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“Source Magic  heralds what legions of countercultural readers have known (and sometimes jealously guarded) for years: Carl Abrahamsson 
is not only among today’s leading occult writers and artists but is, in fact, one of this generation’s most vital public intellectuals. From
The Prisoner to Ezra Pound, no single descriptor captures how Carl has pried apart the floorboards of postmodernity—and done so as few are able: with laser-like precision, joie de vivre, and the literary power of an exploding sun. Carl is our magical Moses hoisting a fiery serpent in the cultural wilderness. I will be returning to Source Magic for a lifetime.”

MITCH HOROWITZ, PEN AWARD–WINNING 
AUTHOR OF OCCULT AMERICA 
AND UNCERTAIN PLACES

“Carl Abrahamsson is a rare voice of lucidity in the complex world of magic. He explains the most profound and esoteric knowledge in a way that just keeps the pages turning and the ideas flowing. Reading Abrahamsson is like starting a fire deep within the imagination that continues to warm the spirit long after reading.”

KENDELL GEERS, SOUTH 
AFRICAN ARTIST

“Carl’s work always brings you to the edge of reality, asking you to peer through the veil and question if said reality even exists. In Source Magic, Carl stretches this further, inviting one to view life as a study in magic, in causal effect, in shapeshifting. By embracing life as a vessel for occulture and magico-anthropology and using this as his framework for his studies and explorations, Carl guides a new generation of thinkers into a future that asks what if and gets even more strange, surreal, beautiful, and mystical than one can dream. This book will change what you thought you knew about the possibilities of life and spirituality.”

GABRIELA HERSTIK,
AUTHOR OF INNER WITCH: 
A MODERN GUIDE TO THE ANCIENT 
CRAFT AND SACRED SEX: 
THE MAGICK AND PATH
OF THE DIVINE EROTIC



[image: image]

Acknowledgments

I would like to thank the following individuals for being part of this particular project in some way or another: Nicholaj de Mattos Frisvold, Hans-Peter Söder, Michael and Annabel Moynihan, Morgan Russell, Wilhelmina von Auersperg von Keyserling, Angela Edwards, Jarrett Earnest, OTO Österreich, Rudolf Berger of the Thoth Hermes Academy, Erik Davis, Daniel Schulke, Laetitia Barbier and Joanna Ebenstein of Morbid Anatomy, Frank Rynne, the Master Musicians of Joujouka, Blanche Barton, the #psychartcult cabal, Ugo Dossi, Mary Pound and Siegfried de Rachewiltz, the Society of Sentience, Iris, Matthew Samways, Flesh Prison Records, Genesis and Genesse and Caresse P-Orridge, Ryan Martin, Graham Hancock, Gabriel McCaughry, Henrik Møll, Michael Matton, Guido Zeccola, Jon Graham and the Inner Traditions team, Sofia Lindström-Abrahamsson, and Vanessa Sinclair, to whom this book is lovingly dedicated.



[image: image]

Foreword

Nicholaj de Mattos Frisvold

In Occulture: The Unseen Forces That Drive Culture Forward (2018) Carl Abrahamsson took the stance of an involved observer analyzing the world, culture, and magic through binoculars of a somewhat Reichian diffraction. In this new volume Abrahamsson has moved to the center of events and invites the reader to delve into the magic of being his passenger. This sentiment is largely supported by several of the articles and essays in this collection that are both personal and intimate, whether they are contemplations on the temporality of life itself or the influence that departed magicians and artists hold on our contemporary world. At the root of all of these articles and essays we find the importance of magic and the persistent admonition of rooting our experience of the world in a magical and shamanic awareness, yet the backdrop here is drawn up by death.

The articles “Into a Time and Space of Wordship” (honoring the memory of Genesis P-Orridge) and the meditative piece “Memento Mori Forever” are personal musings on the temporality of life, both as symbol and meaning as it crawls toward its inevitable death. Death, apocalypse, corruption, and renewal is the theme of the chapter entitled “Lux Per Nox,” where the importance of destruction for renewal signified by Ragnarok is presented as something necessary and wonderful. These articles lead to further contemplations on death through Vesalius’s Anatomy, and the art of Albrecht Dürer and Hans Holbein, in a refrain of “Remember that you will die! Remember to live!”

This tangent, touching on the temporality of our existence, doesn’t stop there. Carl’s essay recounting a trip to the home of the German philosopher Ernst Jünger becomes a meditation on timelessness; about the ghostly interspaces where the past and the present merge and meet. It is in this realm of existential reverence that Abrahamsson develops the main ideas of his “magico-anthropology,” which he describes in the following way:

The basis of human behavior stems from shamanism. It’s inherent in the 
advanced human mind to constantly pose self-reflective questions. It is only 
natural that these then spill over and take on proxy forms (the tribal shaman, 
priest, magician, healer, et al.). But the need to ask existential questions is 
a unique trait of all human individuals, and this is very much the key to the 
constant development of human intelligence . . . But it is only by reappraising and reappreciating magic as the core activity/mind frame of human existence that we can fully change things in a more life-affirming and life-enhancing way.

In the chapter “The Imaginary Is a Real Thing” Abrahamsson stresses the importance of shamanism as the fountainhead of human knowledge, and in this he speaks of the importance of acting upon life in its totality; both its inner and outer planes as much as the visible and invisible dimensions. In this he echoes a significant passage in Thee Temple ov Psychick Youth’s (TOPY) main text Thee Grey Book: “As things are, so must they change. So we are all socially and biologically conditioned to put away our fear ov death yet in a real paradox we becoum too efficiently oblivious to this fear in our conscious life. Thee Temple tries to reconcile all our consciousness. To do this embraces thee knowledge ov our own inevitable death with courage and uses it to justify action and thee proper use ov time.”1

In this work, for Abrahamsson, the proper use of time appears to have become a search for spiritual peace and a sense of harmony and completeness in all dimensions of the human being. In several of these essays we can find a certain frustration with mankind’s somnambulist state, and also a call to open our eyes in the midst of magic precipices (to paraphrase French poet Louis Aragon). Our eyes are opened by applying a shamanic stance to our experience of the world, and this also entails viewing the work of people who inspired us from a magical point of view. This allows the subtle streams that shape reality to become occulture. Occulture is that fascinating realm of hidden or obscure building blocks that are beneath society and within subcultures that are guarded in mysterious ways, awaiting greater integration in the larger societal web. For this to happen on an individual level, we need to have antennae to detect waves and pulses and tendencies, seeing what patterns in the past might have caused the contemporary designs and forms we try to make sense of today. In this context Abrahamsson brings up Ezra Pound, and in particular his epos Cantos: a spiritual exercise where Pound, over the course of five decades, built a magical and poetical model of his consciousness. This model exemplifies the potential grandeur of the work of perception undertaken by a magician or an artist in such a way that the artist becomes magic and the magician becomes the artist.

The artist-magician is exemplified by adopting a shamanic stance to one’s self and the world, as exemplified by people like Brion Gysin, André Breton, Genesis P-Orridge, William S. Burroughs, Ornette Coleman, Pierre Molinier, and many others who managed to “belong to themselves” in such unique and inspiring ways that it is possible to see the shape of legacy and succession taking form long after they left their earthly shell. To belong to yourself, to become a conscient and self-aware individual, is crucial for establishing the shamanic state of the artistmagician, as Abrahamsson writes in “The Magic of Individuation.”

“It’s important to be self-critical as well as critical. How else can we progress? If a ritual or a system doesn’t bring real, tangible insights about yourself, then they are merely pleasant psychodrama, at most . . . Eventually, it’s as important to acquire your own tools and language in magic, as it is within the individuation process. You are who you are, and that’s who you should be—once you have found that out. And your magic is exactly what you make of it—once you have found that out.”

At the heart of this collection, we find a deep concern with how we can develop the shamanic sensibility that generates a sound and truthful artist-magician. This pursuit finds some sort of apex in the chapter titled “Embracing Magical Realism.” Here Abrahamsson suggests magical realism as a method, a way of approaching the world and the human existence. The magical realism of Marquez, Aragon, Borges, and others does owe great parts of its inspiration to the Dadaist and surrealist movement that surged during the upheavals and transformations in Europe during World War I. It was the creative force beneath the paradoxes and absurdities taking place on a linear factual line; very much its own occulture taking gradual form into becoming socially accepted and integrated through the art of Max Ernst and Salvador Dalí. Abrahamsson writes about this as follows: “Magical Realism is a discernible bridge between the two extreme realities that our specific culture consists of: Fact and Fiction, or, if we allow us some logically speculative slack, Truth and Un-Truth . . . We can see then that Magical Realism is not merely a literary technique or tradition: it is very much an attitude to life itself. Enhance a little, and experience a lot!”

Using magical realism as an approach to life, as a method of living life as an artist-magician, will at some point become a shamanic exercise in itself as it will open up our minds for the great paradoxes. In this we realize that it is in-between all possibilities we can see our self reflected in all things and realize the truth of who we are and how we should act upon the world so we can finally belong to our self. This is the great achievement in this collection of articles and essays—showing a way of becoming our magical self in a world of paradox, fragmentation, memory, death, beauty, and nature—and showing how necessary this chaotic world is for us to generate meaning and a sense of self. This is a meaning forged in the subtle force resounding quietly beneath the bouquet of articles and essays in this collection . . . “Remember that you will die! Remember to live!”

NICHOLAJ DE MATTOS FRISVOLD

NICHOLAJ DE MATTOS 
FRISVOLD studied and graduated in the fields of psychology, anthropology/science of religion, and cinema studies at the University of Oslo, and the Norwegian University of Science and Technology (NTNU), in Trondheim, Norway. In addition to a long academic career, he has traveled extensively in pursuit of personal and academic knowledge of African- and 
Afro- derived cults and forms of spirituality as well as traditional forms of 
spirituality on a more global scale. He is a native of Norway who migrated in 2003 to Brazil, where he still lives. Frisvold is the author of numerous acclaimed books discussing magical and spiritual traditions of the world such as Arts of the Night (Chadezoad Publishing, 2008), Invisible Fire: Inner Dimensions of Western Gnostic and Theurgic Tradition (Capall Bann, 2010), Palo Mayombe (Scarlet Imprint, 2010), Pomba Gira (Scarlet Imprint, 2011), Exu (Scarlet Imprint, 2012), Ifá: A Forest of Mystery (Scarlet Imprint, 2016), Trollrun (Hadean Press, 2021), and The Canticles of Lilith (Troy Books, 2011).
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PREFACE

Come Join the Garden Party!

When contemplating nature, whether in great things or small, I have constantly asked the question: is it the object which is here declaring itself, or is it you yourself?

JOHANN WOLFGANG VON 
GOETHE, MAXIMS AND REFLECTIONS

Looking through these essays and lectures from the most recent years, I find themes and recurring ideas that I’m usually not consciously aware of on a day-to-day basis. But for some reason or other they always seem to press on until they’re duly formulated. That makes me happy.

There’s the general occulture, there’s the ever-beloved magicoanthropology (and its ties to a “protoshamanism”), and there’s also a fairly recent focus on the individuation process itself. Of course I’m aware of these, my fascinations, but it has undoubtedly been interesting to see how they overflow and merge with each other when tossed into the same cauldron.

It all seems to be consistent with what it is I’m actually eventually writing about, which is that there’s a pressing need for magic to reemerge. A huge chunk of that mystery lies in the human individuation process itself—as well as an integration of shamanic consciousness in some form or other. All of that inevitably creates an accessible occulture, which in turn awakens and morphs all of the previous instigations . . . A wonderful synergetic and symbiotic force field emerges; a field, I would argue (and often do), that is quintessentially necessary for human survival. So it seems to me, anyway.

My outlook or perspective is not that of an academic; nor is it entirely fanciful, fabulating, and fictional. I guess my own life experience so far, and my trusting my own intuition enough when it comes to choosing directions in life, has accumulated enough malleable nodes of wide-eyed amazement to secure a constant influx of literally wonderfull stimuli. It could be an expedition to Tibet, editing a new issue of The Fenris Wolf, or realizing that even a trashy Mondo film can contain more substantial signal than what first meets the eye . . . Every little experience matters in my big picture, and everywhere I look I see an occulture that is totally necessary for the times we’re in. It’s high time to look back, forward, upward, downward; to reevaluate what has been discarded, mocked, tossed out, ostracized, perhaps even criminalized, and also to seek this information and these frames of reference in new (sorry, that should be: timeless) ways.

Most of what we desperately seek on existential levels we already have within us. It’s very easy to access, too. The seeds are in place within us, in our own nature. These we should nurture and refine as we see fit and are able to, until they bloom and generate new seeds anew. The dominant cultures in most parts of the world have put a lid on this kind of human ingenuity and freedom for a long, long time.

A great way to begin your own individuation process is of course simply to ask: “Why are they still doing that?” What could be so threatening to the rigid, complacent status quo about you making choices that are yours and yours alone?

Please don’t expect an answer from me because I’m quite busy with my own process! However, I have successfully pushed on so far (at least according to myself), and find it much easier to navigate as time goes by. Method? Begin with the toughest nuts, and then everything will gradually run more smoothly. Honestly, I do think that looking at culture as such helps a lot in this nutcracking. Sometimes we don’t really need complex models or academic abstractions to see what makes us humans function. What’s your position in life? What’s good and bad? Who makes you feel good? Bad? If you consistently stick with the negative nodes, you can only really blame yourself for not feeling great.

To a certain extent we are inspired not only by the real live human beings around us, but to an increasing degree by the culture we exist in—as in news, blogs, podcasts, movies, TV, books, music, sports, and so on. But . . . when did you last seriously, consciously curate your cultural input? Do you see it as equal in importance to food and nutrition?

You should.

In my life, all along I have actively immersed myself in materials and input that I know will bring the inspiration I need to continue exploring myself. These small choices of stratification and preference each and every day have helped me become a person I’m very happy to be. I get depressed when I see how passively most of the world seems to swallow whatever is given—whether in fiction, politics, relationships, or technology itself. There is really no need for such a subservient attitude. Consciously making small choices that at first may seem banal could in fact be life-changing . . . Don’t underestimate who you really are!

I am someone who thinks and writes about such things, and it makes me supremely happy that a lot of other people find my work interesting, too. This work includes anthologies of essays and lectures like the one you’re now holding in your hands—or the previous ones: Reasonances (2014) and Occulture (2018). There is also The Devil’s Footprint (2020), or my documentary films about Genesis P-Orridge, Kenneth Anger, and Anton LaVey. Regardless, for me the adventure is always the same: gathering up illuminated pebbles and plants for my own garden of delights. And to this garden you’re always welcome, provided you are a genuine and committed fellow gardener (of whatever kind!). Whether you bring exotic seed from far away or simply your own manure, it will all find its place somewhere!

So I say, “Welcome, and let’s begin!”



[image: image]

1

Occulture and Beyond

Back in 2016 I was amassing an increasing number of essays and lectures of an occultural nature, and a friend remarked I was becoming like the “Umberto Eco of the underground” in my eclectic approaches. This made me happy and even more inspired to carry on, as I had always appreciated (and still do) Eco’s open-mindedness and curiosity a great deal. And his concept of “Librido” is nothing but an expression of book-loving genius! In the true Librido spirit, I regard everything I write to be chapters of a book yet to exist rather than whatever it may appear to be in the moment.

Synchronicity or not, at about this same time I was offered the opportunity to assemble the chapters of the period into a proper book, and this is what eventually became Occulture: The Unseen Forces That Drive Culture Forward (Park Street Press, 2018). Not only did it give me a chance to look back at the most recent years’ lectures and essays, it also presented a unique opportunity to (re)evaluate my own thinking about this most fascinating subject. And not forgetting, this at a time when the very concept of occulture seems to be expanding quaquaversally all over the world: in academia, major exhibitions, and popular culture. I was wholly immersed in all things occultural, 
inside my own sphere and outside of it, and now I could finally put it all together in a book.

________________

“Occulture and Beyond” was originally written for Graham Hancock’s website, coinciding with a conversation we had on his podcast, 2018.

I quickly found some red threads or unexpected consistencies. I had written about historical phenomena and people but also allowed myself the creative slack to speculate under the umbrella of something that could be called “magical philosophy.” I realized that this was very much my background, a formulation of my own identity if you will. I looked at people like Aleister 
Crowley, Rudolf Steiner, Carl Jung—and even unexpected people like the American 
author Paul Bowles. I merged that historical perspective with one of looking at 
questions like, “Why are people attracted to phenomena like magic and 
occultism?” And “Is there more than meets the merely historical eye to these 
phenomena?” Well, there certainly is, because whatever humans do there is a 
magical thought or desire that drives it forward.

What happened then was a result of decades’ worth of pondering and thinking. I realized that my youthful creation of the term magico-anthropology (in the early 1990s) contained much more than youthful and zestful hubris. Magico-anthropology actually contains everything! Putting the book Occulture together made me see that all of human history can—and perhaps even should—be looked at through magico-anthropological goggles. Without them only fragments or facets can be seen. Without a full understanding of the magical perspective, one can only scrape the surface of anything in human culture. To actively negate or distance oneself from it is to consciously not see the big picture.

Regardless if we choose the natural sciences, arts and letters, or any other aspect of human endeavor, the creative spark always stems from a magical place. Even the fairly recent phenomenon of “empiricism” is rooted in creative speculation and desire. That’s one piece of this fascinating puzzle: wherever we look, we see a distinctly metaphysical origin. Chemistry has roots in alchemy; astronomy in astrology; clinical medicine in herbal, “natural” medicine; theater in ritual; art in talismanic manufacture; writing in spell work; psychology in healing; religion in magic; and so on and so forth. This realization made me think that perhaps one should subordinate all these disciplines (perhaps even all academic disciplines) under the banner of magico-anthropology.

Whatever we do in life has motivations that are usually far deeper than the expressed, rational version. The further in ourselves we backtrack, the more clearly we see that there are deep-rooted issues such as “survival” and “power” at hand. The instinctual morphs into the intuitive, which in turn morphs into the rational. It is on these same deeprooted, instinctual levels that the “magic” exists. I choose to put the word in quotation marks but not to denigrate or diminish its value—quite the contrary. The fact is that it’s a phenomenon so ingrained in the human psyche that our contemporary, colloquial use of the term (so often imbued with banality or even ridicule) simply can’t do it justice. When we talk about magic today, people associate it freely with fairy tales and movie franchises, or even the stage variants. “Mentalism” sounds like a disease but is just essentially a clever appropriation and development of the rabbit in the hat. Magic proper lies much deeper than that.

Magic is a perceptive mind frame, a multifaceted filtering of information, and an expressed, intuitive will churned through an optimized and quite often aestheticized understanding of the importance of the irrational, emotional psyche. That magic is so dear to all human individuals has to do with the fact that just like breathing and eating, this mind frame is essential in the true sense of the word; it is needed for survival.

What do we need for survival? On a strictly individual level we need to satisfy our biological needs. But we also need to temper the panic of handling the threatening chaos outside of our corporeal sphere. This requires rational action but also constantly an evaluation based on both sensual and mental impressions.

On a group level it’s basically the same but with an endlessly fascinating factor added: group dynamics. We absolutely realize that we can survive better together but one’s own power within this dynamic or structure is even more important than the group one. From this perspective we have not evolved far at all since the early cave days. The king of the hill rules supreme and gets the foxiest ladies. That is, until there’s a new king! All of the dramatis personae—the king, the ladies, and the new king—use aspects of magic to enforce whatever is best for them. Staged manipulation, sensuality, sexuality, and violence are just blunt euphemisms for ritual, perception, seduction, and catharsis. Or vice versa. At the same time, the players integrate an active use of intuition and reliance on “cosmic proxies” (such as calling on gods, forces, spirits, ancestors, et al.). Whether it’s reflected from fire on a cave wall filled with primordial paintings, or a steady flow of social media posts on a “smart” phone, the messages all convey the same thing: the struggle to be in the best position for one’s own survival and, in extension, for those one sides with (usually the ones who help one survive).

The primordial dog-eat-dog scenarios didn’t really get any better when humans banded together, got the agricultural train rolling, and created BIG religions to alleviate the daily grind by simplified, moral(istic) proxy. In fact, that distancing from the uniquely individual or tribal perspective (which some would call “gnostic”) may have been very detrimental to holistic health. This is because one should never assume that those who claim good are good. They are as involved in their own magical thinking and power dynamics as you are, or wish to be. That this proxy power was developed parallel to feudalism and its integration of serfdom is not a random occurrence.

The occultural waves that are splashing on our impoverished shores these days do so because we need them. These important reminders of deeper layers within ourselves, preferably untainted by religious layers of control, are necessary for us to reevaluate what’s going on. Did someone miss that the planet we’re inhabiting is in dire straits? We could fix so many of its life-threatening problems, but that won’t happen with further distancing from the primordial appreciation of life. We need an active reintegration of that deeper understanding that we are all connected. Holistic bliss. An empirical scientist can claim that it’s beneficial to breathe on a plant because it gets stimulated by our carbon dioxide, and through the overall process of photosynthesis gives us oxygen back. A magical scientist would go further (and often does) and say that it’s not just the breath but also what’s being said that makes the plant say something back. Magico-anthropology always takes a deeper look at any facet of human life and culture, and it’s in that depth that we find the magic we need now more than ever.

On a recent trip to Egypt many of these perspectives literally came alive for me. While traveling down/up the Nile and seeing all the beautiful temples and sites (some of which have survived for five thousand years!), I was struck (again) by the need for magico-anthropological filters. The Egyptian pharaonic culture was one steeped in magical sensibilities, credibilities, and ample abilities. The reason we know this is because of the occultural enlargement of the historical scenario. The pharaonic culture would not have been available for us to study and be inspired by had its amazing, creative prescience (and, yes, pre-science too) not constructed so many magnificent buildings and artworks. The Egyptian magic still affects us—simply because there’s something there to reflect it.

The ancient Egyptian system allowed the pharaohs to become godlike travelers in between life and death. That is, until they were taken out of their sleeping mummified beauty scenarios and put on display in museums. The curses that originally protected them had an effect on those who literally unearthed the sleepers. Whether humorously and disrespecting or not, the curses are real enough to spawn an endless array of bad movies and other cheap fictional thrills. However, the pharaonic culture undoubtedly lives on because it was a genuine culture, and a very well-made one, too.

The same could be said for many sites and buildings even within the spiritually more impoverished monotheistic religions. Beautiful cathedrals and mosques over a thousand years old still radiate human ingenuity and inspiration, and definitely with an occultural sensibility. But the present-day representatives of these faiths would never accept such an analysis or association although it’s the easiest thing to fathom. They are too immersed in their earthly power to go beyond any mechanical, physical limits. Their ancestors understood considerably more though, when they were erecting these edifices. They were aware and, to an extent, also respectful of previous powers. Holy sites were very holy for the local people, and for the new imposed symbols to become holy too, they needed to be placed literally on top of the previous and pagan ones.

This ultramagical phenomenon of “constructive desecration” was also very clear to see in Egypt. In many temples and tombs, early Coptic Christians had sought refuge from an assortment of enemies. But they just couldn’t remain grateful and respectful of the magical surroundings that kept them safe and alive. These early Christians had to ritually desecrate these places with graffiti and carvings of primitive crosses. Today some Copts are trying to pay penance by integrating Egyptian wisdom and symbolism in their monastic life and works (such as the interesting and totally magico-anthropologically sensitive Bishop Thomas at the Anafora Monastery, just outside of Cairo). Today, as if by some strange twist of karmic fate (or pharaonic curse), the Copts are more persecuted in Egypt than ever—although by Muslims, not by people of the old Egyptian religion. What goes around comes around in whatever shape, I guess.

What I’m saying is that not even the major religions can eradicate the individual’s need to relate to the world magically. “Magical thinking” is usually looked upon as being something negative, but on a deeper level everyone knows that each empirical or tangible success stems from the same source or sphere as the child playing. The components of this are the inner spheres of fantasy and desire; of empathy and imagination; of individual will and creativity. How we actually deal with the findings of those processes is what constitutes our individual identities in life. When we are aware of what we desire beyond the most primordial state of yearning, and apply our own creativity (no matter how primitive it may be), together with a formulated will, we have a timeless formula for human greatness and success.

This brings us back to my Occulture book. I realize that perhaps it’s not just a smart overview of things and people past, albeit inspiring, with some attempts at philosophy thrown in between the lines. It may actually be my own desperate attempt to make people realize that it’s time to wake up to a scenario that can no longer be avoided by primitive escapisms. The situation needs to be addressed by looking at the past. We need to question why some cultures and attitudes manage to live on while others are as fickle and fated to be forgotten as a tweet from last week. There are distinct keys to survival. One is magic in and of itself and the other is its integration in culture. Hence “occulture.” Hence “magico-anthropology.”

That said, I wish us all the best of luck.
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We’re on the Road to Somewhere

The greatest thing in the world is to know how to belong to oneself.

MICHEL DE MONTAIGNE, 
“OF SOLITUDE”

In the summer of 2009 I decided to go on a pilgrimage, together with friends who temporarily lived in Vienna. We all wanted to enjoy a short vacation in the Tyrolean region, and our main object of pilgrimage was the home of German author Ernst Jünger (1895–1998).

From Vienna we drove a few hours westward, sometimes hugging the scenic Donau. The cultivated slopes and landscapes were overflowing with vitality, beauty, and produce, including peaches—a real treat in the Tyrolean heat!

At St. Koloman we trekked by foot up to the lake Seewald See—an almost unbelievably beautiful scenery with mountains, valleys, rolling hills, forests, meadows, grazing cows (complete with cowbells echoing in the distance), barking dogs, twittering birds, and waving people. And then . . . the lake itself—a pastoral paradise pool. Swimming in that ice-cold water was refreshing to say the least.

Moving on at a leisurely pace we traveled through Hallein, once the home of the founder of the German fraternity Ordo Templi Orientis (OTO), Karl Kellner. Then we continued onward toward Salzburg, a town overflowing with history. Specifically, we enthusiastically wanted to see protomagician and (al)chemist Paracelsus’s cemetery, St. Sebastian. Although he was so infused with God-fearing (or should that be “church-fearing”?) language, no one can deny the radical intersectional power he wielded. Steady and strong at the crossroads of religion, the natural sciences, alchemy, magic, and medicine, Paracelsus formulated a zeitgeist increasingly innovative and open-minded, and in defiance of blind religious authority.

Always returning to nature itself—and our personal interaction with nature—as the fundament of any scientific understanding, Paracelsus was, in quite a few ways, a source of German thought and art for many centuries. Perhaps he is even still a vital and influential force for lingering esoteric romantics? Quoting Paracelsus, “The magus can transfer many meadows of heaven into a small pebble which we call gamaheu, imago, or character. For these are boxes in which the magus keeps sidereal forces and virtues. Just as the physician can give his remedy to a patient and cure his disease, so the magus can transfer such virtues to man, after he has extracted them from the stars.”1

Our next goal for that day was the village of Matrei am Brenner and its castle: Schloss Auersperg. We arrived in the late afternoon, driving up serpentine dirt roads until we reached our destination.

My friends knew the old princess still in residence, Wilhelmina “Willie” von Auersperg von Keyserling (1921–2010), and she greeted us with generosity and hospitality. For me our visit with her wasn’t merely something royally exotic. Together with her husband, Arnold, Count von Keyserling (1922–2005), Willie had brought Indian philosophy, yoga, and shamanic awareness to Europe from the early 1960s onward. Also, Arnold’s father had been the prominent philosopher Hermann, Count von Keyserling (1880–1946), whose travel stories and philosophical ruminations I greatly enjoyed in my youth. When the Bolsheviks stole the Keyserling estate in Livonia (current Estonia), Hermann was forced to build a new life in Darmstadt, Germany. Here he developed the Gesellschaft für Freie Philosophie (Society for Free Philosophy), later known as the School of Wisdom. After Hermann’s death, this organization was kept up by Arnold and Willie, who infused it all with a strong dose of teachings from Gurdjieff, who was a friend of theirs.

Willie was eighty-eight years old at the time of our visit, and quite infirm. Frail and petite, she had soft, finely wrinkled skin and clear blue eyes. She upheld not only appearances but also genuinely a sense of friendliness and noblesse oblige. The castle as such was very much an extension of her—or vice versa. It had been bombed by the Allies in frequent air raids during World War II, yet its remains were enough to evoke the grandeur of greater—even medieval—times. White-haired Wilhelmina likewise remained alive, defying setbacks and illness with her aristocratic aloofness. When she showed us around, it felt like our experience was literally connected to history in the best possible way: taking part in a journey that stretched from medieval times to present day; guided by a delicate human body as protected by stone, wood, aesthetics, and attitude—like the very castle itself. The interior was adorned with a schematic poster displaying the School of Wisdom’s “Der Rad” (circle) spiritual system, African sculptures, family portraits, stones on the windowsills, and dried pieces of wood. Looking out from on top of a majestic cupboard were striking photos of Arnold and Hermann.

At dinner we talked about the place itself, about yoga, Sweden, gardening and what grew in the neighborhood, and much more. In the evening I got to sleep in an office that housed Willie’s desk. Before I fell asleep, I sat at this desk writing in my diary, at the same time fantasizing (or evoking?) Arnold sitting in the very same place, working away. And perhaps the desk had even at some point been used by Hermann, too? Maybe this explained my ensuing night, which was filled to the brim with magical dream experiences.

After breakfasting and talking some more with our delightful princess hostess, and visiting the village cemetery where her father, Karl Hieronymus von Auersperg, lies buried, we drove on toward the medieval town of Laufenburg. It’s quite a unique crossroads kind of place, as the border between Switzerland and Germany runs right through the town in the form of the Rhine River. None other than Napoleon himself gave this order of arbitrary division, and it has simply stuck since then. Having arrived on the German side we met up with the local troubadour Roland Kroell and his wonderful partner Claudia.

Kroell is a specialist in preserving and performing medieval music on old instruments, and we were lucky (or prescient enough) to be able to attend one of his concerts. Like our recent visit to the old castle—in which life undeniably lingered on—listening to Kroell’s performance was a bizarre journey in time. When I closed my eyes and let the music take hold, I found myself in a completely timeless zone that could equally well have been 1309 as 2009.

On the following day we drove together with Roland and Claudia over Hohenfels, Tiefenstein, and St. Blasien to the town of Ibach, where we parked the cars and headed straight into the Black Forest on foot.

I now find it hard to describe the majestic beauty of the Schwarzwald, as is the case for me with other overwhelming natural places, too. It’s of a serene beauty and immense strength; lush and dense yet with patches of open meadows overflowing with a delicate wealth of flowers. The forest engulfs you and won’t let go until you’re thoroughly rejuvenated in inexplicable ways.

After hiking for some hours, Roland and Claudia suggested we all remove our boots. The ground was grassy, mossy, and delightfully soft. To put down our “civilized” feet on moss-clothed soil was a genuinely sensual delight for our poor little feet that just keep on walking day after day . . . Here was truly some natural therapy for sole and soul alike.

We then also put our happy feet in the cold water of a brook and sat down like amazed children; splashing gently, moving our toes while feeling the feet grow number and number. When they eventually were back in their snug hiking boots my feet walked on; happier than I’ve ever known them to be.

Roland and Claudia encouraged us to look for fairies and other beings in the forest. But as we all know, we seldom see when we look too hard. However, later in the evening, as I was going through some photos of my friend bathing in a stream, I was very happy to notice that there was indeed something right in front of her that in my mind was nothing less than curious fairies. I have looked at this photographic image many times since then, and any rationalization—it being mosquitos, it being mayflies or dragonflies, it being whatever—simply cannot compete with the joyful acceptance that it was a group of fairies excitedly checking my friend out! As the early Roman poet and philosopher Lucretius said, “Whoever thinks that we know nothing does not know whether we know enough to say that this is so.”2

Exhausted but very happy we said farewell to our precious guides and stayed at Tittisee overnight before we set out toward the true goal of our journey: the Ernst Jünger Haus in Wilflingen. Today, the residence of the German author houses a museum dedicated to his life and work. It is literally a time and space capsule, overflowing with his vibrant mind and spirit. Stepping into that zone definitely affected me right away—as each genuine pilgrimage destination should. To be inside someone’s former living and working quarters is in many ways an intrusion, but I felt I entered respectfully and in awe almost. It immediately felt like a remarkable privilege to be there.

An impressive totality is naturally made up of various parts, and this wonderful place had parts galore. First of all, Jünger’s house was the home of someone who genuinely loved books; not only writing them but also reading them. Books were neatly (and sometimes not so neatly) shelved all over the house and revealed a curious mind entranced since youth by the power of language and stories; by formulations in the service of myth.

Then we have the reverence for nature itself. Jünger was a keen entomologist who also studied zoology early on. His meticulously ordered displays of thousands of insects likewise revealed a mind obsessed with the wealth of small creatures—like words and sentences—all working to assemble a sense of meaning in the greater scheme of things. There was in Jünger’s mind always a grey area between the natural sciences, myth, and an intelligent form of religiosity, and they contributed considerably to his own narrative strengths. Seeing all those bugs made me think of them as very literally housing stories.

The building itself was an eighteenth-century forester’s house on the grounds of Stauffenberg Castle—the center of the tiny village of Wilflingen. It was filled with Biedermeier furniture, bookshelves, collections not only of insects but also of stones, crystals, shells, and walking sticks, along with paraphernalia from his experiences as a soldier in both world wars (including photographs of fallen comrades). The house vibrated with a sense of awareness that history was very much a part of the present—perhaps the most important building block there is.

But for it to become active and alive one needs of course the insight into and awareness of what history actually is: a continual, continuing story. Revisions and restructuring are going on all the time. No one is more susceptible to these kinds of postmortem changes than artists in general, onto whom surviving successors, friends, and enemies alike project their own emotions and views.

It struck me as interesting that in Jünger’s house a genuine sense of timelessness ruled supreme. Securing the space and maintaining it as it had been at the time of the author’s death also affected our own sense of time while being in the space, and not only causally, as in “being there at a specific time.” The intersection itself tells a story of what is actually possible for someone who knows what they’re doing: taking refuge and creating a sacred space based not only on one’s own time of life but—more importantly—one’s own preferred time and its related aesthetics.

Most people seem to enjoy being stuffed with immediate waste in the belief that it carries nutrition and culture. However, once the immediate evanescent experience is gone, nothing remains. Building one’s own world then becomes a resistance against the soulless acceptance of the contemporary mechanical times. If this world consists of more than merely accumulating material pieces that feel resonant with one’s soul or existential vision, and also houses objects or other traces of one’s very own creativity, the chances are that one will find oneself in a very satisfying space-time continuum that will also have the power to affect others. It is a kind of three-dimensional, magical manipulation of perception and apprehension that doesn’t need to have been consciously constructed. It can equally well be formulated in very intuitive ways (such as creating art in various forms, including interior decoration).

I found myself mesmerized by the end of a table in the living room. It was obviously a place where Jünger sat and wrote. An old chair was at the very end of it, covered by a sheepskin. Orchids were on the windowsill and on the table was a big notebook filled with his cursive writing, along with a fountain pen, ink, a Swiss Army pocketknife, and a small glass containing fresh flowers from the garden. This was the exact spot where the magic happened; where the nib met the paper texture; where the formulations materialized. I thought of the Keyserling desk I had sat at a few days earlier, and about how material objects can indeed somehow talismanically perhaps not transmit but most certainly emit an energy or a spirit (better expressed in German as geist) that affects those in the spatial proximity. This is much the same way that great art continues to radiate and emit beauty and/or messages hundreds of years after it has been created.

If one walks around in Jünger’s house with knowledge of and respect for the man and his mind, one will naturally get more out of the visit than if one is merely an unwitting visitor. But the careful preservation of a slice of curated history will of course affect everyone regardless of whether they understand it or not. Hence the importance of schooling children in museums . . . They will very likely find it boring and tedious in the moment, but it will contribute to a fundament that exists beyond the merely intellectual, and which reaches resolutely into their adult selves.

There are many things one could write about the creative and philosophical work of Ernst Jünger, but one of the key concepts from a philosophical point of view is his definition of the anarch as someone who exists on the outside while still on the inside. More specifically, the position of quiet resistance to stupidity, totalitarianism, oppression, and general negativity. Taking a cue from the thoughts of Max Stirner, this could be seen as a survival mechanism, and increasingly so in dire times such as war and state-based oppression.

Jünger contrasts this to the position of anarchist, who is someone always attached to authority, albeit in opposition. The anarchist will always be a prisoner of his own position and will be terminated either by the force of the enemy or by his own design.

The anarch, on the other hand, can exist under the most horrible of circumstances because he experiences freedom on the inside; a freedom that no one can see, hear, or touch, and hence can never take away.

A metaphor that Jünger often used both in literature and in his philosophical writings is “Der Waldgang”—the walking in the forest. (It is also the title of one of his books.) Of course, this could be a literal activity too—to be immersed in nature and solitary speculation. The willed isolation, if even for a minute or less, of the mind or soul from the overwhelming saturation of stupidity and primitive cruelty of la comedie humaine can help us deal with daily challenges and inspire us to manage our lives better. Der Waldgang is a strengthening meditation in exterior or interior praxis that can literally become a lifesaver.

Jünger’s home was very much an externalization of his inner spheres and attitudes; of his own walking in the forest. The house was filled with his history; material objects in resonance and conversation with each other. The many books he read tell an inspiring story—not necessarily of their writing but rather of his reading—the accumulation of spirits from near and far in time and space. The insects, ditto. They existed on their own. However, he collected them very literally. He restructured them not only to create a Linnaean order for its own sake, but to display them—if to no one else, then at least to himself in his religious admiration of the natural universe. The space as well as time is imbued with a talismanic sense of awe in which even the smallest part accessible by one’s proximity tells the whole story. This whole story consists of an appreciation of the smallest common denominators—whether they be genomes, bugs, or the letters of an alphabet—because of their inherent power to create entirely new scenes and scenarios, given the chance through an intelligent authorship.

The Jünger Haus garden was kept up beautifully, eleven years after his demise. And in the garden, as this was a summer trip, we could find Jünger’s pet turtle slowly moving around. It was checking out the lay of the land quite literally, and occasionally was lifted to higher ground when some curious human being lifted it to inspect and express admiration that it was still alive.

This made me think very much of a similar scenario in which Jünger himself had been the actual turtle. As such, he eagerly and actively inspected nature close-up, busying himself with joining the dots of soil and roots and fellow animals, but occasionally he would be lifted to the realms of the gods. This was not only so that they themselves could inspect this remarkable animal so diligently and eloquently admiring life itself, but also so that they could allow him a bird’s-eye perspective of the garden in question. This would permit a more substantial joining of the dots through deep associations and references that simply don’t exist on the ground level.

Jünger’s experiences in both world wars brought insights that he used in his literary and philosophical work. In the field of battle, he had been a keenly observing protagonist and a decorated soldier wallowing through mechanical death and a great number of life-threatening situations. All of these scenarios provoked not only bravery but also an immediate transcendence in him in order that he shouldn’t succumb to despair and demise. Further insights were gleaned through Jünger’s experimentation with psychedelic drugs, which took place throughout his life (and which included tripping on LSD with the Swiss chemist and admiring friend of his who developed this magic potion, Albert Hofmann).

The temporary glances given at what Jünger described as “tollbooths” allowed him to enrich his thinking and descriptive powers; to concoct something truly unique in form and content based on transcendental moments. To further displace expectations and indulge in the timeless, Jünger used classic metaphors and referenced gods stemming from antiquity rather than the flat commercialized surfaces of the contemporary. As well, he employed the natural agents of flora, fauna, and geological forces that also defy time and space by their mere existence—through their submission to the totality.

Jünger was definitely a Nietzschean in outlook—or perhaps more of a Schopenhauerian—advocating free will for those who are capable. Yet there was in him an almost religious humility in the relationship between human affairs and greater historical movements. Looking at this, as well as at nature, Jünger claimed one needed a “stereoscopic” vision in order to fully grasp any context or bigger picture. We see what we see or perceive with our senses, but there’s also the aspect of meaning based on inherent capacity. This has to be taken into account as much as what we causally perceive, and preferably at the same time. It’s why history can be shifted by very small cogs in the machinery, given the right opportunity or insight. Although we are taught that history is written and edited by the winning side, it may not always be that simple. There is undoubtedly a causal and material movement that pushes humanity and culture forward, but to the individual this doesn’t essentially carry greater value than one’s own perceptions. This is why humans can survive under horrible circumstances such as war and totalitarianism. They have their own inner vision and process—something that can only be threatened if it’s voiced or expressed unwisely.

The stereoscopic regard is one of insight and honesty; one which brings epiphanic potential and poetic rather than logical deductions. It is of great use to authors like Jünger, of course, but equally to any thinking human who has the audacity to look beyond the given parameters. In each offering of solace and comfort—whether it be religious, political, or any other system of faith—there is always a seduction to accept one’s place in a given power dynamic. Usually this is not a seduction or outcome conducive to a full blooming of the individual soul and its potential. Where most people do seem to find comfort in the safety of numbers and collective rigidity there are always individuals who simply cannot accept it for themselves. In publicly expressed opposition these become the anarchists; in silence, the anarchs. For Jünger the choice had already been presented early on. Although a prolific writer and celebrated thinker, his stance—almost paradoxically—as a visible and audible anarch helped push an attitude of resolute inner strength and radiating spirituality that could definitely be seen as religious but never “sectaristic.” In this he was similar to other thinkers and authors from the German-speaking sphere at the time, such as Hermann Hesse, Rudolf Steiner, Ludwig Klages, and Carl Jung.

Of course one can always delve even further back in time if one wants to understand Jünger; to Goethe of course, but also to Alexander von Humboldt, whose scientific expeditions in the outer world brought much poetic fodder to his inner work. In many cases, von Humboldt’s characterizations and statements sound like pure “programming” or an establishment of the man who was to become Ernst Jünger: “He who seeks spiritual peace amidst the unresolved strife between peoples therefore gladly lowers his gaze to the quiet life of plants and into the inner workings of the sacred force of Nature, or, surrendering to the instinctive drive that has glowed for millennia in the breast of humanity, he looks upward with awe to the high celestial bodies, which, in undisturbed harmony, complete their ancient, eternal course.”3

And to quote Humboldt again, “But nature is the domain of liberty; and to give a lively picture of those ideas and those delights which a true and profound feeling in her contemplations inspires, it is needful that thought should clothe itself freely and without constraint in such forms and with such elevation of language, as may be least unworthy of the grandeur and majesty of creation.”4

Before leaving Wilflingen we also visited Jünger’s grave and had lunch at the restaurant Vier Löwe (Four Lions). I munched away at my schnitzel with fried potatoes, sipping some beer, talking to my friends. Looking at my friend across the table and then upward, I noticed a photo of Jünger right above him. Jünger must have eaten here many times during almost fifty years of residence down the street. And although there was certainly no “milking” of any touristic Jünger aspects, you could certainly feel the pride among the remaining villagers and guests. In the end, it’s not really the fame that matters locally but rather the real living memories of those who actually met him, and the stories that will remain after those people are gone.
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