symptoms I hated which drove me out of the stable, gasping for air.
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