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Introduction

Welcome to the mys­tical world of old fairy tales. They seem rem­nants of ancient times, when there were no washing machines, cars, air­planes and super­mar­kets. Those tales don’t talk of com­puters or mobiles and still touch us deep inside.

It is strange, but human prob­lems seem to be the same. Greed, hate and illu­sion, and we still fight for or against nature accord­ing to per­sonal interests, just as in those days. Fairy tales are the dino­saurs of our culture. Actu­ally they are extinct, but dili­gently col­lect­ors like the Broth­ers Grimm pre­served the leftovers, at least to save the fos­sil­ized letters. But just as dino­saurs can come to life in the ima­gin­a­tion of our chil­dren, so can also fairy tales. Maybe this is the only reason why they still exist. They have a message for us, oth­er­wise they would have dis­ap­peared a long time ago.

Nowadays even psy­cho­lo­gists are dis­cov­er­ing fairy tales as an access to, or even a therapy for chil­dren and adults. That is really a wonder in our sci­entific times. Appar­ently, our rational minds urgently need to look from the narrow house that we have built over many years, at least through a small window from time to time in the vast­ness and depth of a fant­astic, almost irra­tional world. And why not add a little inquir­ing magic to our defined sci­entific know­ledge, that we usually believe in? Not to create new defin­i­tions, oh no, that’s not the goal of this book. This is not about proving any beliefs as true or false. Here are some ideas to think about, to make the mind a little more flex­ible, to look at the usual things just from a dif­fer­ent point of view and maybe here and there to open a small window. Of course, in the end it is also about truth, but in a much higher sense than on the con­cep­tual level. For it is no longer a secret that the good old fairy tales have mul­tiple levels. And as a person devel­ops from a small child to an old man, these levels can open one after the other. The great trick here is the con­tra­dic­tions in the stories, which become increas­ingly clear accord­ing to intel­lec­tual devel­op­ment. In the worst case, it says at the age of 20: “Such a non­sense, these fairy tales have nothing to do with this world!” That could then be the end of the fairy tale. Or the magic awakes, and the fairy tale gets really inter­est­ing...

Well, a long story cut short, we would like to give some sug­ges­tions for a deeper under­stand­ing of the old fairy tales. For this, we have come up with a few symbols that should accom­pany the reader on the journey, so that the pet­ri­fied letters are not quite so life­less in the long line and the chil­dren’s eyes have some­thing to look at. The two tri­angles for female and male have a long tra­di­tion as symbols. In medi­eval alchemy they also stood for the reddish fire and the bluish water, or for wind and earth. Their har­mo­ni­ous con­nec­tion would be the hexagonal star. Accord­ingly, we gen­er­ally use a hexagon here for nature.

[image: ]

The circle and the sphere sym­bol­ize the sun, which gives light to the events, and the golden ball that rolls along the path of destiny. The eyes point to life, which is every­where to be dis­covered, and the arms and legs to the living work. Some symbols have been bor­rowed from Indian culture, and we hope that others will be self-evident. Thus, on the fol­low­ing pages, you will find some fairy tale texts, such as those written by the Broth­ers Grimm some 200 years ago, together with our com­ments and inter­pret­a­tions. For the purpose of dif­fer­en­ti­ation in the e-book, the fairy tale texts begin with the symbol ✻ and our com­ments and inter­pret­a­tions with the symbol ✎.

With all good wishes,
Undine & Jens


Jorinda and Joringel

[image: ]✻ There was once an old castle in the midst of a large and thick forest, and in it an old woman who was a witch dwelt all alone. In the day-time she changed herself into a cat or a screech-owl, but in the evening she took her proper shape again as a human being. She could lure wild beasts and birds to her, and then she killed and boiled and roasted them. If any one came within one hundred paces of the castle he was obliged to stand still, and could not stir from the place until she bade him be free. But whenever an inno­cent maiden came within this circle, she changed her into a bird, and shut her up in a wicker-work cage, and carried the cage into a room in the castle. She had about seven thou­sand cages of rare birds in the castle.

✎ In most fairy tales, old witches, or enchant­resses, are con­sidered evil, some­thing that has almost taken on a life of its own nowadays. But only evil? Is that pos­sible? We do not think so. Because every­where, where there is a minus, there also must be a plus. Old witches seem evil and yet cause good, because they are symbols of the acting nature. In theory we can divide our world into two prin­ciples, the phys­ical aspect resp. nature charged with feel­ings and con­cepts, and the pure, whole­some mind. One works and creates, the other indic­ates the dir­ec­tion. The mind can do nothing without action, feel­ings and thoughts. Nature goes off course without the leading mind and gets caught up in painful extremes. Both belong together and are in fact not sep­ar­ate. But there are symbols in every fairy tale that make us think about what works and weaves and creates in our inside and thus also outside.

We think, the witch in this tale rep­res­ents passion, greed and lust at the begin­ning of the story. He who carries these feel­ings unbridled in himself and comes too close to tempta­tion as rep­res­en­ted by the witch, is cap­tured by her. For too much of some­thing can para­lyze and even over­whelm us, thus causing us to sur­render com­pletely to the witch.

[image: ]✻ Now, there was once a maiden who was called Jorinda, who was fairer than all other girls. She and a hand­some youth named Jorin­gel had prom­ised to marry each other. They were still in the days of betrothal, and their greatest hap­pi­ness was being together.

✎ The meaning of the names Jorinda and Jorin­gel can only be spec­u­lated upon. The common ‘jo’ sug­gests that they may be destined for each other. The German names are Jorinde and Jorin­gel. “Rinde” means bark and “Ringel” means ringlet. We can think of a tree with the outer bark and the inner annual rings, which also would mean the two belong together.

✻ One day in order that they might be able to talk together in quiet they went for a walk in the forest. “Take care,” said Jorin­gel, “that you do not go too near the castle.” It was a beau­ti­ful evening; the sun shone brightly between the trunks of the trees into the dark green of the forest, and the turtle-doves sang mourn­fully upon the young boughs of the birch-trees. Jorinda wept now and then: she sat down in the sun­shine and was sor­row­ful. Jorin­gel was sor­row­ful too; they were as sad as if they were about to die. Then they looked around them, and were quite at a loss, for they did not know by which way they should go home.

[image: ]

✎ So here we are: a young couple in love, who wants to be alone in the forest. The love­birds are cooing and the passion burns. Despite good inten­tion and all restraint - avoid­ing the witch, that is lust - the pas­sion­ate feel­ings are stronger and confuse their minds. There­fore, both suffer and com­plain. The tempta­tion is great, and the witch lures them into her spell.

✻ The sun was still half above the moun­tain and half set. Jorin­gel looked through the bushes, and saw the old walls of the castle close at hand. He was horror-stricken and filled with deadly fear. Jorinda was singing --

“My little bird, with the neck­lace red,
Sings sorrow, sorrow, sorrow,
He sings that the dove must soon be dead,
Sings sorrow, sor ---- jug, jug, jug.”

✎ The light of day fades and the dark forces take over. Although the two see the dis­aster coming, they are already caught before the witch actu­ally appears in person.

[image: ]✻ Jorin­gel looked for Jorinda. She was changed into a night­in­gale, and sang “jug, jug, jug.” A screech-owl with glowing eyes flew three times round about her, and three times cried “to-whoo, to-whoo, to-whoo!” Jorin­gel could not move: he stood there like a stone, and could neither weep nor speak, nor move hand or foot. The sun had now set. The owl flew into the thicket, and dir­ectly after­wards there came out of it a crooked old woman, yellow and lean, with large red eyes and a hooked nose, the point of which reached to her chin. She muttered to herself, caught the night­in­gale, and took it away in her hand.

[image: ]

Jorin­gel could neither speak nor move from the spot; the night­in­gale was gone. At last the woman came back, and said in a hollow voice, “Greet thee, Zachiel. If the moon shines on the cage, Zachiel, let him loose at once.” Then Jorin­gel was freed. He fell on his knees before the woman and begged that she would give him back his Jorinda, but she said that he should never have her again, and went away. He called, he wept, he lamen­ted, but all in vain “Ah, what is to become of me?”

✎ The witch catches the bird and carries it away - Jorinda is now com­pletely under the power of nature. Sep­ar­ated from all reason, she now func­tions only by feeling and instinct, thus falling into the realm of animals. The witch releases Jorin­gel with the help of the Archangel Zachiel, who per­son­i­fies coping with prob­lems, divine justice, mercy, remem­brance and for­give­ness. His name means “com­mem­or­ate the gods”. So, is this witch com­pletely demonic and evil? Is there nothing divine in her? Rather not. She delib­er­ately sends Jorin­gel on a journey that will change him.

[image: ]✻ Jorin­gel went away, and at last came to a strange village; there he kept sheep for a long time. He often walked round and round the castle, but not too near to it. At last he dreamt one night that he found a blood-red flower, in the middle of which was a beau­ti­ful large pearl; that he picked the flower and went with it to the castle, and that everything he touched with the flower was freed from enchant­ment; he also dreamt that by means of it he recovered his Jorinda.

✎ The first two sen­tences are so brief, but so rich when they are related to a person’s mental devel­op­ment. Going to a strange village means retreat­ing from the busy world that sur­roun­ded you, and becom­ing a hermit. Who guards the sheep, guards and con­trols his animal instincts, his thoughts and feel­ings - hard enough! The castle may also be a symbol of the hardened ego, which delim­its itself with high walls and stands rigidly alone. And keeping an eye on the castle, but not getting too close to it, means: Of course, you will not get rid of your pas­sions and your ego as long as you have a body. But observing them, respect­ing them, restrain­ing them and keeping them at a dis­tance so that they do not over­whelm you is the work of a master.

The Indian sage Dadaji writes: “There is a big mis­un­der­stand­ing in the world about lust. The Scrip­tures say that lust is a poison that pre­vents (spir­itual) lib­er­a­tion. And many people agree. But I say ... lust is not the poison, but the lack of respect for lust, that is the poison. Be careful with the lust!” [Aptavani 1]

If you have attained a certain, spir­itual purity and clarity, then dreams and visions can help you.

[image: ]✻ In the morning, when he awoke, he began to seek over hill and dale if he could find such a flower. He sought until the ninth day, and then, early in the morning, he found the blood-red flower. In the middle of it there was a large dew-drop, as big as the finest pearl. Day and night he jour­neyed with this flower to the castle. When he was within a hundred paces of it he was not held fast, but walked on to the door.

✎ What was the goal of asceti­cism of the young man? The red flower cer­tainly stands for love. But no longer the selfish, egot­ist­ical love that just wants to possess and enjoy. The dewdrop stands for clear, pure and holy water, a new con­scious­ness. It is the pure and holy love that can truly give because it is not a slave of the pas­sions.

✻ Jorin­gel was full of joy; he touched the door with the flower, and it sprang open. He walked in through the court­yard, and listened for the sound of the birds. At last he heard it. He went on and found the room from whence it came, and there the witch was feeding the birds in the seven thou­sand cages. When she saw Jorin­gel she was angry, very angry, and scolded and spat poison and gall at him, but she could not come within two paces of him. He did not take any notice of her, but went and looked at the cages with the birds; but there were many hundred night­in­gales, how was he to find his Jorinda again? Just then he saw the old woman quietly take away a cage with a bird in it, and go towards the door. Swiftly he sprang towards her, touched the cage with the flower, and also the old woman. She could now no longer bewitch any one; and Jorinda was stand­ing there, clasp­ing him round the neck, and she was as beau­ti­ful as ever! Then he changed all the other birds back into virgins and together with Jorinda he went home and they lived a long and happy life together.

✎ Yes, it is the self­less love which Jorinda brings out of the prison of her narrow, animal mind. The witch is unable to harm such a pure love, even though she tests the youth again by her rage. Moreover, when the witch is touched with the flower of self­less love, the tempta­tion has lost all power and can no longer bind. And yet it was import­ant that the witch once had power over the young people. For would Jorin­gel have freely evolved without the painful loss? It is the task of nature to wake us up and to make us realize, how cap­tiv­ated we are, if we are a slave to our unres­trained pas­sions, even if it is painful and an appar­ent loss. But only then we can seek the spir­itual path to the self­less love that can conquer every witch and every demon.

[image: ]


Iron John

[image: ]✻ There was once on a time a King who had a great forest near his palace, full of all kinds of wild animals. One day he sent out a hunts­man to shoot him a roe, but he did not come back. “Perhaps some acci­dent has befallen him,” said the King, and the next day he sent out two more hunts­men who were to search for him, but they too stayed away. Then on the third day, he sent for all his hunts­men, and said, “Scour the whole forest through, and do not give up until ye have found all three.” But of these also, none came home again, and of the pack of hounds which they had taken with them, none were seen more. From that time forth, no one would any longer venture into the forest, and it lay there in deep still­ness and solitude, and nothing was seen of it, but some­times an eagle or a hawk flying over it.

✎ There is obvi­ously a con­flict between the king stand­ing for the civ­il­ized culture on the one hand and the forest with the wild nature on the other hand, just like the con­trast between gold and iron. Nature appears hostile, and the hunters, who usually connect these two worlds, dis­ap­pear inex­plic­ably. At first one sus­pects their death and decides out of fear to stay away from hostile nature and to with­draw into urban culture. But as you will learn in the fol­low­ing, that was not the solu­tion, because soon there will be a brave man who cannot accept this limit.

✻ This lasted for many years, when a strange hunts­man announced himself to the King as seeking a situ­ation, and offered to go into the dan­ger­ous forest. The King, however, would not give his consent, and said, “It is not safe in there; I fear it would fare with thee no better than with the others, and thou wouldst never come out again.” The hunts­man replied, “Lord, I will venture it at my own risk, of fear I know nothing.”

The hunts­man there­fore betook himself with his dog to the forest. It was not long before the dog fell in with some game on the way, and wanted to pursue it; but hardly had the dog run two steps when it stood before a deep pool, could go no farther, and a naked arm stretched itself out of the water, seized it, and drew it under, When the hunts­man saw that, he went back and fetched three men to come with buckets and bale out the water. When they could see to the bottom there lay a wild man whose body was brown like rusty iron, and whose hair hung over his face down to his knees. They bound him with cords, and led him away to the castle. There was great aston­ish­ment over the wild man; the King, however, had him put in an iron cage in his court-yard, and forbade the door to be opened on pain of death, and the Queen herself was to take the key into her keeping. And from this time forth every one could again go into the forest with safety.

✎ Here we have the famous swamp of nature, a hostile world where you can sink in at every step. And what do we do: drain and ster­il­ize! We drive nature into a corner and then try to seize its essence. That sounds very simple at first. In our fairy tale a wild man appears who can be bound and imprisoned. Even if it sounds very strange to us today, at that time the essence of nature was expec­ted to be a living being. Today we would be looking more for for­mu­las, ener­gies and particles that the mind can master. But for this fairy tale the essence was called “Iron John”. Why iron? Iron was a symbol of hard­ness and strength, and was used for armour, weapons, tools, etc., but it also rusted quickly. So it was a very raw metal, which could be refined by human art in many ways. Mas­ter­ing iron, or nature, is con­sidered one of the highest achieve­ments of civ­il­ized human­ity. Well, was that the final solu­tion to the con­flict between culture and nature?

One can also see another sym­bol­ism of King and Iron John: The king of a country rep­res­ents the spir­itual power in the country, which ensures order. The forest is the symbol of the dis­ordered wild, which slum­bers deep in nature and also in our sub­con­scious. The power, for the king, should have a good rela­tion­ship to the wil­der­ness, because the order and the chaos both exist together in our world. But here the rela­tion­ship between order and wil­der­ness, i.e. the con­scious and uncon­scious, seems to be dis­turbed, because the king no longer has access to the forest. The nature of the wild has even turned against the king (the uncon­scious tor­ments the con­scious), and he no longer knows how to deal with it, even when he has it in front of him. He wants to force it, because he can only see the outside, the surface, and he locks the iron-hard appear­ing also in an iron cage. He wants to sup­press it, and forbids his people to come near him. Appar­ently the access to the forest is restored, but for a high price, because the uncon­scious is not under­stood and used, but sup­pressed.

Anyone who likes this train of thought is invited to follow it by himself in this tale…

[image: ]✻ The King had a son of eight years, who was once playing in the court-yard, and while he was playing, his golden ball fell into the cage. The boy ran thither and said, “Give me my ball out.” “Not till thou hast opened the door for me,” answered the man. “No,” said the boy, “I will not do that; the King has for­bid­den it,” and ran away. The next day he again went and asked for his ball; the wild man said, “Open my door,” but the boy would not. On the third day the King had ridden out hunting, and the boy went once more and said, “I cannot open the door even if I wished, for I have not the key.” Then the wild man said, “It lies under thy mother’s pillow, thou canst get it there.” The boy, who wanted to have his ball back, cast all thought to the winds, and brought the key. The door opened with dif­fi­culty, and the boy pinched his fingers. When it was open the wild man stepped out, gave him the golden ball, and hurried away. The boy had become afraid; he called and cried after him, “Oh, wild man, do not go away, or I shall be beaten!” The wild man turned back, took him up, set him on his shoulder, and went with hasty steps into the forest. When the King came home, he observed the empty cage, and asked the Queen how that had happened? She knew nothing about it, and sought the key, but it was gone. She called the boy, but no one answered. The King sent out people to seek for him in the fields, but they did not find him. Then he could easily guess what had happened, and much grief reigned in the royal court.

✎ The gold, which appears to man as embod­ied sun­light, is much nobler than iron. It shines, shim­mers, does not rust and is incom­par­ably valu­able. It can have a great purity and is there­fore also a symbol of our true nature or the pure soul. So you can also find the golden ball in this fairy tale, which the boy owns quite nat­ur­ally. But not only the boy in the fairy tale, every man has pure gold in his heart, namely the ability to change and to under­stand the truth, no matter who our worldly parents are or whether we are still con­scious of this gold within us.

Why is the golden ball rolling right into the cage of Iron John? Obvi­ously, the gold is attrac­ted by the iron. The king’s son does not fear the contact with the wild nature, so he is not yet so grown stiff in culture and so-called civil­iz­a­tion as the secular father. He still sees some­thing in the wild man, which even makes him act against his father’s command. The key to the lib­er­a­tion of nature lies with the mother, but unused by her, for she also serves the narrow mind of the king. But what is this key to the lib­er­a­tion of nature?

Well, the boy pinches his finger when opening the cage, so he is burdened with pain and guilt because he dis­obeys his worldly father. And he repents of his deed and asks nature for help, not his worldly parents. The wild man recog­nizes the poten­tial for change in the boy and takes him with him. The phys­ical father is aban­doned and a spir­itual father takes his place.

[image: ]✻ When the wild man had once more reached the dark forest, he took the boy down from his shoulder, and said to him, “Thou wilt never see thy father and mother again, but I will keep thee with me, for thou hast set me free, and I have com­pas­sion on thee. If thou dost all I bid thee, thou shalt fare well. Of treas­ure and gold have I enough, and more than any one in the world.” He made a bed of moss for the boy on which he slept, and the next morning the man took him to a well, and said, “Behold, the gold well is as bright and clear as crystal, thou shalt sit beside it, and take care that nothing falls into it, or it will be pol­luted. I will come every evening to see if thou hast obeyed my order.” The boy placed himself by the margin of the well, and often saw a golden fish or a golden snake show itself therein, and took care that nothing fell in. As he was thus sitting, his finger hurt him so viol­ently that he invol­un­tar­ily put it in the water. He drew it quickly out again, but saw that it was quite gilded, and what­so­ever pains he took to wash the gold off again, all was to no purpose. In the evening Iron John came back, looked at the boy, and said, “What has happened to the well?” “Nothing, nothing,” he answered, and held his finger behind his back, that the man might not see it. But he said, “Thou hast dipped thy finger into the water, this time it may pass, but take care thou dost not again let any­thing go in.” By day­break the boy was already sitting by the well and watch­ing it. His finger hurt him again and he passed it over his head, and then unhap­pily a hair fell down into the well. He took it quickly out, but it was already quite gilded. Iron John came, and already knew what had happened. “Thou hast let a hair fall into the well,” said he. “I will allow thee to watch by it once more, but if this happens for the third time then the well is pol­luted, and thou canst no longer remain with me.”

[image: ]

On the third day, the boy sat by the well, and did not stir his finger, however much it hurt him. But the time was long to him, and he looked at the reflec­tion of his face on the surface of the water. And as he still bent down more and more while he was doing so, and trying to look straight into the eyes, his long hair fell down from his shoulders into the water. He raised himself up quickly, but the whole of the hair of his head was already golden and shone like the sun. You may imagine how ter­ri­fied the poor boy was! He took his pocket-handker­chief and tied it round his head, in order that the man might not see it. When he came he already knew everything, and said, “Take the handker­chief off.” Then the golden hair streamed forth, and let the boy excuse himself as he might, it was of no use. “Thou hast not stood the trial, and canst stay here no longer. Go forth into the world, there thou wilt learn what poverty is. But as thou hast not a bad heart, and as I mean well by thee, there is one thing I will grant thee; if thou fallest into any dif­fi­culty, come to the forest and cry, “Iron John,” and then I will come and help thee. My power is great, greater than thou thinkest, and I have gold and silver in abund­ance.”

✎ The wild man becomes the boy’s teacher. He leads him to the source, where his only job is to keep watch and main­tain purity. A most amazing task! Anyone who has ever studied yoga and med­it­a­tion will know how incred­ibly dif­fi­cult it is to pass such a test. Just sitting, watch­ing, seeing and recog­niz­ing without being entangled in it. First, you feel bored, because the thoughts have no dis­trac­tion. Old feel­ings of guilt can also come up - the boy uncon­sciously sticks his aching finger into the golden spring. What happens? Refine­ment of the finger and this may be for­give­ness.

What do fish and snakes stand for in this golden foun­tain, the pure essence of nature, truth and inner­most being? Maybe for the pure soul and the ele­mental force of nature, swim­ming together in harmony. And when the boy looks into the spring, he sees his reflec­tion. But he cannot look himself in the eye - he does not recog­nize yet, and so the well is pol­luted. How would the fairy tale have gone on if he had passed the test?

Despite everything, the boy exper­i­ences change. He is con­nec­ted with some truth, what the golden spots on hand and head show. Only he cannot be “golden” yet. His teacher now knows that the next stage of his edu­ca­tion is immin­ent: attent­ive action in the world, dealing with it in humil­ity and patience, assum­ing respons­ib­il­ity and the asso­ci­ated matur­ing process. He sends him abroad - the motif that appears in so many fairy tales - and remains at his side as a trust­ing helper.

✻ Then the King’s son left the forest, and walked by beaten and unbeaten paths ever onwards until at length he reached a great city. There he looked for work, but could find none, and he had learnt nothing by which he could help himself. At length he went to the palace, and asked if they would take him in. The people about court did not at all know what use they could make of him, but they liked him, and told him to stay. At length the cook took him into his service, and said he might carry wood and water, and rake the cinders together. Once when it so happened that no one else was at hand, the cook ordered him to carry the food to the royal table, but as he did not like to let his golden hair be seen, he kept his little cap on. Such a thing as that had never yet come under the King’s notice, and he said, “When thou comest to the royal table thou must take thy hat off.” He answered, “Ah, Lord, I cannot; I have a bad sore place on my head.” Then the King had the cook called before him and scolded him, and asked how he could take such a boy as that into his service; and that he was to turn him off at once. The cook, however, had pity on him, and exchanged him for the gardener’s boy.
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✎ The boy comes to strangers, and they like him. Even though he has never learned any­thing prac­tical, he is wel­comed because his nature has already changed and impresses others. But the boy hides his golden nature, he does not yet show his new con­scious­ness. Maybe he would also be recog­nized as the son of a king, and perhaps sent back to the worldly father. He even pre­tends to be unclean with a rash on his head.

As with most fairy tales, Iron John also has many dif­fer­ent ver­sions, such as “The wild man”. In this version of the story, the wild man accom­mod­ates the boy himself as a gardener’s assist­ant at the royal court. But the boy has to sleep in the stable because he is so dirty and nobody wants to share the room with him. In the morning, when he wants to start his work in the garden, the wild man comes to meet him and sends him to wash and comb. While the boy is clean­ing himself, the wild man works in the garden and makes it much nicer than the gardener himself ever could. You cannot express it better! If man respects his inner purity and works con­stantly to keep himself and his sur­round­ings vir­tu­ous, then nature works of its own accord and gives him the fruits of his pure action.

[image: ]✻ And now the boy had to plant and water the garden, hoe and dig, and bear the wind and bad weather. Once in summer when he was working alone in the garden, the day was so warm he took his little cap off that the air might cool him. As the sun shone on his hair it glittered and flashed so that the rays fell into the bed-room of the King’s daugh­ter, and up she sprang to see what that could be. Then she saw the boy, and cried to him, “Boy, bring me a wreath of flowers.” He put his cap on with all haste, and gathered wild field-flowers and bound them together. When he was ascend­ing the stairs with them, the gardener met him, and said, “How canst thou take the King’s daugh­ter a garland of such common flowers? Go quickly, and get another, and seek out the pret­ti­est and rarest.” “Oh, no,” replied the boy, “the wild ones have more scent, and will please her better.” When he got into the room, the King’s daugh­ter said, “Take thy cap off, it is not seemly to keep it on in my pres­ence.” He again said, “I may not, I have a sore head.” She, however, caught at his cap and pulled it off, and then his golden hair rolled down on his shoulders, and it was splen­did to behold. He wanted to run out, but she held him by the arm, and gave him a handful of ducats. With these he depar­ted, but he cared nothing for the gold pieces. He took them to the gardener, and said, “I present them to thy chil­dren, they can play with them.” The fol­low­ing day the King’s daugh­ter again called to him that he was to bring her a wreath of field-flowers, and when he went in with it, she instantly snatched at his cap, and wanted to take it away from him, but he held it fast with both hands. She again gave him a handful of ducats, but he would not keep them, and gave them to the gardener for playthings for his chil­dren. On the third day things went just the same; she could not get his cap away from him, and he would not have her money.
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✎ And so it con­tin­ues - he keeps away not only from the king, the owner of secular power and the epitome of culture, but also from female charms. He neither boasts of his own spir­itual gold, nor does he reach for the worldly gold offered to him. He does his duty, yet retreats from the usual habits of the people around him. But he is already trying to re-estab­lish the harmony of culture and nature, because he brings the prin­cess the wild, simple flowers, not the bred and mag­ni­fi­cent.

[image: ]✻ Not long after­wards, the country was overrun by war. The King gathered together his people, and did not know whether or not he could offer any oppos­i­tion to the enemy, who was super­ior in strength and had a mighty army. Then said the gardener’s boy, “I am grown up, and will go to the wars also, only give me a horse.” The others laughed, and said, “Seek one for thyself when we are gone, we will leave one behind us in the stable for thee.” When they had gone forth, he went into the stable, and got the horse out; it was lame of one foot, and limped hobblety jig, hobblety jig; nev­er­the­less he mounted it, and rode away to the dark forest. When he came to the out­skirts, he called “Iron John,” three times so loudly that it echoed through the trees. Thereupon the wild man appeared imme­di­ately, and said, “What dost thou desire?” “I want a strong steed, for I am going to the wars.” “That thou shalt have, and still more than thou askest for.” Then the wild man went back into the forest, and it was not long before a stable-boy came out of it, who led a horse that snorted with its nos­trils, and could hardly be restrained, and behind them fol­lowed a great troop of sol­diers entirely equipped in iron, and their swords flashed in the sun. The youth made over his three-legged horse to the stable-boy, mounted the other, and rode at the head of the sol­diers. When he got near the battle-field a great part of the King’s men had already fallen, and little was wanting to make the rest give way.
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Then the youth gal­loped thither with his iron sol­diers, broke like a hur­ricane over the enemy, and beat down all who opposed him. They began to fly, but the youth pursued, and never stopped, until there was not a single man left. Instead, however, of return­ing to the King, he con­duc­ted his troop by bye-ways back to the forest, and called forth Iron John. “What dost thou desire?” asked the wild man. “Take back thy horse and thy troops, and give me my three-legged horse again.” All that he asked was done, and soon he was riding on his three-legged horse. When the King returned to his palace, his daugh­ter went to meet him, and wished him joy of his victory. “I am not the one who carried away the victory,” said he, “but a strange knight who came to my assist­ance with his sol­diers.” The daugh­ter wanted to hear who the strange knight was, but the King did not know, and said, “He fol­lowed the enemy, and I did not see him again.” She inquired of the gardener where his boy was, but he smiled, and said, “He has just come home on his three-legged horse, and the others have been mocking him, and crying, “Here comes our hobblety jig back again!” They asked, too, “Under what hedge hast thou been lying sleep­ing all the time?” He, however, said, “I did the best of all, and it would have gone badly without me.” And then he was still more ridiculed.”

✎ Our boy makes his next move. The time arrives to take respons­ib­il­ity, from which he does not shy away. But still he does not want to reveal himself and his abil­it­ies. Only the king’s daugh­ter already sus­pects that the golden hair of the youth is asso­ci­ated with special qual­it­ies. But she is smart enough to wait until the right moment.

✻ The King said to his daugh­ter, “I will pro­claim a great feast that shall last for three days, and thou shalt throw a golden apple. Perhaps the unknown will come to it.” When the feast was announced, the youth went out to the forest, and called Iron John. “What dost thou desire?” asked he. “That I may catch the King’s daugh­ter’s golden apple.” “It is as safe as if thou hadst it already,” said Iron John. “Thou shalt like­wise have a suit of red armour for the occa­sion, and ride on a spir­ited chest­nut-horse.” When the day came, the youth gal­loped to the spot, took his place amongst the knights, and was recog­nized by no one. The King’s daugh­ter came forward, and threw a golden apple to the knights, but none of them caught it but he, only as soon as he had it he gal­loped away. On the second day Iron John equipped him as a white knight, and gave him a white horse. Again he was the only one who caught the apple, and he did not linger an instant, but gal­loped off with it. The King grew angry, and said, “That is not allowed; he must appear before me and tell his name.” He gave the order that if the knight who caught the apple, should go away again they should pursue him, and if he would not come back will­ingly, they were to cut him down and stab him. On the third day, he received from Iron John a suit of black armour and a black horse, and again he caught the apple. But when he was riding off with it, the King’s attend­ants pursued him, and one of them got so near him that he wounded the youth’s leg with the point of his sword. The youth nev­er­the­less escaped from them, but his horse leapt so viol­ently that the helmet fell from the youth’s head, and they could see that he had golden hair. They rode back and announced this to the King.

✎ Red - white - black
The boy comes to pass the same test three times. Why three times? The colours seem to make the dif­fer­ence. Let’s say: red stands for the stim­u­lat­ing, active, fiery aspect in the char­ac­ter of a human, white for purity, trans­fig­ur­a­tion and per­fec­tion and black for the slug­gish, the immob­ile. Every­one who lives in the world needs his suf­fi­cient share of fire, light and rest. No action without fire. No wisdom without light, and action brings bad fruit. And without the bal­an­cing calm neither action nor wisdom is pos­sible. If the three basic inclin­a­tions of the spirit are in harmony, then man is spir­itu­ally healthy. If one of the inclin­a­tions out­weighs too much, the person becomes either hyper­act­ive or dull and slug­gish and no longer has a good effect on the world. Our boy passes the test in all three colours. He can only be recog­nized and touched under the influ­ence of slug­gish black.

✻ The fol­low­ing day the King’s daugh­ter asked the gardener about his boy. “He is at work in the garden; the queer creature has been at the fest­ival too, and only came home yes­ter­day evening; he has like­wise shown my chil­dren three golden apples which he has won.”

The King had him summoned into his pres­ence, and he came and again had his little cap on his head. But the King’s daugh­ter went up to him and took it off, and then his golden hair fell down over his shoulders, and he was so hand­some that all were amazed. “Art thou the knight who came every day to the fest­ival, always in dif­fer­ent colours, and who caught the three golden apples?” asked the King. “Yes,” answered he, “and here the apples are,” and he took them out of his pocket, and returned them to the King. “If you desire further proof, you may see the wound which your people gave me when they fol­lowed me. But I am like­wise the knight who helped you to your victory over your enemies.” “If thou canst perform such deeds as that, thou art no gardener’s boy; tell me, who is thy father?” “My father is a mighty King, and gold have I in plenty as great as I require.” “I well see,” said the King, “that I owe thanks to thee; can I do any­thing to please thee?” “Yes,” answered he, “that indeed you can. Give me your daugh­ter to wife.” The maiden laughed, and said, “He does not stand much on cere­mony, but I have already seen by his golden hair that he was no gardener’s boy,” and then she went and kissed him.

✎ This time the king’s daugh­ter gets the ball finally rolling, because - lo and behold - the youth has matured. Finally he con­fesses: Yes, it’s me! He con­fesses to his golden fac­ulties, for he has finally real­ized one fact deep inside: By his friendly con­nec­tion to the Iron John - that is, the com­bin­a­tion of wild nature and organ­iz­ing culture - all the treas­ures of life are revealed to him insofar as he needs them. So it is time for him to regain his place in the world and to fulfil his duties as king’s son. He chooses the true bride, because she has long since recog­nized his golden heart. He can also meet his parents. As long as the devel­op­ment of his mind was still in pro­gress, he had to avoid both his parents and their narrow con­cep­tion of civil­iz­a­tion and wild nature, as well as a pas­sion­ate con­nec­tion with a woman. But now, after his enlight­en­ment he can live together with every­body.

✻ His father and mother came to the wedding, and were in great delight, for they had given up all hope of ever seeing their dear son again. And as they were sitting at the mar­riage-feast, the music sud­denly stopped, the doors opened, and a stately King came in with a great retinue. He went up to the youth, embraced him and said, “I am Iron John, and was by enchant­ment a wild man, but thou hast set me free; all the treas­ures which I possess, shall be thy prop­erty.”

✎ Iron John is again recog­niz­able as a bene­vol­ent king and spir­itual father, since the youth restored the good con­nec­tion of the worldly power with the wild nature.
Who had cursed nature as savage and hostile?
But now nature has regained her royal dignity, which man had taken from her. And we see that nature can be an excel­lent teacher to us, and truly, we receive all our wealth only from nature. Nature should be our friend, not our enemy. Then culture and nature can coexist.

P.S. The rela­tion of the phys­ical father of the youth to nature reminds us of the beha­viour of our modern, sci­entific-mater­ial people. We do not ask, do not want to humbly approach the golden spring and maybe to restrain ourselves for a while, but we force nature with tech­no­logy, chem­istry and mass under our lux­uri­ous will. It still seems to work, because our super­mar­kets brag with over­flow­ing shelves. But we are already aller­gic to all sorts of foods from our sprayed fields and enslaved cattle herds, and suffer from weird dis­eases not well known to science. Please help us, Iron John!
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The Old Woman in the Wood

[image: ]✻ A poor servant-girl was once trav­el­ling with the family, with which she was in service, through a great forest, and when they were in the midst of it, robbers came out of the thicket, and murdered all they found. All per­ished together except the girl, who had jumped out of the car­riage in a fright, and hidden herself behind a tree. When the robbers had gone away with their booty, she came out and beheld the great dis­aster. Then she began to weep bit­terly, and said, “What can a poor girl like me do now? I do not know how to get out of the forest, no human being lives in it, so I must cer­tainly starve.” She walked about and looked for a road, but could find none. When it was evening she seated herself under a tree, gave herself into God’s keeping, and resolved to sit waiting there and not go away, let what might happen.

✎ A stately family comes into the wil­der­ness where they meet the same law that pre­vails in their city: the stronger feeds on the weaker. But here in the forest they sud­denly stand on the other side and become victims them­selves. Why does this great con­trast exist between city and forest? Why does the family meet with this fate? Do we see a pre­sump­tu­ous aris­to­cracy that has lost its ground­ing in nature? Even the maid seems com­pletely lost in the wild, but, at least, she stays alive.

Who are the robbers in the forest? What do they kill and rob so that no human soul lives in the forest? And how can you leave this wild forest?

In many fairy tales, there are recur­ring motifs that are not only dra­matic stages of a story, but also typical chapters of a person’s life. For example, there is the sheltered person, who sud­denly finds himself in danger and fear, sep­ar­ated from everything he knows. Like our maid, who has been pro­tec­ted by her lord­ship, and which is now hungry and lonely on her own. But helpers show them­selves in need, if a person has con­fid­ence and a good heart. Such helpers can also be the dangers them­selves, because they force us on the way to trans­form­a­tion.

[image: ]✻ When, however, she had sat there for a while, a white dove came flying to her with a little golden key in its mouth. It put the little key in her hand, and said, “Dost thou see that great tree, therein is a little lock, it opens with the tiny key, and there thou wilt find food enough, and suffer no more hunger.” Then she went to the tree and opened it, and found milk in a little dish, and white bread to break into it, so that she could eat her fill. When she was sat­is­fied, she said, “It is now the time when the hens at home go to roost, I am so tired I could go to bed too.” Then the dove flew to her again, and brought another golden key in its bill, and said, “Open that tree there, and thou wilt find a bed.” So she opened it, and found a beau­ti­ful white bed, and she prayed God to protect her during the night, and lay down and slept. In the morning the dove came for the third time, and again brought a little key, and said, “Open that tree there, and thou wilt find clothes.” And when she opened it, she found gar­ments beset with gold and with jewels, more splen­did than those of any king’s daugh­ter. So she lived there for some time, and the dove came every day and provided her with all she needed, and it was a quiet good life.

✎ What is this key that can unlock the outer shell of things? And, as in many fairy tales, gold plays a key role again.
Everything can be unlocked and helpful with the golden key of know­ledge. What a beau­ti­ful symbol! There is one life in every creature whose nature is kind and healing, if it is allowed to unfold and be recog­nized.

✻ Once, however, the dove came and said, “Wilt thou do some­thing for my sake?” “With all my heart,” said the girl. Then said the little dove, “I will guide thee to a small house; enter it, and inside it, an old woman will be sitting by the fire and will say, ‘Good-day.’ But on thy life give her no answer, let her do what she will, but pass by her on the right side; further on, there is a door, which open, and thou wilt enter into a room where a quant­ity of rings of all kinds are lying, amongst which are some mag­ni­fi­cent ones with shining stones; leave them, however, where they are, and seek out a plain one, which must like­wise be amongst them, and bring it here to me as quickly as thou canst.”

✎ After the quiet life and the retreat from the busy world, the girl has matured and is ready to take respons­ib­il­ity and act again.

✻ The girl went to the little house, and came to the door. There sat an old woman who stared when she saw her, and said, “Good day my child.” The girl gave her no answer, and opened the door. “Whither away,” cried the old woman, and seized her by the gown, and wanted to hold her fast, saying, “That is my house; no one can go in there if I choose not to allow it.” But the girl was silent, got away from her, and went straight into the room. Now there lay on the table an enorm­ous quant­ity of rings, which gleamed and glittered before her eyes. She turned them over and looked for the plain one, but could not find it.

[image: ]While she was seeking, she saw the old woman and how she was steal­ing away, and wanting to get off with a bird-cage which she had in her hand. So she went after her and took the cage out of her hand, and when she raised it up and looked into it, a bird was inside which had the plain ring in its bill. Then she took the ring, and ran quite joy­ously home with it, and thought the little white dove would come and get the ring, but it did not.

✎ All the tests of courage were passed by the girl: she could be silent when it mattered, but could take action when she was hindered. She was neither dis­trac­ted nor blinded by the pre­cious treas­ure, but firmly pursued her goal, for her purpose was noble and pure.

What do we learn from the bird, who has the ring in his beak and sits in the witch’s cage? Maybe caught three times? The ring is caught in the beak of the greedy bird, the bird in the cage and the cage in the hand of the witch.

✻ Then she leant against a tree and determ­ined to wait for the dove, and, as she thus stood, it seemed just as if the tree was soft and pliant, and was letting its branches down. And sud­denly the branches twined around her, and were two arms, and when she looked round, the tree was a hand­some man, who embraced and kissed her heart­ily, and said, “Thou hast delivered me from the power of the old woman, who is a wicked witch. She had changed me into a tree, and every day for two hours I was a white dove, and so long as she pos­sessed the ring I could not regain my human form.” Then his ser­vants and his horses, who had like­wise been changed into trees, were freed from the enchant­ment also, and stood beside him. And he led them forth to his kingdom, for he was a King’s son, and they married, and lived happily.
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✎ And again this beau­ti­ful symbol: The right com­pan­ion, the truth, was hidden in the tree and in the animal. Because it is just one life, that may show itself in many dif­fer­ent forms. You can recog­nize this one life and connect with the truth, when you see through the magic of the witch.

Why a simple ring? It may point to the con­nec­tion of the King’s son with a simple girl. It is this sim­pli­city of the girl, that sur­renders to God when all seems hope­less, and sud­denly receives the help of nature and the spirit that lives in nature. Finally, the sim­pli­city even frees the enchanted spirit, and in this case helps the king’s son to become ‘human’ again. How he lost his ‘human­ity’ is not explained further in this fairy tale. However he somehow has fallen into the witch’s hands and perhaps has exper­i­enced a cata­strophe similar to that of the noble family at the begin­ning of the story.

The ring is also a very old symbol, on the one hand for con­nec­tion, if it encloses some­thing, and on the other hand for etern­ity, because it is without begin­ning and end. Even today we know the mar­riage and friend­ship rings. In this case the prince’s ring was in the witch’s hands. This means he was asso­ci­ated with a dark power that had ban­ished him to nature, from which he could only occa­sion­ally rise as a dove. The nature of this dark power remains rel­at­ively open, at least you should not give it an answer or do not get involved with it. It is played again with the male-female sym­bol­ism and the usual witch, which causes sep­ar­a­tion. Finally, the male is freed from the com­puls­ive bonds of nature, and man and woman unite. Then they live a rich and happy life and never feel lonely anymore.

As in the begin­ning, a stately retinue set in the forest, at the end another stately retinue leaves the forest. And the girl, who was a servant before, is now the bride of the king’s son. What a won­der­ful change happened in the forest along the way…


Hansel and Grethel

[image: ]✻ Hard by a great forest dwelt a poor wood-cutter with his wife and his two chil­dren. The boy was called Hansel and the girl Grethel. He had little to bite and to break, and once when great scarcity fell on the land, he could no longer procure daily bread. Now when he thought over this by night in his bed, and tossed about in his anxiety, he groaned and said to his wife, “What is to become of us? How are we to feed our poor chil­dren, when we no longer have any­thing even for ourselves?” “I’ll tell you what, husband,” answered the woman, “Early to-morrow morning we will take the chil­dren out into the forest to where it is the thick­est, there we will light a fire for them, and give each of them one piece of bread more, and then we will go to our work and leave them alone. They will not find the way home again, and we shall be rid of them.” “No, wife,” said the man, “I will not do that; how can I bear to leave my chil­dren alone in the forest? The wild animals would soon come and tear them to pieces.” “O, thou fool!” said she, “Then we must all four die of hunger, thou mayest as well plane the planks for our coffins.” and she left him no peace until he con­sen­ted. “But I feel very sorry for the poor chil­dren, all the same,” said the man.

✎ How can we under­stand the words of the mother? They do not fit in our current and cer­tainly not in the former world view. Every normal mother loves her chil­dren, pro­tects her like a lioness, and rather starves herself than treat­ing her chil­dren as cruelly as here in the fairy tale. So, let’s take a deeper look.

The worldly things seem to be well dis­tin­guish­able: in good and evil, light and dark, male and female etc. The mas­cu­line stands in many philo­sophies for the spir­itual in the world and the fem­in­ine stands for nature. The mind per­vades all matter and is united with it. So the mind can guide us. If it is sep­ar­ated from matter, it can have no effect. Nature, in turn, needs guid­ance through the mind, oth­er­wise there might be move­ment, but no devel­op­ment, neither to the higher nor to the lower. The two - often sym­bol­ic­ally as father and mother or man and woman - depend on each other, can be found in all beings, add to each other and are not actu­ally sep­ar­ated. From the inter­ac­tion of mind and matter, and also man and woman, we are born into the world. The first things we learn are hunger and thirst. Who does not know this great dis­sat­is­fac­tion that usually drives us through our live? Spir­itu­ally speak­ing, hunger is only seeing the oppos­ites: this is bad and this is good, this is what I want and this not... And we always want some­thing, right? There­fore we are always hungry. Of course we need a certain dis­tinc­tion in our daily life in useful or dan­ger­ous, for or against, nature or spirit. That is the job of the mother. But if we are com­pletely caught up in this picture of oppos­ites, totally emerged in the mother, we are also trapped in hunger. The big goal is to realize that dis­tinc­tion is useful but not ulti­mate truth. Things are, what they are, neither good nor bad. Only our desires need a dis­tinc­tion in good or bad. It is the task of the Father to lead us to realize. If we exper­i­ence this in the deepest heart, our spir­itual hunger is sat­is­fied and the worldly dis­sat­is­fac­tion dis­ap­pears. There­fore, we have to go into the world, have to suffer and learn and gradu­ally recog­nize. It is nature’s job to drive us to inner growth.

There­fore, the mother speaks in the fairy tale: we want to send our chil­dren into the world, so that they may recog­nize, satisfy hunger and thirst and return to us, to their origin. The dark forest is the symbol of the world. Ignor­ance blocks the sight in every dir­ec­tion. The world is a wil­der­ness of fear in the struggle for sur­vival. Yes, Mother Nature is so hard. She gives birth to us, leaves us alone and sep­ar­ates us from the true Father. Then we sit alone in the forest with the fire of life. And yet it is pure kind­ness and mater­nal love. When the chil­dren are mature, they should no longer cling to the mother. Mother Nature speaks: I can only appease your hunger for a short time. I cannot give you eternal hap­pi­ness. I cannot make you happy forever. Do not cling to me! Stand on your own feet, act, recog­nize and then return to the Father.

✻ The two chil­dren had also not been able to sleep for hunger, and had heard what their mother had said to their father. Grethel wept bitter tears, and said to Hansel, “Now all is over with us.” “Be quiet, Grethel,” said Hansel, “do not dis­tress thyself, I will soon find a way to help us.” And when the old folks had fallen asleep, he got up, put on his little coat, opened the door below, and crept outside. The moon shone brightly, and the white pebbles which lay in front of the house glittered like real silver pennies. Hansel stooped and put as many of them in the little pocket of his coat as he could pos­sibly get in. Then he went back and said to Grethel, “Be com­for­ted, dear little sister, and sleep in peace, God will not forsake us.” and he lay down again in his bed.

✎ Brother and sister can also be con­sidered here as the prin­ciple “male and female, spirit and nature”. This does not mean in a narrow and mis­un­der­stood sense that Hansel thinks and Grethel only does what he says. As already men­tioned, mind and nature are insep­ar­able. Here they ideally always act in loving unison, which is the found­a­tion of human devel­op­ment.

White pebbles in the moon­light are some­thing pure and immor­tal, some­thing the mind can find with con­fid­ence in God, meaning a pure life.

✻ When day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the woman came and awoke the two chil­dren, saying, “Get up, you slug­gards! We are going into the forest to fetch wood.” She gave each a little piece of bread, and said, “There is some­thing for your dinner, but do not eat it up before then, for you will get nothing else.” Grethel took the bread under her apron, as Hansel had the stones in his pocket.

✎ The day breaks also means: life begins, every­one gets some­thing along the way into the world. The chil­dren, who are still depend­ing on the mother, are sent into self-reli­ance for the first time.

✻ Then they all set out together on the way to the forest. When they had walked a short time, Hansel stood still and peeped back at the house, and did so again and again. His father said, “Hansel, what art thou looking at there and staying behind for? Mind what thou art about, and do not forget how to use thy legs.” “Ah, father,” said Hansel, “I am looking at my little white cat, which is sitting up on the roof, and wants to say good-bye to me.” The wife said, “Fool, that is not thy little cat, that is the morning sun which is shining on the chim­neys.” Hansel, however, had not been looking back at the cat, but had been con­stantly throw­ing one of the white pebble-stones out of his pocket on the road.

✎ White animals stand in general for purity. The symbol could mean the pure, child­like nature of Hansel, which will soon change on the dif­fi­cult path. But it could also mean that Hansel feels bound to his home, his friends and pets and does not want to leave them. Because nor­mally you do not have to look back or stop to drop the pebbles. It befits Mother Nature to urge him to see the light of the morning sun, to open to know­ledge.

✻ When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said, “Now, chil­dren, pile up some wood, and I will light a fire that you may not be cold.” Hansel and Grethel gathered brush­wood together, as high as a little hill. The brush­wood was lighted, and when the flames were burning very high the woman said, “Now, chil­dren, lay yourselves down by the fire and rest, we will go into the forest and cut some wood. When we have done, we will come back and fetch you away.” Hansel and Grethel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a little piece of bread, and as they heard the strokes of the wood-axe they believed that their father was near. It was, however, not the axe, it was a branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was blowing back­wards and for­wards. And as they had been sitting such a long time, their eyes shut with fatigue, and they fell fast asleep. When at last they awoke, it was already dark night. Grethel began to cry and said, “How are we to get out of the forest now?” But Hansel com­for­ted her and said, “Just wait a little, until the moon has risen, and then we will soon find the way.” And when the full moon had risen, Hansel took his little sister by the hand, and fol­lowed the pebbles which shone like newly-coined silver pieces, and showed them the way. They walked the whole night long, and by break of day came once more to their father’s house. They knocked at the door, and when the woman opened it and saw that it was Hansel and Grethel, she said, “You naughty chil­dren, why have you slept so long in the forest? We thought you were never coming back at all!” The father, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave them behind alone.

✎ This is a typical fairy tale text. On closer inspec­tion, the actions them­selves make little sense, but a lot of symbols can be seen. The fire warms us in life. The illu­sion makes us fall asleep in the forest of the world. The awaken­ing happens in the dark. The moon unfolds his cool light of reason, and the white pebbles show the way home. So the pebbles and the moon­light make sure that brother and sister can return home.

This could be the end of the tale, but some­thing is missing. The father is happy, but the mother is not. Because the real problem is not solved: The big hunger is still not sat­is­fied. There are often several attempts or appar­ent repe­ti­tions in the fairy tale, because we have to go step by step and learn. Only very few people are granted the miracle to solve a big problem right at the first attempt...

✻ Not long after­wards, there was once more great scarcity in all parts, and the chil­dren heard their mother saying at night to their father, “Everything is eaten again, we have one half loaf left, and after that there is an end. The chil­dren must go, we will take them farther into the wood, so that they will not find their way out again; there is no other means of saving ourselves!” The man’s heart was heavy, and he thought “It would be better for thee to share the last mouth­ful with thy chil­dren.” The woman, however, would listen to nothing that he had to say, but scolded and reproached him. He who says A must say B, like­wise, and as he had yielded the first time, he had to do so a second time also.

The chil­dren were, however, still awake and had heard the con­ver­sa­tion. When the old folks were asleep, Hansel again got up, and wanted to go out and pick up pebbles, but the woman had locked the door, and Hansel could not get out. Nev­er­the­less he com­for­ted his little sister, and said, “Do not cry, Grethel, go to sleep quietly, the good God will help us.”

[image: ]Early in the morning came the woman, and took the chil­dren out of their beds. Their bit of bread was given to them, but it was still smaller than the time before. On the way into the forest Hansel crumbled his in his pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel on the ground. “Hansel, why dost thou stop and look round?” said the father, “Go on.” “I am looking back at my little pigeon which is sitting on the roof, and wants to say good-bye to me.” answered Hansel. “Sim­pleton!” said the woman, “That is not thy little pigeon, that is the morning sun that is shining on the chimney.” Hansel, however, little by little, threw all the crumbs on the path.

✎ And again the same farewell. A last look back at the father’s house, where the morning sun greets, with the desire in the heart, which we all hold within us, to return from our long journey and to be happy again at home. Here, too, we meet the illu­sion of ‘my dove’. Outside, things are reflec­ted in the light of the sun, and inside in the light of con­scious­ness. Mother Nature herself explains it here to the child.

Maybe the chimney has some­thing to do with it. At least there usually appears smoke, which can take on all sorts of forms in the sun­light, that are as fading as any other thing in the world. And what does illu­sion have to do with hunger? Well, hunger comes from per­ish­able food, and what is more per­ish­able than illu­sion? We already know that the bread crumbs do not have the effect that Hansel hopes for, because how should tran­si­ent things lead the way to the Father, to real­iz­a­tion? The trans­it­ory belongs in the world, in becom­ing and passing away, and it is pre­cisely out of this cycle that we need to lib­er­ate our mind, even if our body remains clinged to the world.

✻ The woman led the chil­dren still deeper into the forest, where they had never in their lives been before. Then a great fire was again made, and the mother said, “Just sit there, you chil­dren, and when you are tired you may sleep a little; we are going into the forest to cut wood, and in the evening when we are done, we will come and fetch you away.” When it was noon, Grethel shared her piece of bread with Hansel, who had scattered his by the way. Then they fell asleep and evening came and went, but no one came to the poor chil­dren. They did not awake until it was dark night, and Hansel com­for­ted his little sister and said, “Just wait, Grethel, until the moon rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread which I have strewn about, they will show us our way home again.” When the moon came they set out, but they found no crumbs, for the many thou­sands of birds which fly about in the woods and fields, had picked them all up. Hansel said to Grethel, “We shall soon find the way,” but they did not find it. They walked the whole night and all the next day too from morning till evening, but they did not get out of the forest, and were very hungry, for they had nothing to eat but two or three berries, which grew on the ground. And as they were so weary that their legs would carry them no longer, they lay down beneath a tree and fell asleep.

✎ Before help can take effect, we usually have to suffer, whether pain, fatigue, hunger... These aus­ter­it­ies purify the rubbish-strewn mind and can open what was pre­vi­ously hidden. Shamans also use asceti­cism and puri­fic­a­tion so that they can reach and help people spir­itu­ally.

✻ It was now three morn­ings since they had left their father’s house. They began to walk again, but they always got deeper into the forest, and if help did not come soon, they must die of hunger and wear­i­ness. When it was mid-day, they saw a beau­ti­ful snow-white bird sitting on a bough, which sang so delight­fully that they stood still and listened to it. And when it had fin­ished its song, it spread its wings and flew away before them, and they fol­lowed it until they reached a little house, on the roof of which it alighted; and when they came quite up to little house they saw that it was built of bread and covered with cakes, but that the windows were of clear sugar. “We will set to work on that,” said Hansel, “and have a good meal. I will eat a bit of the roof, and thou, Grethel, canst eat some of the window, it will taste sweet.” Hansel reached up above, and broke off a little of the roof to try how it tasted, and Grethel leant against the window and nibbled at the panes.
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✎ Birds are symbols of the mind or thoughts. And the white, pure bird can rise in the pur­i­fied soul. It is the good idea that follows destiny and makes the chil­dren take the next step on their journey. Just in time, before they starve. Anyone who trusts will be helped.

But why should Grethel eat from the window and Hansel from the roof? Maybe that reminds us of the sym­bol­ism of mind and nature. The windows could point to the food for the senses, which are our windows into the world. And the roof could point to the mind build­ing a house out of abstract terms.

✻ Then a soft voice cried from the room,
“Nibble, nibble, gnaw,
Who is nib­bling at my little house?”

The chil­dren answered,
“The wind, the wind,
The heaven-born wind.”

and went on eating without dis­turb­ing them­selves. Hansel, who thought the roof tasted very nice, tore down a great piece of it, and Grethel pushed out the whole of one round window-pane, sat down, and enjoyed herself with it.
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✎ This is sym­bol­ism at its best! Who lives in a house made of food and yet has an insa­ti­able hunger? The greedy ego that is por­trayed here as an old and ugly witch that brings us much suf­fer­ing but also irres­ist­ible charms. And who blows around the house? It is the wind as a pure and heav­enly spirit. When the doors and windows are closed, it cannot enter and exert its healing effect. Grethel already breaks a window and Hansel tears a hole in the roof, that really bothers the ego, and the witch comes out and goes to attack. Of course, in a deceit­ful way...

[image: ]✻ Sud­denly the door opened, and a very, very old woman, who sup­por­ted herself on crutches, came creep­ing out. Hansel and Grethel were so ter­ribly frightened that they let fall what they had in their hands. The old woman, however, nodded her head, and said, “Oh, you dear chil­dren, who has brought you here? Do come in, and stay with me. No harm shall happen to you.” She took them both by the hand, and led them into her little house. Then good food was set before them, milk and pan­cakes, with sugar, apples, and nuts. After­wards two pretty little beds were covered with clean white linen, and Hansel and Grethel lay down in them, and thought they were in heaven.

The old woman had only pre­ten­ded to be so kind; she was in reality a wicked witch, who lay in wait for chil­dren, and had only built the little bread house in order to entice them there. When a child fell into her power, she killed it, cooked and ate it, and that was a feast day with her. Witches have red eyes, and cannot see far, but they have a keen scent like the beasts, and are aware when human beings draw near. When Hansel and Grethel came into her neigh­bour­hood, she laughed mali­ciously, and said mock­ingly, “I have them, they shall not escape me again!” Early in the morning before the chil­dren were awake, she was already up, and when she saw both of them sleep­ing and looking so pretty, with their plump red cheeks, she muttered to herself, “That will be a dainty mouth­ful!”

[image: ]Then she seized Hansel with her shriv­elled hand, carried him into a little stable, and shut him in with a grated door. He might scream as he liked, that was of no use. Then she went to Grethel, shook her till she awoke, and cried, “Get up, lazy thing, fetch some water, and cook some­thing good for thy brother, he is in the stable outside, and is to be made fat. When he is fat, I will eat him.” Grethel began to weep bit­terly, but it was all in vain, she was forced to do what the wicked witch ordered her.

✎ The chil­dren’s soul is an ancient symbol of the pure spirit who knows nothing about the sins of the world. And who seizes these pure souls to feed on their spirit? Again the greedy ego in the form of the witch. Killing, cooking and eating are the typical ways how living beings turn into food.

And why does the ego have red eyes? That could point to the fire of passion and desire. Short-sighted­ness prob­ably means that a selfish person does not think beyond one’s own interests. The witch goes on crutches, because the selfish ego cer­tainly has no reli­able basis. And the animal-like sense of smell urges to com­puls­ive actions that bind every selfish person. The whole thing cul­min­ates again in the basic theme of this fairy tale, the insa­ti­able hunger. Because that’s the kind of greed: it impris­ons the mind, fattens it until it becomes passive and manip­ulable (or ‘cook­able’), and enslaves nature so that they both serve pleas­ure only.

✻ And now the best food was cooked for poor Hansel, but Grethel got nothing but crab-shells. Every morning the woman crept to the little stable, and cried, “Hansel, stretch out thy finger that I may feel if thou wilt soon be fat.” Hansel, however, stretched out a little bone to her, and the old woman, who had dim eyes, could not see it, and thought it was Hansel’s finger, and was aston­ished that there was no way of fat­ten­ing him. When four weeks had gone by, and Hansel still con­tin­ued thin, she was seized with impa­tience and would not wait any longer, “Hola, Grethel,” she cried to the girl, “be active, and bring some water. Let Hansel be fat or lean, to-morrow I will kill him, and cook him.” Ah, how the poor little sister did lament when she had to fetch the water, and how her tears did flow down over her cheeks! “Dear God, do help us!” she cried. “If the wild beasts in the forest had but devoured us, we should at any rate have died together.” “Just keep thy noise to thyself,” said the old woman, “all that won’t help thee at all.”

✎ This descrip­tion reminds us of the typical fat­ten­ing of a goose. This is the problem of the old fairy tales that many of their symbols came from the rural life and were taken for granted. And as these symbols dis­ap­peared from our lives, so did the fairy tales lose their power. That’s why it’s so hard for us today to under­stand what has been normal life over hun­dreds, if not thou­sands of years. We read in an old farmers book, “If you want to fatten young geese, you have to lock them up when they are one month old, so they’ll be made plump if there’s one more month left...”

But our Hansel has common sense, and tries a trick. Many people have already thought about the sym­bol­ism of the finger. The finger is prob­ably the last part of the body to test a fat­ten­ing’s success. For this reason, this place was often inter­preted as the boy’s sexual devel­op­ment, although replace­ment with the ‘bonelet’ makes little sense in this respect. However, the finger is also part of the hand, and the hand is the symbol of action. Maybe the witch is actu­ally check­ing to what extent the mind has already become idle and manip­ulable and has lost its power and tough­ness in the cage, so that the greedy ego can take over unhindered rule. Will he resist when the cage is opened?

Another inter­pret­a­tion would be that in reality the greedy ego cannot touch any­thing living. It always takes only some­thing dead, like this little bone. It is also inter­est­ing how the witch uses nature in the form of Grethel to fatten and defeat the mind. And finally, it becomes clear again how mind and nature stick together, how Grethel wishes to have the common death rather than being sep­ar­ated, and in her great need even asks God for help. How ‘God’ inter­venes in this fairy tale is a good ques­tion. An external inter­ven­tion is actu­ally not visible. So we must prob­ably take on an inner work, because in those days God was never called in vain.

✻ Early in the morning, Grethel had to go out and hang up the cauldron with the water, and light the fire. “We will bake first,” said the old woman, “I have already heated the oven, and kneaded the dough.” She pushed poor Grethel out to the oven, from which flames of fire were already darting. “Creep in,” said the witch, “and see if it is prop­erly heated, so that we can shut the bread in.” And when once Grethel was inside, she inten­ded to shut the oven and let her bake in it, and then she would eat her, too. But Grethel saw what she had in her mind, and said, “I do not know how I am to do it; how do you get in?” “Silly goose,” said the old woman. “The door is big enough; just look, I can get in myself!” and she crept up and thrust her head into the oven. Then Grethel gave her a push that drove her far into it, and shut the iron door, and fastened the bolt. Oh! then she began to howl quite hor­ribly, but Grethel ran away, and the godless witch was miser­ably burnt to death.

✎ Please notice another exquis­ite symbol: either one burns the desire in its own fire, or one is burned by the desire. This struggle usually lasts a long time, and while reason is locked up, we often do not know who is burning, the witch or we. Grethel seemed to have taken little ini­ti­at­ive so far, but just like Hansel, she can use a trick, apply the right means and act decis­ively. This is again an indic­a­tion that nature and spirit cannot really be sep­ar­ated. As they are har­mo­ni­ously united, they can do great things.

✻ Grethel, however, ran like light­ning to Hansel, opened his little stable, and cried, “Hansel, we are saved! The old witch is dead!” Then Hansel sprang out like a bird from its cage when the door is opened for it. How they did rejoice and embrace each other, and dance about and kiss each other! And as they had no longer any need to fear her, they went into the witch’s house, and in every corner there stood chests full of pearls and jewels.

✎ The fear of every loss ends, as soon as the greedy ego is defeated. Then you can enter the witch’s house without being enslaved. And if you no longer run after the things of the world, then nature gives abund­antly and of its own accord.

✻ “These are far better than pebbles!” said Hansel, and thrust into his pockets whatever could be got in, and Grethel said, “I, too, will take some­thing home with me.” and filled her pin­a­fore full. “But now we will go away,” said Hansel, “that we may get out of the witch’s forest.”
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✎ That too is won­der­ful: in this house of food, our body, there is not only the greedy witch, but also a treas­ure of jewels that can solve the ori­ginal problem and put an end to the great hunger. When the witch is defeated, we can raise this treas­ure, the unpar­alleled wealth that never makes poor again. These jewels are better than the pebbles from the first attempt to solve the hunger problem. Now, there is only one more task, the return home to the Father.

✻ When they had walked for two hours, they came to a great piece of water. “We cannot get over.” said Hansel, “I see no foot-plank, and no bridge.” “And no boat crosses either,” answered Grethel, “but a white duck is swim­ming there; if I ask her, she will help us over.”

Then she cried,
“Little duck, little duck, dost thou see,
Hansel and Grethel are waiting for thee?
There’s never a plank, or bridge in sight,
Take us across on thy back so white.”

The duck came to them, and Hansel seated himself on its back, and told his sister to sit by him. “No,” replied Grethel, “that will be too heavy for the little duck; she shall take us across, one after the other.”

✎ Here again shows the magic of old fairy tales. They have many levels, and even small chil­dren can under­stand the simple story. But when the mind matures, con­tra­dic­tions sud­denly show them­selves, and one begins to think more deeply. So here is the ques­tion, where is the big water coming from? There was no mention of it on the way into the forest. It is prob­ably a river that often divides dif­fer­ent coun­tries as a border, and here sym­bol­ic­ally even dif­fer­ent worlds. It’s about leaving the witch’s forest and not return­ing to the same world you came from.

Once again a white bird helps, the symbol of a pure mind. The pure mind can carry us over the ocean of the world, with its devour­ing waves of lust and greed, grief and enthu­si­asm, profit and loss. But we have to travel “al(l)one”, we have to be one with us and everything, on the way to the one without a second. Why? It is said that the path to know­ledge is so narrow that one cannot go there in pairs (oppos­ites like good and bad, black and white). In our fairy tale, it is not the narrow path, but the duck­ling, which can carry no great burden. For with great burdens a person sinks into the world, only an easy one can ascend. This also shows that the pearls and gems were cer­tainly not heavy, worldly treas­ures, as one might suspect at first.

✻ The good little duck did so, and when they were once safely across and had walked for a short time, the forest seemed to be more and more famil­iar to them, and at length they saw from afar their father’s house. Then they began to run, rushed into the parlour, and threw them­selves into their father’s arms. The man had not known one happy hour since he had left the chil­dren in the forest; the woman, however, was dead. Grethel emptied her pin­a­fore until pearls and pre­cious stones ran about the room, and Hansel threw one handful after another out of his pocket to add to them. Then all anxiety was at an end, and they lived together in perfect hap­pi­ness.

✎ The return to the Father is the end of all spir­itual worries, rep­res­en­ted here by the pearls and gems, the pre­cious treas­ure hidden in nature. The mother had died, that sounds hard at first. But what dies here is the illu­sion and not true nature. Life and know­ledge move from nature to spirit, from mother to father. The sep­ar­a­tion is dead, the union lives. And the fairy tale is over...

✻ My tale is done, there runs a mouse, who­so­ever catches it, may make himself a big fur cap out of it.
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Rumpelstiltskin

[image: ]✻ Once there was a miller who was poor, but who had a beau­ti­ful daugh­ter. Now it happened that he had to go and speak to the King, and in order to make himself appear import­ant he said to him, “I have a daugh­ter who can spin straw into gold.” The King said to the miller, “That is an art which pleases me well; if your daugh­ter is as clever as you say, bring her to-morrow to my palace, and I will try what she can do.”

And when the girl was brought to him he took her into a room which was quite full of straw, gave her a spin­ning-wheel and a reel, and said, “Now set to work, and if by to-morrow morning early you have not spun this straw into gold during the night, you must die.” Thereupon he himself locked up the room, and left her in it alone.

✎ The usual inter­pret­a­tion of this fairy tale is the victory of the young miller’s daugh­ter all along the line: she saves her life, becomes queen, gets a child and can out­smart the Rumpel­stilt­skin to keep everything acquired. But, we are no longer so sure about this inter­pret­a­tion...

It begins - and as often happens in the devel­op­ment of a human being - with a dan­ger­ous plight. There is a mill that reminds us of the mill wheel of life, which is driven incess­antly and turns end­lessly in a circle. What for? It grinds and trans­forms the rough into some­thing fine.

The miller in this mill now claims that his daugh­ter can spin straw to gold. It is an open ques­tion whether he meant that lit­er­ally, or rather wanted to express that she would be very skilful - in German we say: She has golden hands! His inten­tion was def­in­itely to brag to the king, who stands for wealth and prestige. His motive is not too praise­worthy, and so his words can hardly bear good fruit. The king now seems to take the words of the miller lit­er­ally and even threatens the girl with death if she cannot do what her father has claimed.

But what does it mean to spin straw to gold? Straw and gold are two extremes that look similar at first glance. Straw was one of the farmer’s treas­ures, back in those days, when the corn­stalks were not yet con­ver­ted into dwarfs. The straw served as a place to sleep for humans and cattle and as a cheap build­ing mater­ial. Or it was used for weaving mats, shoes, sandals, hats, baskets and beau­ti­ful jew­ellery. Well-dried straw has a golden colour, but is intern­ally hollow and barely nutri­tious. Gold was the wealth of the rich and coins and pre­cious jew­ellery were made from it.

Spin­ning can be inter­preted in two ways. On the one hand, dili­gent work can turn everything into gold, and on the other hand one can make even col­our­ful paper notes into valu­able money by spin­ning a yarn. What is really valu­able in life or not is a matter of fashion, mental edu­ca­tion or ima­gin­a­tion. At the end it’s about trans­form­ing some­thing sup­posedly low into the most valu­able thing people know. This trans­form­a­tion into gold was also the ulti­mate goal in alchemy and usually accom­pan­ied by a lot of magic, which often occurs in fairy tales. But most of the time, magic is a spir­itual process, that means a spir­itual devel­op­ment from the lower to the higher.

Gold stands for both wealth and longev­ity, as well as light, wisdom and thus a pure and golden soul. How do you get from the straw of life to a pure soul, which does not know greed and anger? You need to know how to live in harmony with nature and all beings. If you do not respect and love nature, or if you even think that you are sur­roun­ded only by life­less things that you can force and use at will, then you set your­self up as a tyr­an­nical ruler. A tyrant can kill and torture because he sees himself apart from others and has no com­pas­sion. He may think: What is the misery of others to me?! But those who have no com­pas­sion are inwardly cold and dead.

Well, the miller’s daugh­ter no longer knows how to spin straw into gold using the power of nature. As long as she cannot do this, she is dead, at least in a spir­itual way, because she has lost touch with living nature. That’s one pos­sible way to inter­pret the first threat from the king. One can argue about the motiv­a­tion of the king, whether he is greedy for gold, or whether he stands for the male power that chal­lenges the fem­in­ine to develop.

✻ So there sat the poor miller’s daugh­ter, and for her life could not tell what to do; she had no idea how straw could be spun into gold, and she grew more and more miser­able, until at last she began to weep.
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But all at once the door opened, and in came a little man, and said, “Good evening, Mis­tress Miller; why are you crying so?” “Alas!” answered the girl, “I have to spin straw into gold, and I do not know how to do it.” “What will you give me,” said the manikin, “if I do it for you?” “My neck­lace,” said the girl. The little man took the neck­lace, seated himself in front of the wheel, and “whirr, whirr, whirr,” three turns, and the reel was full; then he put another on, and whirr, whirr, whirr, three times round, and the second was full too. And so it went on until the morning, when all the straw was spun, and all the reels were full of gold.

✎ Who comes to help, if everything seems hope­less, even if it was not called? Nature itself, here as an unim­press­ive little man who will­ingly accepts the neck­lace in return. A chain stands sym­bol­ic­ally for very dif­fer­ent things: for con­nec­tion as well as for depend­ence, for cap­tiv­ity and oppres­sion and also for an exalted pos­i­tion. Since the little man gladly accepts the neck­lace, it could be meant that the miller’s daugh­ter wants to honour the helper and restore her con­nec­tion with nature. In any case, she wants to free herself from the risky situ­ation in which she fears for her life.

✻ By day­break the King was already there, and when he saw the gold he was aston­ished and delighted, but his heart became only more greedy. He had the miller’s daugh­ter taken into another room full of straw, which was much larger, and com­manded her to spin that also in one night if she valued her life. The girl knew not how to help herself, and was crying, when the door again opened, and the little man appeared, and said, “What will you give me if I spin the straw into gold for you?” “The ring on my finger,” answered the girl. The little man took the ring, again began to turn the wheel, and by morning had spun all the straw into glit­ter­ing gold.

✎ A ring is a magical thing. It is self-con­tained in com­plete harmony and stands for etern­ity, unity, firm­ness and faith. The girl likes to give it to save herself, but has she learned what it means to be united with nature in love and respect?

We humans like to say: I grow fruit and forge iron. And we think, that leads us close to nature. But who basic­ally let’s all the food grow and the ele­ments submit? It is the nature that works, and we humans can only fit into the process and use what nature is willing to give. We have cer­tainly learned to optim­ize or change some natural pro­cesses over the gen­er­a­tions. And now we think we have everything under control and under­stood. But we rarely know the long-term con­sequences and fight often enough with unpleas­ant side effects that we did not have before. We do not want to see what the girl has right in front of her eyes: the little man spins the gold for her because she wants to give some­thing back for the help.

✻ The King rejoiced beyond measure at the sight, but still he had not gold enough; and he had the miller’s daugh­ter taken into a still larger room full of straw, and said, “You must spin this, too, in the course of this night; but if you succeed, you shall be my wife.” “Even if she be a miller’s daugh­ter,” thought he, “I could not find a richer wife in the whole world.”

✎ The ques­tion is: is the king really that greedy? Why does he even offer the girl a mar­riage, such a sacred bond, when it’s all about money? Then he could just con­tinue to press and threaten pun­ish­ment. He already owns all the gold, so why the con­nec­tion with a not befit­ting woman? Maybe he cares about the inner gold, the true treas­ure, namely the loving con­nec­tion with nature. And with the third chamber, the girl has reached an inner matur­ity for him, with which he would like to unite.

✻ When the girl was alone the manikin came again for the third time, and said, “What will you give me if I spin the straw for you this time also?” “I have nothing left that I could give,” answered the girl. “Then promise me, if you should become Queen, your first child.” “Who knows whether that will ever happen?” thought the miller’s daugh­ter; and, not knowing how else to help herself in this strait, she prom­ised the manikin what he wanted, and for that he once more span the straw into gold.

And when the King came in the morning, and found all as he had wished, he took her in mar­riage, and the pretty miller’s daugh­ter became a Queen.

A year after, she had a beau­ti­ful child, and she never gave a thought to the manikin. But sud­denly he came into her room, and said, “Now give me what you prom­ised.” The Queen was horror-struck, and offered the manikin all the riches of the kingdom if he would leave her the child. But the manikin said, “No, some­thing that is living is dearer to me than all the treas­ures in the world.”

✎ The words of the little man seem to be cruel. To take a child away from the mother, what is that sup­posed to mean? Should that be taken lit­er­ally? Espe­cially since it is not men­tioned what the little man is plan­ning with the child. Again we have a symbol, that’s worth think­ing about.

Nature is eternal becom­ing and passing away. And that is what life means - becom­ing and passing away and devel­op­ing. There­fore, the little man needs some­thing living, because with dead, so mater­ial treas­ures alone, there is no devel­op­ment. The con­nec­tion to nature must be filled with life and not just under­stood as a prof­it­able busi­ness at any price.

Not so long ago, people were certain that everything came from the womb of Mother Earth, all life, all food, all treas­ures. This one source of life, the Mother Goddess or Mother Nature, was wor­shipped and hon­oured by sac­ri­fi­cing. The sac­ri­fi­cial rite shows that people acknow­ledge that nothing living can ever belong to them, for all living beings, animals, plants and chil­dren come from Mother Nature alone and belong to her. Our life, body and food are only bor­rowed for a period of time and then go back to the Mother. To sac­ri­fice sym­bol­ic­ally means giving the Mother back what she already owns. It was common to sac­ri­fice the first fruits of the field and thank for the rest, which secured the people’s needs and sur­vival.

In Thanks­giv­ing, there are still the rem­nants of this spir­itual respect for nature, for the power of the divine. There was no need to take life for this rite, but the will­ing­ness to con­sider the new-born life was not selfish prop­erty, but part of Mother Nature’s gen­er­os­ity. There is the famous example in the Bible that God demands from Abraham his son Isaac. Was that a sign that God is cruel? Is the Rumpel­stilt­skin cruel? In the Bible, the sac­ri­fice did not have to be done word for word because it is about the mental atti­tude. The point is not to regard one’s own child, and there­fore one’s own life, as selfish pos­ses­sions, and not to keep them under selfish desires. It’s about giving pri­or­ity to life, not to prop­erty.

It is said that the girl agrees out of a dire strait. But what is the dis­tress of the miller’s daugh­ter on the third night? After all, the king no longer threatens her with death, but offers her tempt­ing benefit. She could just go and say, “No, I will not give my child away and renounce the mar­riage to the king.” She does not. Maybe she is now greedy for an excel­lent pos­i­tion as a queen, and greed brings you really in dis­tress. Although she has a certain con­nec­tion to nature, because the little man still comes to her help, but she does not take the deman­ded reward ser­i­ously. In fact, she gives her promise without much think­ing or under­stand­ing and soon forgets the whole thing. How can one forget that one has to give some­thing back for one’s own devel­op­ment and the asso­ci­ated spir­itual gain?

[image: ]✻ Then the Queen began to weep and cry, so that the manikin pitied her. “I will give you three days’ time,” said he; “if by that time you find out my name, then shall you keep your child.”

✎ Knowing the name of a god, ghost or human was once essen­tial to gain access to or even power over the other because the name stood for the nature of the being who wore it. With the know­ledge of the name one had thus two pos­sib­il­it­ies: to put it to a good use or to misuse it. A good use means to acknow­ledge and honour the power of nature and to connect with its divin­ity. Selfish­ness leads us to the bad use: I want to have and keep and win for myself! With a great ego we sep­ar­ate ourselves from Mother Nature and tear ourselves and everything apart, that we con­sider in the light of egoism. We sep­ar­ate it into useful and hostile, in pleas­ant and unpleas­ant for us. We make life and the things that sur­round us a means to an end. When things or beings are useful and pleas­ant to us, we want to have them. If not, we reject them. We reduce humans, animals and plants to the level of tools that can be used or even thrown away at will. In the light of unity, nature is neither evil nor good. It is what it is. And above all, it is alive.

But back to the plot: Actu­ally, the deal was clear and there­fore fair. The girl made a promise, which the queen does not want to keep. And yet the little man gives the queen a second chance. But which one? Perhaps the little man wanted the queen to regain her living con­nec­tion with nature, after she had for­got­ten everything in her new state. But does nature want any­thing? Well, nature con­stantly chal­lenges us and wants to give us room for improve­ment. How we take the chance is up to us.

✻ So the Queen thought the whole night of all the names that she had ever heard, and she sent a mes­sen­ger over the country to inquire, far and wide, for any other names that there might be. When the manikin came the next day, she began with Caspar, Mel­chior, Balthazar, and said all the names she knew, one after another; but to every one the little man said, “That is not my name.” On the second day she had inquir­ies made in the neigh­bour­hood as to the names of the people there, and she repeated to the manikin the most uncom­mon and curious. “Perhaps your name is Shortribs, or Sheep­shanks, or Laceleg?” but he always answered, “That is not my name.”

✎ Her own efforts don’t help the queen, wife and mother. Although she thinks at night, so in the dark, also called ignor­ance, but she gets no access to the little man, to nature. Why does the inner vision fail to help? Maybe because she is looking for some­thing outside.

✻ On the third day the mes­sen­ger came back again, and said, “I have not been able to find a single new name, but as I came to a high moun­tain at the end of the forest, where the fox and the hare bid each other good night, there I saw a little house, and before the house a fire was burning, and round about the fire quite a ridicu­lous little man was jumping: he hopped upon one leg, and shouted --

“To-day I bake, to-morrow brew,
The next I’ll have the young Queen’s child.
Ha! glad am I that no one knew
That Rumpel­stilt­skin I am styled.”

[image: ]

You may think how glad the Queen was when she heard the name! And when soon after­wards the little man came in, and asked, “Now, Mis­tress Queen, what is my name?” at first she said, “Is your name Conrad?” - “No.” “Is your name Harry?” - “No.” - “Perhaps your name is Rumpel­stilt­skin?” - “The devil has told you that! The devil has told you that!” cried the little man, and in his anger he plunged his right foot so deep into the earth that his whole leg went in; and then in rage he pulled at his left leg so hard with both hands that he tore himself in two.

[image: ]

✎ It is the mes­sen­ger who, in the midst of the solitude of the forest, finds the little man in a place where Fox and Rabbit, two sworn enemies, salute each other. A place of time­less­ness and thus harmony, where external con­tra­dic­tions and role beha­viour are void. In such a place the little man says: “I bake! I brew!” - because, as already men­tioned, everything comes from nature. It is nature that basic­ally trans­forms and creates everything. Man can only fit into the living work of nature and do his share.

The Queen does not get the deeper meaning of the speech, but only the message, how she does not need to keep her promise, because she wants to have her child for herself. A child that would not exist without the little man. She does not want to accept that every life belongs to nature. And so she does not want to take the next step in her spir­itual devel­op­ment and to fill nature with life, namely with her own life. She does not see herself con­nec­ted with the little man, but for her he is the enemy who wants to take some­thing away from her per­son­ally. Is it any wonder that nature then feels cheated and angry? Those who do not want to recog­nize and develop, and think so selfishly, should rather not know the names of the nature spirits, so they cannot abuse them. This also reminds us of our modern science, which also seeks to under­stand nature with terms and cat­egor­ies in order to control it. Well, that’s not always good.

Accord­ingly, the little man’s reac­tion is con­sist­ent: Nature can exert wrath­ful powers, and human egoism, one of the devils of this world, breaks into two, what could be a har­mo­ni­ous and com­ple­ment­ary unity.

A fairy tale usually ends with the victory of the good. One could say that the queen has won. From the point of view of the little man, nature has been used for stub­born pur­poses. And anyone who thinks about this fairy tale cer­tainly draws dif­fer­ent con­clu­sions. But if you even try to think about the deeper meaning of a story, then the fairy tale cer­tainly has a happy ending.


Mother Holle

[image: ]✻ THERE was once a widow who had two daugh­ters one of whom was pretty and indus­tri­ous, whilst the other was ugly and idle. But she was much fonder of the ugly and idle one, because she was her own daugh­ter; and the other, who was a step-daugh­ter, was obliged to do all the work, and be the Cinder­ella of the house. Every day the poor girl had to sit by a well, in the highway, and spin and spin till her fingers bled.

[image: ]Now it happened that one day the shuttle (ori­ginal: the spindle) was marked with her blood, so she dipped it in the well, to wash the mark off; but it dropped out of her hand and fell to the bottom. She began to weep, and ran to her step-mother and told her of the mishap. But she scolded her sharply, and was so mer­ci­less as to say, “Since you have let the shuttle fall in, you must fetch it out again.” So the girl went back to the well, and did not know what to do; and in the sorrow of her heart she jumped into the well to get the shuttle.

✎ Lets have a look first at the often used drama of the step­mother, which prefers her bio­lo­gical daugh­ter rather than her husband’s daugh­ter. Do we some­times have the feeling that nature does not treat us like a loving mother, but like a step­mother? Nature tor­tures and drives us con­stantly to labor­i­ous work, and seems to give all the hap­pi­ness to others. Like the weeds, which obvi­ously grow much easier in the garden than our crops, which require a lot of effort. There is no speak­ing about a father in this fairy tale. Maybe he is dead, at least he does not fulfil his role as a spir­itual com­pens­a­tion to the nature of the mother. The external nature rules alone, and the balance seems dis­turbed.

The spindle, on which the life thread of fate winds, is bloody from suf­fer­ing and falls into the well so that its water can purify it. We humans must follow this thread, which now dis­ap­pears in the well. At first, Mother Nature seems to be ruth­less and sends the maiden dir­ectly to her death. The foun­tain, the womb of nature, leads from the surface of the human society into the depth, into the dark essence of nature. And above all, it is the fear in our hearts that drives us on this fateful journey to follow our life thread.

✻ She lost her senses; and when she awoke and came to herself again, she was in a lovely meadow where the sun was shining and many thou­sands of flowers were growing. Along this meadow she went, and at last came to a baker’s oven full of bread, and the bread cried out, “Oh, take me out! Take me out or I shall burn; I have been baked a long time!” So she went up to it, and took out all the loaves one after another with the bread-shovel. After that she went on till she came to a tree covered with apples, which called out to her, “Oh, shake me! Shake me! We apples are all ripe!” So she shook the tree till the apples fell like rain, and went on shaking till they were all down, and when she had gathered them into a heap, she went on her way.
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✎ The soul loses its ordin­ary worldly con­scious­ness and awakens on another level. The girl comes to herself in a bliss­ful world where the eternal sun shines and the ever­last­ing flowers bloom. Whether this world is down or up does not seem to matter here anymore. You fall down­wards and arrive upwards. Won­der­ful, here ends the rational intel­lect! And what does she find here in the deep essence of nature? That’s amazing. She finds the oven, which actu­ally belongs to our house, and the apple tree, which stands in our fenced garden. But here she finds these things dir­ectly in the essence of nature. And she even hears the voices of nature asking her to act.

There’s a lot of truth in it, because basic­ally it’s the nature that gives the grain and all the other ingredi­ents and bakes the bread that humans live on. And basic­ally it is nature that makes all the fruits grow and ripen. Not only those in the trees, but all the other fruits we reach for in life, all suc­cesses, riches and all hap­pi­ness, but also suf­fer­ing, illness, loss and failure. Anyone who recog­nizes this essence of nature could com­fort­ably sit back and let nature do everything. And indeed, there is the danger that on this path of know­ledge one will slip into leth­argy and praise oneself to the skies, without paying atten­tion to this earthly world. One may forget that man himself is part of nature and has to fulfil his task here, as well as the sun, the earth, the water, the plants and all other creatures.

[image: ]And what is our job? Nature says it herself, for we can hear her voice as the creatures speak to us, as the oven asks us, and the apple tree calls us to serve dili­gently. Do we still hear this call of nature? Or is it drowned in the per­man­ent call of our own desires? Nature calls us to action, so that we may reap the fruits of our deeds from the tree of life. But how? This is a big issue, which can be seen here in the fairy tale in excel­lent symbols. The oven, in which the breads are baked like bodies, reminds us of the birth of young chil­dren. After all, our bodies consist of food and serve food in the widest sense. Off­spring is an import­ant task in our world, and nowadays it is often put far behind. First comes the ego with the pro­fes­sional career, home and car, and then someday a family. The chil­dren are pos­sibly just a “pur­chase” like many other things in life. Of course you can see it that way. Another pos­sib­il­ity is to listen to the call of nature that there are many souls waiting to be born into this world. It is about more than a per­sonal pur­chase, it is about life itself. Here one can serve nature in the deeper sense of a devo­tional sac­ri­fice, despite all the efforts and hard­ships that are asso­ci­ated with it.

And what do the ripe apples tell us? You should pick the ripe fruits, but do not cling to them. The fruits are not yours per­son­ally. They belong to nature, and they should be left there. Leave them behind and go on! Attach­ment is not good. Let the whole be a whole, and do not try to sep­ar­ate it into ‘my’ and ‘your’. That’s a great message!

A similar message can be found in the bib­lical apple that Adam and Eve took in para­dise. It is the grasp­ing for the fruit that pro­duces sin and suf­fer­ing. This grasp­ing and keeping was the reason, why the humans were thrown out of para­dise and now have to fight hard for their exist­ence. And when we sac­ri­fice fruits or flowers in a temple or church, it is meant that the fruits of all deeds should not be per­son­ally taken, but belong to the whole, the deity. Then the whole world could be a para­dise.

[image: ]✻ At last she came to a little house, out of which an old woman peeped; but she had such large teeth that the girl was frightened, and was about to run away.

But the old woman called out to her, “What are you afraid of, dear child? Stay with me; if you will do all the work in the house prop­erly, you shall be the better for it. Only you must take care to make my bed well, and shake it thor­oughly till the feath­ers fly for then there is snow on the earth. I am Mother Holle.” As the old woman spoke so kindly to her, the girl took courage and agreed to enter her service. She atten­ded to everything to the sat­is­fac­tion of her mis­tress, and always shook her bed so vig­or­ously that the feath­ers flew about like snow-flakes. So she had a pleas­ant life with her; never an angry word; and boiled or roast meat every day.
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✎ The soul con­tin­ues on its way and comes to the house of an old woman. That may seem very unusual to us, but there were times when everything was alive. Nature was full of spirit, ima­gined as living beings. They were called ghosts, elves, dwarves, gods and god­desses. And that was nothing extraordin­ary, but quite natural and com­pletely normal. We can hardly imagine that today because our world­view has changed sig­ni­fic­antly in the last few cen­tur­ies. That has brought us a tech­nical revolu­tion, but at the same time a lot of live­li­ness has been lost.

And so, here in the fairy tale, the soul meets the essence of nature in the form of an ancient female being, which often appears ter­ribly to us out­wardly, but is inwardly full of good­ness. She asks us to be dili­gent and to help her fulfil her mission in the world. And we hear the won­der­ful message: As long as this harmony in action exists, as long as we reas­on­ably listen to the voice of nature, we will have a good and peace­ful life. We will not miss any­thing.

Much has been spec­u­lated about the name “Holle”. Cer­tainly there will have been god­desses someday and some­where, wor­shipped as the living essence of nature with similar or even the same name. But as always you do not know any­thing spe­cific. What matters here is what role she plays in this fairy tale. And that’s reason enough to worship her as a goddess.

On a middle level of the fairy tale one can also dis­cover the annual cycle. The girl awakens on a spring meadow, the bread is baked from summer grain, the apples are picked in autumn and in winter it is snowing when Mother Holle shakes the beds. Here, too, you can see how closely divine beings were con­nec­ted to ordin­ary life. And you can also see that the bust­ling service to nature goes on all year round, in the meadows and fields, in the gardens and in the house.

✻ She stayed some time with Mother Holle, and then she became sad. At first she did not know what was the matter with her, but found at length that it was home-sick­ness: although she was many thou­sand times better off here than at home, still she had a longing to be there. At last she said to the old woman, “I have a longing for home; and however well off I am down here, I cannot stay any longer; I must go up again to my own people.” Mother Holle said, “I am pleased that you long for your home again, and as you have served me so truly, I myself will take you up again.”

✎ Now the ques­tion is: if the soul has found such a har­mo­ni­ous and pain­less life, why does she not stay there? This is another big topic that is sym­bol­ic­ally described here with home­sick­ness. Why does it draw the soul back to a world where she has to suffer from her step­mother, external nature and earthly worries? Well, in the Indian tra­di­tion, one speaks of karma, a guilt we carry with us from past actions. In the Chris­tian context, it is prob­ably the ori­ginal sin.

Here in the fairy tale an exquis­ite symbol is used, namely the spindle, on which our life was wound like a thread, which then inev­it­ably has to unwind again. The woven thread of life arises from bodily and mental actions, and the winding up is the per­sonal iden­ti­fic­a­tion with it, this strange ima­gin­a­tion of “I” and “my”, from which a person is formed. Behind it stands the law of cause and effect. That’s nothing out of the ordin­ary. In clas­sical physics one speaks of the law of energy con­ser­va­tion and in modern physics even of inform­a­tion pre­ser­va­tion, which means that nothing can be lost in this uni­verse, but only changed. For this reason, in our fairy tale, Mother Nature herself pro­claims that it is good to return to the world. Because only there we can unwind the life thread of our karma spindle, which was pre­vi­ously wound up. This is the ‘home­sick­ness’ that drives us through many years and lives har­vest­ing our fruits until they are finally exhausted. So nature leads us on the path that is destined for us.

✻ Thereupon she took her by the hand, and led her to a large door. The door was opened, and just as the maiden was stand­ing beneath the doorway, a heavy shower of golden rain fell, and all the gold remained stick­ing to her, so that she was com­pletely covered over with it.

[image: ] “You shall have that because you have been so indus­tri­ous.” said Mother Holle; and at the same time she gave her back the shuttle which she had let fall into the well. Thereupon the door closed, and the maiden found herself up above upon the earth, not far from her mother’s house.

And as she went into the yard the cock was stand­ing by the well-side, and cried:
“Cock-a-doodle-doo! Your golden girl’s come back to you!”

✎ It is spoken here of a gate, the gateway to this world. It is usually the birth from the womb that brings us into this world with a certain poten­tial or karma. Accord­ingly, we exper­i­ence a happy and golden life or a painful and unlucky one. The whole thing does not have to be con­sidered too mys­tical. In prac­tical terms, it is both the envir­on­ment in which we are inev­it­ably born and the back­pack we bring along, which essen­tially shape our future lives. In this we usually have no choice, and it is called accu­mu­lated karma that determ­ines our lives. We only have a certain choice of what kind of new fruits we put into our back­pack.

In addi­tion to phys­ical birth, one often speaks of a second, spir­itual birth in the sense of a higher know­ledge or enlight­en­ment. Such a thing could be meant here, even if the gate to the healing world is locked again, because truly, life is always pro­gress­ing and still many chal­lenges await us here. The girl is back where she came from but blessed with gold, the poten­tial for a truly happy life.

One could also imagine that the girl actu­ally died, spent some “time” in an ances­tral world, and then was reborn with her good karma. It is import­ant that she has developed further and now returns gilded. The rooster could mean our col­our­ful world, loudly pro­claim­ing its deeper nature every­where. There­fore, he sits on the outer edge of the well, which is prob­ably nothing more than the gate through which our girl returned to this world as a symbol of the con­nec­tion with the deeper nature. Or as Goethe said: “As long as you do not have it, this die and become, you are only a gloomy guest on a dark earth.”

✻ So she went in to her mother, and as she arrived thus covered with gold, she was well received, both by her and her sister.

The girl told all that had happened to her; and as soon as the mother heard how she had come by so much wealth, she was very anxious to obtain the same good luck for the ugly and lazy daugh­ter. She had to seat herself by the well and spin; and in order that her shuttle might be stained with blood, she stuck her hand into a thorn bush and pricked her finger. Then she threw her shuttle into the well, and jumped in after it.

She came, like the other, to the beau­ti­ful meadow and walked along the very same path. When she got to the oven the bread again cried, “Oh, take me out! Take me out! Or I shall burn; I have been baked a long time!” But the lazy thing answered, “As if I had any wish to make myself dirty?” and on she went. Soon she came to the apple-tree, which cried, “Oh, shake me! Shake me! We apples are all ripe!” But she answered, “I like that! One of you might fall on my head.” and so went on.
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When she came to Mother Holle’s house she was not afraid, for she had already heard of her big teeth, and she hired herself to her imme­di­ately. The first day she forced herself to work dili­gently, and obeyed Mother Holle when she told her to do any­thing, for she was think­ing of all the gold that she would give her. But on the second day she began to be lazy, and on the third day still more so, and then she would not get up in the morning at all. Neither did she make Mother Holle’s bed as she ought, and did not shake it so as to make the feath­ers fly up. Mother Holle was soon tired of this, and gave her notice to leave. The lazy girl was willing enough to go, and thought that now the golden rain would come. Mother Holle led her too to the great door; but while she was stand­ing beneath it, instead of the gold a big ket­tle­ful of pitch was emptied over her. “That is the reward for your service.” said Mother Holle, and shut the door.

So the lazy girl went home; but she was quite covered with pitch, and the cock by the well-side, as soon as he saw her, cried out:
“Cock-a-doodle-doo! Your pitchy girl’s come back to you!”

But the pitch stuck fast to her, and could not be got off as long as she lived.
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✎ Now comes the second part of the fairy tale. When we see that other people have become happy in some way, we quickly tend to imitate their path. Here, the soul listens to the voice of desire, to per­son­ally reach a par­tic­u­lar goal, and to call the hap­pi­ness that it sees in others it’s own. Even if such a soul goes out­wardly the same way, it does not reach the same goal. Why? The girl does not have the same karma. She was not hard­work­ing enough. Out of lazi­ness she does not act where it would be neces­sary, and out of fear she does not reap the ripe fruits, though she hears the voice of nature. But another voice is much louder and drives her on the way to her selfish goal. She does not show any rev­er­ence for Mother Nature because she is intel­lec­tu­ally pre­de­ter­mined. She does not serve the real mother, because she is intox­ic­ated with pride and only thinks of her own interests. Does this sound famil­iar to us? In the end, instead of the hoped-for golden rain, she will end up with a pitchy rain that clings to her body a life­time.

In German “having pitch - Pech haben” is a common expres­sion for mis­for­tune in life. This is obvi­ously about the stick­i­ness and attach­ment. Pitch was sup­posedly used in the Middle Ages to catch birds, which created the jinx or unlucky fellow - in German “the pitch bird - der Pech­vo­gel”. Those who look deeper into them­selves will realize that phys­ical attach­ment and selfish­ness are closely related. This attach­ment to the illu­sion of “I” and “mine” and thus to the fruits of one’s own deeds becomes a major cause of per­sonal suf­fer­ing in the world, because the purity of the soul is lost by the stick­i­ness of the mind.

Dear readers, let us there­fore listen to the voice of nature as earth, forests, water, air and all other creatures speak to us and ask us to serve dili­gently and without greed, where it is neces­sary, to pre­serve a healthy natural balance. So every person can find his purpose in life and his place in this world.


The Story of the Youth who went forth to learn what Fear was

✻ A certain father had two sons, the elder of whom was sharp and sens­ible, and could do everything, but the younger was stupid and could neither learn nor under­stand any­thing, and when people saw him they said, “There’s a fellow who will give his father some trouble!” When any­thing had to be done, it was always the elder who was forced to do it; but if his father bade him fetch any­thing when it was late, or in the night-time, and the way led through the church­yard, or any other dismal place, he answered, “Oh, no, father, I’ll not go there, it makes me shudder!” for he was afraid. Or when stories were told by the fire at night which made the flesh creep, the listen­ers often said, “Oh, it makes us shudder!” The younger sat in a corner and listened with the rest of them, and could not imagine what they could mean. “They are always saying, it makes me shudder, it makes me shudder!’ It does not make me shudder,” thought he. “That, too, must be an art of which I under­stand nothing!”

✎ As the fairy tale of Mother Holle begins with a mother and two daugh­ters, for whom the father is missing, this fairy tale begins with a father and two sons, whereby the mother is missing. This already indic­ates that it is less about the external nature but more about the inner mind. Also at the begin­ning there is an obvious con­trast between the two sons. The older one was ’normal’ and the younger one was ’very strange’. He behaved com­pletely dif­fer­ently than anyone else, because he lacked a little some­thing in life - he knew no fear. And those who know no fear of neither pun­ish­ment nor grief, nat­ur­ally do not care about many things that seem very import­ant to others.

Even our medi­cine knows such rare cases and speaks of a serious illness, because people without fear live very dan­ger­ously, because they do not avoid many perils. But our youth does not seem to be so badly off. He only wonders about this world around him. So this story is about playing with the idea of what it means to be free of fear. A con­di­tion we often wish for, but usually cannot even imagine. On the other side, it is just as hard for the boy to under­stand a feeling he has never exper­i­enced. The whole is a won­der­ful thought exper­i­ment, and the first dis­cov­ery is that our youth is regarded by others as a fool.

✻ Now it came to pass that his father said to him one day, “Hearken to me, thou fellow in the corner there, thou art growing tall and strong, and thou too must learn some­thing by which thou canst earn thy living. Look how thy brother works, but thou dost not even earn thy salt.” “Well, father,” he replied, “I am quite willing to learn some­thing indeed, if it could but be managed, I should like to learn how to shudder. I don’t under­stand that at all yet.” The elder brother smiled when he heard that, and thought to himself, “Good God, what a block­head that brother of mine is! He will never be good for any­thing as long as he lives! He who wants to be a sickle must bend himself betimes.” The father sighed, and answered him, “Thou shalt soon learn what it is to shudder, but thou wilt not earn thy living by that.”

✎ Here we already have the first effect of fear­less­ness. Our youth lacks the usual ambi­tion to start a career and get on his way in this world, because he is not afraid of the blame of the world. He seems hope­less. Since on the ques­tion of the father, what he wants to learn in life, he chooses what he least under­stands around him.

His brother laughs at him, because what kind of person wants to learn some­thing unpleas­ant like fear, to prosper in the world? He even sees it as a proud arrog­ance and recom­mends his younger brother to bend to the world, if he wants to be useful here. The father sighs, but sees no problem in learn­ing to fear, because that’s what the world is for. The world will teach him anyway, but fear will not pay his life. These days, however, this is not so clear anymore, because in our market economy, you can even sell the fear. This is absurd, but busi­ness like insur­ances or horror movies are going great. So the second dis­cov­ery is that our youth is also con­sidered proud and arrog­ant.

✻ Soon after this the sexton came to the house on a visit, and the father bewailed his trouble, and told him how his younger son was so back­ward in every respect that he knew nothing and learnt nothing. “Just think,” said he, “when I asked him how he was going to earn his bread, he actu­ally wanted to learn to shudder.” “If that be all,” replied the sexton, “he can learn that with me. Send him to me, and I will soon polish him.” The father was glad to do it, for he thought, “It will train the boy a little.” The sexton there­fore took him into his house, and he had to ring the bell.

[image: ]After a day or two, the sexton awoke him at mid­night, and bade him arise and go up into the church tower and ring the bell. “Thou shalt soon learn what shud­der­ing is,” thought he, and secretly went there before him; and when the boy was at the top of the tower and turned round, and was just going to take hold of the bell rope, he saw a white figure stand­ing on the stairs oppos­ite the sound­ing hole. “Who is there?” cried he, but the figure made no reply, and did not move or stir. “Give an answer,” cried the boy, “or take thyself off, thou hast no busi­ness here at night.”

The sexton, however, remained stand­ing motion­less that the boy might think he was a ghost. The boy cried a second time, “What dost thou want here? Speak if thou art an honest fellow, or I will throw thee down the steps!” The sexton thought, “He can’t intend to be as bad as his words.” uttered no sound and stood as if he were made of stone. Then the boy called to him for the third time, and as that was also to no purpose, he ran against him and pushed the ghost down the stairs, so that it fell down ten steps and remained lying there in a corner. Thereupon he rang the bell, went home, and without saying a word went to bed, and fell asleep. The sexton’s wife waited a long time for her husband, but he did not come back. At length she became uneasy, and wakened the boy, and asked, “Dost thou not know where my husband is? He climbed up the tower before thou didst.” “No, I don’t know,” replied the boy, “but some one was stand­ing by the sound­ing hole on the other side of the steps, and as he would neither give an answer nor go away, I took him for a scoun­drel, and threw him down­stairs, just go there and you will see if it was he, I should be sorry if it were.” The woman ran away and found her husband, who was lying moaning in the corner, and had broken his leg.

✎ The great role that anxiety plays in our ordin­ary lives is shown by the many terms we use for it with a variety of nuances. It’s about respect, fear, anxiety and panic, includ­ing scare, horror, dread and dismay... Psy­cho­lo­gists argue about the dif­fer­ences, but the people use these terms quite intu­it­ively, as we do. So we would say here that our youth at least has respect, for he will­ingly follows his father, who now sends him into the train­ing to the sexton, a church servant, who takes care of prac­tical matters like a care­taker, among other things the ringing of the bell.

Well, this is about so-called edu­ca­tion. This is a really big topic in which fear plays an essen­tial role. If you have chil­dren, you will know this problem well. Chil­dren need their limits, they need to learn what to do and what to avoid, and here fear, in all its nuances, has a natural role to play, from respect for the parents to fear of pain, which warns of danger, so they stay close to their parents. Chil­dren without limits are fast becom­ing tyrants who undoubtedly do not do much good to them­selves and their parents. The skill, of course, is to apply every mean reas­on­ably in edu­ca­tion, and to dose it care­fully. Oth­er­wise, the whole thing quickly back­fires, as in our fairy tale.

To what extent this con­nec­tion between sexton and ghost hints at the edu­ca­tional methods of eccle­si­ast­ical-secular insti­tu­tions, one can only guess. Indeed, even in the Church, fear was often abused to oppress people or even to wage hor­rible wars, and accord­ingly great damage was done, which finally shattered the Church’s limbs. At least, our youth here is com­pletely sens­ible in his view, feels chal­lenged to fight, fights and even wins against an adult who has been com­pletely sur­prised and over­whelmed by the boy’s reac­tion. Who should be blamed for this? Although the sexton meant well, the mis­for­tune cer­tainly did not hit him undeservedly.

✻ She carried him down, and then with loud screams she hastened to the boy’s father. “Your boy,” cried she, “has been the cause of a great mis­for­tune! He has thrown my husband down the steps and made him break his leg. Take the good-for-nothing fellow away from our house.” The father was ter­ri­fied, and ran thither and scolded the boy. “What wicked tricks are these?” said he, “The devil must have put this into thy head.” “Father,” he replied, “do listen to me. I am quite inno­cent. He was stand­ing there by night like one who is intend­ing to do some evil. I did not know who it was, and I entreated him three times either to speak or to go away.” “Ah,” said the father, “I have nothing but unhap­pi­ness with thee. Go out of my sight. I will see thee no more.”

“Yes, father,” (the youth answered) right will­ingly, “wait only until it is day. Then will I go forth and learn how to shudder, and then I shall, at any rate, under­stand one art which will support me.” “Learn what thou wilt,” spake the father, “it is all the same to me. Here are fifty thalers for thee. Take these and go into the wide world, and tell no one from whence thou comest, and who is thy father, for I have reason to be ashamed of thee.” “Yes, father, it shall be as you will. If you desire nothing more than that, I can easily keep it in mind.”

✎ But of course, who would agree with the boy here and say, “You did well!”? With this we come to the third dis­cov­ery that our youth is even con­sidered evil, which at that time was closely con­nec­ted with the devil, the embod­i­ment of evil. This ends in a kind of ban­ish­ment, the father renounces his son and sends him away. But our youth also seems to have no problem with leaving his home and family. He likes to follow his father and does not blame him for this grave reproach. Here we see already a strange sim­pli­city, about which we want to talk later. He readily embraces the chal­lenges of the world and hopes one day to learn what people around him under­stand as “fear”.

✻ When day dawned, there­fore, the boy put his fifty thalers into his pocket, and went forth on the great highway, and con­tinu­ally said to himself, “If I could but shudder! If I could but shudder!” Then a man approached who heard this con­ver­sa­tion which the youth was holding with himself, and when they had walked a little farther to where they could see the gallows, the man said to him, “Look, there is the tree where seven men have married the rope­maker’s daugh­ter, and are now learn­ing how to fly. Sit down below it, and wait till night comes, and thou wilt soon learn how to shudder.” “If that is all that is wanted,” answered the youth, “it is easily done; but if I learn how to shudder as quickly as that, thou shalt have my fifty thalers. Just come back to me early in the morning.” Then the youth went to the gallows, sat down below it, and waited till evening came. And as he was cold, he lighted himself a fire, but at mid­night the wind blew so sharply that in spite of his fire, he could not get warm. And as the wind knocked the hanged men against each other, and they moved back­wards and for­wards, he thought to himself, “Thou shiverest below by the fire, but how those up above must freeze and suffer!” And as he felt pity for them, he raised the ladder, and climbed up, unbound one of them after the other, and brought down all seven.

Then he stirred the fire, blew it, and set them all round it to warm them­selves. But they sat there and did not stir, and the fire caught their clothes. So he said, “Take care, or I will hang you up again.” The dead men, however, did not hear, but were quite silent, and let their rags go on burning. On this he grew angry, and said, “If you will not take care, I cannot help you, I will not be burnt with you.” and he hung them up again each in his turn. Then he sat down by his fire and fell asleep, and next morning the man came to him and wanted to have the fifty thalers, and said, “Well, dost thou know how to shudder?” “No,” answered he, “how was I to get to know? Those fellows up there did not open their mouths, and were so stupid that they let the few old rags which they had on their bodies get burnt.” Then the man saw that he would not carry away the fifty thalers that day, and went away saying, “One of this kind has never come in my way before.”
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✎ One big fear we usually carry around with us is the fear of death. This fear was an import­ant instru­ment to keep people within the limits of law. Those who crossed these borders had to face the death penalty and usually ended up at the gallows, where one was hung up with the rope­maker’s daugh­ter, the rope, and dangled in the wind. And it was import­ant that every­one could see this pun­ish­ment, to be deterred from further mis­deeds. But even here, our youth is not afraid, even death does not scare him. Actu­ally, he does not seem to under­stand what “death” means. He treats the dead like the living and blames them because they are not careful enough about the fire. And surely, if they had been more careful in life, they prob­ably would not have come to this end.

He also does not seem to be overly attached to his money because he is pre­pared to give everything away, just as he was willing to leave his family and his father’s house behind. That would then be the fourth dis­cov­ery, that our youth knows no attach­ment.

✻ The youth like­wise went his way, and once more began to mutter to himself, “Ah, if I could but shudder! Ah, if I could but shudder!” A wag­goner who was strid­ing behind him heard that and asked, “Who art thou?” “I don’t know.” answered the youth. Then the wag­goner asked, “From whence comest thou?” “I know not.” “Who is thy father?” “That I may not tell thee.” “What is it that thou art always mut­ter­ing between thy teeth?” “Ah,” replied the youth, “I do so wish I could shudder, but no one can teach me how to do it.”

✎ Now it gets even more inter­est­ing. Our youth does not know who he is and where he comes from. Does he not have a name? Is he not fol­low­ing a path? Is he not a person? Even though he only follows his father’s command, let’s be honest: Can we imagine what we would be without an ego, without this ima­gin­ary “me”, this strange per­son­al­ity with char­ac­ter, name and address? For ordin­ary people like us, this is just as incom­pre­hens­ible as fear and death are unima­gin­able for our youth.

At this point the story reminds us less of a ter­rible disease, than rather of the unbe­liev­able reports of people who have achieved the so-called lib­er­a­tion or sal­va­tion of which the great reli­gions speak. What are they freed from? From the illu­sion of the ima­gin­ary ego, and thus from the shackles of this world, from death, fear, attach­ment and sin or karma. Such people have always been very rare, and some of them seem to have received this great freedom as if they were acci­dent­ally buying a ticket and winning the lotto jackpot. At first, they are very sur­prised at what happened to them and cannot under­stand it them­selves.

Two examples that we know about in our time are Eckhart Tolle and Dadaji. But surely, there are more in this world, but not every one of them became a famous teacher. And if this rare event occurs while still being a child, then perhaps we have a situ­ation as in this fairy tale. Even at old age, such people still have what is called the pure sim­pli­city that has already been men­tioned. And here we come back to the four dis­cov­er­ies men­tioned above, namely that their wisdom often seems like useless stu­pid­ity to others, and often they are even called proud, arrog­ant and vicious and get strangely insul­ted, because their nature seems so alien. They react unex­pec­tedly, for they are free from worldly attach­ment, desire, hate and passion, and united with a higher truth. Only there­fore they can allow them­selves to live in this world without fear, which is oth­er­wise neces­sary to set natural limits to our selfish inclin­a­tions. There­fore it is quite normal that other people, who have no access to this spir­itual level, do not know what they are talking about.

✻ “Give up thy foolish chatter.” said the wag­goner. “Come, go with me, I will see about a place for thee.” The youth went with the wag­goner, and in the evening they arrived at an inn where they wished to pass the night. Then at the entrance of the room the youth again said quite loudly, “If I could but shudder! If I could but shudder!” The host who heard that, laughed and said, “If that is your desire, there ought to be a good oppor­tun­ity for you here.” “Ah, be silent,” said the hostess, “so many inquis­it­ive persons have already lost their lives, it would be a pity and a shame if such beau­ti­ful eyes as these should never see the day­light again.”

But the youth said, “However dif­fi­cult it may be, I will learn it, and for this purpose indeed have I jour­neyed forth.” He let the host have no rest, until the latter told him, that not far from thence stood a haunted castle where any one could very easily learn what shud­der­ing was, if he would but watch in it for three nights. The King had prom­ised that he who would venture should have his daugh­ter to wife, and she was the most beau­ti­ful maiden the sun shone on. Great treas­ures like­wise lay in the castle, which were guarded by evil spirits, and these treas­ures would then be freed, and would make a poor man rich enough. Already many men had gone into the castle, but as yet none had come out again. Then the youth went next morning to the King, and said that if he were allowed he would watch three nights in the enchanted castle. The King looked at him, and as the youth pleased him, he said, “Thou mayest ask for three things to take into the castle with thee, but they must be things without life.” Then he answered, “Then I ask for a fire, a turning lathe, and a cutting-board with the knife.”

✎ The story con­tin­ues full of won­der­ful symbols. A wag­goner brings him to a host. His wife recog­nizes in the eyes of the boy already some­thing special, maybe an unusual shine. And the host speaks of a castle in which there are incom­par­able treas­ures guarded by evil spirits. Could this be our body? Our dark spirits are cer­tainly famil­iar to us, but what is the big treas­ure inside? And why is it so hard to leave this phys­ical castle alive again? Of course, there is also a king of the castle, and those who pass the test win his daugh­ter together with the royal dignity.

Here one could sym­bol­ic­ally think of the soul that dwells in the body, of the pure spirit who flees from his castle, because there reign the spooky illu­sions. And the pure nature is the king’s daugh­ter, with which the soul can reunite, if it has turned inward and defeated the spooky illu­sions. The three famous days of the test are then prob­ably three years or even three decades in life. But time does not matter, because the journey is the goal. Thus, what follows is not only a descrip­tion of how a fear­less person can act, but also, prob­ably, a way to approach even this spir­itual level of fear­less­ness. The whole is described with many symbols and begins with the three useful tools for the path that leads into our inner world.

✻ The King had these things carried into the castle for him during the day. When night was drawing near, the youth went up and made himself a bright fire in one of the rooms, placed the cutting-board and knife beside it, and seated himself by the turning-lathe. “Ah, if I could but shudder!” said he, “But I shall not learn it here either.” Towards mid­night he was about to poke his fire, and as he was blowing it, some­thing cried sud­denly from one corner, “Au, miau! How cold we are!” “You sim­pletons!” cried he, “What are you crying about? If you are cold, come and take a seat by the fire and warm yourselves.” And when he had said that, two great black cats came with one tre­mend­ous leap and sat down on each side of him, and looked sav­agely at him with their fiery eyes. After a short time, when they had warmed them­selves, they said, “Comrade, shall we have a game at cards?” “Why not?” he replied, “But just show me your paws.” Then they stretched out their claws. “Oh,” said he, “what long nails you have! Wait, I must first cut them a little for you.” Thereupon he seized them by the throats, put them on the cutting-board and screwed their feet fast. “I have looked at your fingers,” said he, “and my fancy for card-playing has gone.” and he struck them dead and threw them out into the water.

But when he had made away with these two, and was about to sit down again by his fire, out from every hole and corner came black cats and black dogs with red-hot chains, and more and more of them came until he could no longer stir, and they yelled hor­ribly, and got on his fire, pulled it to pieces, and wanted to put it out. He watched them for a while quietly, but at last when they were going too far, he seized his cutting-knife, and cried, “Away with ye, vermin.” and began to cut them down. Part of them ran away, the others he killed, and threw out into the fish-pond. When he came back he blew up the embers of his fire again and warmed himself.

✎ If night falls outside, our senses are more and more dir­ec­ted inwards, towards our spir­itual world. Here you make your­self a bright fire, which gives the warmth of life and also the light to recog­nize some­thing. Then you keep your tools ready, sit on the lathe and wait in full mind­ful­ness, which is also called med­it­a­tion. The lathe is a won­der­ful symbol here. To sit in med­it­a­tion is to turn your head round and balance the oppos­ites, so that the thoughts might not bump into some­thing and get stuck every­where, but can flow freely.

When the night was deepest and the fire, that is, the mind­ful­ness, was neatly stoked again, two black cats appeared with fiery eyes, seeking the warmth of life. And when they felt well and alive, they wanted to play. But you should not play with such cats, because they have sharp claws and prob­ably sym­bol­ize here wil­ful­ness and decep­tion, so the illu­sion (as you can read in the fairy tale “cat and mouse in part­ner­ship”). That’s the biggest obstacle on the spir­itual path to lib­er­a­tion. The illu­sion binds us to this world and is the cause of fear and death. And anyone who has ever tried to defeat the illu­sion knows how sneaky it is. If one is slain, the next ones come in the form of endless thoughts from some holes of the mind. We have so many dark beings in us, and next to the black cats, the black dogs come out of desire and hate, who bark at us and pull on their chains so much that they are already glowing. Now it is time to use the tools, the clever means to ward off the spirits.

The carving bench is also an exquis­ite symbol. What do you do with it? You tuck in the raw wood and shape it with a knife. The same thing happens in medi­ation when one tries to trans­form the forms of the mind like a skilled crafts­man. That works, and with some prac­tice, many a night­mare can be trans­formed into peace, some hatred in love and some failure into success. It works because it has to do with illu­sion, and illu­sion can be changed into everything. That’s cer­tainly a big help in life.

But the night is not over yet. Those who try will soon see the power with which new thoughts and illu­sions come and try to divert the focus, dispel or even quench the fire of mind­ful­ness. You might equally look at it for a while, and then you should react, fight and, if pos­sible, win and return to collect the rem­nants of the mind­ful­ness and make it blaze up again. The best way to fight is with the famous Sword of Know­ledge, and put the corpses back into the water. That is amazing. What could be meant by this water, the moat around the castle and the pond? Surely, those who seek spir­itual struggle should not leave corpses behind, because at some point everything will come to life again. So they are best given back to nature, where they belong, into the water, from which our life ori­gin­ated, or even into this mys­tical sea of the mind, from which everything arises. In this way you bring everything back to its source.

✻ And as he thus sat, his eyes would keep open no longer, and he felt a desire to sleep. Then he looked round and saw a great bed in the corner. “That is the very thing for me.” said he, and got into it. When he was just going to shut his eyes, however, the bed began to move of its own accord, and went over the whole of the castle. “That’s right,” said he, “but go faster.” Then the bed rolled on as if six horses were har­nessed to it, up and down, over thresholds and steps, but sud­denly hop, hop, it turned over upside down, and lay on him like a moun­tain. But he threw quilts and pillows up in the air, got out and said, “Now any one who likes, may drive.” and lay down by his fire, and slept till it was day. In the morning the King came, and when he saw him lying there on the ground, he thought the spirits had killed him and he was dead. Then said he, “After all it is a pity, he is a hand­some man.” The youth heard it, got up, and said, “It has not come to that yet.” Then the King was aston­ished, but very glad, and asked how he had fared. “Very well indeed,” answered he; “one night is over, the two others will get over like­wise.” Then he went to the innkeeper, who opened his eyes very wide, and said, “I never expec­ted to see thee alive again! Hast thou learnt how to shudder yet?” “No,” said he, “it is all in vain. If some one would but tell me!”

✎ Even with all mind­ful­ness, at some point sleep comes. The sym­bol­ism reminds us of a dream that takes us away and makes us wander around. Our youth is relaxed and watches, how he is carried away. What would he have to fear? Only if it goes too far, because everything reverses and oppresses him, then he shakes off the dream and lies down again on his fire of mind­ful­ness, until it becomes day.

Another inter­pret­a­tion would be how com­fort­able things actu­ally affect our lives, from which we expect all our hap­pi­ness in life. It all goes well for a while, and then, alley-opp! they turn upside down and come at us. It is said that with all the luxury we quickly lose the ground under our feet, the ground­ing in nature and the fire of mind­ful­ness. As much as modern tech­no­logy helps us, it also brings us attach­ment, rest­less­ness and suf­fer­ing. And often we mistake the wild back and forth of this hectic world with the live­li­ness of life. Who does not whirl around, is regarded as dead or at least boring, and you hear, “It’s a pity about his life!” Gandhi is said to have said once: “There is more to life, than increas­ing its speed.”

✻ The second night he again went up into the old castle, sat down by the fire, and once more began his old song, “If I could but shudder!” When mid­night came, an uproar and noise of tum­bling about was heard; at first it was low, but it grew louder and louder. Then it was quiet for awhile, and at length with a loud scream, half a man came down the chimney and fell before him. “Hollo!” cried he, “another half belongs to this. This is too little!” Then the uproar began again, there was a roaring and howling, and the other half fell down like­wise. “Wait,” said he, “I will just blow up the fire a little for thee.” When he had done that and looked round again, the two pieces were joined together, and a fright­ful man was sitting in his place. “That is no part of our bargain,” said the youth, “the bench is mine.” The man wanted to push him away; the youth, however, would not allow that, but thrust him off with all his strength, and seated himself again in his own place.

✎ And it goes on in search of the fear within us. We already know the chimney from other fairy tales. It reminds us of soot and dark­ness, smoke and fog - a good source for the illu­sion. From this appears half a man. It is said that another great obstacle on the way to freedom from fear and death is think­ing in oppos­ites, such as hot and cold, good and evil, mine and yours, death and life. It is the nature of our intel­lect to dis­tin­guish and sep­ar­ate. And then we rack our brains, how we can put the parts back together into a whole that we have arti­fi­cially sep­ar­ated before. The story reminds us also of a ghost-curse, that some beings must err in two halves through the world, until someone puts them together again, so that the spook ends. And with the joining together, life comes back where there were two dead ghost parts before.

The present sym­bol­ism is very inter­est­ing. The being that our youth unites and brings back to life now seems to press him. This danger always exists that our self-created beings dis­place our true essence within. Self-created are the roles we play in life (e.g. manager today and nursing case tomor­row), and also this weird ego, who appears as an inde­pend­ent being and is con­fron­ted with the rest of the world instead of being in harmony with it. In the worst case, even the ego begins to med­it­ate. Well, our youth does not allow the ghost to oppress him. Why, when he is not afraid? He keeps his mind­ful­ness and knows that it is nature that brings forth all creatures. Nature, mind and life are a whole. All the oppos­ing parts that we see, seize and put into indi­vidual cat­egor­ies, cer­tainly have their job and are useful for our daily life. But in truth, everything is con­nec­ted and nothing can fall out of this whole.

✻ Then still more men fell down, one after the other; they brought nine dead men’s legs and two skulls, and set them up and played at nine-pins with them. The youth also wanted to play and said, “Hark you, can I join you?” “Yes, if thou hast any money.” “Money enough,” replied he, “but your balls are not quite round.” Then he took the skulls and put them in the lathe and turned them till they were round. “There, now, they will roll better!” said he. “Hurrah! now it goes merrily!” He played with them and lost some of his money, but when it struck twelve, everything van­ished from his sight. He lay down and quietly fell asleep. Next morning the King came to enquire after him. “How has it fared with thee this time?” asked he. “I have been playing at nine-pins,” he answered, “and have lost a couple of farthings.” “Hast thou not shuddered then?” “Eh, what?” said he, “I have made merry. If I did but know what it was to shudder!”
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✎ Now we come to a sens­it­ive topic, the piety. Playing with human bones and bowling with skulls would cer­tainly not be a problem for chil­dren. But many adults do not even dare to think about their deaths. To regard death and life as a game usually meets the toughest protest: “That’s a serious thing!” Yes, it cer­tainly is for many people and often even a taboo, and there is some­thing in it. But hereby, the oppos­ites harden in our thoughts, and there is a great source of fear, the so-called mortal fear: “I will lose my life!” Eckhart Tolle asked: “How can you lose your life? Who are you? And what is your life?” Life is nothing you can own or possess. You are the one life, it can only change on the surface but never get lost.

Well, anyone who wants to over­come the fear of death someday, should play with these thoughts. In order that the heads do not bump so much and roll without obstacles and attach­ment, it is good to turn them round and round. Then the bowl rolls by itself, and when all the nine fall, death is defeated with death. This is a sym­bol­ism that you can cer­tainly think about for a long time. Of course, you lose some­thing of worldly pos­ses­sions, but the spook dis­ap­pears along with the inner fear that worries us so much.

✻ The third night he sat down again on his bench and said quite sadly, “If I could but shudder.” When it grew late, six tall men came in and brought a coffin. Then said he, “Ha, ha, that is cer­tainly my little cousin, who only died a few days ago.” and he beckoned with his finger, and cried, “Come, little cousin, come.” They placed the coffin on the ground, but he went to it and took the lid off, and a dead man lay therein. He felt his face, but it was cold as ice. “Stop,” said he, “I will warm thee a little.” and went to the fire and warmed his hand and laid it on the dead man’s face, but he remained cold. Then he took him out, and sat down by the fire and laid him on his breast and rubbed his arms that the blood might cir­cu­late again. As this also did no good, he thought to himself, “When two people lie in bed together, they warm each other.” and carried him to the bed, covered him over and lay down by him. After a short time the dead man became warm too, and began to move. Then said the youth, “See, little cousin, have I not warmed thee?” The dead man, however, got up and cried, “Now will I strangle thee.”

“What!” said he, “is that the way thou thankest me? Thou shalt at once go into thy coffin again.” and he took him up, threw him into it, and shut the lid. Then came the six men and carried him away again. “I cannot manage to shudder,” said he. “I shall never learn it here as long as I live.”

✎ This is sym­bol­ism at its best! Six men bring in a corpse. Is it perhaps the five senses and the think­ing that also carry death into our inner being? Our fear­less hero does not see any­thing strange in it. He even feels very close to the dead and tries everything to give life to this cold body. And he suc­ceeds. But what does the dead do? He wants to kill and reaches for death. This is the reason, why he had to die, there­fore he’s a dead man. That’s the law of cause and effect. He has nothing to do with this realm of truth and life and so he comes back into the coffin, and as he came in he goes out again. Still no reason to be scared.

✻ Then a man entered who was taller than all others, and looked ter­rible. He was old, however, and had a long white beard. “Thou wretch,” cried he, “thou shalt soon learn what it is to shudder, for thou shalt die.” “Not so fast,” replied the youth. “If I am to die, I shall have to be present.” “I will soon seize thee,” said the fiend. “Softly, softly, do not talk so big. I am as strong as thou art, and perhaps even stronger.” “We shall see,” said the old man. “If thou art stronger, I will let thee go—come, we will try.” Then he led him by dark pas­sages to a smith’s forge, took an axe, and with one blow [image: ]struck an anvil into the ground. “I can do that better still.” said the youth, and went to the other anvil. The old man placed himself near and wanted to look on, and his white beard hung down. Then the youth seized the axe, split the anvil with one blow, and struck the old man’s beard in with it. “Now I have thee,” said the youth. “now it is thou who wilt have to die.” Then he seized an iron bar and beat the old man till he moaned and entreated him to stop, and he would give him great riches. The youth drew out the axe and let him go. The old man led him back into the castle, and in a cellar showed him three chests full of gold. “Of these,” said he, “one part is for the poor, the other for the king, the third is thine.” In the mean­time it struck twelve, and the spirit dis­ap­peared; the youth, there­fore, was left in dark­ness. “I shall still be able to find my way out,” said he, and felt about, found the way into the room, and slept there by his fire. Next morning the King came and said, “Now thou must have learnt what shud­der­ing is?” “No,” he answered; “what can it be? My dead cousin was here, and a bearded man came and showed me a great deal of money down below, but no one told me what it was to shudder.” “Then,” said the King, “thou hast delivered the castle, and shalt marry my daugh­ter.” “That is all very well,” said he, “but still I do not know what it is to shudder!”

✎ Who is this old man? A giant, a black­smith with a long, white beard. And what is he forging? The fate, the world or even the chains that bind us to this world. He chal­lenges our youth to a fight to the death. Wow, that far you have to come! But he answers: “Should I die, I must be present.” This is a huge sen­tence, that might really give you food for thoughts. The reverse would be: “If I’m not here per­son­ally, than I cannot die.” The only problem is the per­sonal attach­ment of “I”.

Well, dark pas­sages lead deep inside, where the mys­tical forge fire burns, from which everything is created. Equally mys­tical is the contest of who can struck the anvil farthest into the earth, like a nail in the wood. The old black­smith shows his full power of nature and sinks the anvil at a single blow. Well, if we want to compete with these forces of nature, then of course we should use what makes us humans so power­ful, namely the spir­itual power. The sym­bol­ism of how to forge a sword, which even­tu­ally even splits the anvil on which it was forged, reminds us of the ancient Ger­manic myths of Siegfried and the black­smith Regin. In our fairy tale it is an axe and in spir­itual terms we speak of the sharp Sword of Know­ledge that can pen­et­rate into everything, even the hardest.

The anvil breaks and pinches the beard of the giant. This too is an old sym­bol­ism that we also find in “Snow White and Rose Red”. The beard seems to be a weak point of mighty beings, just as one can tame a wild bull by the nose-ring. Our youth also wins this last fight and is richly rewar­ded, but without pro­mot­ing the ego. He finds his way back to his fire and sleeps peace­fully until day­light. Still he could not find what people call fear.

✻ Then the gold was brought up and the wedding cel­eb­rated; but how­so­ever much the young King loved his wife, and however happy he was, he still said always, “If I could but shudder - if I could but shudder.” And at last the young queen was angry at this. Her waiting-maid said, “I will find a cure for him; he shall soon learn what it is to shudder.” She went out to the stream which flowed through the garden, and had a whole buck­et­ful of gudgeons brought to her. At night when the young King was sleep­ing, his wife was to draw the clothes off him and empty the buck­et­ful of cold water with the gudgeons in it over him, so that the little fishes would sprawl about him. When this was done, he woke up and cried, “Oh, what makes me shudder so?—what makes me shudder so, dear wife? Ah! now I know what it is to shudder!”

✎ The last picture of the ten ox herding pic­tures of Zen Buddhism, which are describ­ing the spir­itual path, shows the return to the world. So our youth marries the king’s daugh­ter and deservedly becomes a young king in the world as well. This finally brings the female influ­ence back into the game. He asso­ci­ates with nature, and so he learns that all the horror, fear and death that people like to talk about belong only to the external or the surface of the world. For verily, who attent­ively looks with the eye of truth into his inner being, will not find any fear. It is only our sensory impres­sions and thought con­struc­tions that come true to us. A won­der­ful fairy tale, and maybe we now know what shud­der­ing is!
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Little Red-Cap

[image: ]✻ Once upon a time there was a dear little girl who was loved by every one who looked at her, but most of all by her grand­mother, and there was nothing that she would not have given to the child. Once she gave her a little cap of red velvet, which suited her so well that she would never wear any­thing else; so she was always called ’Little Red-Cap.’

One day her mother said to her, “Come, Little Red-Cap, here is a piece of cake and a bottle of wine; take them to your grand­mother, she is ill and weak, and they will do her good. Set out before it gets hot, and when you are going, walk nicely and quietly and do not run off the path, or you may fall and break the bottle, and then your grand­mother will get nothing; and when you go into her room, don’t forget to say, ’Good-morning,’ and don’t peep into every corner before you do it.” “I will take great care.” said Little Red-Cap to her mother, and gave her hand on it.

✎ There is hardly a fairy tale that is as odd and illo­gical in its pure action as that of Little Red Cap, maybe better known as Red Riding Hood. Why does the girl know the wolf and yet does not know that he is dan­ger­ous? Why does the wolf ask about grandma’s dwell­ing place, where even Little Red Cap already knows that he knows it well? Why doesn’t he eat the girl first and after­wards the grand­mother? How can a wolf swallow a whole person and is still not full? Why does he wear this strange dis­guise for Little Red Cap? Why does not the wolf wake up when his belly is cut open and why does he fall dead from a few rocks in the womb...? So many incon­sist­en­cies, and yet it is one of the most famous and well-known fairy tales that people keep and tell to this day. There must be some­thing mean­ing­ful behind it!

That is exactly the fas­cin­a­tion of our fairy tales. Such ques­tions lead us to deeper and deeper levels. Even for the smal­lest chil­dren, Little Red Cap is a good lesson to follow the mother, to be careful in the forest and not to get off the track, where the wild animals live, but also to find the trust that there is always help and in the end everything will be fine. On a middle level you can see again the cycle of the seasons, when the wolf as a symbol of the winter swal­lows the warming sun and the green­ing nature, which then emerge again in spring. But the deeper level becomes really inter­est­ing:

The fact that the grand­mother lives in the forest reminds us of the Great Mother, the nature. And who is loved so much by nature that she gives her everything she desires? It is the living soul, which is envel­oped in love from the begin­ning. Nature even gives her a per­son­al­ity, here in the form of a cap in the colour of love and activ­ity, with which the little soul becomes some­thing special, she iden­ti­fies with it and even gets a name from it. Only the soul lives in the village and the Great Mother in the forest, so the two are sep­ar­ated, although they love each other very much and cling to each other. This makes nature weak and sick, which the mother, wisdom, recog­nizes. She ensures that the two come together again and the soul even brings a gift, so food for nature. The wisdom also admon­ishes the pure soul, which is inex­per­i­enced in secular intrigues, not to stray from the right path, to advance straight to the essence of nature and not to be dis­trac­ted, because the Little Red Cap is not to look curi­ously into the corners. Also, she should care­fully guard the offer­ing for nature, so not to break the bottle out of care­less­ness.

✻ The grand­mother lived out in the wood, half a league from the village, and just as Little Red-Cap entered the wood, a wolf met her. Red-Cap did not know what a wicked creature he was, and was not at all afraid of him.

“Good-day, Little Red-Cap.” said he.
“Thank you kindly, wolf.”
“Whither away so early, Little Red-Cap?”
“To my grand­mother’s.”
“What have you got in your apron?”
“Cake and wine; yes­ter­day was baking-day, so poor sick grand­mother is to have some­thing good, to make her stronger.”
“Where does your grand­mother live, Little Red-Cap?”
“A good quarter of a league farther on in the wood; her house stands under the three large oak-trees, the nut-bushes are just below; you surely must know it.” replied Little Red-Cap.
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✎ The cake used to be a special food. Not easy to prepare and provided with many pre­cious ingredi­ents: honey as the first and often only sweetener, dried fruit and nuts for sub­stance and even more sweet­ness, flour, fat and valu­able, even healing spices - in other words, the whole wealth of nature was baked into a cake. Wine is also pro­duced by a fer­ment­a­tion process that is not easy to control. It gives a dif­fer­ent kind of sweet­ness and, if enjoyed in small quant­it­ies, grants strength, in large quant­it­ies rather drunk­en­ness. Are here sweet­ness and drunk­en­ness meant for phys­ical and mental bliss and strength, the symbols of giving nature?

The grand­mother lives among oaks and hazel­nuts. The oak has always been a sacred tree that stands for power and strength. And the hazel­nut grants fer­til­ity. These are also the basic char­ac­ter­ist­ics of the Great Mother Nature: power and fer­til­ity.

✻ The wolf thought to himself, “What a tender young creature! What a nice plump mouth­ful; she will be better to eat than the old woman. I must act craft­ily, so as to catch both.” So he walked for a short time by the side of Little Red-Cap, and then he said, “See, Little Red-Cap, how pretty the flowers are about here why do you not look round? I believe, too, that you do not hear how sweetly the little birds are singing; you walk gravely along as if you were going to school, while everything else out here in the wood is merry.”

Little Red-Cap raised her eyes, and when she saw the sun­beams dancing here and there through the trees, and pretty flowers growing every­where, she thought, “Suppose I take grand­mother a fresh nosegay; that would please her too. It is so early in the day that I shall still get there in good time.” and so she ran from the path into the wood to look for flowers. And whenever she had picked one, she fancied that she saw a still pret­tier one farther on, and ran after it, and so got deeper and deeper into the wood.

✎ What does the wolf stand for in this fairy tale? Prob­ably for insa­ti­able hunger, a demon that inev­it­ably attracts greed and thus malice. He devi­ously awakens first curi­os­ity and then even desire in the still inex­per­i­enced soul. Although Little Red Cap thinks she is doing some­thing good for her grand­mother, her true motiv­a­tion is desire. And one can hardly describe the desire even better: Desire makes us run after beau­ti­ful flowers, and those we have just picked are not enough for us, because the next, which we have not yet, seems to us much more beau­ti­ful now... And so we run and run after our wishes and never get enough. In doing so, we are getting further and further away from the path of mod­er­a­tion and virtue. That really makes the wolfish appet­ite really strong.

But why does the wolf have to swallow the grand­mother before he can eat the girl? The Great Mother will always protect us. There is an exten­sion at the end of this fairy tale in which this becomes clear. Another time the Little Red Cap goes to the grand­mother, is again threatened by a wolf, but remains on the right path and makes it safely to the house of the grand­mother. There the soul, the Little Red Cap, acts accord­ing to the advice of the Great Mother, and the wolf who besieges the house is defeated, before he can get too close to the girl and her grand­mother.

✻ Mean­while the wolf ran straight to the grand­mother’s house and knocked at the door. “Who is there?” - “Little Red-Cap,” replied the wolf. “She is bring­ing cake and wine; open the door.” - “Lift the latch,” called out the grand­mother, “I am too weak, and cannot get up.”

The wolf lifted the latch, the door flew open, and without saying a word he went straight to the grand­mother’s bed, and devoured her. Then he put on her clothes, dressed himself in her cap, laid himself in bed and drew the cur­tains.

✎ Without the mindful, living soul that is right now dis­trac­ted by passion, the house is unpro­tec­ted, and the weak nature can be devoured by the eager hunger demon, men­tally and phys­ic­ally. Like so many plants and animals have dis­ap­peared from our earth in the belly of the wolf under our greedy and ruth­less methods of agri­cul­ture and factory farming. The greed even dis­guises itself as nature, only to con­tinue to live and to eat and not to be recog­nized. It hides in our human nature with all the phys­ical sense and action organs and also deep in our thoughts.

✻ Little Red-Cap, however, had been running about picking flowers, and when she had gathered so many that she could carry no more, she remembered her grand­mother, and set out on the way to her.

She was sur­prised to find the cottage-door stand­ing open, and when she went into the room, she had such a strange feeling that she said to herself, “Oh dear! how uneasy I feel to-day, and at other times I like being with grand­mother so much.” She called out, “Good morning,” but received no answer; so she went to the bed and drew back the cur­tains. There lay her grand­mother with her cap pulled far over her face, and looking very strange.
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“Oh grand­mother,” she said, “what big ears you have!”
“The better to hear you with, my child.” was the reply.
“But, grand­mother, what big eyes you have!” she said.
“The better to see you with, my dear.”
“But, grand­mother, what large hands you have!”
“The better to hug you with.”
“Oh but, grand­mother, what a ter­rible big mouth you have!”
“The better to eat you with!”

And scarcely had the wolf said this, than with one bound he was out of bed and swal­lowed up Red-Cap.

✎ Only when we cannot stand it anymore, we stop the pas­sion­ate col­lect­ing of everything that seems desir­able to us. The German word for “passion” is “Leidenschaft” and clearly shows its own nature: after a short enjoy­ment, it creates (“schaf­fen”) suf­fer­ing (“Leiden”). So our Little Red Cap does not even stop picking flowers until she can no longer carry the bouquet. In the vicin­ity of the Great Mother she becomes more con­scious again, because now the dis­trac­tion is fading a little. But why can’t she recog­nize the wolf in sheep’s cloth­ing? Because she is more attached to the senses and not to the mind. She asks for eyes, ears, mouth and hands, because one can receive and hold some­thing very well with them - again the desire is the pri­or­ity. Only because this greedy wolf has pre­vi­ously devoured nature with the organs of sense and action, he can devour even the pure soul, oth­er­wise he would have no power over it.

✻ When the wolf had appeased his appet­ite, he lay down again in the bed, fell asleep and began to snore very loud. The hunts­man was just passing the house, and thought to himself, “How the old woman is snoring! I must just see if she wants any­thing.” So he went into the room, and when he came to the bed, he saw that the wolf was lying in it. “Do I find thee here, thou old sinner!” said he. “I have long sought thee!” Then just as he was going to fire at him, it occurred to him that the wolf might have devoured the grand­mother, and that she might still be saved, so he did not fire, but took a pair of scis­sors, and began to cut open the stomach of the sleep­ing wolf. When he had made two snips, he saw the little Red-Cap shining, and then he made two snips more, and the little girl sprang out, crying, “Ah, how frightened I have been! How dark it was inside the wolf;” and after that the aged grand­mother came out alive also, but scarcely able to breathe. Red-Cap, however, quickly fetched great stones with which they filled the wolf’s body, and when he awoke, he wanted to run away, but the stones were so heavy that he fell down at once, and fell dead.

✎ Who comes as a saviour when nature is in need? The con­scious­ness. If the female stands for nature, then the male stands for the spirit, and both always belong together. So far, we were sur­roun­ded only by female beings, so now the balance is restored by the appear­ance of the hunter. And what is the task of con­scious­ness? It should look care­fully inside, recog­nize and inter­vene. Our hunter does his duty by not shoot­ing the wolf, but cutting it open. First, he sees the red cap. This is the first layer that can be seen by looking inward. It is the per­son­al­ity, the ego-con­scious­ness. If you look deeper, the soul itself shows up, and even more deeply the essence of nature. By looking at them without judging them, one frees them. So Little Red Cap and her grand­mother jump out alive, because they cannot actu­ally die, only tem­por­ar­ily dis­ap­pear and change.

Why does the wolf, the greedy hunger, die of a few stones in the stomach? Well, maybe because he is no longer filled with life, and without life he can have no effect. Greed needs appro­pri­ate food, oth­er­wise it dies. And that’s prob­ably the way we can defeat the hungry demon in life. He lives on trans­it­ory things, and as long as he is provided with them, he remains strong and hungry. But what are those stones that fill the greedy demon’s stomach but are com­pletely indi­gest­ible? That would have to be some­thing eternal and imper­ish­able. Maybe this is the solu­tion. But it is very hard to find this eternal in our tran­si­ent and fast chan­ging world. Nev­er­the­less, our fairy tale clearly states: It is the task of the soul to fetch the heavy stones, to toil, to over­come the greedy hunger with the help of the hunter, and to pre­serve Mother Nature.
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✻ Then all three were delighted. The hunts­man drew off the wolf’s skin and went home with it; the grand­mother ate the cake and drank the wine which Red-Cap had brought, and revived, but Red-Cap thought to herself, “As long as I live, I will never by myself leave the path, to run into the wood, when my mother has for­bid­den me to do so.”

✎ If greed is defeated, it is truly a cause for joy. It was done in cooper­a­tion of nature and mind, man and woman - just as everything can be done in this cooper­a­tion. Since the soul has finally arrived at the Great Mother Nature, the gifts can strengthen and make her healthy again. And the soul has finally learned to follow the bene­vol­ent mother’s wisdom, even if all sorts of tempta­tions crop up in the jungle of the world at any time. Well, that’s really a happy ending.

✻ It is also related that once when Red-Cap was again taking cakes to the old grand­mother, another wolf spoke to her, and tried to entice her from the path. Red-Cap, was, however, on her guard, and went straight forward on her way, and told her grand­mother that she had met the wolf, and that he had said “good-morning” to her, but with such a wicked look in his eyes, that if they had not been on the public road she was certain he would have eaten her up. “Well,” said the grand­mother, “we will shut the door, that he may not come in.” Soon after­wards the wolf knocked, and cried, “Open the door, grand­mother, I am little Red-Cap, and am fetch­ing you some cakes.” But they did not speak, or open the door, so the grey-beard stole twice or thrice round the house, and at last jumped on the roof, intend­ing to wait until Red-Cap went home in the evening, and then to steal after her and devour her in the dark­ness. But the grand­mother saw what was in his thoughts. In front of the house was a great stone trough, so she said to the child, “Take the pail, Red-Cap; I made some saus­ages yes­ter­day, so carry the water in which I boiled them to the trough.” Red-Cap carried until the great trough was quite full. Then the smell of the saus­ages reached the wolf, and he sniffed and peeped down, and at last stretched out his neck so far that he could no longer keep his footing and began to slip, and slipped down from the roof straight into the great trough, and was drowned. But Red-Cap went joy­ously home, and never did any­thing to harm any one.


Hans in Luck

[image: ]✻ Hans had served his master for seven years, so he said to him, “Master, my time is up; now I should be glad to go back home to my mother; give me my wages.” The master answered, “You have served me faith­fully and hon­estly; as the service was so shall the reward be.” and he gave Hans a piece of gold as big as his head. Hans pulled his handker­chief out of his pocket, wrapped up the lump in it, put it on his shoulder, and set out on the way home.

As he went on, always putting one foot before the other, he saw a horse­man trot­ting quickly and merrily by on a lively horse. “Ah!” said Hans quite loud, “What a fine thing it is to ride! There you sit as on a chair; you stumble over no stones, you save your shoes, and get on, you don’t know how.” The rider, who had heard him, stopped and called out, “Hollo! Hans, why do you go on foot, then?” - “I must,” answered he, “for I have this lump to carry home; it is true that it is gold, but I cannot hold my head straight for it, and it hurts my shoulder.” - “I will tell you what,” said the rider, “we will exchange: I will give you my horse, and you can give me your lump.” - “With all my heart,” said Hans, “but I can tell you, you will have to crawl along with it.” The rider got down, took the gold, and helped Hans up; then gave him the bridle tight in his hands and said, “If you want to go at a really good pace, you must click your tongue and call out, “Jup! Jup!”

[image: ]Hans was heart­ily delighted as he sat upon the horse and rode away so bold and free. After a little while he thought that it ought to go faster, and he began to click with his tongue and call out, “Jup! Jup!” The horse put himself into a sharp trot, and before Hans knew where he was, he was thrown off and lying in a ditch which sep­ar­ated the field from the highway. The horse would have gone off too if it had not been stopped by a coun­try­man, who was coming along the road and driving a cow before him.

Hans got his limbs together and stood up on his legs again, but he was vexed, and said to the coun­try­man, “It is a poor joke, this riding, espe­cially when one gets hold of a mare like this, that kicks and throws one off, so that one has a chance of break­ing one’s neck. Never again will I mount it. Now I like your cow, for one can walk quietly behind her, and have, over and above, one’s milk, butter and cheese every day without fail. What would I not give to have such a cow.” - “Well,” said the coun­try­man, “if it would give you so much pleas­ure, I do not mind giving the cow for the horse.” Hans agreed with the greatest delight; the coun­try­man jumped upon the horse, and rode quickly away.

Hans drove his cow quietly before him, and thought over his lucky bargain. “If only I have a morsel of bread -- and that can hardly fail me -- I can eat butter and cheese with it as often as I like; if I am thirsty, I can milk my cow and drink the milk. Good heart, what more can I want?” When he came to an inn he made a halt, and in his great content ate up what he had with him -- his dinner and supper -- and all he had, and with his last few farthings had half a glass of beer. Then he drove his cow onwards along the road to his mother’s village.

As it drew nearer mid-day, the heat was more oppress­ive, and Hans found himself upon a moor which it took about an hour to cross. He felt it very hot and his tongue clave to the roof of his mouth with thirst. “I can find a cure for this,” thought Hans; “I will milk the cow now and refresh myself with the milk.” He tied her to a withered tree, and as he had no pail he put his leather cap under­neath; but try as he would, not a drop of milk came. And as he set himself to work in a clumsy way, the impa­tient beast at last gave him such a blow on his head with its hind foot, that he fell on the ground, and for a long time could not think where he was.

[image: ]By good fortune a butcher just then came along the road with a wheel-barrow, in which lay a young pig. “What sort of a trick is this?” cried he, and helped the good Hans up. Hans told him what had happened. The butcher gave him his flask and said, “Take a drink and refresh your­self. The cow will cer­tainly give no milk, it is an old beast; at the best it is only fit for the plough, or for the butcher.” - “Well, well,” said Hans, as he stroked his hair down on his head, “who would have thought it? Cer­tainly it is a fine thing when one can kill a beast like that at home; what meat one has! But I do not care much for beef, it is not juicy enough for me. A young pig like that now is the thing to have, it tastes quite dif­fer­ent; and then there are the saus­ages!” - “Hark ye, Hans,” said the butcher, “out of love for you I will exchange, and will let you have the pig for the cow.” - “Heaven repay you for your kind­ness!” said Hans as he gave up the cow, whilst the pig was unbound from the barrow, and the cord by which it was tied was put in his hand.

Hans went on, and thought to himself how everything was going just as he wished; if he did meet with any vex­a­tion it was imme­di­ately set right. Presently there joined him a lad who was car­ry­ing a fine white goose under his arm. They said good morning to each other, and Hans began to tell of his good luck, and how he had always made such good bar­gains. The boy told him that he was taking the goose to a christen­ing-feast. “Just lift her,” added he, and laid hold of her by the wings; “how heavy she is -- she has been fattened up for the last eight weeks. Whoever has a bit of her when she is roasted will have to wipe the fat from both sides of his mouth.” “Yes,” said Hans, as he weighed her in one hand, “she is a good weight, but my pig is no bad one.” Mean­while the lad looked sus­pi­ciously from one side to the other, and shook his head. “Look here,” he said at length, “it may not be all right with your pig. In the village through which I passed, the Mayor himself had just had one stolen out of its sty. I fear -- I fear that you have got hold of it there. They have sent out some people and it would be a bad busi­ness if they caught you with the pig; at the very least, you would be shut up in the dark hole.”

The good Hans was ter­ri­fied. “Good­ness!” he said, “Help me out of this fix; you know more about this place than I do, take my pig and leave me your goose.” - “I shall risk some­thing at that game,” answered the lad, “but I will not be the cause of your getting into trouble.” So he took the cord in his hand, and drove away the pig quickly along a by-path.

The good Hans, free from care, went home­wards with the goose under his arm. “When I think over it prop­erly,” said he to himself, “I have even gained by the exchange: first there is the good roast-meat, then the quant­ity of fat which will drip from it, and which will give me drip­ping for my bread for a quarter of a year, and lastly the beau­ti­ful white feath­ers; I will have my pillow stuffed with them, and then indeed I shall go to sleep without rocking. How glad my mother will be!”

As he was going through the last village, there stood a scis­sors-grinder with his barrow; as his wheel whirred he sang --

“I sharpen scis­sors and quickly grind,
My coat blows out in the wind behind.”

Hans stood still and looked at him; at last he spoke to him and said, “All’s well with you, as you are so merry with your grind­ing.” - “Yes,” answered the scis­sors-grinder, “the trade has a golden found­a­tion. A real grinder is a man who as often as he puts his hand into his pocket finds gold in it. But where did you buy that fine goose?”

“I did not buy it, but exchanged my pig for it.”
“And the pig?” - “That I got for a cow.”
“And the cow?” - “I took that instead of a horse.”
“And the horse?” - “For that I gave a lump of gold as big as my head.”
“And the gold?” - “Well, that was my wages for seven years’ service.”

“You have known how to look after your­self each time.” said the grinder. “If you can only get on so far as to hear the money jingle in your pocket whenever you stand up, you will have made your fortune.” - “How shall I manage that?” said Hans. “You must be a grinder, as I am; nothing par­tic­u­lar is wanted for it but a grind­stone, the rest finds itself. I have one here; it is cer­tainly a little worn, but you need not give me any­thing for it but your goose; will you do it?” - “How can you ask?” answered Hans. “I shall be the luck­i­est fellow on earth; if I have money whenever I put my hand in my pocket, what need I trouble about any longer?”, and he handed him the goose and received the grind­stone in exchange. “Now,” said the grinder, as he took up an ordin­ary heavy stone that lay by him, “here is a strong stone for you into the bargain; you can hammer well upon it, and straighten your old nails. Take it with you and keep it care­fully.”

Hans loaded himself with the stones, and went on with a con­ten­ted heart; his eyes shone with joy. “I must have been born with a caul,” he cried; “everything I want happens to me just as if I were a Sunday-child.” Mean­while, as he had been on his legs since day­break, he began to feel tired. Hunger also tor­men­ted him, for in his joy at the bargain by which he got the cow he had eaten up all his store of food at once. At last he could only go on with great trouble, and was forced to stop every minute; the stones, too, weighed him down dread­fully. Then he could not help think­ing how nice it would be if he had not to carry them just then.

[image: ]He crept like a snail to a well in a field, and there he thought that he would rest and refresh himself with a cool draught of water, but in order that he might not injure the stones in sitting down, he laid them care­fully by his side on the edge of the well. Then he sat down on it, and was about to stoop and drink, when he made a slip, pushed against the stones, and both of them fell into the water. When Hans saw them with his own eyes sinking to the bottom, he jumped for joy, and then knelt down, and with tears in his eyes thanked God for having shown him this favour also, and delivered him in so good a way, and without his having any need to reproach himself, from those heavy stones which had been the only things that troubled him.

 “There is no man under the sun so for­tu­nate as I.” he cried out. With a light heart and free from every burden he now ran on until he was with his mother at home.

✎ This is cer­tainly a fairy tale that every child should hear at least once, even though at first glance it does not seem like a fairy tale. There are neither witches nor ghosts or magic. Not even the animals speak, and people act very ordin­ary, except our Hans, who first appears as a loser in a world where every­one seeks per­sonal advant­age. He returns home from his appren­tice­ship and, on his bur­den­some journey through a chain of strange exchanges, loses the reward he has received for seven years serving, a great lump of gold. The great wonder of this story, however, is that our Hans has lost a lot in the end, but is not angry about it but rather over­joyed.

We think the message at the top level is dir­ec­ted first to our chil­dren and explains how easily you are cheated in this world and how quickly you can lose your wealth. So you should not be too naive, but careful and smart.

The story on a middle level would show the social decline from the rich upper class over the noble­man on the horse and the dif­fer­ent levels of the farmers down to the scis­sors-grinder, which was prob­ably one of the poorest crafts­men. In the end, our Hans is prac­tic­ally a day labourer who owns nothing and also shows no special skills, but can still be happy. These are, so to speak, the worldly levels of society, how one can gradu­ally lose everything in life through unhappy busi­ness and descend socially, but do not have to despair of it. It is also evident in this story that all useful things in our world have their down­sides and dangers. Prop­erty alone is not enough; you also have to learn how to handle and manage it. This requires a certain edu­ca­tion, ability and exper­i­ence in life, which our Hans obvi­ously does not have. From this point of view you could call this fairy tale “The stupid Hans”.

But a proverb says: “Worldly lost is spir­itu­ally gained!” And so we would now like to try to inter­pret this fairy tale on a deeper, spir­itual level. There is the ques­tion: what did our Hans learn during the seven years, for which he received so rich a salary that it is even exor­bit­ant to the train­ees nowadays? It does not seem like any­thing prac­tical. Neither does he show any manual or peasant skill, nor any phys­ical strength nor any ambi­tion in busi­ness, except his spir­itual advant­age, to see in all situ­ations the good and the happy, and to quickly let go of all that has been gained.

So it seems reas­on­able to assume that a spir­itual teach­ing is meant here, which he has received from his master, teacher and thus spir­itual father. In this regard, it is perhaps no acci­dent that the lump of gold is com­pared to Hansen’s head, and in the sym­bolic sense is meant the teach­ing which he has received in his head and which is as pre­cious as gold. Being happy every­where is cer­tainly some­thing very valu­able. What kind of teach­ing it was, however, remains open, because it is only spoken of the effect, and how this teach­ing at the begin­ning of his path was still very “top-heavy” and it needed the prac­tical testing and exper­i­ence in the world. Maybe that’s why he went his way from his spir­itual father to his natural mother, so that the prac­tice now follows the theory. Accord­ingly, one could also inter­pret the symbols that meet him on this path.

First, it is the impa­tience that often seduces us to move faster. That’s what the horse stands for, which Hans throws off in a fast run. Secondly, hunger and thirst drive us to reach for pleas­ure. That’s what the cow stands for, which used to fulfil almost all wishes of a farmer, but only gave our Hans a hard kick. Thirdly, the pig appears as the epitome of worldly hap­pi­ness, idle­ness and a fat life, which quickly lead us astray. Fourth, the exchange of the white goose could sym­bol­ize grasp­ing for worldly justice. This justice some­times takes on very strange forms, espe­cially when it comes to the per­sonal own­er­ship of animals or other living things. It is often felt that such secular laws have been set up to protect, above all, the interests of the great egos. No wonder our Hans is afraid of getting involved in it. He’s imme­di­ately leaving the fat pig behind in exchange for a white goose. This may be a sign of his inno­cence, while the other man leads the pig away on ’by-ways’. And fifth, the craft of the scis­sors-grinder is a symbol of pro­fes­sional success in the world, which prom­ises us freedom and inde­pend­ence. Here, too, it is men­tioned how the scis­sors-grinder nat­ur­ally reaches into nature and gives our Hans a stone as if it were his prop­erty. We can smile about an ordin­ary field stone, but do it with dia­monds, gold, or pearls and you found a way to create per­sonal prop­erty.

But in the end the hard achieved goods falls into a deep well and dis­ap­pear in the belly of nature. Every ima­gin­ary prop­erty is lost again. We would nor­mally moan and feel cheated by nature. So you could even con­sider Hans’ way home as a life­time from birth to death. For in the course of life, we humans should master all of this: impa­tience, passion, leth­argy, and selfish acting. And what is left for our Hans in the end? Free of all burden and anxiety, he returns to his home and origin, to the Great Mother, from whom he was born. In the end our Hans has achieved what we all more or less con­sciously seek in life, namely the great hap­pi­ness.

This is of course a ter­rible message for our modern world. It means, that true hap­pi­ness is not about accu­mu­lat­ing more and more prop­erty or becom­ing some­thing special in the world. And there is a lot of truth in it. Because hon­estly, who is the richest man in the world? Of course, the one who can fulfil all his wishes. And in that sense, it would be the per­fectly con­ten­ted one who has ful­filled all his wishes and has found great hap­pi­ness because he no longer wishes for any­thing and is thus inde­pend­ent and free. Can you imagine that?


Godfather Death

✻ A poor man had twelve chil­dren and was forced to work night and day to give them even bread. When there­fore the thir­teenth came into the world, he knew not what to do in his trouble, but ran out into the great highway, and resolved to ask the first person whom he met to be god­father.

✎ We often find this game with 12 and 13 in the old fairy tales. One could assume that it has to do with the moon months of the year, because there are years with 12 or 13 moon months. The thir­teenth month, there­fore, played a special role, and appeared like a whim of nature dis­turb­ing the ordin­ary rhythm, so that the number 13 was con­sidered a lucky number in some areas and an unfor­tu­nate number in others. Well, even in our fairy tale, the thir­teenth child was prob­ably a child too much and now plays a special role. It is ded­ic­ated to nature, which is sup­posed to somehow serve as the god­father for the child.

[image: ]✻ [image: ]The first to meet him was the good God who already knew what filled his heart, and said to him, “Poor man, I pity thee. I will hold thy child at its christen­ing, and will take charge of it and make it happy on earth.” The man said, “Who art thou?” “I am God.” “Then I do not desire to have thee for a god­father,” said the man; “thou givest to the rich, and leavest the poor to hunger.” Thus spake the man, for he did not know how wisely God appor­tions riches and poverty. He turned there­fore away from the Lord, and went farther. Then the Devil came to him and said, “What seekest thou? If thou wilt take me as a god­father for thy child, I will give him gold in plenty and all the joys of the world as well.” The man asked, “Who art thou?” “I am the Devil.” “Then I do not desire to have thee for god­father,” said the man; “thou deceivest men and leadest them astray.”

✎ ’Do you believe in God?’ This ques­tion is often heard, and usually a clear con­fes­sion is expec­ted. However, if one asks what is meant by the term ’God’, then sud­denly all clarity dis­ap­pears, and we face dif­fer­ent views. The biggest problem is that nor­mally we can only think in oppos­ites. And that is exactly what is expressed here in an excel­lent way. First, God is made a pos­it­ive pole and stands for everything good in the world, and the devil becomes a neg­at­ive pole and stands for everything bad. Later on God is accused that, despite his almigh­ti­ness, he allows the evil and the unjust on earth. There­fore the doubts grow and one turns away. This is still the case today for many people. Who wants to trust a god who is unjust? But the ques­tion of justice is very dif­fi­cult. What justice can there be for per­sonal wealth and indi­vidual values? Who deserves how much in this world?

✻ He went onwards, and then came Death strid­ing up to him with withered legs, and said, “Take me as god­father.” The man asked, “Who art thou?” - “I [image: ]am Death, and I make all equal.” Then said the man, “Thou art the right one, thou takest the rich as well as the poor, without dis­tinc­tion; thou shalt be god­father.” Death answered, “I will make thy child rich and famous, for he who has me for a friend can lack nothing.” The man said, “Next Sunday is the christen­ing; be there at the right time.” Death appeared as he had prom­ised, and stood god­father quite in the usual way.

✎ Even in Hinduism, Yama is the God of right­eous­ness, who takes the souls to the realm of the dead in order to judge and rule over them after they have left their bodies during death. This means reaping the fruits that you have accu­mu­lated in your life. We also speak of the Grim Reaper holding his scythe, because the scythe is an old symbol of the harvest. Some souls will reap hap­pi­ness and others suf­fer­ing. This judg­ment of the dead is a very old idea that we already find in ancient Egypt as well as in the Bible. Usually it is spoken of an impar­tial justice where the soul can no longer hide its merits and its debts accu­mu­lated in life. Here acts the law of cause and effect, and that is why we speak of true justice. Behind this, of course, stands the famous Law of Karma, which states that all our thoughts, words and deeds have their effect and none of it is lost, much like the law of phys­ical energy con­ser­va­tion. This is under­stood in physics, but hardly believed in every­day life, and if so, then only in theory. We usually think that we can somehow escape our small and big sins as long as they remain secret. Why not? You can try it, because that’s what man lives for, to gain prac­tical exper­i­ence.

Death speaks here another great sen­tence: “He who has me as a friend cannot lack any­thing.” How is that meant? Nor­mally, death is our greatest enemy, and we make life and death a polar­ity of good and bad because we can usually only think in oppos­ites. Then we try to capture the good and get rid of the bad. How should this work? The more pos­it­ive the good, the worse the bad. The more we selfishly cling to life, the greater the fear of death and disease becomes. It would be better to pro­pi­ti­ate the oppos­ites and also to have death as a friend. One says, whoever can com­pletely dis­solve the con­trast of death and life, can even over­come death and find eternal life. This theme also runs through the Gospels of the Bible and it says: “Whoever wants to hold on to his life will lose it. But he who loses it in God will find it.” And how one creates death by holding on to life, one also creates poverty by holding on to wealth. First, poverty arises around us because we want to be richer than others, and then in the end we have to face poverty ourselves, because the law of karma works accord­ingly.

✻ When the boy had grown up, his god­father one day appeared and bade him go with him. He led him forth into a forest, and showed him a herb which grew there, and said, “Now shalt thou receive thy god­father’s present. I make thee a cel­eb­rated phys­i­cian. When thou art called to a patient, I will always appear to thee. If I stand by the head of the sick man, thou mayst say with con­fid­ence that thou wilt make him well again, and if thou givest him of this herb he will recover; but if I stand by the patient’s feet, he is mine, and thou must say that all rem­ed­ies are in vain, and that no phys­i­cian in the world could save him. But beware of using the herb against my will, or it might fare ill with thee.”

✎ The boy is led into nature to learn some­thing special. In other ver­sions of this tale, this teach­ing lasts three years, sitting silently at the feet of his teacher. There are things that man can learn through rational think­ing by words and writ­ings. Other things are learned through intu­ition and a deeper view and this requires inner silence, so that you can hear the soft voices of nature. These are the god­par­ents gifts of nature, on the one hand the know­ledge about the healing and on the other hand the view on the nature of illness, in this case on death itself. Even today a good doctor should have the neces­sary intu­ition in addi­tion to the medical know­ledge, in order to per­ceive the soft voices of nature, and to be aware that although he can give the right med­ic­a­tion, but the effect is in the hands of nature. The big ques­tion is, how much you can and should force nature? The warning is clearly stated: Beware of abuse of the abil­it­ies given to you! This reminds us of the oath of Hip­po­crates, which unfor­tu­nately is no longer binding for our doctors today.

✻ It was not long before the youth was the most famous phys­i­cian in the whole world. “He had only to look at the patient and he knew his con­di­tion at once, and if he would recover, or must needs die.” So they said of him, and from far and wide people came to him, sent for him when they had any one ill, and gave him so much money that he soon became a rich man. Now it so befell that the King became ill, and the phys­i­cian was summoned, and was to say if recov­ery were pos­sible. But when he came to the bed, Death was stand­ing by the feet of the sick man, and the herb did not grow which could save him. “If I could but cheat Death for once,” thought the phys­i­cian, “he is sure to take it ill if I do, but, as I am his godson, he will shut one eye; I will risk it.” He there­fore took up the sick man, and laid him the other way, so that now Death was stand­ing by his head. Then he gave the King some of the herb, and he recovered and grew healthy again. But Death came to the phys­i­cian, looking very black and angry, threatened him with his finger, and said, “Thou hast over­reached me; this time I will pardon it, as thou art my godson; but if thou ven­turest it again, it will cost thee thy neck, for I will take thee thyself away with me.”

Soon after­wards the King’s daugh­ter fell into a severe illness. She was his only child, and he wept day and night, so that he began to lose the sight of his eyes, and he caused it to be made known that who­so­ever rescued her from death should be her husband and inherit the crown. When the phys­i­cian came to the sick girl’s bed, he saw Death by her feet. He ought to have remembered the warning given by his god­father, but he was so infatu­ated by the great beauty of the King’s daugh­ter, and the hap­pi­ness of becom­ing her husband, that he flung all thought to the winds. He did not see that Death was casting angry glances on him, that he was raising his hand in the air, and threat­en­ing him with his withered fist. He raised up the sick girl, and placed her head where her feet had lain. Then he gave her some of the herb, and instantly her cheeks flushed red, and life stirred afresh in her.

[image: ]

✎ Now the story takes the human course. Since Adam and Eve, it has always been the same problem: we reach for the fruits of our actions and seek per­sonal gain, first in wealth, then in fame, and finally in rule. And so we abuse the abil­it­ies, which nature has given us, for selfish goals. Why does it work? Where is the right­eous­ness of death, which was so praised in the begin­ning? Why does death tol­er­ate the deceit of the doctor? Of course, it works, because we should never forget that humans too are part of nature and have their open space here. But reason tells us that some­thing like that cannot last long. Who dis­reg­ards the warn­ings of nature, will have to bear the con­sequences. And nature is very patient with us, warns us many times and always gives us the chance to learn. In the end it says: Who wants to cheat death, comes under his rule. Because you cannot cheat nature, only your­self.

✻ When Death saw that for a second time he was defrauded of his own prop­erty, he walked up to the phys­i­cian with long strides, and said, “All is over with thee, and now the lot falls on thee.” and seized him so firmly with his ice-cold hand, that he could not resist, and led him into a cave below the earth. There he saw how thou­sands and thou­sands of candles were burning in count­less rows, some large, others half-sized, others small. Every instant some were extin­guished, and others again burnt up, so that the flames seemed to leap hither and thither in per­petual change. “See,” said Death, “these are the lights of men’s lives. The large ones belong to chil­dren, the half-sized ones to married people in their prime, the little ones belong to old people; but chil­dren and young folks like­wise have often only a tiny candle.”

✎ And how does Mother Nature teach us? She shows us her inner essence as far as you want and can see it. And cer­tainly, our doctor had the com­pet­ency. The light of life is also an ancient symbol. It is like a candle that burns slowly and in the end it goes out. It is even said that the size of the candle and thus the length of life are in some way pre­de­ter­mined. This can be very calming for some people because you do not have to worry about it all the time. But you can think about how you can have an influ­ence on whether the light burns calmly or stormily. It is also said that “the flames seemed to leap back and forth in con­stant change”. That's very well-worded and reminds us of the appar­ent wan­der­ing of the soul, which is also called rebirth.

Of course that’s a great topic. There are many dif­fer­ent the­or­ies, from enthu­si­astic blind faith to total rejec­tion. To what extent nature cares about our the­or­ies, is dif­fi­cult to say, because somehow these the­or­ies are also part of nature and con­trib­ute to the whole. Sur­pris­ingly, even our modern science cannot give a plaus­ible answer to the ques­tion of the origin of earthly life. In this regard, some even seek refuge in extra-ter­restri­als, claim­ing that our life came to Earth on met­eor­ites from some­where in space. Our science likes to look outward, while our doctor is led inside, into this dark cave of our being, which is seldom enlightened by the light of con­scious­ness. But how does life come about? Who lights these lights? Cer­tainly, the law of cause and effect also plays an essen­tial role here, and just as the clouds in the sky develop under certain con­di­tions, somehow what we call life and soul also arise under certain con­di­tions. How far these con­di­tions reach and how deep the roots of the causes are depend on how far one can think, and in the end perhaps even the whole uni­verse is con­nec­ted with it.

Another ques­tion is, if there is a per­sonal soul that wanders through world and lifes. Of course, our iden­tity card and the record in the family register have a certain truth, similar to the pur­chase con­tract for a house and the regis­tra­tion in the land register. But we also know that even the forces of nature hardly adhere to these bound­ar­ies of prop­erty. And as it blows away or burn the house of one person, the other is deprived of his health and finally even his body. Will it con­tinue after death? Of course, somehow the world con­tin­ues to revolve and everything we have thought, spoken and done in life is part of the whole and cer­tainly will not be without effect. The extent to which one sees oneself in this way is left to one’s own ima­gin­a­tion or modesty; everything from a depress­ive wastrel to an arrog­ant tyrant is pos­sible.

✻ “Show me the light of my life,” said the phys­i­cian, and he thought that it would be still very tall. Death pointed to a little end which was just threat­en­ing to go out, and said, “Behold, it is there.” “Ah, dear god­father,” said the hor­ri­fied phys­i­cian, “light a new one for me, do it for love of me, that I may enjoy my life, be King, and the husband of the King’s beau­ti­ful daugh­ter.” -“I cannot,” answered Death, “one must go out before a new one is lighted.” - “Then place the old one on a new one, that will go on burning at once when the old one has come to an end.” pleaded the phys­i­cian. Death behaved as if he were going to fulfil his wish, and took hold of a tall new candle; but as he desired to revenge himself, he pur­posely made a mistake in fixing it, and the little piece fell down and was extin­guished. Imme­di­ately the phys­i­cian fell on the ground, and now he himself was in the hands of Death.

[image: ]

✎  “Show me the light of my life!” Already this entreaty brings us death, because cer­tainly our life light is never big enough. And the doctor nat­ur­ally asks for a bigger one to enjoy his life. Can he ever come to a happy ending on this path? Well, nature makes sure that some­thing like this will not happen, and death makes it very clear that you have to die to be born again with a new light. But still, our doctor tries to cheat death and wishes that his present candle, as soon as it has burned down, imme­di­ately kindles a new one. That prob­ably means he does not want to leave this world to be born again, because he clings on his per­sonal pos­ses­sions. He wants to hold on to what is given to him only for a time.

Sure, you can try it! But in the end all our subtle efforts to trick nature by rational think­ing must fail. The attempt of the doctor also fails, he only cheats himself and loses the little rest of his life. Because what you want to hold on to selfishly, you have to lose. Or as Goethe wrote: “For everything must fall into nothing that wants to persist in being.” One would think that this fairy tale has no good end. Because man loses and nature wins. But after all, death keeps its right­eous­ness, and moreover one must assume that the light of our doctor was not gone forever, because oth­er­wise no one could have told us of this mys­tical cave of life-lights. So maybe a happy ending, at least an instruct­ive one.

There is a poem by Goethe [One and All] that goes well with this fairy tale.

One and All

To find ourselves in bound­less being
Who would not vanish, gladly fleeing
From all that wearied and annoys;
No ardent wants, no wild desir­ing,
No duties strict, no orders tiring,
Such self-sur­render each enjoys.
World-soul, come, let your force pervade us!
To combat the world-spirit aid us
And match our powers to these high stakes.
Then sym­path­etic spirits guide us,
As gentle masters walk beside us
To him who all things made and makes.
To take what’s made and then re-make it,
To fight rigid­ity and break it,
Eternal living action quest.
What never was grows real and fuller,
As pure clean suns, as worlds with colour,
And in becom­ing never rest.
It all must move, make new cre­ations,
First take form, then trans­form­a­tions;
For moments it just seems held fast.
In all things life’s per­petu­ated,
And all must be anni­hil­ated
That exist­ence strives to last.


The Godfather

✻ A poor man had so many chil­dren that he had already asked every one in the world to be god­father, and when still another child was born, no one else was left whom he could invite. He knew not what to do, and, in his per­plex­ity, he lay down and fell asleep. Then he dreamt that he was to go outside the gate, and ask the first person who met him to be god­father. When he awoke, he determ­ined to obey his dream, and went outside the gate, and asked the first person who came up to him to be god- father. The stranger presen­ted him with a little glass of water, and said, “This is a won­der­ful water, with it thou canst heal the sick, only thou must see where Death is stand­ing. If he is stand­ing by the patient’s head, give the patient some of the water and he will be healed, but if Death is stand­ing by his feet, all trouble will be in vain, for the sick man must die.” From this time forth, the man could always say whether a patient could be saved or not, and became famous for his skill, and earned a great deal of money. Once he was called in to the child of the King, and when he entered, he saw Death stand­ing by the child’s head and cured it with the water, and he did the same a second time, but the third time Death was stand­ing by its feet, and then he knew the child was forced to die.

✎ In this fairy tale we excep­tion­ally rely on the version from the book of the Broth­ers Grimm of 1812, because we think it has lost a lot of meaning in later revi­sions. There­fore we had to adapt the trans­la­tion by M. Hunt. The begin­ning of this fairy tale is basic­ally the same as the pre­vi­ous one, only a little shorter. Inter­est­ing is maybe the second part. If god­father death came to the doctor or appeared before him in the other version, the doctor now goes to his god­father and visits him in his house. Here we should also be aware that even in the Middle Ages, the pro­fes­sion of a phys­i­cian was very closely con­nec­ted with natural history, alchemy and spir­itu­al­ity. Today we might call such a person a Shaman.

✻ Once the man thought he would visit the god­father, and tell him how he had suc­ceeded with the water. But when he entered the house, it was such a strange estab­lish­ment! On the first flight of stairs, the broom and shovel were dis­put­ing, and knock­ing each other about viol­ently. He asked them, “Where does the god­father live?” The broom replied, “One flight of stairs higher up.” When he came to the second flight, he saw a heap of dead fingers lying. He asked, “Where does the god­father live?” One of the fingers replied, “One flight of stairs higher.” On the third flight lay a heap of dead heads, which again dir­ec­ted him to a flight beyond. On the fourth flight, he saw fishes on the fire, which frizzled in the pans and baked them­selves. They, too, said, “One flight of stairs higher.” And when he had ascen­ded the fifth, he came to the door of a room and peeped through the keyhole, and there he saw the god­father who had a pair of long horns. When he opened the door and went in, the god­father put the horns into bed in a great hurry and covered them up.

Then said the man, “Sir god­father, what a strange house­hold you have! When I came to your first flight of stairs, the shovel and broom were quar­rel­ling, and beating each other viol­ently.” - “How stupid you are!” said the god­father. “That was the boy and the maid talking to each other.” - “But on the second flight I saw dead fingers lying.” - “Oh, how silly you are! Those were some roots of black salsify.” - “On the third flight lay a heap of dead men’s heads.” - “Foolish man, those were cab­bages.” “On the fourth flight, I saw fishes in a pan, which were hissing and baking them­selves.” When he had said that, the fishes came and served them­selves up. “And when I got to the fifth flight, I peeped through the keyhole of a door, and there, god­father, I saw you, and you had long, long horns.” - “Oh, that is not true!”

✎ We already know from the last fairy tale that our doctor had the ability to see some­thing that others around him did not see. Here are five stair­cases that lead up to the house of the god­father, this mys­tical being, which stands here beyond death and life. On the way upstairs we meet with strange symbols that can somehow be inter­preted. For example, one could see in it a mental higher devel­op­ment. On the lowest level, the natural oppos­ites are in con­flict. The broom sweeps up and the shovel gathers it. Both are clean­ing agents in the house. They say, “Climb higher!” There are many dead fingers on the second level. The fingers as part of the hand may indic­ate action, and they may be dead because at this stage, one no longer reaches out for the fruits of his deeds. Then the deeds no longer sow karmic seeds. The action without attach­ment speaks to us: “Climb higher!” On the third level you will find dead heads. This could mean that think­ing, too, has reached a certain purity and has become free of attach­ment, so that we are no longer com­puls­ively con­trolled and tor­men­ted by our thoughts. On the fourth level, there are fish that cook or fry them­selves. The fish is a very old symbol and can stand for the life, which is closely con­nec­ted to the water, and so it also may stand for the soul.

In the Chris­tian context it could also mean Jesus, the Son of God, who sac­ri­fices himself here on earth, so that we finally awake from our delu­sion. He broke the bread for supper and said: “Take, this is my body!” Then he seized the chalice, thanked and said: “Drink, this is my blood, the blood of the cov­en­ant, which will be shed for all beings!” Why a supper? This food does not point to the fading day to receive some energy to work or walk, but to the eternal day to receive the pure and immor­tal con­scious­ness that shines even when it is dark night in the world outside. And St. Augustine heard in awe a voice from above, saying, “I am the food of the strong. Grow and you will enjoy me! But you will not turn me into you, like the food of your flesh, you will be trans­formed into me. [Con­fes­sions 7.10]”

Here, too, the fish sac­ri­fice them­selves by cooking them­selves, that means chan­ging, working on them­selves, making them­selves soft and flex­ible and dis­solv­ing the hardened ego. It also reminds of the old witches with their witch-cauldrons, in which the whole world was magic­ally cooked. Or think of the idea of hell, where the hardest sinners are cleaned in boiling cauldrons, until their ego falls apart and is finally released. The goal is a higher devel­op­ment, and so we find a door on the fifth level and there we look first through a small hole on a being that can take on all forms and wear any mask. What a great thing! On this mental level, all oppos­ites dis­ap­pear, which nor­mally occupy our thoughts so much. In his case the devil shows up, who is often illus­trated with two horns, which prob­ably point to his animal and oppos­ing nature, and who is fun­da­ment­ally against all the good. Thus, the devil quickly becomes the neg­at­ive pole, in con­trast to God as a pos­it­ive pole, which leads to the eternal battle between the divine and the demonic. But if you look a little deeper, you will realize that even the devil is only a spir­itual being who has to fulfil his God-given task in this world. Or as Goethe makes the devil say [Faust 1]:

(I am) Part of that Power, not under­stood,
Which always wills the Bad, and always works the Good.
…
I am the Spirit that Denies!
And justly so: for all things, from the Void
Called forth, deserve to be des­troyed:
’Twere better, then, were naught created.
Thus, all which you as Sin have rated,—
Destruc­tion,—aught with Evil blent,—
That is my proper element.
…
The modest truth I speak to thee.
If Man, that micro­cos­mic fool, can see
Himself a whole so fre­quently,
Part of the Part am I, once All, in primal Night,—
Part of the Dark­ness which brought forth the Light…

It is said that some­times God is so well dis­guised that even the wisest can barely recog­nize him. But if you go through the door on this fifth step, then he puts down his dis­guise and shows his true nature. And how does that show? All of these strange beings that our doctor per­ceives through his exten­ded vision are some­thing natural and normal. You do not have to fancy it when you see such “ghosts”. At the lowest level, natural oppos­ites, often sym­bol­ized as male and female forces, are of great help to us in life and in every spir­itual devel­op­ment. The fingers on the second level may be nothing more than the dark roots of action, from which, on the next step, the shaggy weed grows in our heads. We have a saying in German for “higgledy-piggledy”: “wie Kraut und Rüben - like cabbage and turnips”, which points to dis­order and chaos. The fish even­tu­ally serve them­selves as food to the Supreme Being, thus uniting with the Supreme. And the long devil horns? “Oh, you stupid and simple-minded man, that’s not true!”

Well, when we speak of lib­er­a­tion, sal­va­tion, awaken­ing, or enlight­en­ment, it’s all about the truth. Of course that’s a big talking point. But the ques­tion here is whether the strange beings that our doctor sees by his deeper vision really exist and are true, because other people do not seem to see them. Is that all non­sense when you see such “strange spirits”?

Maybe a little philo­soph­ical excur­sion: What is reality? Nor­mally it is everything that has an effect. And sure, these strange creatures have their effect, oth­er­wise we could not philo­soph­ize here. In prac­tice, illness and death nat­ur­ally have their effect.

And what is truth? This is usually what we recog­nize and there­fore accept as truth. And above all, it’s about the proven prac­tical use in life, that is rel­at­ive truth. For example, if I’m in Chem­nitz and ask someone how to get to Berlin, then maybe he says, “North­bound.” That would be a rel­at­ive truth to me per­son­ally, depend­ing on my point of view and my goal. For someone else who is in Hamburg, for example, that would be a lie. Thus, we may also con­sider these “strange spirits” as rel­at­ive truths that cor­res­pond to the spir­itual devel­op­mental stage of our phys­i­cian. They play an import­ant role in his life, and are useful to him. But when we speak of spir­itual awaken­ing or enlight­en­ment, it is all about the abso­lute truth, and it is said that all that we per­ceive with our ordin­ary senses is not abso­lute, but rel­at­ive truth, what you can even call ignor­ance or illu­sion, because every human recog­nizes it dif­fer­ently and con­fused accord­ing to his exper­i­ences and views. This could be meant here with the last sen­tence at the highest level of spir­itual devel­op­ment, that one finally real­izes that all these visible things are not an abso­lute truth.

When we speak of five stages of devel­op­ment as well as doctor and cure, we should also mention Paracelsus, who as a doctor in the 16th century explained the disease and, accord­ingly, the healing of a human with five levels. It starts on the phys­ical level, from the psycho­so­matic and spir­itual to the divine level. He himself has tried everything in life to achieve mastery to the fifth and highest levels in this phys­ical house, his body.

At the German Wiki­pe­dia we read about him [Paracelsus]: Accord­ing to Paracelsus, medi­cine is based on know­ledge of nature and of God. On the one hand empir­ical find­ings and on the other - and far more import­antly - the con­sid­er­a­tion of the big picture are neces­sary for the under­stand­ing of things and thus also of the dis­eases and their correct treat­ment: “For man can only be under­stood from the mac­ro­cosm, not out of himself. Only the know­ledge of this agree­ment (or unity) com­pletes the doctor. He knows the world, and with it the human beings, who together are only one thing and not two, which is con­firmed by exper­i­ence. The layman sees the surface. To see the interior, the secret is reserved for the doctor.” (Opus Para­mirum). For Paracelsus, the mater­ial body is merely a part of the com­plete body, which is largely invis­ible to the ordin­ary observer. However, anyone who par­ti­cip­ates in the divine enlight­en­ment, the divine fire through con­tinu­ous work on himself (inner trans­form­a­tion), can see the world with dif­fer­ent eyes, i.e. “In the light of nature” (Opus Para­mirum), and only such a man would be good as a doctor, because: “It is wrong in medi­cine to draw his know­ledge of hearsay and reading. But one must ask oneself: how did the first teach? And the one who taught him, shall teach us. The force of nature in the fire is also our teacher.” and “The fire but makes visible what else is in the dark. Accord­ing to this method, the science should be presen­ted.” (Opus Para­mirum).


One-Eye, Two-Eyes and Three-Eyes

[image: ]✻ There was once a woman who had three daugh­ters, the eldest of whom was called One-eye, because she had only one eye in the middle of her fore­head, and the second, Two-eyes, because she had two eyes like other folks, and the young­est, Three-eyes, because she had three eyes; and her third eye was also in the centre of her fore­head. However, as Two-eyes saw just as other human beings did, her sisters and her mother could not endure her. They said to her, “Thou, with thy two eyes, art no better than the common people; thou dost not belong to us!” They pushed her about, and threw old clothes to her, and gave her nothing to eat but what they left, and did everything that they could to make her unhappy.

✎ The problem that stands here at the begin­ning of this fairy tale is cer­tainly famil­iar to all of us. We usually want to be some­thing special in life and stand out from the grey nor­mal­ity. What is that good for? Our per­son­al­ity is formed by such think­ing, and that is what the ego feeds on. This happens on a small scale with each indi­vidual person and on a large scale with nations and human­ity itself, which tries to rise above nature. Cer­tainly, this aspir­a­tion is an import­ant stim­u­la­tion of human devel­op­ment, but it also has its down­sides, which show itself mainly in arrog­ant pride. And so it might happen that you want to rise your­self at the expense of others. And since this is again a plus-minus polar­ity, it often seems easier to humi­li­ate others in order to elevate oneself than to really develop oneself higher. Such beha­viour leads to hate, oppres­sion and mean­ness, which is called mobbing nowadays.

So One-eye and Three-eyes feel special, because one is below and the other above the normal. The parody is that they think they are excep­tion­ally beau­ti­ful and hate their middle sister like poison. Maybe they have some doubts about their own per­cep­tion. This can cer­tainly be explained psy­cho­lo­gic­ally. It is inter­est­ing that the mother is also on their side, and thus reminds us of the usual step­mother of other fairy tales, where the power of the father is missing. She also plays a malig­nant role here in con­trast to the true mother, which we will now get to know.

✻ It came to pass that Two-eyes had to go out into the fields and tend the goat, but she was still quite hungry, because her sisters had given her so little to eat. So she sat down on a ridge and began to weep, and so bit­terly that two streams ran down from her eyes. And once when she looked up in her grief, a woman was stand­ing beside her, who said, “Why art thou weeping, little Two-eyes?” Two-eyes answered, “Have I not reason to weep, when I have two eyes like other people, and my sisters and mother hate me for it, and push me from one corner to another, throw old clothes at me, and give me nothing to eat but the scraps they leave? To-day they have given me so little that I am still quite hungry.” Then the wise woman said, “Wipe away thy tears, Two-eyes, and I will tell thee some­thing to stop thee ever suf­fer­ing from hunger again; just say to thy goat,

“Bleat, my little goat, bleat,
Cover the table with some­thing to eat.”

and then a clean well-spread little table will stand before thee, with the most deli­cious food upon it of which thou mayst eat as much as thou art inclined for, and when thou hast had enough, and hast no more need of the little table, just say,

“Bleat, bleat, my little goat, I pray,
And take the table quite away,”

and then it will vanish again from thy sight.” Hereupon the wise woman depar­ted. But Two-eyes thought, “I must instantly make a trial, and see if what she said is true, for I am far too hungry.” and she said,

Bleat, my little goat, bleat,
Cover the table with some­thing to eat.”

and scarcely had she spoken the words than a little table, covered with a white cloth, was stand­ing there, and on it was a plate with a knife and fork, and a silver spoon; and the most deli­cious food was there also, warm and smoking as if it had just come out of the kitchen. Then Two-eyes said the shortest prayer she knew, “Lord God, be with us always, Amen.” and helped herself to some food, and enjoyed it.
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And when she was sat­is­fied, she said, as the wise woman had taught her,

“Bleat, bleat, my little goat, I pray,
And take the table quite away.”

and imme­di­ately the little table and everything on it was gone again. “That is a delight­ful way of keeping house!” thought Two-eyes, and was quite glad and happy.

✎ Our two-eyed girl was so des­per­ate that her tears flowed. Des­per­ate tears have a great power and can ask for help from other com­pas­sion­ate beings. And sud­denly unex­pec­ted help may appear as if a miracle had happened. Here, too, a “wise woman” reveals herself in the middle of nature, giving a special spell. And what appears at first sight like an incred­ible miracle that only chil­dren believe in is actu­ally a deeper truth. After all, it is always Mother Nature who gives us all food and covers the table abund­antly, if we treat her in the right way and are grate­ful. You should always be aware of this grate­ful­ness, at least during meals. Do you remem­ber? It used to be a common prac­tice to pray and thank God before eating. “Be our guest at all times!” That means, of course, that the Divine should be present all the time, not just with meals.

The goat is a very common symbol as a food and sac­ri­fi­cial animal and is often asso­ci­ated with Mother Nature as a divine being. If we can find a spir­itual con­nec­tion to her, she can give us the keys to her riches. Nature may even show herself as a living being, and the key may be a plain spell with much power, similar to the mantras of Far Eastern tra­di­tions. This power is a secret that is dif­fi­cult to under­stand, but cer­tainly closely linked to our faith. In the end we are prob­ably the ones who give the spell its great spir­itual power. The best thing is, of course, if you can be prac­tic­ally con­vinced of the effect. And in our fairy tale despair and trust are so great that the spell works even at the first time. It does not always have to be that way, because many famous mantras must be mur­mured thou­sands of times to show their prac­tical effect.

✻ In the evening, when she went home with her goat, she found a small earth­en­ware dish with some food, which her sisters had set ready for her, but she did not touch it. Next day she again went out with her goat, and left the few bits of broken bread which had been handed to her, lying untouched. The first and second time that she did this, her sisters did not remark it at all, but as it happened every time, they did observe it, and said, “There is some­thing wrong about Two-eyes, she always leaves her food untasted, and she used to eat up everything that was given her; she must have dis­covered other ways of getting food.” In order that they might learn the truth, they resolved to send One-eye with Two-eyes when she went to drive her goat to the pasture, to observe what Two-eyes did when she was there, and whether any one brought her any­thing to eat and drink. So when Two-eyes set out the next time, One-eye went to her and said, “I will go with you to the pasture, and see that the goat is well taken care of, and driven where there is food.” But Two-eyes knew what was in One-eye’s mind, and drove the goat into high grass and said, “Come, One-eye, we will sit down, and I will sing some­thing to you.” One-eye sat down and was tired with the unac­cus­tomed walk and the heat of the sun, and Two-eyes sang con­stantly,

“One eye, wakest thou?
One eye, sleep­est thou?

until One-eye shut her one eye, and fell asleep, and as soon as Two-eyes saw that One-eye was fast asleep, and could dis­cover nothing, she said,

“Bleat, my little goat, bleat,
Cover the table with some­thing to eat.”

and seated herself at her table, and ate and drank until she was sat­is­fied, and then she again cried,

“Bleat, bleat, my little goat, I pray,
And take the table quite away.”

and in an instant all was gone. Two-eyes now awakened One-eye, and said, “One-eye, you want to take care of the goat, and go to sleep while you are doing it, and in the mean­time the goat might run all over the world. Come, let us go home again.” So they went home, and again Two-eyes let her little dish stand untouched, and One-eye could not tell her mother why she would not eat it, and to excuse herself said, “I fell asleep when I was out.”

Next day the mother said to Three-eyes, “This time thou shalt go and observe if Two-eyes eats any­thing when she is out, and if any one fetches her food and drink, for she must eat and drink in secret.” So Three-eyes went to Two-eyes, and said, “I will go with you and see if the goat is taken proper care of, and driven where there is food.” But Two-eyes knew what was in Three-eyes’ mind, and drove the goat into high grass and said, “We will sit down, and I will sing some­thing to you, Three-eyes.” Three-eyes sat down and was tired with the walk and with the heat of the sun, and Two-eyes began the same song as before, and sang,

“Three eyes, are you waking?”

but then, instead of singing,

“Three eyes, are you sleep­ing?”

as she ought to have done, she thought­lessly sang,

“Two eyes, are you sleep­ing?”

and sang all the time,

“Three eyes, are you waking?
Two eyes, are you sleep­ing?”

Then two of the eyes which Three-eyes had, shut and fell asleep, but the third, as it had not been named in the song, did not sleep. It is true that Three-eyes shut it, but only in her cunning, to pretend it was asleep too, but it blinked, and could see everything very well. And when Two-eyes thought that Three-eyes was fast asleep, she used her little charm,

“Bleat, my little goat, bleat,
Cover the table with some­thing to eat.”

and ate and drank as much as her heart desired, and then ordered the table to go away again,

“Bleat, bleat, my little goat, I pray,
And take the table quite away.”

and Three-eyes had seen everything. Then Two-eyes came to her, waked her and said, “Have you been asleep, Three-eyes? You are a good care-taker! Come, we will go home.” And when they got home, Two-eyes again did not eat, and Three-eyes said to the mother, “Now, I know why that high-minded thing there does not eat. When she is out, she says to the goat,

“Bleat, my little goat, bleat,
Cover the table with some­thing to eat.”

and then a little table appears before her covered with the best of food, much better than any we have here, and when she has eaten all she wants, she says,

“Bleat, bleat, my little goat, I pray,
And take the table quite away.”

and all dis­ap­pears. I watched everything closely. She put two of my eyes to sleep by using a certain form of words, but luckily the one in my fore­head kept awake.” Then the envious mother cried, “Dost thou want to fare better than we do? The desire shall pass away.” and she fetched a butcher’s knife, and thrust it into the heart of the goat, which fell down dead.

✎ The two sisters now want to learn the secret through which they had ini­tially lost their power over two-eyed girl. And so it goes on with spells. Our Two-eyes had not only learned a few words from the wise fairy, but also the general ability to use the power of words. This works fine at first, but then she makes a mistake and through this care­less­ness she loses her goat. One would like to say that it was stupid of her. But such mis­takes are import­ant in life for us to develop. We also learn that special forces are always accom­pan­ied by the neces­sary mind­ful­ness. Anyone who is absent­minded cannot hope for bene­fi­cial effects.

We already know the nature of the false mother from other fairy tales. It sym­bol­izes our super­fi­cial nature of illu­sion that veils and even wants to kill the true essence. Sure, the illu­sion knows that everything super­fi­cial dis­ap­pears when the true essence reveals itself. And so the mother does not even try to gain the magic of the goat, but kills her imme­di­ately after the famous motto: What cannot be, must go! It is inter­est­ing that she still helps our two-eyed little girl, and we read below about the meaning of the sac­ri­fice of the goat.

✻ When Two-eyes saw that, she went out full of trouble, seated herself on the ridge of grass at the edge of the field, and wept bitter tears. Sud­denly the wise woman once more stood by her side, and said, “Two-eyes, why art thou weeping?” - “Have I not reason to weep?” she answered. “The goat which covered the table for me every day when I spoke your charm, has been killed by my mother, and now I shall again have to bear hunger and want.” The wise woman said, “Two-eyes, I will give thee a piece of good advice; ask thy sisters to give thee the entrails of the slaughtered goat, and bury them in the ground in front of the house, and thy fortune will be made.” Then she van­ished, and Two-eyes went home and said to her sisters, “Dear sisters, do give me some part of my goat; I don’t wish for what is good, but give me the entrails.” Then they laughed and said, “If that’s all you want, you can have it.” So Two-eyes took the entrails and buried them quietly in the evening, in front of the house-door, as the wise woman had coun­selled her to do.

Next morning, when they all awoke, and went to the house-door, there stood a strangely mag­ni­fi­cent tree with leaves of silver, and fruits of gold hanging among them, so that in all the wide world there was nothing more beau­ti­ful or pre­cious. They did not know how the tree could have come there during the night, but Two-eyes saw that it had grown up out of the entrails of the goat, for it was stand­ing on the exact spot where she had buried them. Then the mother said to One-eye, “Climb up, my child, and gather some of the fruit of the tree for us.” One-eye climbed up, but when she was about to get hold of one of the golden apples, the branch escaped from her hands, and that happened each time, so that she could not pluck a single apple, let her do what she might. Then said the mother, “Three-eyes, do you climb up; you with your three eyes can look about you better than One-eye.” One-eye slipped down, and Three-eyes climbed up. Three-eyes was not more skilful, and might search as she liked, but the golden apples always escaped her. At length the mother grew impa­tient, and climbed up herself, but could get hold of the fruit no better than One-eye and Three-eyes, for she always clutched empty air. Then said Two-eyes, “I will just go up, perhaps I may succeed better.” The sisters cried, “You indeed, with your two eyes, what can you do?” But Two-eyes climbed up, and the golden apples did not get out of her way, but came into her hand of their own accord, so that she could pluck them one after the other, and brought a whole apron­ful down with her. The mother took them away from her, and instead of treat­ing poor Two-eyes any better for this, she and One-eye and Three-eyes were only envious, because Two-eyes alone had been able to get the fruit, and they treated her still more cruelly.

✎ Again des­per­a­tion with bitter tears and the help of the true mother. And what is she advising this time? Do not grieve for the outward of the goat. Take the inward, the guts, and give them into fertile soil. And now a won­der­ful tree grows with golden branches and fruits. Well, at this point we cannot help but get back to the spir­itual level. Of course, the whole thing reminds us of the tree of eternal life, with the ever­last­ing branches and fruits that only a pure soul can reap. However, those who are attached to super­fi­cial things, such as the false mother with her two proud daugh­ters, have no access here and always reach into the blank, even if the eternal fruits are attract­ive to them. For they live on per­ish­able fruits of the tree of worldly know­ledge, as it had sym­bol­ic­ally begun with Adam and Eve.

The other way is the true know­ledge of eternal life, namely to know the imper­ish­able inner­most essence of all things. From this tree you can reap the eternal fruits of gold. But why are her sisters so jealous again, even though our Two-eyes will­ingly wants to give and share everything? This is a very strange phe­nomenon that we have known since ancient times. Many wise men, who went the way of know­ledge and were ready to give their wisdom to others, already fell prey to these flames of envy and hate. Isn’t that absurd? So we are curious how our fairy tale will con­tinue.

✻ It so befell that once when they were all stand­ing together by the tree, a young knight came up. “Quick, Two-eyes,” cried the two sisters, “creep under this, and don’t dis­grace us!” and with all speed they turned an empty barrel which was stand­ing close by the tree over poor Two-eyes, and they pushed the golden apples which she had been gath­er­ing, under it too. When the knight came nearer he was a hand­some lord, who stopped and admired the mag­ni­fi­cent gold and silver tree, and said to the two sisters, “To whom does this fine tree belong? Any one who would bestow one branch of it on me might in return for it ask what­so­ever he desired.” Then One-eye and Three-eyes replied that the tree belonged to them, and that they would give him a branch. They both took great trouble, but they were not able to do it, for the branches and fruit both moved away from them every time. Then said the knight, “It is very strange that the tree should belong to you, and that you should still not be able to break a piece off.” They again asser­ted that the tree was their prop­erty. Whilst they were saying so, Two-eyes rolled out a couple of golden apples from under the barrel to the feet of the knight, for she was vexed with One-eye and Three-eyes, for not speak­ing the truth. When the knight saw the apples he was aston­ished, and asked where they came from. One-eye and Three-eyes answered that they had another sister, who was not allowed to show herself, for she had only two eyes like any common person. The knight, however, desired to see her, and cried, “Two-eyes, come forth.” Then Two-eyes, quite com­for­ted, came from beneath the barrel, and the knight was sur­prised at her great beauty, and said, “Thou, Two-eyes, canst cer­tainly break off a branch from the tree for me.” - “Yes,” replied Two-eyes, “that I cer­tainly shall be able to do, for the tree belongs to me.” And she climbed up, and with the greatest ease broke off a branch with beau­ti­ful silver leaves and golden fruit, and gave it to the knight. Then said the knight, “Two-eyes, what shall I give thee for it?” - “Alas!” answered Two-eyes, “I suffer from hunger and thirst, grief and want, from early morning till late night; if you would take me with you, and deliver me from these things, I should be happy.” So the knight lifted Two-eyes on to his horse, and took her home with him to his father’s castle, and there he gave her beau­ti­ful clothes, and meat and drink to her heart’s content, and as he loved her so much he married her, and the wedding was sol­em­nized with great rejoicing.
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✎ Because this fairy tale has been dom­in­ated so far only by the fem­in­ine, of course, at some point the mas­cu­line comes into play. This happens in the form of a knight, who prob­ably sym­bol­izes the spir­itual side in the play of nature and spirit. So he imme­di­ately asks for the tree and seeks the pure soul, which is con­nec­ted with this tree. For the eternal fruits are an expres­sion of the inner, essen­tial spirit, while the per­ish­able fruits are an expres­sion of external, super­fi­cial nature. The two selfish sisters are quickly unmasked because they have no true con­nec­tion to this eternal tree and cannot reap its golden fruits. In the end, the spirit releases nature from its suf­fer­ing and leads the pure soul into a pure world, which could also be called Para­dise. Some people might claim that the knight was mainly inter­ested in the gold and silver from the tree, but in the end he is more inter­ested in the good soul and does not ask further about the golden tree.

✻ When Two-eyes was thus carried away by the hand­some knight, her two sisters grudged her good fortune in down­right earnest. “The won­der­ful tree, however, still remains with us,” thought they, “and even if we can gather no fruit from it, still every one will stand still and look at it, and come to us and admire it. Who knows what good things may be in store for us?” But next morning, the tree had van­ished, and all their hopes were at an end. And when Two-eyes looked out of the window of her own little room, to her great delight it was stand­ing in front of it, and so it had fol­lowed her.

✎ The desire for the beau­ti­ful shiny gold was obvi­ously more with the two sisters, who cling to the surface and even want to keep this tree as their per­sonal prop­erty. But we clearly read that the tree of eternal life belongs to the pure soul much more than its external house, which is left behind as a place of suf­fer­ing, while the tree follows the pure soul on its own accord. This is a won­der­ful symbol of true know­ledge, in which one no longer has to fear that it will be lost again, like all the tran­si­ent things and lessons of this world.

✻ Two-eyes lived a long time in hap­pi­ness. Once two poor women came to her in her castle, and begged for alms. She looked in their faces, and recog­nized her sisters, One-eye, and Three-eyes, who had fallen into such poverty that they had to wander about and beg their bread from door to door. Two-eyes, however, made them welcome, and was kind to them, and took care of them, so that they both with all their hearts repen­ted the evil that they had done their sister in their youth.

✎ And this tran­si­ence of outward forms and con­cepts is also clearly described in this last section, how the proud sisters fell into poverty and even lost their mother. But even this fairy tale has a happy ending, because they reap the com­pas­sion of their sister and regret their malig­nity.

In summary, this fairy tale can be regarded as a won­der­ful plea for the value of nor­mal­ity. The Buddha, too, has taught the middle way to avoid all extremes in every dir­ec­tion, to over­come oppos­ites, and to find the inner centre. There is cer­tainly in every life a time where a young person should prove and also surpass himself. But chasing outer extremes in life, com­par­ing oneself to others and being special, is cer­tainly not salut­ary and leads into our “modern poverty,” as this fairy tale also describes it. It creates a huge ego full of envy, hatred and desire with great attach­ment and illu­sion. And you miss the most import­ant thing in life, to dis­cover the true meaning and to find the tree of eternal life with the golden branches and fruits.


Rapunzel

✻ There were once a man and a woman who had long in vain wished for a child. At length the woman hoped that God was about to grant her desire. These people had a little window at the back of their house from which a splen­did garden could be seen, which was full of the most beau­ti­ful flowers and herbs. It was, however, sur­roun­ded by a high wall, and no one dared to go into it because it belonged to an enchant­ress, who had great power and was dreaded by all the world. One day the woman was stand­ing by this window and looking down into the garden, when she saw a bed which was planted with the most beau­ti­ful rampion (Rapun­zel), and it looked so fresh and green that she longed for it, and had the greatest desire to eat some. This desire increased every day, and as she knew that she could not get any of it, she quite pined away, and looked pale and miser­able. Then her husband was alarmed, and asked, “What aileth thee, dear wife?” - “Ah,” she replied, “if I can’t get some of the rampion, which is in the garden behind our house, to eat, I shall die.” The man, who loved her, thought, “Sooner than let thy wife die, bring her some of the rampion thyself, let it cost thee what it will.”

✎ At the begin­ning of this fairy tale stands once again the con­trast between mas­cu­line and fem­in­ine, which also stands at the begin­ning of the Bible, where it ori­gin­ated from a hol­istic being through sep­ar­a­tion. This polar­ity or oppos­i­tion, which strives again for uni­fic­a­tion, becomes the engine of the devel­op­ment of a whole world, both on the large and small scale. How this engine works and what forces show their effect is described in our fairy tale with symbols of every­day life. From the desire of man and woman, nature becomes preg­nant to give birth to the soul begot­ten by the spirit. The small window in the house reminds us of our senses, which look with a limited view out of the body into the external nature, into this won­der­ful garden, where the fruits of our desires grow.

However, this garden is in the power of an enchant­ress, who makes won­der­ful things appear by illu­sion. The human reach for these things with the power of desire, whereby one can regard the fem­in­ine side as the demand­ing force and the mas­cu­line side as the knowing and acting force. These forces play with each other like fire and water. But the game between male and female should not be referred too much to our outer gender. Every­one has both sides in them. It’s all about essen­tial sym­bol­ism, which of course also shows itself in the outer world and in the roles that we play. We now read how the desire devel­ops day by day and the ful­fil­ment of our wishes becomes the only goal in life.

✻ In the twi­light of evening, he clambered down over the wall into the garden of the enchant­ress, hastily clutched a handful of rampion, and took it to his wife. She at once made herself a salad of it, and ate it with much relish. She, however, liked it so much, so very much, that the next day she longed for it three times as much as before. If he was to have any rest, her husband must once more descend into the garden. In the gloom of evening, there­fore, he let himself down again; but when he had clambered down the wall he was ter­ribly afraid, for he saw the enchant­ress stand­ing before him. “How canst thou dare,” said she with angry look, “to descend into my garden and steal my rampion like a thief? Thou shalt suffer for it!” - “Ah,” answered he, “let mercy take the place of justice, I only made up my mind to do it out of neces­sity. My wife saw your rampion from the window, and felt such a longing for it that she would have died if she had not got some to eat.”
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Then the enchant­ress allowed her anger to be softened, and said to him, “If the case be as thou sayest, I will allow thee to take away with thee as much rampion as thou wilt, only I make one con­di­tion, thou must give me the child which thy wife will bring into the world; it shall be well treated, and I will care for it like a mother.” The man in his terror con­sen­ted to everything, and when the woman was brought to bed, the enchant­ress appeared at once, gave the child the name of Rapun­zel, and took it away with her.

✎ As in life, here too our fairy tale takes its course. Human desire cannot be ful­filled so easily. Even though we usually do not believe it, every sat­is­fied pleas­ure only triples the desire. The twi­light reminds us here of the dimming of pure con­scious­ness, so that the man does not want to accept the given limits of nature and reaches for the foreign fruits. Rapun­zel, rampion bell­flower, is a con­gener of the common hare­bell. It has a long white spindle-shaped root which is eaten raw like a radish, and has a pleas­ant sweet flavour. Its leaves and young shoots are also used in salads. And of course the man will even­tu­ally be caught by the enchant­ress in the form of illu­sion and must pay a high price for it. For the growing soul is already being sold to the illu­sion of the world even before the girl was born. We do not come into this world as a pure and unen­cumbered soul, but bear the burden of our parents and ancest­ors. We should also think about this in our lives, and become aware of the respons­ib­il­ity for our chil­dren and their chil­dren’s chil­dren.

✻ Rapun­zel grew into the most beau­ti­ful child beneath the sun. When she was twelve years old, the enchant­ress shut her into a tower, which lay in a forest, and had neither stairs nor door, but quite at the top was a little window. When the enchant­ress wanted to go in, she placed herself beneath this, and cried,

[image: ]“Rapun­zel, Rapun­zel,
Let down thy hair to me.”

Rapun­zel had mag­ni­fi­cent long hair, fine as spun gold, and when she heard the voice of the enchant­ress she unfastened her braided tresses, wound them round one of the hooks of the window above, and then the hair fell twenty ells down, and the enchant­ress climbed up by it.

✎ Well, the soul is sep­ar­ated from her parents, is raised by an enchant­ress and does not know her true origin. As soon as the girl reaches the fertile age, when the fem­in­ine and mas­cu­line start to feel the longing for uni­fic­a­tion, she is locked up in a lonely tower in the midst of nature, to which the mas­cu­line is denied access. For the illu­sion knows that it loses the soul as soon as she reunites with the male spirit of know­ledge. And what is this tower? It reminds us again of our mater­ial body with the little window of the senses, where we live in a top-heavy world of con­cepts and limited vision and would like to rise above nature in a proud tower. The Bible speaks of a similar tower, the Tower of Babel. Here too, man wanted to rise from nature to heaven in a strange way, with a tower of burned bricks and pitch as mortar. Who does not think of our fos­sil­ized con­cepts and sticky illu­sions, from which we build the defence tower of our ego? Do we really want to free ourselves from the limits of nature in this way?

The twelve years may point to the coming of puberty, but also to the dawn of the thir­teenth year, which often points to some­thing out of the ordin­ary, as the thir­teenth moon month in the solar year plays an extraordin­ary role. The only access into the head of the young soul should be the enchant­ress herself, and of course there will be a spell to open the way. The hair plays a special role in this fairy tale, such as finely spun gold, which on the one hand indic­ates a certain purity of the soul, but on the other hand reminds of the illu­sions that we have in our heads. Perhaps it also means the inter­twined thoughts that can be both, the path of illu­sion and the path to lib­er­a­tion. The length of the hair with 20 ells, so about 12 meters, is of course fairy tale and would imply an age of 100 years at a hair growth of 12cm a year. This is always the won­der­ful thing about a fairy tale, that one notices with growing spirit, that many things are “dragged in by the hair”, which is the German phrase for “far-fetched”. And so our soul draws the illu­sion in the form of the enchant­ress in her head.

Our hair has always played an import­ant role in human history. For one thing, the hair expresses our inner essence. Let’s think of the wild hair of the hippie era, the extra­vag­ant hair­styles and wigs in the rococo, the aggress­ive cock’s combs of the punks, the ascetic hair­styles of the monks, the matted hair of the Indian yogis and perhaps our own attempts, to find a suit­able iden­tity in a certain hair­style. But it is said that hair is just like anten­nas, which can send mes­sages to the outside and also receive them. That is obvious in the animal kingdom, because there we know the whiskers of for example the cats. It is also repor­ted about the ancient witches that they wore their hair long and open to receive the mes­sages of the spirits. Anyway, at least our hair is con­nec­ted to our feel­ings, and in our fairy tale it plays an import­ant role. And as the cats wander dis­or­i­ented without whiskers, like­wise, when we are trapped in our tower and fail to receive the true spirit that can lib­er­ate us from this prison, we may err in our lives, drawing in more and more illu­sions.

We also find in the Bible the com­mand­ment that women should wear their heads covered, but bare the men (for example, 1 Cor­inthi­ans 11). Well, as far as the fem­in­ine power of desire works outward and wants to pull in the illu­sion, it cer­tainly makes sense to protect the head and ward off the outer influ­ences. And as far as the male power works inward and receives the holy spirit of lib­er­a­tion, one should open the head and switch all the anten­nas to recep­tion. For that reason, one prob­ably takes off the hat when one approaches someone super­ior or even enters a temple of God.

✻ After a year or two, it came to pass that the King’s son rode through the forest and went by the tower. Then he heard a song, which was so charm­ing that he stood still and listened. This was Rapun­zel, who in her solitude passed her time in letting her sweet voice resound. The King’s son wanted to climb up to her, and looked for the door of the tower, but none was to be found. He rode home, but the singing had so deeply touched his heart, that every day he went out into the forest and listened to it. Once when he was thus stand­ing behind a tree, he saw that an enchant­ress came there, and he heard how she cried,

“Rapun­zel, Rapun­zel,
Let down thy hair.”

Then Rapun­zel let down the braids of her hair, and the enchant­ress climbed up to her. “If that is the ladder by which one mounts, I will for once try my fortune.” said he, and the next day when it began to grow dark, he went to the tower and cried,

“Rapun­zel, Rapun­zel,
Let down thy hair.”

Imme­di­ately the hair fell down and the King’s son climbed up.

✎ The good news is that the growing soul cannot be locked forever in the tower of illu­sion. The con­nec­tion with the male prin­ciple is essen­tial and cannot be pre­ven­ted. Of course, here we first see the prince on the upper level of the story, who, attrac­ted by the singing, accepts the chal­lenge. And what girl does not wish to be conquered by a real prince? The deeper level, of course, is again the spirit that con­quers nature in the form of know­ledge. The true spirit, the pure con­scious­ness, is the true king, and his son is the seeking spirit who is on the way to true know­ledge, which, of course, is not sep­ar­ated from nature. So he first observes nature and finds an access.

[image: ]✻ At first Rapun­zel was ter­ribly frightened when a man such as her eyes had never yet beheld, came to her; but the King’s son began to talk to her quite like a friend, and told her that his heart had been so stirred that it had let him have no rest, and he had been forced to see her. Then Rapun­zel lost her fear, and when he asked her if she would take him for her husband, and she saw that he was young and hand­some, she thought, “He will love me more than old Dame Gothel does.” and she said yes, and laid her hand in his. She said, “I will will­ingly go away with thee, but I do not know how to get down. Bring with thee a skein of silk every time that thou comest, and I will weave a ladder with it, and when that is ready I will descend, and thou wilt take me on thy horse.” They agreed that until that time he should come to her every evening, for the old woman came by day.

✎ What at first looks like an amorous adven­ture is also a great thing on the spir­itual level, where deeper insights often find their way into our con­scious­ness sud­denly and in a strange way. They, too, seem very alien at first, and we are afraid of them. But when we listen to their message and find trust, we quickly unite with them, and they find their access to our being ever easier. This is the famous spir­itual wedding, also described in the Song of Solomon, which prom­ises the way to lib­er­a­tion from the reign of illu­sion. This “yes” is very import­ant on the spir­itual path.

✻ The enchant­ress remarked nothing of this, until once Rapun­zel said to her, “Tell me, Dame Gothel, how it happens that you are so much heavier for me to draw up than the young King’s son; he is with me in a moment.” - “Ah! thou wicked child.” cried the enchant­ress, “What do I hear thee say! I thought I had sep­ar­ated thee from all the world, and yet thou hast deceived me!” In her anger she clutched Rapun­zel’s beau­ti­ful tresses, wrapped them twice round her left hand, seized a pair of scis­sors with the right, and snip, snap, they were cut off, and the lovely braids lay on the ground. And she was so piti­less that she took poor Rapun­zel into a desert where she had to live in great grief and misery.

✎ The road to lib­er­a­tion is nat­ur­ally full of obstacles. We make mis­takes and reveal ourselves. In an older version of this fairy tale the girl says at this point: “Tell me Mrs. Gothel, my clothes become so tight and do not want to fit any more.” Well, the new love shows itself, first in par­ti­al­ity and later even in a preg­nancy, which of course also refers to the mind on the deeper level. The Bible would say, “She became preg­nant with the Holy Ghost!” But the illu­sion does not give up so quickly and uses the weapons of nature: sep­ar­a­tion, sorrow, and blind­ness. There is hardly a soul which can avoid this bitter path of puri­fic­a­tion. In addi­tion, the girl is even cut off the hair that was pre­vi­ously her spir­itual approach. And as the cats wander about without whiskers, so too must the soul err in life if she lacks the anten­nas to receive the spir­itual mes­sages that can lib­er­ate her.

Sure, every child asks at some point, why did not the prince just cut off the hair and tied it to the window hook, so that both could climb down one after the other. That’s the magic of the fairy tale, because there are deeper and deeper lessons waiting behind such ques­tions. For, evid­ently, it is the way of illu­sion to cut off some­thing and act wily, and the way of the mind is to build a ladder of pure silk so that the soul can come down from its top-heavy prison tower.

“Gothel” sup­posedly means “god­mother” and says at least that she cares well for the soul but is not the true mother. But it can also be just any name that the soul uses here because she does not know her true mother. This often happens when we asso­ci­ate some­thing unknown with a concept and then believe that we know the essence.

✻ On the same day, however, that she cast out Rapun­zel, the enchant­ress in the evening fastened the braids of hair which she had cut off to the hook of the window, and when the King’s son came and cried,

“Rapun­zel, Rapun­zel,
Let down thy hair,”

she let the hair down. The King’s son ascen­ded, but he did not find his dearest Rapun­zel above, but the enchant­ress, who gazed at him with wicked and venom­ous looks. “Aha!” she cried mock­ingly, “Thou wouldst fetch thy dearest, but the beau­ti­ful bird sits no longer singing in the nest; the cat has got it, and will scratch out thy eyes as well. Rapun­zel is lost to thee; thou wilt never see her more.” The King’s son was beside himself with pain, and in his despair he leapt down from the tower. He escaped with his life, but the thorns into which he fell, pierced his eyes. Then he wandered quite blind about the forest, ate nothing but roots and berries, and did nothing but lament and weep over the loss of his dearest wife.

✎ Yes, the illu­sion can be that deceit­ful. It ban­ishes the true soul, takes her place, over­whelms the mind and blinds him. Maybe that’s what we call the illus­ory ego. Then our mind is wan­der­ing through nature, full of suf­fer­ing, and unable to redis­cover the soul.

✻ Thus he roamed about in misery for some years, and at length came to the desert where Rapun­zel, with the twins to which she had given birth, a boy and a girl, lived in wretched­ness. He heard a voice, and it seemed so famil­iar to him that he went towards it, and when he approached, Rapun­zel knew him and fell on his neck and wept. Two of her tears wetted his eyes and they grew clear again, and he could see with them as before. He led her to his kingdom where he was joy­fully received, and they lived for a long time after­wards, happy and con­ten­ted.
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✎ And yet the happy ending is unstop­pable. After a period of suf­fer­ing, which is always also a time of puri­fic­a­tion and trial, it nat­ur­ally joins what belongs together, because in truth it is insep­ar­able. Any illu­sion is tran­si­ent and cannot last forever. The imper­fect oppos­ing poles, though sep­ar­ated long and long, recog­nize each other, and reunite to per­fec­tion. The suf­fer­ing of the soul heals spir­itual blind­ness, and then the mind leads the soul into the kingdom of his father, the true ruler. And if they have not died (in our reason), then they still live there happily united. That may be the end of our fairy tale, but of course not the end of the world. It con­tin­ues to turn, because even this union was not fruit­less. A new pair of twins was born, a boy and a girl, who will hope­fully learn from this fairy tale and develop accord­ingly.


Faithful John

✻ There was once on a time an old king who was ill, and thought to himself, “I am lying on what must be my death-bed.” Then said he, “Tell Faith­ful John to come to me.” Faith­ful John was his favour­ite servant, and was so called, because he had for his whole life long been so true to him. When there­fore he came beside the bed, the King said to him, “Most faith­ful John, I feel my end approach­ing, and have no anxiety except about my son. He is still of tender age, and cannot always know how to guide himself. If thou dost not promise me to teach him everything that he ought to know, and to be his foster-father, I cannot close my eyes in peace.” Then answered Faith­ful John, “I will not forsake him, and will serve him with fidel­ity, even if it should cost me my life.” On this, the old King said, “Now I die in comfort and peace.” Then he added, “After my death, thou shalt show him the whole castle: all the cham­bers, halls, and vaults, and all the treas­ures which lie therein, but the last chamber in the long gallery, in which is the picture of the prin­cess of the Golden Dwell­ing, shalt thou not show. If he sees that picture, he will fall viol­ently in love with her, and will drop down in a swoon, and go through great danger for her sake, there­fore thou must pre­serve him from that.” And when Faith­ful John had once more given his promise to the old King about this, the King said no more, but laid his head on his pillow, and died.
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✎ Who is the old king who ruled the world and now becomes ill and dies? He should be some­thing super­ior, oth­er­wise he would not be here at the begin­ning of this great fairy tale. Is it perhaps even the Great Father, God or the true spirit? “The true spirit dies and God is dead!” This reminds us of Friedrich Niet­z­sche, who writes in the third book of his ’Gay Science’:

“Whither are we moving? Away from all suns? Are we not plunging con­tinu­ally? Back­ward, side­ward, forward, in all dir­ec­tions? Is there still any up or down? Are we not stray­ing, as through an infin­ite nothing? Do we not feel the breath of empty space? Has it not become colder? Is not night con­tinu­ally closing in on us? Do we not need to light lan­terns in the morning? Do we hear nothing as yet of the noise of the gravedig­gers who are burying God? Do we smell nothing as yet of the divine decom­pos­i­tion? Gods, too, decom­pose. God is dead. God remains dead. And we have killed him. How shall we comfort ourselves, the mur­der­ers of all mur­der­ers? What was the holiest and migh­ti­est of all that the world has yet owned has bled to death under our knives: who will wipe this blood off us? What water is there for us to clean ourselves?”

That may sound very gloomy at first. But what is the big problem when the true and healing spirit dies and God is dead in us, so to speak? Who rules the world in his place? Only the per­sonal ego of “I want!”? And who then could be our good John, whom the king, as the dearest and most faith­ful servant, entrusts to guide his still ignor­ant son, and to serve and help him? We cannot help but think of the Bible, where John is found in various roles as Gospel writer, Baptist, and even Prophet in Rev­el­a­tion. And who really serves, guides and even enlight­ens us inwardly even as faith­fully as John? Every human being has such a helper inside, more or less con­scious. There are dif­fer­ent terms for him.

In the Bible, he is also called “Paraclete”, the helper in the form of the salut­ary or holy spirit. We just want to call him ’reason’ or ’wisdom’ here, which perhaps most people are famil­iar with these days. And what mission does the reason get from the old king? Show the growing soul everything in this world, but save it from the fall into illu­sion! This also reminds us, of course, of the famous words in para­dise when God spoke to man: “You may eat of all the trees in the garden, but you shall not eat of the tree of the know­ledge of good and evil. For on the day you eat of him, you must die of death. [Bible, Genesis 2]” Of course, we already suspect that the king did not acci­dent­ally mention this par­tic­u­lar chamber and did not arrange the picture in vain, just as God did not in vain put the tree of worldly know­ledge in para­dise and warned against it. But our king has full con­fid­ence in his faith­ful servant that everything will be fine in the end.

✻ When the old King had been carried to his grave, Faith­ful John told the young King all that he had prom­ised his father on his deathbed, and said, “This will I assuredly perform, and will be faith­ful to thee as I have been faith­ful to him, even if it should cost me my life.” When the mourn­ing was over, Faith­ful John said to him, “It is now time that thou shouldst see thine inher­it­ance. I will show thee thy father’s palace.” Then he took him about every­where, up and down, and let him see all the riches, and the mag­ni­fi­cent apart­ments, only there was one room which he did not open, that in which hung the dan­ger­ous picture. The picture was, however, so placed that when the door was opened you looked straight on it, and it was so admir­ably painted that it seemed to breathe and live, and there was nothing more charm­ing or more beau­ti­ful in the whole world. The young king, however plainly remarked that Faith­ful John always walked past this one door, and said, “Why dost thou never open this one for me?” - “There is some­thing within it,” he replied, “which would terrify thee.” But the King answered, “I have seen all the palace, and I will know what is in this room also.” and he went and tried to break open the door by force. Then Faith­ful John held him back and said, “I prom­ised thy father before his death that thou shouldst not see that which is in this chamber, it might bring the greatest mis­for­tune on thee and on me.” - “Ah, no,” replied the young King, “if I do not go in, it will be my certain destruc­tion. I should have no rest day or night until I had seen it with my own eyes. I shall not leave the place now until thou hast unlocked the door.”

Then Faith­ful John saw that there was no help for it now, and with a heavy heart and many sighs, sought out the key from the great bunch. When he had opened the door, he went in first, and thought by stand­ing before him he could hide the por­trait so that the King should not see it in front of him, but what availed that? The King stood on tip-toe and saw it over his shoulder. And when he saw the por­trait of the maiden, which was so mag­ni­fi­cent and shone with gold and pre­cious stones, he fell faint­ing to the ground. Faith­ful John took him up, carried him to his bed, and sor­row­fully thought, “The mis­for­tune has befallen us, Lord God, what will be the end of it?” Then he strengthened him with wine, until he came to himself again. The first words the King said were, “Ah, the beau­ti­ful por­trait! Whose is it?” - “That is the prin­cess of the Golden Dwell­ing.” answered Faith­ful John. Then the King con­tin­ued, “My love for her is so great, that if all the leaves on all the trees were tongues, they could not declare it. I will give my life to win her. Thou art my most Faith­ful John, thou must help me.”

✎ And of course it comes, as it had to come, the for­bid­den attracts the young soul espe­cially and no reason seems to help against the great desire. On the upper level the palace of the father is described with the many cham­bers. On a middle level one can see the same picture as the diversity of external nature and on a deeper level as our mind with all the con­cepts, ideas and memor­ies. And there are really certain pic­tures that have been waiting to over­whelm us since time imme­morial. Of course, this includes, above all, the urge to the oppos­ite sex, with all the strange ideals that have been implanted in us and that can rob us of our self-control. This is the mighty power of Eros, the pas­sion­ate love.

For­tu­nately, reason com­forts us again and again and helps us along this path, which is prob­ably inev­it­able in every life. And who is the beau­ti­ful picture here? This ques­tion alone is most mem­or­able, just as the answer: the ’king’s daugh­ter of the golden dwell­ing’. Such puns prob­ably point to a deeper level of sym­bolic meaning. And so here again meet the male and female prin­ciples, which strive for har­mo­ni­ous union. Because each of them has what the other one lacks. The male has the essen­tial gold and the female has the outer forms. Of course, the ’golden dwell­ing’ also reminds of an outer shell that covers the inner being. This is not so simple, because actu­ally we live in a ’golden dwell­ing’. The external wealth is much more import­ant in our society than the intrinsic values such as virtue and truth­ful­ness. But where does this lead, if one seeks hap­pi­ness and indulges oneself only in external, fast tran­si­ent forms and no longer in the inner, true being?

✻ The faith­ful servant con­sidered within himself for a long time how to set about the matter, for it was dif­fi­cult even to obtain a sight of the King’s daugh­ter. At length he thought of a way, and said to the King, “Everything which she has about her is of gold: tables, chairs, dishes, glasses, bowls, and house­hold fur­niture. Among thy treas­ures are five tons of gold; let one of the gold­smiths of the kingdom work these up into all manner of vessels and utensils, into all kinds of birds, wild beasts and strange animals, such as may please her, and we will go there with them and try our luck.”

The King ordered all the gold­smiths to be brought to him, and they had to work night and day until at last the most splen­did things were pre­pared. When everything was stowed on board a ship, Faith­ful John put on the dress of a mer­chant, and the King was forced to do the same in order to make himself quite unre­cog­niz­able. Then they sailed across the sea, and sailed on until they came to the town wherein dwelt the prin­cess of the Golden Dwell­ing.

✎ Of course, it is hard for the reason to approach this fem­in­ine side of our soul that loves the outside so much. But he is not stupid and of course takes advant­age of this con­trast to even­tu­ally reunite both poles. Thus he lets the raw gold of the king be beau­ti­fully shaped, so that the forms are pleas­ing to the fem­in­ine. For outer form and inner being nat­ur­ally belong together and attract each other accord­ingly. Then it goes by ship over the sea. This expresses the fact that the two oppos­ites are still far apart, and one can even say that in this field of tension between male and female arises this whole wide world, the ocean of life, which is to be mastered. All the persons and things we find in this world are any dis­guises of the Supreme Being, the pure Spirit, or even God. And the most common dis­guise is the mer­chant who wants to trade as an inde­pend­ent person in the world (“to act”) and of course wants to win a lot.

✻ Faith­ful John bade the King stay behind on the ship, and wait for him. “Perhaps I shall bring the prin­cess with me,” said he, “there­fore see that everything is in order; have the golden vessels set out and the whole ship dec­or­ated.” Then he gathered together in his apron all kinds of gold things, went on shore and walked straight to the royal palace. When he entered the court­yard of the palace, a beau­ti­ful girl was stand­ing there by the well with two golden buckets in her hand, drawing water with them. And when she was just turning round to carry away the spark­ling water she saw the stranger, and asked who he was. So he answered, “I am a mer­chant.” and opened his apron, and let her look in. Then she cried, “Oh, what beau­ti­ful gold things!” and put her pails down and looked at the golden wares one after the other. Then said the girl, “The prin­cess must see these, she has such great pleas­ure in golden things, that she will buy all you have.” She took him by the hand and led him upstairs, for she was the waiting-maid. When the King’s daugh­ter saw the wares, she was quite delighted and said, “They are so beau­ti­fully worked, that I will buy them all of thee.” But Faith­ful John said, “I am only the servant of a rich mer­chant. The things I have here are not to be com­pared with those my master has in his ship. They are the most beau­ti­ful and valu­able things that have ever been made in gold.” She wanted to have everything brought to her there, but he said, “There are so many of them that it would take a great many days to do that, and so many rooms would be required to exhibit them, that your house is not big enough.” Then her curi­os­ity and longing were still more excited, until at last she said, “Conduct me to the ship, I will go there myself, and behold the treas­ures of thy master.”

✎ Thus, reason approaches the fem­in­ine side of our soul and awakens her per­sonal interest in the beau­ti­ful forms of gold. Here one could ponder what is meant in the deeper sense with the beau­ti­ful gold that appears so truly, valu­able and imper­ish­able and can take on so many won­der­ful forms? What is the true essence of all things in this world? A modern sci­ent­ist would perhaps speak of energy and inform­a­tion, from which everything arises. It is basic­ally nothing else than the age-old concept of the ’spirit’, which, unfor­tu­nately, has almost become a swear word in our science. Of course, we all got into this hot water together. The reli­gions of the past cen­tur­ies have severely abused their power, and so, of course, came a hard coun­ter­move­ment in the guise of modern science. Let us hope that this vain dispute between spirit and nature will soon settle again, and that the concept of ’spirit’ may once again play a role in the natural uni­verse, as it used to be taken for granted in every­day life. In this ancient sense, we also want to use it here, although in the same way one could also speak of energy and inform­a­tion.

✻ On this Faith­ful John was quite delighted, and led her to the ship, and when the King saw her, he per­ceived that her beauty was even greater than the picture had rep­res­en­ted it to be, and thought no other than that his heart would burst in twain. Then she got into the ship, and the King led her within. Faith­ful John, however, remained behind with the pilot, and ordered the ship to be pushed off, saying, “Set all sail, till it fly like a bird in air.” Within, however, the King showed her the golden vessels, every one of them, also the wild beasts and strange animals. Many hours went by whilst she was seeing everything, and in her delight she did not observe that the ship was sailing away. After she had looked at the last, she thanked the mer­chant and wanted to go home, but when she came to the side of the ship, she saw that it was on the deep sea far from land, and hur­ry­ing onwards with all sail set. “Ah,” cried she in her alarm, “I am betrayed! I am carried away and have fallen into the power of a mer­chant I would die rather!” The King, however, seized her hand, and said, “I am not a mer­chant. I am a king, and of no meaner origin than thou art, and if I have carried thee away with sub­tlety, that has come to pass because of my exceed­ing great love for thee. The first time that I looked on thy por­trait, I fell faint­ing to the ground.” When the prin­cess of the Golden Dwell­ing heard that, she was com­for­ted, and her heart was inclined unto him, so that she will­ingly con­sen­ted to be his wife.
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✎ So this spirit, which can take any form, lures the fem­in­ine side of our soul to the ship, which, under the command of reason, then quickly leaves the shore and sails on the ocean of life. On the upper level of the story, of course, this is a crafty kid­nap­ping that seems unfair to us today, but in ancient times it was one of the usual con­quests of kings. As an ordin­ary mer­chant, that would surely have been a crime at that time, but when he showed his true nature, the lovers found them­selves. But, as so often in life, the happy ending has not yet been reached.

✻ It happened, however, while they were sailing onwards over the deep sea, that Faith­ful John, who was sitting on the fore part of the vessel, making music, saw three ravens in the air, which came flying towards them. On this he stopped playing and listened to what they were saying to each other, for that he well under­stood. One cried, “Oh, there he is car­ry­ing home the prin­cess of the Golden Dwell­ing.” “Yes,” replied the second, “but he has not got her yet.” Said the third, “But he has got her, she is sitting beside him in the ship.” Then the first began again, and cried, “What good will that do him? When they reach land a chest­nut horse will leap forward to meet him, and the prince will want to mount it, but if he does that, it will run away with him, and rise up into the air with him, and he will never see his maiden more.” Spake the second, “But is there no escape?” - “Oh, yes, if any one else gets on it swiftly, and takes out the pistol which must be in its holster, and shoots the horse dead with it, the young King is saved. But who knows that? And who­so­ever does know it, and tells it to him, will be turned to stone from the toe to the knee.” Then said the second, “I know more than that; even if the horse be killed, the young King will still not keep his bride. When they go into the castle together, a wrought bridal garment will be lying there in a dish, and looking as if it were woven of gold and silver; it is, however, nothing but sulphur and pitch, and if he puts it on, it will burn him to the very bone and marrow.” Said the third, “Is there no escape at all?” - “Oh, yes,” replied the second, “if any one with gloves on seizes the garment and throws it into the fire and burns it, the young King will be saved. But what avails that? Who­so­ever knows it and tells it to him, half his body will become stone from the knee to the heart.”

Then said the third, “I know still more; even if the bridal garment be burnt, the young King will still not have his bride. After the wedding, when the dancing begins and the young Queen is dancing, she will sud­denly turn pale and fall down as if dead, and if some one does not lift her up and draw three drops of blood from her right breast and spit them out again, she will die. But if any one who knows that were to declare it, he would become stone from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot.” When the ravens had spoken of this together, they flew onwards, and Faith­ful John had well under­stood everything, but from that time forth he became quiet and sad, for if he con­cealed what he had heard from his master, the latter would be unfor­tu­nate, and if he dis­covered it to him, he himself must sac­ri­fice his life. At length, however, he said to himself, “I will save my master, even if it bring destruc­tion on myself.”

✎ Ravens are often described in fairy tales and legends as wise mes­sen­gers of destiny and reveal what is still in the dark. Not every­one can hear their voices, but the reason in our fairy tale obvi­ously had this power. Fore­cast­ing future events is another topic that is con­sidered unscientific today. That is prob­ably the reason why we more and more have to face events whose effects nobody could sci­en­tific­ally foresee, such as pol­lu­tion, nuclear bombs, media obses­sion and con­sump­tion binge. For our reason is increas­ingly dom­in­ated by the raw, rational intel­lect and loses the fine anten­nas of higher intu­ition. But foresight is nothing unusual. An attent­ive reason looks at the causes and can estim­ate the effects from them. The more careful one looks, the farther and clearer the vision can become. And that this pas­sion­ate con­quest of love will still meet great obstacles, should be clear to every reason.

The details are of course spec­tac­u­lar, on the one hand for the outer story and on the other hand as symbols with a deeper meaning. The first two obstacles threaten more the male side and the last obstacle the female side. Of par­tic­u­lar interest here is the ques­tion why the reason will petrify when he expresses these fore­seen events and their solu­tion? That is a strange phe­nomenon. Well, hardly anyone believes in such rev­el­a­tions, and the speaker quickly becomes unre­li­able and muzzled - pet­ri­fied, so to speak. But if people only want to believe and hold on to it, then a pet­ri­fied reason arises, because one no longer seeks a solu­tion, loses the sense of change and devel­op­ment and becomes blind to all other inform­a­tion. Just think of the Bible’s Rev­el­a­tion, which made some people wait for the end of the world every day and see only dark signs every­where. The message of our fairy tale is clear: do not talk so much, but act with the best of inten­tions!

✻ When there­fore they came to shore, all happened as had been fore­told by the ravens, and a mag­ni­fi­cent chest­nut horse sprang forward. “Good,” said the King, “he shall carry me to my palace,” and was about to mount it when Faith­ful John got before him, jumped quickly on it, drew the pistol out of the holster, and shot the horse. Then the other attend­ants of the King, who after all were not very fond of Faith­ful John, cried, “How shame­ful to kill the beau­ti­ful animal, that was to have carried the King to his palace!” But the King said, “Hold your peace and leave him alone, he is my most faith­ful John, who knows what may be the good of that!”

✎ Now let us try to inter­pret these strange events. The fiery, gal­lop­ing horse could stand here for the pas­sion­ate desire that can carry us away in adven­tur­ous and even dan­ger­ous way. This happens in prac­tical life as well as on spir­itual paths. Then reason should rise and hit the wild horse with its own weapons before it takes our soul away. A prac­tical weapon would be, for example, the star­va­tion of our desires. It often happens that in our hearts as well as in the outside, dif­fer­ent voices arise that do not under­stand and cri­ti­cize sharply. Then the soul should trust the reason and remain firm, even if it does not seem rational.

✻ They went into the palace, and in the hall there stood a dish, and therein lay the bridal garment looking no oth­er­wise than as if it were made of gold and silver. The young king went towards it and was about to take hold of it, but Faith­ful John pushed him away, seized it with gloves on, carried it quickly to the fire and burnt it. The other attend­ants again began to murmur, and said, “Behold, now he is even burning the King’s bridal garment!” But the young King said, “Who knows what good he may have done, leave him alone, he is my most faith­ful John.”

✎ The next obstacle could be pride and vanity. Then we dec­or­ate ourselves with dan­ger­ous things that can burn us quickly, even if they ini­tially look excel­lent. This is the arti­fi­cial or even the ima­gin­ary, which, though appear­ing like gold and silver, has no true essence, but is quickly with­er­ing. Again, it is import­ant to trust the reason, if he burns these things before our eyes.

✻ And now the wedding was sol­em­nized: the dance began, and the bride also took part in it; then Faith­ful John was watch­ful and looked into her face, and sud­denly she turned pale and fell to the ground as if she were dead. On this he ran hastily to her, lifted her up and bore her into a chamber then he laid her down, and knelt and sucked the three drops of blood from her right breast, and spat them out. Imme­di­ately she breathed again and recovered herself, but the young King had seen this, and being ignor­ant why Faith­ful John had done it, was angry and cried, “Throw him into a dungeon.”

✎ Now comes the great day of the wedding, when husband and wife reunite. Again, highest mind­ful­ness is required for the reason. On the one hand, it often happens that after the mar­riage in the dance of life a spouse is so oppressed that he or she lit­er­ally loses his life. But oppres­sion is not the way to resolve oppos­ites. On the other hand, on the spir­itual path, at the point where the oppos­ites reunite, there is always the danger of falling into nihil­ism, which deprives nature and also reason of all meaning. No meaning, no life. Then reason should feed on the blood of nature and restore nature to life. This giving and taking is a basic prin­ciple of nature and should be pre­served in a good mar­riage as well as trust. The number three could stand here for life itself, since it reminds us of the Holy Trinity. But here ends the trust of our soul in reason, and the king appar­ently sees in this shame­less act the dis­hon­our of his wife, which calls for appro­pri­ate pun­ish­ment. Thus, in the end, nature lives, but reason should die.

✻ Next morning Faith­ful John was con­demned, and led to the gallows, and when he stood on high, and was about to be executed, he said, “Every one who has to die is per­mit­ted before his end to make one last speech; may I too claim the right?” - “Yes,” answered the King, “it shall be granted unto thee.” Then said Faith­ful John, “I am unjustly con­demned, and have always been true to thee.” and related how he had hearkened to the con­ver­sa­tion of the ravens when on the sea, and how he had been obliged to do all these things in order to save his master. Then cried the King, “Oh, my most Faith­ful John. Pardon, pardon bring him down.” But as Faith­ful John spoke the last word he had fallen down life­less and become a stone.
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✎ Fate takes its course. The trust is lost, and the higher reason must die and end in pet­ri­fac­tion as he tries to justify himself. This is a won­der­ful and mem­or­able symbol.

✻ Thereupon the King and the Queen suffered great anguish, and the King said, “Ah, how ill I have requited great fidel­ity!” and ordered the stone figure to be taken up and placed in his bedroom beside his bed. And as often as he looked on it he wept and said, “Ah, if I could bring thee to life again, my most faith­ful John.” Some time passed and the Queen bore twins, two sons who grew fast and were her delight. Once when the Queen was at church and the two chil­dren were sitting playing beside their father, the latter full of grief again looked at the stone figure, sighed and said, “Ah, if I could but bring thee to life again, my most faith­ful John.” Then the stone began to speak and said, “Thou canst bring me to life again if thou wilt use for that purpose what is dearest to thee.” Then cried the King, “I will give everything I have in the world for thee.” The stone con­tin­ued, “If thou wilt cut off the heads of thy two chil­dren with thine own hand, and sprinkle me with their blood, I shall be restored to life.”

The King was ter­ri­fied when he heard that he himself must kill his dearest chil­dren, but he thought of faith­ful John’s great fidel­ity, and how he had died for him, drew his sword, and with his own hand cut off the chil­dren’s heads. And when he had smeared the stone with their blood, life returned to it, and Faith­ful John stood once more safe and healthy before him.

✎ King and queen, spirit and nature, are now reunited, but reason, the holy and healing spirit, is pet­ri­fied and stands only as an idol in the corner of their bedroom. But the king at least feels great remorse on an intel­lec­tual level and wishes that higher reason may live again. So it often happens in life that we have to lose some­thing first to realize its true value. But even this time of suf­fer­ing was not in vain, it became fruit­ful and a pair of twins came into the world. Inter­est­ingly, there were two sons and not the usual son and daugh­ter couple. This may already indic­ate that the oppos­ites in this rela­tion­ship of man and woman were still present, but not so dis­tinct.

And how can you bring reason back to life? The con­fid­ence must be restored and that usually requires a serious test as well, because a lip service is not enough here. Of course, the test is hard, and the king is to sac­ri­fice his beloved, to which he clings to in this world. This reminds us of a similar saying in the Bible: “If anyone comes to me and does not hate his father, mother, wife, chil­dren, broth­ers, sisters, even his own life, he cannot be my dis­ciple.” Here we are just as frightened as the king of our fairy tale, and ask ourselves, “That should be reas­on­able?” Of course, this is not about hating the beings, but about selfish and thus par­tisan attach­ment to the creatures, which has to be cut off with the famous sword of know­ledge. This is a truly great sac­ri­fice that the soul offers here, and from this flows the pure blood of eternal life, which not only brings reason to life.

Of course, you should be very careful with such proof of faith, espe­cially when it comes to worldly goals. Unfor­tu­nately, it has often been abused. Hor­rible wars were thus waged for polit­ical pur­poses, where reason was com­pletely pet­ri­fied. There­fore, always the greatest atten­tion is required. Because the path to spir­itual lib­er­a­tion is very narrow. And that’s obvi­ously what our fairy tale is all about, oth­er­wise we would not have to make such a big sac­ri­fice.

✻ He said to the King, “Thy truth shall not go unre­war­ded.” and took the heads of the chil­dren, put them on again, and rubbed the wounds with their blood, on which they became whole again imme­di­ately, and jumped about, and went on playing as if nothing had happened.

✎ The truth­ful­ness of such a sac­ri­fice is, of course, recog­nized in the effect. The true reward is the true life. Everything else is death and tran­si­ent illu­sion. And what does the fem­in­ine side of our soul say about this sac­ri­fice? Will she react in oppos­i­tion?

✻ Then the King was full of joy, and when he saw the Queen coming he hid Faith­ful John and the two chil­dren in a great cup­board. When she entered, he said to her, “Hast thou been praying in the church?” “Yes,” answered she, “but I have con­stantly been think­ing of Faith­ful John and what mis­for­tune has befallen him through us.” Then said he, “Dear wife, we can give him his life again, but it will cost us our two little sons, whom we must sac­ri­fice.” The Queen turned pale, and her heart was full of terror, but she said, “We owe it to him, for his great fidel­ity.” Then the King was rejoiced that she thought as he had thought, and went and opened the cup­board, and brought forth Faith­ful John and the chil­dren, and said, “God be praised, he is delivered, and we have our little sons again also,” and told her how everything had occurred. Then they dwelt together in much hap­pi­ness until their death.

✎ Won­der­ful, even the last test is passed! All three are now in harmony. The usual con­trasts between man, woman and reason have been over­come. They can live united without quarrel, and that is really a reason for great bliss. You could say these three are the life. Without reason it would only be a back and forth in nature. But reason gives the whole thing a dir­ec­tion to develop. The more har­mo­ni­ously these three are united and the less they argue with each other, the happier life is. Won­der­ful, that could be the great message and thus the happy ending of our fairy tale.


The Wonderful Musician

[image: ]✻ There was once a won­der­ful musi­cian, who went quite alone through a forest and thought of all manner of things, and when nothing was left for him to think about, he said to himself, “Time is begin­ning to pass heavily with me here in the forest, I will fetch hither a good com­pan­ion for myself.” Then he took his fiddle from his back, and played so that it echoed through the trees. It was not long before a wolf came trot­ting through the thicket towards him. “Ah, here is a wolf coming! I have no desire for him!” said the musi­cian; but the wolf came nearer and said to him, “Ah, dear musi­cian, how beau­ti­fully thou dost play! I should like to learn that, too.” “It is soon learnt,” the musi­cian replied, “thou hast only to do all that I bid thee.” “Oh, musi­cian,” said the wolf, “I will obey thee as a scholar obeys his master.” The musi­cian bade him follow, and when they had gone part of the way together, they came to an old oak-tree which was hollow inside, and cleft in the middle. “Look,” said the musi­cian, “if thou wilt learn to fiddle, put thy fore paws into this crevice.” The wolf obeyed, but the musi­cian quickly picked up a stone and with one blow wedged his two paws so fast that he was forced to stay there like a pris­oner. “Stay there until I come back again,” said the musi­cian, and went his way.

After a while he again said to himself, “Time is begin­ning to pass heavily with me here in the forest, I will fetch hither another com­pan­ion,” and took his fiddle and again played in the forest. It was not long before a fox came creep­ing through the trees towards him. “Ah, there’s a fox coming!” said the musi­cian. “I have no desire for him.” The fox came up to him and said, “Oh, dear musi­cian, how beau­ti­fully thou dost play! I should like to learn that too.” “That is soon learnt,” said the musi­cian. “Thou hast only to do everything that I bid thee.” “Oh, musi­cian,” then said the fox, “I will obey thee as a scholar obeys his master.” “Follow me,” said the musi­cian; and when they had walked a part of the way, they came to a foot­path, with high bushes on both sides of it. There the musi­cian stood still, and from one side bent a young hazel-bush down to the ground, and put his foot on the top of it, then he bent down a young tree from the other side as well, and said, “Now, little fox, if thou wilt learn some­thing, give me thy left front paw.” The fox obeyed, and the musi­cian fastened his paw to the left bough. “Little fox,” said he, “now reach me thy right paw,” and he tied it to the right bough. Then he had examined whether they were firm enough, he let go, and the bushes sprang up again, and jerked up the little fox, so that it hung strug­gling in the air. “Wait there till I come back again,” said the musi­cian, and went his way.

Again he said to himself, “Time is begin­ning to pass heavily with me here in the forest, I will fetch hither another com­pan­ion,” so he took his fiddle, and the sound echoed through the forest. Then a little hare came spring­ing towards him. “Why, a hare is coming,” said the musi­cian, “I do not want him.” “Ah, dear musi­cian,” said the hare, “how beau­ti­fully thou dost fiddle; I, too, should like to learn that.” “That is soon learnt,” said the musi­cian, “thou hast only to do everything that I bid thee.”

“Oh, musi­cian,” replied the little hare, “I will obey thee as a scholar obeys his master.” They went a part of the way together until they came to an open space in the forest, where stood an aspen-tree. The musi­cian tied a long string round the little hare’s neck, the other end of which he fastened to the tree. “Now briskly, little hare, run twenty times round the tree!” cried the musi­cian, and the little hare obeyed, and when it had run round twenty times, it had twisted the string twenty times round the trunk of the tree, and the little hare was caught, and let it pull and tug as it liked, it only made the string cut into its tender neck. “Wait there till I come back,” said the musi­cian, and went onwards.

The wolf, in the mean­time, had pushed and pulled and bitten at the stone, and had worked so long that he had set his feet at liberty and had drawn them once more out of the cleft. Full of anger and rage he hurried after the musi­cian and wanted to tear him to pieces. When the fox saw him running, he began to lament, and cried with all his might, “Brother wolf, come to my help, the musi­cian has betrayed me!” The wolf drew down the little tree, bit the cord in two, and freed the fox, who went with him to take revenge on the musi­cian. They found the tied-up hare, whom like­wise they delivered, and then they all sought the enemy together.

The musi­cian had once more played his fiddle as he went on his way, and this time he had been more for­tu­nate. The sound reached the ears of a poor wood-cutter, who instantly, whether he would or no, gave up his work and came with his hatchet under his arm to listen to the music. “At last comes the right com­pan­ion,” said the musi­cian, “for I was seeking a human being, and no wild beast.” And he began and played so beau­ti­fully and delight­fully that the poor man stood there as if bewitched, and his heart leaped with glad­ness. And as he thus stood, the wolf, the fox, and the hare came up, and he saw well that they had some evil design. So he raised his glit­ter­ing axe and placed himself before the musi­cian, as if to say, “Whoso wishes to touch him let him beware, for he will have to do with me!” Then the beasts were ter­ri­fied and ran back into the forest. The musi­cian, however, played once more to the man out of grat­it­ude, and then went onwards.
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✎ The story is simple: a musi­cian is bored on his way through the wil­der­ness, and so he plays some music because he wishes for a com­pan­ion. Attrac­ted by the beau­ti­ful music, three animals come out of the dark forest and follow him unin­vited. The min­strel wants to get rid of them with evil tricks. But the traps he chooses do not last long, only the lum­ber­jack can finally drive the animals away. For him, who only listens and does not want any­thing from the min­strel, he plays thank­fully and beau­ti­fully and ... con­tin­ues on his own path, alone. A really strange story that strongly demands that we rep­res­ent the whole external event in our inner being, where the dark forest stands for the sub­con­scious, out of which our animal instincts arise.

The sym­bol­ism for animals has cer­tainly changed sig­ni­fic­antly over time. We believe today that the wolf was a power animal, a wise teacher and a spir­itual com­pan­ion during the Ger­manic era, and that in the Middle Ages it was asso­ci­ated with greed­i­ness, insa­ti­able hunger and cruelty. To this day, the hare is fearful in stories and the fox is crafty. But anyone who really observes animals not only recog­nizes some basic pat­terns in their beha­viour, but also many dif­fer­ent char­ac­ters. Not every fox is equally brave or cunning, and wolves in their pack tend to cul­tiv­ate com­pas­sion and har­mo­ni­ous coex­ist­ence more con­sist­ently than some people in their family. To what extent do wolf, fox and hare stand here for greed, insi­di­ous­ness and fear­ful­ness, we want to leave open, but they cer­tainly stand for animal instincts that stick stub­bornly to one, even if one does not welcome them or wants to have them. That no real animals can be meant seems clear to us, because the three usually do not make common cause with each other, even if they could talk. And the usual, exag­ger­ated three-time repe­ti­tion is also already famil­iar to us from other fairy tales and one’s own mind, because mental change usually takes a lot of time and fre­quent repe­ti­tion.

But what attrac­ted the animals? It was the won­der­ful music of the min­strel. A magic that nobody can escape. And imme­di­ately the animals want to be able to play so nicely, they want to cherish the rapture and own what seems desir­able to them. Does this sound famil­iar to you? This thirst for some­thing we do not have or master, and we think it will make us happy? And the thirst is per­sist­ent in our beha­viour and cannot be easily put in its place. You can sup­press it for a while and ignore it, but to really get rid of it, other means are needed. The min­strel first chooses the cunning to get rid of the press­ing urges at least in the short term. He cannot kill or chase the animals away, he can only bind them, how they bind us, and for the time being leave them behind. In general, he can only cap­tiv­ate them because they have already bound them­selves with their own desire. It was not the final solu­tion, but it gives him enough space and time to meet the right fellow on his way, who can truly help him.

Each animal is tied up in a dif­fer­ent way. And if we want to stay briefly with the above-men­tioned char­ac­ter­ist­ics of the animals: The greedy wolf gets its paws trapped, as the passion binds us to selfish deeds. The cunning fox is lifted into the air because guile does not have a solid ground under its feet. And the fear? Well, the rabbit runs in a circle until the noose of fear strangles his breath and even life, and he cannot move anymore. This is cer­tainly not about animal abuse, but an excel­lent picture for human char­ac­ter­ist­ics and their effects!

When the min­strel meets the simple wood­cut­ter, he says: “Finally a man!” For us, the ques­tion arose imme­di­ately: What dis­tin­guishes us humans from the animals? Even science can no longer clearly define the limits, because such “typ­ic­ally human” qual­it­ies as com­pas­sion, dili­gence, common sense or per­son­al­ity can be found by impar­tial obser­va­tion in many animals and even some plants. So what does the lum­ber­jack have what the animals of the forest do not have? As an anti­dote to the animal instincts, we might accept some self-know­ledge based on reason and appre­hen­sion. And if the forest stands for the dark, the uncon­scious, then the lum­ber­jack is the order­ing force in chaos that works with the axe, the sharp blade of know­ledge. Also, the lum­ber­jack must have a higher cog­ni­tion, because he has already left the attach­ment behind. It is enough for him to listen and enjoy the moment. It does not even occur to him to gain and control the music. He does not want to own any­thing and does not even have to say a word to the min­strel. He can per­ceive the moment as it is, without asking for more. And there­fore he is aware, and just this aware­ness and the demon­stra­tion of one’s own know­ledge are suf­fi­cient for the animal instincts to return to where they came from.

But who or what is the min­strel, who was ini­tially so busy with his own thoughts and then felt bored? Yes, those who think a lot also know the boredom, this tor­ment­ing vacuum, which is so unpop­u­lar with us, that we want to fill it with hectic activ­ity and all the resources of today’s techno-media world. Tele­phon­ing while driving, listen­ing to music while jogging, watch­ing TV and talking to others at the same time, feeding the baby while typing SMS... Boredom, which used to be called leisure, is an import­ant thing. Those who allow the boredom can dive into their own dark forest, which is not only a home for animal instincts, but also for harmony, cre­ativ­ity, know­ledge and in the end even true peace.

Well, as the title of the fairy tale says, it is a “won­der­ful” musi­cian, a figure full of wonders and sur­prises, and prob­ably no ordin­ary musi­cian. He masters harmony in the form of most delight­ful music, and thus appears to us as a perfect poetry that, like self­less love, is able to unite the sep­ar­ated. It is not for nothing that he seeks the order­ing power in the form of reason. Once rational know­ledge and fairy-tale poetry have met, their con­nec­tion will be fruit­ful for a long time to come. The wood­cut­ter is not sad that the magical music moves on, because he does not want to hold on to it. And the min­strel, who grate­fully moves on, after reason freed him from the animal impulses, no longer feels alone.

Because: “Poetry is truth that lives in beauty.”
Robert Gil­fil­lan (1798 - 1850), Scot­tish poet

One can go even further in the inter­pret­a­tion of min­strel (in German: Spiel­mann - lit. playing man) and lum­ber­jack and must not stop at the inter­ac­tion of poetry and reason in one’s own mind. After all, the devel­op­ment of our mind in the course of a life­time is quite similar to the great and the whole in the world, nature and the divine.

We are famil­iar with playing chil­dren. Adults may still play with musical instru­ments or at parties against boredom. But if a con­struc­tion worker described his work as a game, that would be strange. And if a man plays with life itself, namely with his own ideas, con­cepts, ideals and feel­ings, then we are almost afraid of such a man. At the same time, we know it from paint­ing, music or poetry. The art that ban­ishes the playful, only craves for money or fame and is pro­duced as if on an assembly line, loses its true meaning. It will no longer be able to lift us, but pulls us down into the ordin­ary and mater­i­al­istic world. In Hinduism, there is the term “Lila” for this playful, the divine play of life. Many West­ern­ers are afraid of this idea and say: “Life is not a game! It is a serious matter!”

Hermann Hesse also dealt with this topic in a very pro­found way in his book “The Glass Bead Game [Glasper­len­spiel]”. There, for example, he has his prot­ag­on­ist say: “’Playing’ has several mean­ings, but most import­antly, it means some­thing that takes the employee par­tic­u­larly ser­i­ously and sternly. The game of the child is played with the utmost ser­i­ous­ness. The play of the musi­cians is cel­eb­rated like worship. Any card or parlour game is char­ac­ter­ized by the fact that it is less serious than ’life’, but that it has very firm rules, and that each player com­plies more closely with these rules and submits much more to their sense than most people in ’real’ life do it with the rules of reason... To this sense of the game now stands the ser­i­ous­ness of polit­ical beliefs, aspir­a­tions... in con­trast. What is lacking here is the humil­ity of knowing that one only plays and is a child and has God above him. Instead of acting, think­ing, one speaks with an exag­ger­ated, blind, and other raping gravity...”

Withered leaf [Hermann Hesse]

Every blossom wants to fruit,
Every morning wants to be evening,
Eternal is not on earth
As the change, as the escape.
Even the most beau­ti­ful summer wants
Once autumn and wilting feel.
Hold, leaf, patiently,
If the wind wants to kidnap you.
Play your game and do not fight back,
Let it quietly happen.
Let the wind that breaks you,
Blow you home.

The min­strel may also be a symbol of the higher intel­li­gence that play­fully unfolds the perfect art of poetry and harmony of music. This intel­li­gence wanders through the uni­verse, takes on a variety of forms, con­nects with a variety of bodies, becomes one of the strangest beings and is always a seeker. The word ’Spiel­mann’ means a male being, perhaps even the one and eternal spirit, who plays with the variety of tran­si­ent forms. Why does he play this strange game? He seeks without really knowing what he is looking for. He is driven by thoughts and a strange boredom. There­fore, the mind wanders all on his own through nature, making its won­der­ful song sound, playing with the forms of life and walking on and on. He plays with the animals and binds them through their own being. He is happy about the man who works hard in nature, who leads a simple life and finds this power­ful weapon with which he can over­come the animal instincts.

Playing of the flute [Hermann Hesse]

At a house at night through shrub and tree
A window shimmered softly,
And there in the invis­ible room
A flute player stood and blew.
It was a song so well-known
It flowed so kindly into the night,
As if every country were home,
As if every path was accom­plished.
It was the world’s secret meaning
Revealed in his breath,
And will­ingly the heart sur­rendered,
And all time became present.


The White Snake

[image: ]✻ A long time ago there lived a king who was famed for his wisdom through all the land. Nothing was hidden from him, and it seemed as if news of the most secret things was brought to him through the air. But he had a strange custom; every day after dinner, when the table was cleared, and no one else was present, a trusty servant had to bring him one more dish. It was covered, however, and even the servant did not know what was in it, neither did any one know, for the King never took off the cover to eat of it until he was quite alone.

This had gone on for a long time, when one day the servant, who took away the dish, was over­come with such curi­os­ity that he could not help car­ry­ing the dish into his room. When he had care­fully locked the door, he lifted up the cover, and saw a white snake lying on the dish. But when he saw it he could not deny himself the pleas­ure of tasting it, so he cut off a little bit and put it into his mouth. No sooner had it touched his tongue than he heard a strange whis­per­ing of little voices outside his window. He went and listened, and then noticed that it was the spar­rows who were chat­ter­ing together, and telling one another of all kinds of things which they had seen in the fields and woods. Eating the snake had given him power of under­stand­ing the lan­guage of animals.

✎ The fairy tale begins with a mys­tical king who is described here as the epitome of wisdom. He attains this wisdom from a strange food, a white snake. The sym­bol­ism for snakes could not be more con­tra­dict­ory and eludes any rigid cat­egor­iz­a­tion. Some­times it is a miracle medi­cine, some­times dan­ger­ous poison, some­times strength and agility, some­times deceit and malice. In Europe, we know the serpent from the staff of Aes­cu­lapius, a symbol that stands for the won­der­ful and self­less help of the doctor. In the Indian epics, the serpent is an ele­mental force that holds and sus­tains the earth. In yoga, it is also a deep-rooted energy that rests in every living thing. But at the same time you could talk about the dan­ger­ous­ness of the pois­on­ous snake... Well, that’s how it goes when it comes to some­thing alive. The power itself is neither good nor bad, it is chan­ging and con­stantly in motion just like life itself. It depends on the situ­ation and the motives of those involved, whether some­thing is good and whole­some, or rather the oppos­ite. A white snake at least points to some­thing pure and healing, which has special abil­it­ies or can lend them. And again, this fairy tale is not so much about being proud of a par­tic­u­lar ability and feeling special about it, but more about how it’s used.

We cer­tainly know from our own lives that it is not enough for us to simply listen to and serve a wise king. Once human curi­os­ity awakens, there is no stop­ping it, and we are urged to attain the great wisdom for ourselves. But what does it mean to under­stand nature? At the time, when this fairy tale arose in the “Dark Middle Ages” there were other opin­ions than today. There are many ways to under­stand nature and find wisdom. Even in modern research, we learn a lot from nature. Although we do not dir­ectly under­stand their lan­guage, but we find for­mu­las and equa­tions that describe the lives of animals and plants. This is also a pos­sible way, but it depends on how we use our know­ledge. And this is exactly the point, where wheat and chaff are sep­ar­ated. Is it about selfish dom­in­ance and maximum profits without think­ing of the con­sequences that do not dir­ectly affect us? Or do we recog­nize our bonds to nature, grate­fully return what we receive, and prac­tise com­pas­sion?

✻ Now it so happened that on this very day the Queen lost her most beau­ti­ful ring, and sus­pi­cion of having stolen it fell upon this trusty servant, who was allowed to go every­where. The King ordered the man to be brought before him, and threatened with angry words that unless he could before the morrow point out the thief, he himself should be looked upon as guilty and executed. In vain he declared his inno­cence; he was dis­missed with no better answer.

In his trouble and fear he went down into the court­yard and took thought how to help himself out of his trouble. Now some ducks were sitting together quietly by a brook and taking their rest; and, whilst they were making their feath­ers smooth with their bills, they were having a con­fid­en­tial con­ver­sa­tion together. The servant stood by and listened. They were telling one another of all the places where they had been wad­dling about all the morning, and what good food they had found; and one said in a pitiful tone, “Some­thing lies heavy on my stomach; as I was eating in haste I swal­lowed a ring which lay under the Queen’s window.” The servant at once seized her by the neck, carried her to the kitchen, and said to the cook, “Here is a fine duck; pray kill her.” “Yes,” said the cook, and weighed her in his hand; “she has spared no trouble to fatten herself, and has been waiting to be roasted long enough.” So he cut off her head, and as she was being dressed for the spit, the Queen’s ring was found inside her.

The servant could now easily prove his inno­cence; and the King, to make amends for the wrong, allowed him to ask a favour, and prom­ised him the best place in the court that he could wish for. The servant refused everything, and only asked for a horse and some money for trav­el­ling, as he had a mind to see the world and go about a little.

✎ What does the ring of the queen mean? If we regard the ring as a symbol of unity and con­nec­ted­ness, the story indic­ates that there was a breach some­where in the kingdom. It is correct that the servant comes imme­di­ately under sus­pi­cion. Although he was not involved in the dis­ap­pear­ance of the ring, but in terms of the for­bid­den bowl, he was not reli­able, since he could not tame his curi­os­ity and thus deceived his king. But he draws the con­sequences and renounces a career at court. His path is not quiet service, but adven­ture and curi­os­ity. In doing so, he does not brag about his new­found ability to hear the voices of nature, but uses it only as occa­sion arises. Like­wise, the king acted at the begin­ning of the fairy tale. So we see, there is already some­thing of a king in the servant.

✻ When his request was granted he set out on his way, and one day came to a pond, where he saw three fishes caught in the reeds and gasping for water. Now, though it is said that fishes are dumb, he heard them lament­ing that they must perish so miser­ably, and, as he had a kind heart, he got off his horse and put the three pris­on­ers back into the water. They quivered with delight, put out their heads, and cried to him, “We will remem­ber you and repay you for saving us!”

He rode on, and after a while it seemed to him that he heard a voice in the sand at his feet. He listened, and heard an ant-king com­plain, “Why cannot folks, with their clumsy beasts, keep off our bodies? That stupid horse, with his heavy hoofs, has been tread­ing down my people without mercy!” So he turned on to a side path and the ant-king cried out to him, “We will remem­ber you one good turn deserves another!”

The path led him into a wood, and here he saw two old ravens stand­ing by their nest, and throw­ing out their young ones. “Out with you, you idle, good-for-nothing creatures!” cried they; “We cannot find food for you any longer; you are big enough, and can provide for yourselves.” But the poor young ravens lay upon the ground flap­ping their wings, and crying, “Oh, what help­less chicks we are! We must shift for ourselves, and yet we cannot fly! What can we do, but lie here and starve?” So the good young fellow alighted and killed his horse with his sword, and gave it to them for food. Then they came hopping up to it, sat­is­fied their hunger, and cried, “We will remem­ber you one good turn deserves another!”

✎ The youth shows com­pas­sion, which is not entirely impar­tial. For what would he have done if the horse had asked for mercy and assist­ance? But if we are honest, there is no such thing as impar­tial help. We act in the appro­pri­ate situ­ations as we deem neces­sary. But we are never inde­pend­ent. If we help one, another must suffer. In no situ­ation we can avoid viol­ence or death, just as assist­ance and good­ness are omni­present. Some­times we realize that, but most of the time we focus only on our inten­tions. Already with every breath mil­lions of small creatures die in our bodies, because our immune system is also par­tisan. In the long run we cannot avoid crush­ing the ants or small snails while cross­ing a meadow. So what matters at the end? Prob­ably the inten­tion. It makes a big dif­fer­ence whether we want to help the raven unselfishly or kill the horse for selfish motives. When the servant sac­ri­ficed the duck, it was because he feared pun­ish­ment. Now, on his way of devel­op­ment, the youth is acting out of self­less motives.

✻ And now he had to use his own legs, and when he had walked a long way, he came to a large city. There was a great noise and crowd in the streets, and a man rode up on horse­back, crying aloud, “The King’s daugh­ter wants a husband; but whoever sues for her hand must perform a hard task, and if he does not succeed he will forfeit his life.” Many had already made the attempt, but in vain; nev­er­the­less when the youth saw the King’s daugh­ter he was so over­come by her great beauty that he forgot all danger, went before the King, and declared himself a suitor.

✎ What is often described in the fairy tale as a mar­riage between a beau­ti­ful bride and a brave bride­groom is in the higher sense the con­nec­tion with the true com­pan­ion. And what is the true com­pan­ion? The inner truth, the oneness with the cre­ation, this highest goal in life. It is obvious that the way to this goal is painstak­ing, and we also need help to deal with appar­ently unsolv­able tasks. Whether we receive the neces­sary help depends also on whether we are willing to give and help. And it is also import­ant if we are willing to face the seem­ingly impossible tasks at all. Because that’s what human endeav­our is all about: Life will always give us serious trials. But if we do not give up and try again and again, then help and devel­op­ment are pos­sible.

✻ So he was led out to the sea, and a gold ring was thrown into it, in his sight; then the King ordered him to fetch this ring up from the bottom of the sea, and added, “If you come up again without it you will be thrown in again and again until you perish amid the waves.” All the people grieved for the hand­some youth; then they went away, leaving him alone by the sea.
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He stood on the shore and con­sidered what he should do, when sud­denly he saw three fishes come swim­ming towards him, and they were the very fishes whose lives he had saved. The one in the middle held a mussel in its mouth, which it laid on the shore at the youth’s feet, and when he had taken it up and opened it, there lay the gold ring in the shell. Full of joy he took it to the King, and expec­ted that he would grant him the prom­ised reward.

But when the proud prin­cess per­ceived that he was not her equal in birth, she scorned him, and required him first to perform another task. She went down into the garden and strewed with her own hands ten sacks-full of millet-seed on the grass; then she said, “To-morrow morning before sunrise these must be picked up, and not a single grain be wanting.”

The youth sat down in the garden and con­sidered how it might be pos­sible to perform this task, but he could think of nothing, and there he sat sor­row­fully await­ing the break of day, when he should be led to death. But as soon as the first rays of the sun shone into the garden he saw all the ten sacks stand­ing side by side, quite full, and not a single grain was missing. The ant-king had come in the night with thou­sands and thou­sands of ants, and the grate­ful creatures had by great industry picked up all the millet-seed and gathered them into the sacks.

Presently the King’s daugh­ter herself came down into the garden, and was amazed to see that the young man had done the task she had given him. But she could not yet conquer her proud heart, and said, “Although he has per­formed both the tasks, he shall not be my husband until he has brought me an apple from the Tree of Life.”

The youth did not know where the Tree of Life stood, but he set out, and would have gone on for ever, as long as his legs would carry him, though he had no hope of finding it. After he had wandered through three king­doms, he came one evening to a wood, and lay down under a tree to sleep. But he heard a rust­ling in the branches, and a golden apple fell into his hand. At the same time three ravens flew down to him, perched them­selves upon his knee, and said, “We are the three young ravens whom you saved from starving; when we had grown big, and heard that you were seeking the Golden Apple, we flew over the sea to the end of the world, where the Tree of Life stands, and have brought you the apple.” The youth, full of joy, set out home­wards, and took the Golden Apple to the King’s beau­ti­ful daugh­ter, who had now no more excuses left to make. They cut the Apple of Life in two and ate it together; and then her heart became full of love for him, and they lived in undis­turbed hap­pi­ness to a great age.
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✎ The last two sen­tences were the reason why we chose this fairy tale: They ate the apple of the tree of life together, and her former hard and proud heart was filled with love...

What does the tree of life stand for? As a child I thought it had some­thing to do with eternal life. But no fairy tale is about living forever. You live happily to the end. Age and death are quite natural. So even in fairy tales, the length of life is not import­ant, but how one lives. And now, many years later, I have a faint idea that an ’eternal life’ has nothing to do with living forever. But how can you explain that and put it into words?

Over time, a tree forms many leaves, flowers and fruits, includ­ing roots and bark, and everything dies down again. Then the tree just makes new leaves and roots, and so it goes on until its end of life is reached. The tree of life can be ima­gined in a similar way. It is con­stantly making new leaves and flowers, some die soon, some live longer. Only the tree of life itself is per­man­ent, no matter how often it loses leaves and fruits and renews them again. It is the same with life itself. It con­stantly takes on many dif­fer­ent forms, some are quickly gone, and others exist longer. The forms are always tran­si­ent, but life itself remains and does not go away, however often the forms may change, pass away and re-emerge. We can now cling to this human body and weep with much suf­fer­ing about the form we are wearing at the moment. But we can also see the big picture, the life itself, and accept without com­plain­ing what is obvious: our body is per­ish­able, but life remains. Then we are also united with the whole, we can see how that glor­i­ous and won­der­ful life pulsates in everything that sur­rounds us and rejoice in it without any selfish­ness. And what is self­less joy? Unselfish love that fills the heart of the prin­cess at the moment when she shares the apple of the tree of life with her true com­pan­ion. She has truly diges­ted this food, for it lets the stub­born pride dis­ap­pear, and life itself is left over. And life itself is nothing but pure love.


The Devil with the Three Golden Hairs

[image: ]✻ There was once a poor woman who gave birth to a little son; and as he came into the world with a caul on, it was pre­dicted that in his four­teenth year he would have the King’s daugh­ter for his wife. It happened that soon after­wards the King came into the village, and no one knew that he was the King, and when he asked the people what news there was, they answered, “A child has just been born with a caul on; whatever any one so born under­takes turns out well. It is proph­esied, too, that in his four­teenth year he will have the King’s daugh­ter for his wife.”

The King, who had a bad heart, and was angry about the proph­ecy, went to the parents, and, seeming quite friendly, said, “You poor people, let me have your child, and I will take care of it.” At first they refused, but when the stranger offered them a large amount of gold for it, and they thought, “It is a luck-child, and everything must turn out well for it.” they at last con­sen­ted, and gave him the child.

[image: ]✎ What is a ’caul’? An external body that brings the creature good luck in this world, and that not only purely stat­ist­ic­ally, but pre­destined by fate. So we see again that a child is not a blank sheet when it is born into this world. In India, it is spoken of karma in this regard, inher­ited from the sins and merits of past lives. In the Chris­tian world one speaks above all of ori­ginal sin and less of inher­it­ance. But where there is a minus, there must also be a plus, and it is cer­tainly not in vain if we do much good in life and help others, even if the good fruits do not show up right away. Maybe you will enjoy this hap­pi­ness only in the next life, like our lucky child in this fairy tale. He was even pre­dicted the royal dignity, from which the reign­ing king imme­di­ately felt threatened. This happens in the outer world, but also on the spir­itual level in our inside, where not always the noblest forces lead the rule. And so we want to read how a mer­it­ori­ous person masters the obstacles of this world.

✻ The King put it in a box and rode away with it until he came to a deep piece of water; then he threw the box into it and thought, “I have freed my daugh­ter from her unlooked-for suitor.” The box, however, did not sink, but floated like a boat, and not a drop of water made its way into it. And it floated to within two miles of the King’s chief city, where there was a mill, and it came to a stand-still at the mill-dam. A miller’s boy, who by good luck was stand­ing there, noticed it and pulled it out with a hook, think­ing that he had found a great treas­ure, but when he opened it there lay a pretty boy inside, quite fresh and lively. He took him to the miller and his wife, and as they had no chil­dren they were glad, and said, “God has given him to us.” They took great care of the found­ling, and he grew up in all good­ness.

It happened that once in a storm the King went into the mill, and he asked the mill-folk if the tall youth was their son. “No,” answered they, “he’s a found­ling. Four­teen years ago he floated down to the mill-dam in a box, and the mill-boy pulled him out of the water.” Then the King knew that it was none other than the luck-child which he had thrown into the water, and he said, “My good people, could not the youth take a letter to the Queen; I will give him two gold pieces as a reward?” - “Just as the King com­mands.” answered they, and they told the boy to hold himself in read­i­ness. Then the King wrote a letter to the Queen, wherein he said, “As soon as the boy arrives with this letter, let him be killed and buried, and all must be done before I come home.”

The boy set out with this letter; but he lost his way, and in the evening came to a large forest. In the dark­ness he saw a small light; he went towards it and reached a cottage. When he went in, an old woman was sitting by the fire quite alone. She started when she saw the boy, and said, “Whence do you come, and whither are you going?” - “I come from the mill,” he answered, “and wish to go to the Queen, to whom I am taking a letter; but as I have lost my way in the forest I should like to stay here over night.” - “You poor boy,” said the woman, “you have come into a den of thieves, and when they come home they will kill you.” - “Let them come,” said the boy, “I am not afraid; but I am so tired that I cannot go any farther.” and he stretched himself upon a bench and fell asleep.

Soon after­wards the robbers came, and angrily asked what strange boy was lying there? “Ah,” said the old woman, “it is an inno­cent child who has lost himself in the forest, and out of pity I have let him come in; he has to take a letter to the Queen.” The robbers opened the letter and read it, and in it was written that the boy as soon as he arrived should be put to death. Then the hard-hearted robbers felt pity, and their leader tore up the letter and wrote another, saying, that soon as the boy came, he should be married at once to the King’s daugh­ter. Then they let him lie quietly on the bench until the next morning, and when he awoke they gave him the letter, and showed him the right way.

And the Queen, when she had received the letter and read it, did as was written in it, and had a splen­did wedding-feast pre­pared, and the King’s daugh­ter was married to the luck-child; and as the youth was hand­some and agree­able she lived with him in joy and con­tent­ment.

✎ Well, that’s how a lucky child lives. Cir­cum­stances are pro­gress­ing to good, and even the aber­ra­tions add to his hap­pi­ness. His life is pre­served, the mill of the world lov­ingly wel­comes him, and vir­tu­ous people care for him. Even the wild robbers have pity on the boy, and though they bring so much evil to the world, they do much good in this case. Such a mer­it­ori­ous man radi­ates far into his sur­round­ings. If only one in a hundred people had such mer­it­ori­ous cha­risma, then our whole world would be much friend­lier. Such people are like bright lights that drive the dark­ness away. So we see that it pays to accu­mu­late vir­tu­ous merits in life that bless every­one.

✻ After some time the King returned to his palace and saw that the proph­ecy was ful­filled, and the luck-child married to his daugh­ter. “How has that come to pass?” said he; “I gave quite another order in my letter.”

So the Queen gave him the letter, and said that he might see for himself what was written in it. The King read the letter and saw quite well that it had been exchanged for the other. He asked the youth what had become of the letter entrus­ted to him, and why he had brought another instead of it. “I know nothing about it,” answered he; “it must have been changed in the night, when I slept in the forest.” The King said in a passion, “You shall not have everything quite so much your own way; who­so­ever marries my daugh­ter must fetch me from hell three golden hairs from the head of the devil; bring me what I want, and you shall keep my daugh­ter.” In this way the King hoped to be rid of him for ever. But the luck-child answered, “I will fetch the golden hairs, I am not afraid of the Devil.” thereupon he took leave of them and began his journey.

✎ Just as the parents already had great con­fid­ence in his good destiny, our lucky child also has a healthy self-con­fid­ence. What should he be afraid of? But the evil king does not give up. Who is this false king? At a deeper level, every­one will find him within them­selves. It is a being that seeks only his own bene­fits, and has even managed to seize the rule of the world. He intrigues and lies to pre­serve his per­sonal rule. And everything that threatens him is ruth­lessly attacked. This, of course, reminds us of our beloved ego, who has risen to the king in our body-castle. And the wrath­ful king does everything to keep the reason away from the soul, and makes him meet the greatest chal­lenges, which might break him. This method is often quite suc­cess­ful in ordin­ary life. But we already suspect that such a rule cannot last long.

The reason is forced to go to hell and fetch three golden hairs from the devil’s head. What does that mean? Why does the devil have golden hair on his head? This is a won­der­ful symbol! Gold stands for the true and the imper­ish­able, even for the divine. And that can be found at the devil? Well, due to this mental polar­ity of god and devil, one should not imagine that both are far apart and you have to walk long to get from one to the other. These two poles are like a battery, where plus and minus meet inside and, so to speak, stand back to back, like the famous Janus face. Plus and minus poles only appear to the outside, god and devil. And the farther you go out, the bigger is the sep­ar­a­tion and accord­ingly the tension. That’s why our lucky child is prob­ably going to the inside. And this mys­tical way into the own essence is described in the fol­low­ing with many symbols.

✻ The road led him to a large town, where the watch­man by the gates asked him what his trade was, and what he knew. “I know everything.” answered the luck-child. “Then you can do us a favour,” said the watch­man, “if you will tell us why our market-foun­tain, which once flowed with wine has become dry, and no longer gives even water?” - “That you shall know,” answered he; “only wait until I come back.”

Then he went farther and came to another town, and there also the gate­keeper asked him what was his trade, and what he knew. “I know everything.” answered he. “Then you can do us a favour, and tell us why a tree in our town which once bore golden apples now does not even put forth leaves?” - “You shall know that,” answered he; “only wait until I come back.”

Then he went on and came to a wide river over which he must go. The fer­ry­man asked him what his trade was, and what he knew. “I know everything.” answered he. “Then you can do me a favour,” said the fer­ry­man, “and tell me why I must always be rowing back­wards and for­wards, and am never set free?” - “You shall know that,” answered he; “only wait until I come back.”
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✎ The path into the inside or the here­after leads through two gates and over a water. The guards ask him about the state of his know­ledge. Without higher or deeper know­ledge you prob­ably will not get there. Our lucky child always answers: “I know everything! And I’ll answer your ques­tions when I return from this trip to the inside.” That’s a won­der­ful saying! Because the truth is hidden in each of us. There the great wisdom or omni­science waits to be dis­covered. Every­one can find it inside. There is the biggest treas­ure hidden. But still, this pure well does not bubble with divine nectar, and the tree of life bears no eternal fruit. And so, in endless cycles, through birth and death, we wander between the here­after and the here, and travel across the river of death without ever being redeemed. This river of the death with the fer­ry­man is a very ancient and wide­spread symbol. It is already found among the ancient Egyp­tians as well as among the ancient Greeks and Germans or in the Epic of Gil­gamesh.

✻ When he had crossed the water he found the entrance to Hell. It was black and sooty within, and the Devil was not at home, but his grand­mother was sitting in a large arm-chair. “What do you want?” said she to him, but she did not look so very wicked. “I should like to have three golden hairs from the devil’s head,” answered he, “else I cannot keep my wife.” - “That is a good deal to ask for,” said she; “if the devil comes home and finds you, it will cost you your life; but as I pity you, I will see if I cannot help you.” She changed him into an ant and said, “Creep into the folds of my dress, you will be safe there.” - “Yes,” answered he, “so far, so good; but there are three things besides that I want to know: why a foun­tain which once flowed with wine has become dry, and no longer gives even water; why a tree which once bore golden apples does not even put forth leaves; and why a ferry-man must always be going back­wards and for­wards, and is never set free?” “Those are dif­fi­cult ques­tions,” answered she, “but only be silent and quiet and pay atten­tion to what the devil says when I pull out the three golden hairs.”

✎ In the realm of the dead he finds the entrance to the dark hell. There he first meets the grand­mother of the devil. The ’great mother’ reminds us of mother nature, which nat­ur­ally also exists there and sits in the arm-chair (in German: Sor­gen­stuhl - ’caring chair’). That means, she cares for the well­being of the beings who live in her kingdom. Of course, our lucky child is well received also here in hell and finds help. For that he is turned into an ant. For truly, whoever wants to attain the Great Spirit must phys­ic­ally become very small. And how does it work? It is quite simple because we are here in a spir­itual realm where the mind can take on any form.

[image: ]✻ As the evening came on the devil returned home. No sooner had he entered than he noticed that the air was not pure. “I smell man’s flesh,” said he; “all is not right here.” Then he pried into every corner, and searched, but could not find any­thing. His grand­mother scolded him. “It has just been swept,” said she, “and everything put in order, and now you are upset­ting it again; you have always got man’s flesh in your nose. Sit down and eat your supper.”

When he had eaten and drunk he was tired, and laid his head in his grand­mother’s lap, and before long he was fast asleep, snoring and breath­ing heavily. Then the old woman took hold of a golden hair, pulled it out, and laid it down near her. “Oh!” cried the devil, “What are you doing?” - “I have had a bad dream,” answered the grand­mother, “so I seized hold of your hair.” - “What did you dream then?” said the devil. “I dreamed that a foun­tain in a market-place from which wine once flowed was dried up, and not even water would flow out of it; what is the cause of it?” - “Oh, ho! If they did but know it,” answered the devil; “there is a toad sitting under a stone in the well; if they killed it, the wine would flow again.”

He went to sleep again and snored until the windows shook. Then she pulled the second hair out. “Ha! What are you doing?” cried the devil angrily. “Do not take it ill,” said she, “I did it in a dream.” “What have you dreamt this time?” asked he. “I dreamt that in a certain kingdom there stood an apple-tree which had once borne golden apples, but now would not even bear leaves. What, think you, was the reason?” - “Oh! If they did but know.” answered the devil. “A mouse is gnawing at the root; if they killed this they would have golden apples again, but if it gnaws much longer the tree will wither alto­gether. But leave me alone with your dreams: if you disturb me in my sleep again you will get a box on the ear.”

The grand­mother spoke gently to him until he fell asleep again and snored. Then she took hold of the third golden hair and pulled it out. The devil jumped up, roared out, and would have treated her ill, but she quieted him once more and said, “Who can help bad dreams?” - “What was the dream, then?” asked he, and was quite curious. “I dreamt of a ferry-man who com­plained that he must always ferry from one side to the other, and was never released. What is the cause of it?” “Ah! The fool,” answered the devil; “when any one comes and wants to go across he must put the oar in his hand, and the other man will have to ferry and he will be free.”

✎ When it gets dark in the mind, the devil comes home. And he smells people already at a great dis­tance. That stands to reason, because he was created by human thought itself. And as they fight each other, they also magic­ally attract each other. After all, the devil is nothing but a per­son­al­iz­a­tion of our own sins, which take us to the judg­ment of truth or of God. The fact that our lucky child is not imme­di­ately recog­nized and con­demned here already indic­ates a certain spir­itual purity. The accus­a­tion that the devil throws everything together here is cer­tainly no coin­cid­ence, because this term comes from the ancient Greek ’Diabo­los’, which means some­thing like ’jumbler’ or ’con­fuser’. Well, when the devil sleeps, you should use the time to defeat him, by this great recog­ni­tion that he oth­er­wise con­ceals. This, of course, is sug­ges­ted in a won­der­ful sym­bol­ism, that may be dif­fi­cult to under­stand.

The first ques­tion asso­ci­ated with the first golden hair refers to the well, which no longer gives wine. This foun­tain reminds us of the bib­lical story when Jesus said to the Samar­itan, “Whoever drinks of this (worldly) water will be thirst­ing again. But whoever drinks of the water I give him will never thirst. But the water that I will give him will become in him a well of water that swells into eternal life. “And the wine reminds us of the divine nectar, as Jesus changed the worldly water in heav­enly wine at the great wedding feast of the soul, that even sym­bol­izes his own blood at the sac­ra­ment. Of course, there is also the worldly wine that intox­ic­ates us, but this is obvi­ously not meant here. And what is the answer? A toad sits in the depth and blocks the spring. The toad is an ancient symbol of an earthly being that comes out of the dark­ness, and is often asso­ci­ated with sin, deadly poison and greed. One should prob­ably search in this dir­ec­tion, in the depth, to find out what blocks the foun­tain of truth in us.

The second golden hair is con­nec­ted to the ques­tion why the tree of life brings no more eternal fruit and threatens to wither. This tree can be found not only at the begin­ning of the Bible, but in almost all ancient cul­tures. By the ancient Ger­manic people, for example, it was called Ygg­drasil, who sym­bol­izes the entire cosmos as a world tree. And as in our fairy tale a mouse gnaws at the root and threatens the tree, so it is there the dragon Nid­höggr, and in the Indian Mahabharata white and black rats are described [MHB 11.6]. All these are surely symbols of the ravages of time that gnaw at every creature. Of course, this all-encom­passing imper­man­ence is a great chal­lenge that must be mastered on the way to truth in order to free oneself from the fetters of illu­sion. As long as you have not defeated this enemy, everything is threatened and there can be no eternal fruits. Even if it’s just a little grey mouse, that lives in the dark and is hard to find.

The third ques­tion for the third golden hair con­cerns the mys­tical fer­ry­man, who is con­stantly rowing from bank to bank on the river of death, bring­ing the soul to the here­after and back into this world in endless circles. Who is this fer­ry­man who has mean­while become tired of the eternal back and forth and asks for sal­va­tion? We should be aware that on the journey into our inner self, of course, we only ever meet ourselves. The self takes on all forms and works in every being. Inside are no ’others’ anymore. So this fer­ry­man is a won­der­ful symbol that points far into the depths. Who is it that moves this body and lets this soul wander through the worlds? And what is the deliv­er­ance from all wan­der­ings? The ques­tion may seem absurd to us at first. Because our modern ideals wish to travel through the world for as long as pos­sible and as far as pos­sible, to always see new things and never come to rest.

This is prob­ably due to our modern world­view that life ends with death. There­fore we are hardly aware of this eternal cycle. So why should we look for sal­va­tion when everything comes to an end with death? That is prob­ably also the reason why we nowadays take so little respons­ib­il­ity for the future gen­er­a­tions on this earth and, above all, only think about ourselves. But prac­tic­ally, life goes on and on. For mil­lions of years, people have been born who learn from their parents and go the same way over and over again. Even if they think they are doing everything dif­fer­ently and better, very few are really as free as our lucky child in this fairy tale. And those who really become aware of this endless hamster wheel may at some point ask for sal­va­tion in order to free them­selves from this cycle of birth and death.

And what is the answer to this ques­tion in the fairy tale: “Give up the oar and do not stick to it! Then you are free... “Extremely amazing! Sim­il­arly, the Mahabharata speaks: “The wise, however, mounts a boat with sails and crosses the water without effort. When he arrives on the other shore, he leaves the boat behind, because he is free from the thought of ’mine.’ [MHB 14.50]” Granted, that is a very con­fus­ing message for us, because in this ’mine’ we seek great hap­pi­ness these days in life.

✻ As the grand­mother had plucked out the three golden hairs, and the three ques­tions were answered, she let the old serpent alone, and he slept until day­break.

✎ So it’s the great mother, the nature, that helps us to true know­ledge. And then you should leave this mys­tical serpent alone, who is perhaps just a fire breath­ing angel, until the time comes again, that he must fulfil his task in this uni­verse.

✻ When the devil had gone out again the old woman took the ant out of the folds of her dress, and gave the luck-child his human shape again. “There are the three golden hairs for you.” said she. “What the Devil said to your three ques­tions, I suppose you heard?” - “Yes,” answered he, “I heard, and will take care to remem­ber.” - “You have what you want,” said she, “and now you can go your way.” He thanked the old woman for helping him in his need, and left hell well content that everything had turned out so for­tu­nately.

When he came to the ferry-man he was expec­ted to give the prom­ised answer. “Ferry me across first,” said the luck-child, “and then I will tell you how you can be set free.” and when he reached the oppos­ite shore he gave him the devil’s advice: “Next time any one comes, who wants to be ferried over, just put the oar in his hand.” He went on and came to the town wherein stood the unfruit­ful tree, and there too the watch­man wanted an answer. So he told him what he had heard from the devil: “Kill the mouse which is gnawing at its root, and it will again bear golden apples.” Then the watch­man thanked him, and gave him as a reward two asses laden with gold, which fol­lowed him. At last he came to the town whose well was dry. He told the watch­man what the devil had said: “A toad is in the well beneath a stone; you must find it and kill it, and the well will again give wine in plenty.” The watch­man thanked him, and also gave him two asses laden with gold.

✎ As our lucky child now returns to this world, he solves all the riddles and wins the eternal reward, which is sym­bol­ized here again with lots of gold. Won­der­ful in this fairy tale is that the evil-minded king sent our lucky child on this mys­tical journey, which was so gainful for him. Yes, every­one has his task in the world.

✻ At last the luck-child got home to his wife, who was heart­ily glad to see him again, and to hear how well he had prospered in everything. To the King he took what he had asked for, the devil’s three golden hairs, and when the King saw the four asses laden with gold he was quite content, and said, “Now all the con­di­tions are ful­filled, and you can keep my daugh­ter. But tell me, dear son-in-law, where did all that gold come from? This is tre­mend­ous wealth!” - “I was rowed across a river,” answered he, “and got it there; it lies on the shore instead of sand.” - “Can I too fetch some of it?” said the King; and he was quite eager about it. “As much as you like.” answered he. “There is a ferry-man on the river; let him ferry you over, and you can fill your sacks on the other side.” The greedy King set out in all haste, and when he came to the river he beckoned to the ferry-man to put him across. The ferry-man came and bade him get in, and when they got to the other shore he put the oar in his hand and sprang out. But from this time forth the King had to ferry, as a pun­ish­ment for his sins.

✎ Now husband and wife - in this fairy tale one could also speak of reason and soul - are reunited happily, and the lucky child has become a true king. And the false king? His passion makes him reach for the mater­ial gold. But it is pre­cisely this selfish desire that binds him to the cycle of the world, and so he now has to painstak­ingly row back and forth. That’s prob­ably the big problem of our ego: it just cannot let go...

✻ Perhaps he is fer­ry­ing still? If he is, it is because no one has taken the oar from him.
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The Girl Without Hands

✻ A certain miller had little by little fallen into poverty, and had nothing left but his mill and a large apple-tree behind it. Once when he had gone into the forest to fetch wood, an old man stepped up to him whom he had never seen before, and said, “Why dost thou plague thyself with cutting wood, I will make thee rich, if thou wilt promise me what is stand­ing behind thy mill?” - “What can that be but my apple-tree?” thought the miller, and said, “Yes.” and gave a written promise to the stranger. He, however, laughed mock­ingly and said, “When three years have passed, I will come and carry away what belongs to me.” and then he went. When the miller got home, his wife came to meet him and said, “Tell me, miller, from whence comes this sudden wealth into our house? All at once every box and chest was filled; no one brought it in, and I know not how it happened.” He answered, “It comes from a stranger who met me in the forest, and prom­ised me great treas­ure. I, in return, have prom­ised him what stands behind the mill; we can very well give him the big apple-tree for it.” - “Ah, husband,” said the ter­ri­fied wife, “that must have been the devil! He did not mean the apple-tree, but our daugh­ter, who was stand­ing behind the mill sweep­ing the yard.”

✎ The fairy tale sym­bol­ic­ally begins with a mill. This whole world can be regarded as a mill, which slowly but surely grinds up the gross into some­thing fine, because every­where the oppos­ites rub against each other like mill­stones. Our science also says that the Uni­verse con­tin­ues to expand and even­tu­ally all gross matter becomes light and energy again. We find some­thing similar in the Mahabharata: “And like an oil mill crushes the sesame seeds, the world is oppressed and crushed by death in this wheel for good oiling.” [MHB 12.211]

And what is the poverty of the miller? He only has his life and the mill in which he has to work hard. What was then referred to as worldly poverty can scarcely be ima­gined today in rich Europe. But this poverty has only changed. For just as the devil used the miller’s poverty to gain power over him through wealth, today it is cer­tainly not dif­fer­ent. Just think of the funding devil who is now gov­ern­ing our economy. Worldly wealth creates binding. And for that, we often make huge sac­ri­fices: our fam­il­ies break and the chil­dren suffer, we bear mental ill-health and burnout, but the worst sac­ri­fice is our truth­ful­ness. If we still lie for wealth, then the devil has undoubtedly a hold on us. And here, too, we should not con­sider the devil so much as an external being living out there some­where, but as a part of us, that dom­in­ates us from inside. To seek the devil outside is very dan­ger­ous. Because in the next step you start a war against any persons or even entire nations, who are demon­ized for polit­ical or all sorts of other pur­poses. Unfor­tu­nately, we know this too well from our history. Let us think only of the great reli­gious wars or the delu­sion of the Inquis­i­tion. That was cer­tainly not the way to defeat the devil. On the con­trary, he prob­ably laughed scorn­fully, as in our fairy tale.

But what does it mean to commit oneself to the devil? The ’Devil Pact’ is a very old and famous symbol of a strange barter when man loses his soul for any riches, abil­it­ies or other worldly things. In the Chris­tian envir­on­ment, the devil pact became in time the epitome of the ideo­lo­gical betrayal of the eccle­sial com­munity and polit­ic­ally heavily abused. But the problem is actu­ally much deeper. What makes this bar­ter­ing so rep­re­hens­ible that in the end you even claim that the devil would cheat you? It can only be talked of cheat when you get some­thing of lower value for some­thing more valu­able by decep­tion. So the ques­tion is, what is the real value of the soul of a living being com­pared to worldly wealth? And that’s really a big ques­tion in this fairy tale. It starts with the apple tree, which the miller would like to give without hes­it­a­tion to the devil. We already know this symbol as a tree of life from other fairy tales. And just this apple tree becomes his own daugh­ter. That is cer­tainly no acci­dence. Because truly, our chil­dren are the tree of life, which con­tin­ues to grow over the gen­er­a­tions. And espe­cially in the chil­dren you can still see the pure soul. What power such a pure soul has and how weak a sold soul is, we read below:

✻ The miller’s daugh­ter was a beau­ti­ful, pious girl, and lived through the three years in the fear of God and without sin. When there­fore the time was over, and the day came when the Evil-one was to fetch her, she washed herself clean, and made a circle round herself with chalk. The devil appeared quite early, but he could not come near to her. Angrily, he said to the miller, “Take all water away from her, that she may no longer be able to wash herself, for oth­er­wise I have no power over her.” The miller was afraid, and did so. The next morning the devil came again, but she had wept on her hands, and they were quite clean. Again he could not get near her, and furi­ously said to the miller, “Cut her hands off, or else I cannot get the better of her.” The miller was shocked and answered, “How could I cut off my own child’s hands?” Then the Evil-one threatened him and said, “If thou dost not do it thou art mine, and I will take thee thyself.” The father became alarmed, and prom­ised to obey him. So he went to the girl and said, “My child, if I do not cut off both thine hands, the devil will carry me away, and in my terror I have prom­ised to do it. Help me in my need, and forgive me the harm I do thee.” She replied, “Dear father, do with me what you will, I am your child.” Thereupon she laid down both her hands, and let them be cut off. The devil came for the third time, but she had wept so long and so much on the stumps, that after all they were quite clean. Then he had to give in, and had lost all right over her.

✎ Yes, this ideal of purity sounds ridicu­lous today and is even ban­ished into the drawer of super­sti­tion. Nev­er­the­less, we now want to try to think a little deeper about this purity and its value. The girl knew that the devil wanted to fetch her and lived without sin for three years. We all have this chance to use our given time. But what does it mean to live without sin? This is a very dif­fi­cult ques­tion, and gen­er­ally it is said that one lives in such a way that one accu­mu­lates nothing in thoughts, words and deeds, which later devel­ops into some­thing painful. This at least cor­res­ponds to the prin­ciple that sin leads to suf­fer­ing and merit to hap­pi­ness. There­fore, the girl won a certain purity and finally meets three major tests, which are described here sym­bol­ic­ally. The first test reminds one of the outer purity of the body, the second of the purity of action and the third of the inner purity of devo­tion.

Outer purity is a matter of order, honour and mind­ful­ness in life. It works within certain limits like a pro­tect­ing spell against vice and sin. The purity of action is a matter of motiv­a­tion. Why do we act - for selfish or self­less reasons? And the purity of devo­tion is the greatest thing a human being can achieve in life, for it over­comes egoism.

And what are the tears of the girl? Tears are also an expres­sion of cleans­ing. They don’t only cleanse the eye by their anti­bac­terial effect, but also the soul through internal pro­cesses. So she passes all three exams, but in a way that we would not really con­sider as great hap­pi­ness in life. This brings us to a sens­it­ive point when it comes to what we per­son­ally under­stand by hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing in life. What seems rel­at­ively clear at first sight becomes more and more sub­ject­ive on closer inspec­tion, and in the end each person has a dif­fer­ent idea of per­sonal hap­pi­ness. This is also what the miller exper­i­ences:

[image: ]✻ The miller said to her, “I have by means of thee received such great wealth that I will keep thee most del­ic­ately as long as thou livest.” But she replied, “Here I cannot stay, I will go forth, com­pas­sion­ate people will give me as much as I require.” Thereupon she caused her maimed arms to be bound to her back, and by sunrise she set out on her way, and walked the whole day until night fell.

✎ This is typical: the miller has sold his daugh­ter, who could also be con­sidered as his own soul, for worldly wealth but still wants to keep her and thinks that he can now pamper her and make her happy with the acquired riches. Even if we do not want to believe it, it does neither work in ordin­ary life nor in our fairy tale. The miller had lost his daugh­ter long ago, and in that sense his own soul. There­fore she leaves him full of pure devo­tion and con­fid­ence in her fate.

The chopped hands are of course a par­tic­u­larly mem­or­able symbol. To strengthen it, she lets her arms tie on her back. Our hands are prac­tic­ally linked to action in this world. The cutting off of both hands was not in vain used as a pun­ish­ment for gross theft. For many people, it is a ter­rible idea that they can no longer act. Because action is a major part of our per­son­al­ity. Espe­cially for the ego, it is very import­ant that “I” can do this or that. This results in our entire life story, with which we identify ourselves. In this way, action con­nects us with the world. But what is so import­ant to our ego becomes a big problem when it comes to the sal­va­tion from these bonds to the world. There­fore one would need the freedom from action, which is expressed excel­lently in this sym­bol­ism of the vol­un­tar­ily severed hands of a pure soul. She is no longer acting in this world, at least not per­son­ally, but still wears a sen­tient body that exper­i­ences hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing. This is hard to imagine, but is clearly described below:

✻ Then she came to a royal garden, and by the shim­mer­ing of the moon she saw that trees covered with beau­ti­ful fruits grew in it, but she could not enter, for there was much water round about it. And as she had walked the whole day and not eaten one mouth­ful, and hunger tor­men­ted her, she thought, “Ah, if I were but inside, that I might eat of the fruit, else must I die of hunger!” Then she knelt down, called on God the Lord, and prayed. And sud­denly an angel came towards her, who made a dam in the water, so that the moat became dry and she could walk through it. And now she went into the garden and the angel went with her. She saw a tree covered with beau­ti­ful pears, but they were all counted. Then she went to them, and to still her hunger, ate one with her mouth from the tree, but no more. The gardener was watch­ing; but as the angel was stand­ing by, he was afraid and thought the maiden was a spirit, and was silent, neither did he dare to cry out, or to speak to the spirit. When she had eaten the pear, she was sat­is­fied, and went and con­cealed herself among the bushes.
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✎ The used sym­bol­ism is prob­ably very similar to the bib­lical story. The pure soul prays to God, and an angel appears who fulfils her wish without her having to act per­son­ally. And just as in the Old Test­a­ment, Moses divided the deep sea to reach the Prom­ised Land, so the girl reaches a Para­dise Garden after passing a moat. It is prob­ably the parody of the story that she also eats a fruit from the tree, which of course reminds us of the apple of Adam and Eve. But what is the dif­fer­ence? It is said that in the Middle Ages the pear tree was wor­shiped as a symbol of the Mother of God because of its pure white flowers, and the pear was con­sidered a symbol of female fer­til­ity. Moreover, she cannot grasp the fruit with her own hands and shows no further attach­ment, but then she makes herself small and hides. She cer­tainly does not eat the pear out of desire, but only to pre­serve her body. And so we also get an answer to the ques­tion of why such a pure soul without worldly attach­ment still tries to pre­serve her body. She still has a role to play in this world, and that is prob­ably what the pear symbol stands for.

✻ The King to whom the garden belonged, came down to it next morning, and counted, and saw that one of the pears was missing, and asked the gardener what had become of it, as it was not lying beneath the tree, but was gone. Then answered the gardener, “Last night, a spirit came in, who had no hands, and ate off one of the pears with its mouth.” The King said, “How did the spirit get over the water, and where did it go after it had eaten the pear?” The gardener answered, “Some one came in a snow- white garment from heaven who made a dam, and kept back the water, that the spirit might walk through the moat. And as it must have been an angel, I was afraid, and asked no ques­tions, and did not cry out. When the spirit had eaten the pear, it went back again.” The King said, “If it be as thou sayest, I will watch with thee to-night.”

✎ Who believes in angels today? Well, hope­fully a few chil­dren. But basic­ally that’s not so unbe­liev­able. Such spir­itual beings exist in all ancient cul­tures as per­son­i­fic­a­tions of all kinds of powers that one can exper­i­ence in spirit and in nature on dif­fer­ent levels. And just as the gods and demons in India all des­cen­ded from the same father, so did the angels descend from the Great Father, each one plays a def­in­ite role, and one even became the devil. This is actu­ally com­pletely normal, because all the forces that work in nature have to work in oppos­ites, oth­er­wise this world would have lost its balance long ago and col­lapsed. But how can one see these spir­itual beings? Well, as far as they have an effect in nature, we can all per­ceive them. It is only a ques­tion of how careful and sens­it­ive we are in this dir­ec­tion. That a pure soul can see the angel is obvious. But that also the gardener and the king can see the angel points to no ordin­ary king.

✻ When it grew dark the King came into the garden and brought a priest with him, who was to speak to the spirit. All three seated them­selves beneath the tree and watched. At mid­night the maiden came creep­ing out of the thicket, went to the tree, and again ate one pear off it with her mouth, and beside her stood the angel in white gar­ments. Then the priest went out to them and said, “Comest thou from heaven or from earth? Art thou a spirit, or a human being?” She replied, “I am no spirit, but an unhappy mortal deser­ted by all but God.” The King said, “If thou art for­saken by all the world, yet will I not forsake thee.” He took her with him into his royal palace, and as she was so beau­ti­ful and good, he loved her with all his heart, had silver hands made for her, and took her to wife.

✎ As we watch how the con­nec­tion between the king and the girl devel­ops, we remem­ber the male role of the mind. That the pears are counted is prob­ably not stingi­ness, but a symbol of intel­li­gence, which provides for the order in nature. He even gives the soul arti­fi­cial hands, since the mind can create all sort of tools or even an arti­fi­cial world. This fits in with the saying: “If you are aban­doned by all the world, I will not leave you.” For, even if everything mater­ial and phys­ical leaves us, the spirit remains.

On the other hand, the girl says, “I am not a ghost, but a poor girl, aban­doned by all except God.” This recalls the famous beatitude of Jesus, which says, “Blessed are you poor, for the kingdom of God is yours...” What kind of poverty is meant here? There is no selfish pos­ses­sion in true bliss, not even in thought. Every “Mine” and “Yours” has become one, and that is the kingdom of God. Sounds good, but:

✻ After a year the King had to take the field, so he com­men­ded his young Queen to the care of his mother and said, “If she is brought to bed take care of her, nurse her well, and tell me of it at once in a letter.” Then she gave birth to a fine boy. So the old mother made haste to write and announce the joyful news to him. But the mes­sen­ger rested by a brook on the way, and as he was fatigued by the great dis­tance, he fell asleep. Then came the Devil, who was always seeking to injure the good Queen, and exchanged the letter for another, in which was written that the Queen had brought a monster into the world. When the King read the letter he was shocked and much troubled, but he wrote in answer that they were to take great care of the Queen and nurse her well until his arrival. The mes­sen­ger went back with the letter, but rested at the same place and again fell asleep. Then came the Devil once more, and put a dif­fer­ent letter in his pocket, in which it was written that they were to put the Queen and her child to death. The old mother was ter­ribly shocked when she received the letter, and could not believe it. She wrote back again to the King, but received no other answer, because each time the Devil sub­sti­tuted a false letter, and in the last letter it was also written that she was to pre­serve the Queen’s tongue and eyes as a token that she had obeyed.

✎ Well, since the devil did not get control over the pure soul, he has a try on the next gen­er­a­tion and starts to intrigue again. The king himself gives the oppor­tun­ity because he has to act and fight in the world outside. The falsi­fic­a­tion of mes­sages is a very common symbol for the devil. It is not for nothing that people mis­un­der­stand each other so often that even a well-meant message turns into the oppos­ite and becomes the cause of strife and sep­ar­a­tion. Even though both parties have great con­fid­ence in each other, the devil manages to sep­ar­ate man and woman, so to speak reason and soul.

✻ But the old mother wept to think such inno­cent blood was to be shed, and had a hind brought by night and cut out her tongue and eyes, and kept them. Then said she to the Queen, “I cannot have thee killed as the King com­mands, but here thou mayst stay no longer. Go forth into the wide world with thy child, and never come here again.” The poor woman tied her child on her back, and went away with eyes full of tears. She came into a great wild forest, and then she fell on her knees and prayed to God, and the angel of the Lord appeared to her and led her to a little house on which was a sign with the words, “Here all dwell free.” A snow-white maiden came out of the little house and said, “Welcome, Lady Queen,” and con­duc­ted her inside. Then they unbound the little boy from her back, and held him to her breast that he might feed, and then laid him in a beau­ti­fully-made little bed. Then said the poor woman, “From whence knowest thou that I was a queen?” The white maiden answered, “I am an angel sent by God, to watch over thee and thy child.” The Queen stayed seven years in the little house, and was well cared for, and by God’s grace, because of her piety, her hands which had been cut off, grew once more.
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✎ When the soul is sep­ar­ated from reason, it goes back into the great wil­der­ness of nature. But our pure soul does not despair of it, and will­ingly aban­dons the wealth she has enjoyed with the king. She obeys her destiny and weeps the cleans­ing tears that we already know from the begin­ning of the story. Because of her purity, she finds the “house of grace” in the depths of nature, where every­one can live freely. For nature nour­ishes every being, and as far as one is free from debts, so far one does not have to pay for it. Thus, the pure soul is received by a pure angel who cares for mother and child quite dif­fer­ently than the devil with his wealth. And here in nature even her natural hands grow again. Because Mother Nature gives us not only the phys­ical food, but also the phys­ical ability to act. And when the divine grace is added, then action reaches a much higher and self­less level. Even this great trust in nature and mind is cer­tainly a price­less value of a pure soul.

✻ At last the King came home again from the war, and his first wish was to see his wife and the child. Then his aged mother began to weep and said, “Thou wicked man, why didst thou write to me that I was to take those two inno­cent lives?” and she showed him the two letters which the Evil-one had forged, and then con­tin­ued, “I did as thou badest me.” and she showed the tokens, the tongue and eyes. Then the King began to weep for his poor wife and his little son so much more bit­terly than she was doing, that the aged mother had com­pas­sion on him and said, “Be at peace, she still lives; I secretly caused a hind to be killed, and took these tokens from it; but I bound the child to thy wife’s back and bade her go forth into the wide world, and made her promise never to come back here again, because thou wert so angry with her.” Then spake the King, “I will go as far as the sky is blue, and will neither eat nor drink until I have found again my dear wife and my child, if in the mean­time they have not been killed, or died of hunger.”

Thereupon the King trav­elled about for seven long years, and sought her in every cleft of the rocks and in every cave, but he found her not, and thought she had died of want. During the whole of this time he neither ate nor drank, but God sup­por­ted him.

✎ The king keeps his promise that he will never leave his female half, and goes on a great search. What does it mean if he did not eat and drink for seven years? That sounds like a fairy tale, but makes sense if you look at the king as a symbol of the spirit. Then it is a time of severe asceti­cism, when the spirit renounces all external food and lives only from God. Through this cleans­ing for seven years, he also reaches the pure place where the pure soul lives.

There are already many the­or­ies about the number seven. Prac­tic­ally, it is very popular in spir­itual matters. The Bible begins with the story of God cre­at­ing the world in seven days, remin­is­cent of the cycle of our seven-day week. Sim­il­arly, a child comes to school at the age of 7, youth con­sec­ra­tion is at 14 and at 21 adult­hood begins. So here, too, a devel­op­ment cycle could be meant that had an import­ant meaning for the king. Because:

✻ At length he came into a great forest, and found therein the little house whose sign was, “Here all dwell free.” Then forth came the white maiden, took him by the hand, led him in, and said, “Welcome, Lord King,” and asked him from whence he came. He answered, “Soon shall I have trav­elled about for the space of seven years, and I seek my wife and her child, but cannot find them.” The angel offered him meat and drink, but he did not take any­thing, and only wished to rest a little. Then he lay down to sleep, and put a handker­chief over his face.

✎ When it comes to spir­itual devel­op­ment, it’s all about finding know­ledge. The cloth on the face could sym­bol­ize the veil that hinders our true vision, and sleep lets us sink into illu­sion and uncon­scious­ness.

✻ Thereupon the angel went into the chamber where the Queen sat with her son, whom she usually called “Sor­row­ful,” and said to her, “Go out with thy child, thy husband hath come.” So she went to the place where he lay, and the handker­chief fell from his face. Then said she, “Sor­row­ful, pick up thy father’s handker­chief, and cover his face again.” The child picked it up, and put it over his face again. The King in his sleep heard what passed, and had pleas­ure in letting the handker­chief fall once more. But the child grew impa­tient, and said, “Dear mother, how can I cover my father’s face when I have no father in this world? I have learnt to say the prayer, ’Our Father, which art in Heaven,’ thou hast told me that my father was in Heaven, and was the good God, and how can I know a wild man like this? He is not my father.” When the King heard that, he got up, and asked who they were. Then said she, “I am thy wife, and that is thy son, Sor­row­ful.” And he saw her living hands, and said, “My wife had silver hands.” She answered, “The good God has caused my natural hands to grow again.” and the angel went into the inner room, and brought the silver hands, and showed them to him. Hereupon he knew for a cer­tainty that it was his dear wife and his dear child, and he kissed them, and was glad, and said, “A heavy stone has fallen from off mine heart.” Then the angel of God gave them one meal with her, and after that they went home to the King’s aged mother. There were great rejoicings every­where, and the King and Queen were married again, and lived con­ten­tedly to their happy end.
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✎ Much has happened during the seven years, so it is no wonder that the king did not recog­nize his wife at first, espe­cially because the arti­fi­cial hands had sud­denly become natural again. And when asked who she is, the soul answers this time: “I am your wife, and that is your son Sor­row­ful.” The mind attains know­ledge, the soul knows who she is, and in the end are spirit, soul, and Mother Nature happily united. That may be the mys­tical wedding that so many ancient scrip­tures speak of, as well as the famous Song of Solomon in the Bible.

What may still confuse us on this happy ending is the name “Sor­row­ful” that her son wears. One might first think of Jesus or his mother Mary, who are often wor­shiped as “rich in pain” (German: Schmerzens­reiche). But maybe, we are even meant, since we have not won this great fight yet and have not yet reached the high goal. Do we know our true father? Or do we always put the cloth on his face, so that he sleeps and cannot see any­thing? And our pain and suf­fer­ing, not just our own, but the suf­fer­ing of all our ancest­ors that we inher­ited - is that perhaps our real wealth? Because hon­estly, when it comes to true know­ledge, cleans­ing and learn­ing, suf­fer­ing is a much better teacher than all the short-lived hap­pi­ness that we enjoy on earth without knowing the deeper truth.

And that leads us back to the ques­tions that we asked ourselves in the begin­ning: What is the value of a pure soul and what do we con­sider to be hap­pi­ness in our lives? It is some­times a great comfort when we start to sense that all suf­fer­ing in life does not happen to us in a purely acci­dental or mean­ing­less way, but has a deeper meaning to be com­pre­hen­ded and used.


Briar-Rose (or Sleeping Beauty)

✻ A long time ago there were a King and Queen who said every day, “Ah, if only we had a child!” but they never had one. But it happened that once when the Queen was bathing, a frog crept out of the water on to the land, and said to her, “Your wish shall be ful­filled; before a year has gone by you shall have a daugh­ter.” What the frog had said came true, and the Queen had a little girl who was so pretty that the King could not contain himself for joy, and ordered a great feast.

✎ The fairy tale begins with a royal couple that has long remained barren. Finally, the frog, as a creature of the water, prom­ised a child. This indic­ates that the queen was not sitting in a stand­ard bathtub but was bathing in a natural body of water, perhaps even with a ritu­al­istic back­ground. Because the water is closely con­nec­ted with what we call life. Our body is mostly water, we grow up in a bubble of amni­otic fluid and the earthly life itself was created in the water. In the past, people were very aware of this con­nec­tion with water and there were many rituals such as Chris­tian baptism. Even today, the ritual bath for devout Hindus in sacred rivers or lakes plays an import­ant role in India. Accord­ingly, one was grate­ful when the beings of nature had answered the wishes of the people, which was always a good reason to cel­eb­rate.

[image: ]✻ He invited not only his kindred, friends and acquaint­ance, but also the Wise Women, in order that they might be kind and well-dis­posed towards the child. There were thir­teen of them in his kingdom, but, as he had only twelve golden plates for them to eat out of, one of them had to be left at home.

[image: ]The feast was held with all manner of splend­our, and when it came to an end the Wise Women bestowed their magic gifts upon the baby: one gave virtue, another beauty, a third riches, and so on with everything in the world that one can wish for. When eleven of them had made their prom­ises, sud­denly the thir­teenth came in. She wished to avenge herself for not having been invited, and without greet­ing, or even looking at any one, she cried with a loud voice, “The King’s daugh­ter shall in her fif­teenth year prick herself with a spindle, and fall down dead.” And, without saying a word more, she turned round and left the room.

They were all shocked; but the twelfth, whose good wish still remained unspoken, came forward, and as she could not undo the evil sen­tence, but only soften it, she said, “It shall not be death, but a deep sleep of a hundred years, into which the prin­cess shall fall.”

✎ Even today, it is still common to bless the birth of a child with good wishes. We should be glad that our rational science has not com­pletely sup­pressed such tra­di­tions. The influ­ence of good or bad wishes on another person actu­ally belongs there to super­sti­tion because it is sci­en­tific­ally not prov­able. But in former times people still felt depend­ent on nature and her spirits and even invited the fairies to the great fest­ival, which could also be called fate god­desses. Here we meet again the famous game of the numbers 12 and 13. That the king has only 12 golden plates and cannot invite the 13th fairy, has cer­tainly a sym­bolic meaning. Most likely is the role of the thir­teenth Moon-month in the solar year, which appears only irreg­u­larly every two to three years. So here might stand the golden plates for the twelve months of the solar year. That would mean that the king wishes for his daugh­ter only reli­able things, such as virtue, beauty and wealth. He prefers to keep away any­thing random, unpre­dict­able, unfor­tu­nate or irra­tional from his child and does not invite this 13th fairy. This already sug­gests the essence of what our king sym­bol­ic­ally stands for in this fairy tale. But the acci­dental and unhappy cannot be elim­in­ated from life, even if we would like to.

There­fore the 13th fairy comes to the cel­eb­ra­tion of the birth and takes revenge for her dis­reg­ard with the curse that the king’s daugh­ter should fall dead at fifteen years. The twelfth fairy uses her bless­ing and turns that death into a hundred-year sleep. Here we prob­ably meet the core issue of the story, namely the big ques­tion of what life and death actu­ally mean.

What seems to us to be quite clear at first sight is, on a deeper level, a wide field for reflec­tion and can lead to many higher cog­ni­tions. What is the dif­fer­ence between death and deep sleep, when you think of rebirth? And what is the dif­fer­ence between life and dreams when you think of the great awaken­ing? Already in the old Mahabharata [MHB 12.203] is spoken of these three natural states of con­scious­ness, namely dream­like waking, dream­like sleep­ing and dream­less sleep­ing. The dream­less waking would then be the great awaken­ing or self-know­ledge, the greatest that one can achieve in life. But the way to reach it is not so easy:

✻ The King, who would fain keep his dear child from the mis­for­tune, gave orders that every spindle in the whole kingdom should be burnt. Mean­while the gifts of the Wise Women were plenteously ful­filled on the young girl, for she was so beau­ti­ful, modest, good-natured, and wise, that every one who saw her was bound to love her.

✎ If we con­sider the king here as rational think­ing or intel­lect, then this would be a typical reac­tion. Does this sound famil­iar to us? Let’s just think of book burning, machine break­ers or energy-saving lamps! Because the intel­lect is primar­ily focused on the external, he tends to oppose the effects rather than the causes. Our modern science also suffers from this curse of the rational intel­lect. We are looking for a solu­tion to envir­on­mental pol­lu­tion and climate cata­strophe by devel­op­ing many new machines and inven­tions that sell well. Only few people think about the root causes such as selfish­ness, greed and waste. Of course, this way you cannot do big busi­ness.

✻ It happened that on the very day when she was fifteen years old, the King and Queen were not at home, and the maiden was left in the palace quite alone. So she went round into all sorts of places, looked into rooms and bed-cham­bers just as she liked, and at last came to an old tower. She climbed up the narrow winding-stair­case, and reached a little door. A rusty key was in the lock, and when she turned it the door sprang open, and there in a little room sat an old woman with a spindle, busily spin­ning her flax.

“Good day, old dame,” said the King’s daugh­ter; “what are you doing there?” - “I am spin­ning,” said the old woman, and nodded her head. “What sort of thing is that, that rattles round so merrily?” said the girl, and she took the spindle and wanted to spin too. But scarcely had she touched the spindle when the magic decree was ful­filled, and she pricked her finger with it. And, in the very moment when she felt the prick, she fell down upon the bed that stood there, and lay in a deep sleep.

✎ Parents cannot protect their chil­dren forever. They pass on their inher­it­ance, and then comes the time for each person to go their own way. And so the young soul began to explore everything around her curi­ously. Finally she came to the old tower, which is cer­tainly an import­ant symbol here. A winding stair­case leads on this tower, that is, you rise in circles ever higher and away from the ground. Upstairs, the soul finds a tight little room where an old woman is spin­ning the fate. Already from Ger­manic myth­o­logy we know the Norns, who spin the threads of fate at the bottom of the Tree of Life. This sym­bol­ism is very old. And of course the small little room in the tower reminds us of our upper storey. And the inher­it­ance from her parents is not only the virtues, but also the curse of the intel­lect, that the soul, as soon as she enters this room full of thoughts, reaches for her own destiny and wants to spin it by herself, to determ­ine her own fate. Then she freezes quickly and falls into a strange sleep, which of course does not always have to be as deep as in our fairy tale. The rusty key on the small door is cer­tainly no acci­dence, because this little door, where the living could come into our mind, is rarely used. Usually it stays locked up and everything else comes through the windows of the senses into our tower of the body, which we so vehe­mently defend with the ego. And if, nev­er­the­less, some­thing alive comes in, then we make sure that it freezes quickly.

This solid­i­fic­a­tion in our upper storey is nothing new. Even Goethe com­plained in [Faust 1]:

Ah, me! This dungeon still I see.
This drear, accursed masonry,
Where even the welcome day­light strains
But dusky through the painted panes.
Hemmed in by many a top­pling heap
Of books worm-eaten, gray with dust,
Which to the vaulted ceiling creep,
Against the smoky paper thrust, -
With glasses, boxes round me stacked
And instru­ments together hurled,
Ances­tral lumber, stuffed and packed, -
Such is my world: and what a world!

And do I ask, where­fore my heart
Falters, oppressed with unknown needs?
Why some inex­plic­able smart
All move­ment of my life impedes?
Alas! In living Nature’s stead,
Where God his human creature set,
In smoke and mould the flesh­less dead
And bones of beasts sur­round me yet!

✻ And this sleep exten­ded over the whole palace; the King and Queen who had just come home, and had entered the great hall, began to go to sleep, and the whole of the court with them. The horses, too, went to sleep in the stable, the dogs in the yard, the pigeons upon the roof, the flies on the wall; even the fire that was flaming on the hearth became quiet and slept, the roast meat left off frizz­ling, and the cook, who was just going to pull the hair of the scull­ery boy, because he had for­got­ten some­thing, let him go, and went to sleep. And the wind fell, and on the trees before the castle not a leaf moved again. But round about the castle there began to grow a hedge of thorns, which every year became higher, and at last grew close up round the castle and all over it, so that there was nothing of it to be seen, not even the flag upon the roof.

✎ That’s really the case, this rational solid­i­fic­a­tion of our think­ing stains the whole world and spreads. Soon we are sur­roun­ded only by dead or para­lyzed things. And the higher we get in this tower and leave the ground, the more life­less this world becomes. After all, plants, animals, and even humans are just dead numbers that you can count and make a profit with. Someone may say, “Such non­sense, our modern world is not dead! Human­ity has never developed as fast as it does today.” Yes, but one would have to think about the ques­tion of what life really means. What really makes life alive? All the hectic back and forth is cer­tainly not an essen­tial feature of life. Then every comet of stone and ice would be more alive than we, because it races through space much faster than we do on our high­ways. - Is not life above all a matter of the mind? How open are we to spir­itual things these days? How flex­ible is our mind? How close do we still feel con­nec­ted to the big picture? Can we still feel the life, even in the water, in the fire and in the wind? Or are we already sur­roun­ded by a growing thorn hedge and resist any attempt to be conquered by a higher mind?

✻ But the story of the beau­ti­ful sleep­ing “Briar-Rose,” for so the prin­cess was named, went about the country, so that from time to time kings’ sons came and tried to get through the thorny hedge into the castle. But they found it impossible, for the thorns held fast together, as if they had hands, and the youths were caught in them, could not get loose again, and died a miser­able death.
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After long, long years a King’s son came again to that country, and heard an old man talking about the thorn-hedge, and that a castle was said to stand behind it in which a won­der­fully beau­ti­ful prin­cess, named Briar-Rose, had been asleep for a hundred years; and that the King and Queen and the whole court were asleep like­wise. He had heard, too, from his grand­father, that many kings’ sons had already come, and had tried to get through the thorny hedge, but they had remained stick­ing fast in it, and had died a pitiful death. Then the youth said, “I am not afraid, I will go and see the beau­ti­ful Briar-Rose.” The good old man might dis­suade him as he would, he did not listen to his words.

✎ The name Briar-Rose is evid­ently the famous symbol that the beau­ti­ful roses are always asso­ci­ated with thorns that defend them­selves pain­fully. Here, of course, we again think of our pure soul as the epitome of beauty and love that awakens and blos­soms like a beau­ti­ful rose under the spring sun. But until then, of course, we are defend­ing ourselves against the higher mind, against the pure reason, which tries again and again to win us over. But until the time is not ripe for it, of course, it fails on our walls and fades in the thick thorny scrub.

In the Song of Solomon of the Bible we read the fol­low­ing altern­at­ing song in a sim­il­arly sym­bolic way: “Like a rose among the thorns, so is my friend among the daugh­ters. Like an apple tree among the wild trees, so is my friend among the sons. I sit under the shadow that I desire, and his fruit is sweet in my throat. ... - I swear to you, daugh­ters of Jer­u­s­alem, to the deer or to the hinds in the field, that you do not wake up my friend nor excite her until she likes it herself. [Bible, Song of Solomon 2]”

✻ But by this time the hundred years had just passed, and the day had come when Briar-Rose was to awake again. When the King’s son came near to the thorn-hedge, it was nothing but large and beau­ti­ful flowers, which parted from each other of their own accord, and let him pass unhurt, then they closed again behind him like a hedge. In the castle-yard he saw the horses and the spotted hounds lying asleep; on the roof sat the pigeons with their heads under their wings. And when he entered the house, the flies were asleep upon the wall, the cook in the kitchen was still holding out his hand to seize the boy, and the maid was sitting by the black hen which she was going to pluck. He went on farther, and in the great hall he saw the whole of the court lying asleep, and up by the throne lay the King and Queen. Then he went on still farther, and all was so quiet that a breath could be heard, and at last he came to the tower, and opened the door into the little room where Briar-Rose was sleep­ing. There she lay, so beau­ti­ful that he could not turn his eyes away; and he stooped down and gave her a kiss. But as soon as he kissed her, Briar-Rose opened her eyes and awoke, and looked at him quite sweetly.

Then they went down together, and the King awoke, and the Queen, and the whole court, and looked at each other in great aston­ish­ment. And the horses in the court-yard stood up and shook them­selves; the hounds jumped up and wagged their tails; the pigeons upon the roof pulled out their heads from under their wings, looked round, and flew into the open country; the flies on the wall crept again; the fire in the kitchen burned up and flickered and cooked the meat; the joint began to turn and frizzle again, and the cook gave the boy such a box on the ear that he screamed, and the maid plucked the fowl ready for the spit.

And then the mar­riage of the King’s son with Briar-Rose was cel­eb­rated with all splend­our, and they lived con­ten­ted to the end of their days.
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✎ There is prob­ably only one thing the ego cannot force in this world and that is the deliv­er­ance from that curse to force everything. But when the time is right, the thorn-hedge opens as if by itself and trans­forms into a sea of flowers. When the true spirit kisses us awake, we awaken and everything around us to the true life, like the frozen winter nature under the spring sun. That may be the great awaken­ing from the dreamy sleep in our narrow mind, the great mar­riage of the soul with the Holy Spirit. And this is not the end of life after the sym­bolic hundred years, but the ful­fil­ment of life when we are freed from the narrow defens­ive tower of our ego and united with eternal life itself.

There­fore, our mind should never freeze, espe­cially not in child­hood. The irra­tional, the unpre­dict­able and even the mis­for­tune demand their natural place in life. For this reason, fairy tales are an import­ant thing, espe­cially for chil­dren. We also say very clearly: "Chil­dren need fairy tales!"
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Ded­ic­ated to the welfare of our chil­dren and grand­chil­dren.


Our Lady’s Child

[image: ]✻ Hard by a great forest dwelt a wood-cutter with his wife, who had an only child, a little girl three years old. They were, however, so poor that they no longer had daily bread, and did not know how to get food for her. One morning the wood-cutter went out sor­row­fully to his work in the forest, and while he was cutting wood, sud­denly there stood before him a tall and beau­ti­ful woman with a crown of shining stars on her head, who said to him, “I am the Virgin Mary, mother of the child Jesus. Thou art poor and needy, bring thy child to me, I will take her with me and be her mother, and care for her.” The wood-cutter obeyed, brought his child, and gave her to the Virgin Mary, who took her up to heaven with her. There the child fared well, ate sugar-cakes, and drank sweet milk, and her clothes were of gold, and the little angels played with her.

✎ This is a won­der­ful fairy tale that does justice to fairy tale art. You cannot better connect the dif­fer­ent levels and form the neces­sary con­tra­dic­tions, to slowly unlock the deeper levels. It begins with the wood­chop­per and his wife, who could no longer feed their only child - a three-year-old girl who, com­pared to her hard-working parents, cer­tainly needed only a small share of the ‘daily bread’. But the worried wood­chop­per gives it to another mother who prom­ised the child a care­free heaven. On the upper level, which cor­res­ponds to a chil­dren’s mind, this is cer­tainly a comfort. Because in the past it was not unusual that even small chil­dren were given to a related or known foster family or even to a mon­as­tery. This happened not only among the poor but also among the rich and even princes. In this regard, we should be aware that the role of our chil­dren in family and society has changed sig­ni­fic­antly in recent cen­tur­ies. The fact that the house­holder here determ­ines the fate of the child points to a real bygone time. In Chris­tian­ity, the Church increas­ingly took over the law, and today a child belongs more to the state and the mother than to the father.

Of course, at the deeper level of this story, we again meet spir­itual sym­bol­ism. There is the wood­chop­per as a male being who works with the sym­bolic axe in nature, in the great forest of the world. We have already written a lot about male and female polar­ity. Out of this polar­ity arises our soul, who is here a little girl. And in the morning, when the mind awakens and everything appears in the light, he goes out into the world of forms and accom­plishes his sor­row­ful work. The worldly poverty in the story could also mean pure poverty, that is freedom from attach­ment to all per­sonal pos­ses­sions. This beau­ti­ful mother appears not in vain to him, whose crown is the whole uni­verse with the endless sea of stars. She intro­duces herself as the Holy Mother, who in her perfect purity gave birth to the Son of God. It is truly a great vision to see this whole uni­verse as a living being in which all life unfolds. This vision reminds us of the mys­tical body of God in Chris­tian­ity or the cosmic man in Hinduism. There, for example, we read in the Mahabharata: “This body was the abode of the Vedas (wisdom), and the firm­a­ment with all its stars and con­stel­la­tions became the crown of his head. The beau­ti­ful sun­beams became his long hair, upper and lower world his two ears, the earth his fore­head...” [MHB 12.348] Such a view does not have to con­tra­dict our modern, sci­entific spirit. We, too, know that everything is inter­con­nec­ted, that the chains of cause and effect pervade the entire uni­verse and that man does not live inde­pend­ently of the rest of nature. And to entrust one’s soul to this entirety, appears to us in this fairy tale as a way to the great bliss of heaven.

✻ And when she was four­teen years of age, the Virgin Mary called her one day and said, “Dear child, I am about to make a long journey, so take into thy keeping the keys of the thir­teen doors of heaven. Twelve of these thou mayest open, and behold the glory which is within them, but the thir­teenth, to which this little key belongs, is for­bid­den thee. Beware of opening it, or thou wilt bring misery on thyself.” The girl prom­ised to be obed­i­ent, and when the Virgin Mary was gone, she began to examine the dwell­ings of the kingdom of heaven. Each day she opened one of them, until she had made the round of the twelve. In each of them sat one of the Apostles in the midst of a great light, and she rejoiced in all the mag­ni­fi­cence and splend­our, and the little angels who always accom­pan­ied her rejoiced with her. Then the for­bid­den door alone remained, and she felt a great desire to know what could be hidden behind it, and said to the angels, “I will not quite open it, and I will not go inside it, but I will unlock it so that we can just see a little through the opening.” - “Oh, no,” said the little angels, “that would be a sin. The Virgin Mary has for­bid­den it, and it might easily cause thy unhap­pi­ness.” Then she was silent, but the desire in her heart was not stilled, but gnawed there and tor­men­ted her, and let her have no rest. And once when the angels had all gone out, she thought, “Now I am quite alone, and I could peep in. If I do it, no one will ever know.” She sought out the key, and when she had got it in her hand, she put it in the lock, and when she had put it in, she turned it round as well. Then the door sprang open, and she saw there the Trinity sitting in fire and splend­our. She stayed there awhile, and looked at everything in amazement; then she touched the light a little with her finger, and her finger became quite golden. Imme­di­ately a great fear fell on her. She shut the door viol­ently, and ran away. Her terror too would not quit her, let her do what she might, and her heart beat con­tinu­ally and would not be still; the gold too stayed on her finger, and would not go away, let her rub it and wash it never so much.

✎ Two seven-year cycles have passed and the child enters the adoles­cence. The little soul is now being tested and asked to take respons­ib­il­ity. And this is about nothing small, but about the whole kingdom of heaven. Of course, this is very import­ant for chil­dren, and on the upper level of this fairy tale one could think of twelve doors with teach­ers who trans­fer the under­stand­ing of the world to exper­i­ence its hap­pi­ness and glory. But it is just as import­ant for chil­dren to adhere to estab­lished limits, to obey the words of their parents and to observe the secular laws. It is very import­ant to learn to master the inner passion and desire, even if the curi­os­ity is great. Because chil­dren who know no limits will cer­tainly not bring much good to their parents and them­selves. Chil­dren should trust their parents that their word is law. This is obvi­ously also the message of this fairy tale for the child spirit, that by obed­i­ence you can save your­self from al lot of suf­fer­ing.

The Chris­tian sym­bol­ism stands on the deeper level. First of all we remem­ber the com­mand­ment of God in Para­dise: “And the Lord God com­manded man, saying, Thou shalt eat of all sorts of trees in the garden; but you shall not eat of the tree of know­ledge of good and evil; for what day you eat of it, you will die of death.” [Bible, Genesis 2.16] The twelve apostles are the worldly mes­sen­gers of the faith, who are wor­shiped as saints full of glory. The 13th Apostle is then prob­ably God himself, the Holy Trinity of Father, Son and Holy Spirit. However, approach­ing this unity is not easy and requires a certain purity that our soul obvi­ously does not possess yet. For, of course, this divine oneness threatens to devour everything ego­centric­ally per­sonal, which is usually so dear to us, and the ego feels the great fear of its death by losing everything in this unity. And yet the soul has touched the super­nat­ural divine, for this golden and true is in all of us, even if we do not want to admit it and try to get rid of it or at least ignore it.

We already know the game of 12 and 13 from other fairy tales like Sleep­ing Beauty. Here, too, the 13 has a special pos­i­tion, sug­gests the irra­tional, and one cannot even say clearly whether it was now a luck or mis­for­tune for our little soul to open the 13th door.

✻ It was not long before the Virgin Mary came back from her journey. She called the girl before her, and asked to have the keys of heaven back. When the maiden gave her the bunch, the Virgin looked into her eyes and said, “Hast thou not opened the thir­teenth door also?” - “No,” she replied. Then she laid her hand on the girl’s heart, and felt how it beat and beat, and saw right well that she had dis­obeyed her order and had opened the door. Then she said once again, “Art thou certain that thou hast not done it?” - “Yes,” said the girl, for the second time. Then she per­ceived the finger which had become golden from touch­ing the fire of heaven, and saw well that the child had sinned, and said for the third time, “Hast thou not done it?” - “No,” said the girl for the third time. Then said the Virgin Mary, “Thou hast not obeyed me, and besides that thou hast lied, thou art no longer worthy to be in heaven.”

✎ This is a clear message for the child’s spirit. The girl did not obey her mother’s com­mand­ment and in addi­tion lied to her three times. Of course this requires pun­ish­ment. And just as God has thrown Adam and Eve out of Para­dise into a sor­row­ful world, here, too, the little soul is thrown out of heaven.

But as the mind matures and begins to think more deeply, sud­denly new ques­tions arise: How could the divine mother, who is really omni­po­tent, just fail so com­pletely in the upbring­ing of her child? Were the teach­ings of the Twelve Apostles so inef­fect­ive? What was the sin of opening this thir­teenth door to the Divine? Why did she delib­er­ately arouse the child’s curi­os­ity and even give her the key to that door? Why does she give the girl a key that she is not allowed to use? And why does the really pure girl lie to her mother as stub­bornly as a naughty child, after living in heaven for so long and even touch­ing the divine?

✻ Then the girl fell into a deep sleep, and when she awoke she lay on the earth below, and in the midst of a wil­der­ness. She wanted to cry out, but she could bring forth no sound. She sprang up and wanted to run away, but whith­er­so­ever she turned herself, she was con­tinu­ally held back by thick hedges of thorns through which she could not break. In the desert, in which she was imprisoned, there stood an old hollow tree, and this had to be her dwell­ing-place. Into this she crept when night came, and here she slept. Here, too, she found a shelter from storm and rain, but it was a miser­able life, and bit­terly did she weep when she remembered how happy she had been in heaven, and how the angels had played with her. Roots and wild berries were her only food, and for these she sought as far as she could go. In the autumn she picked up the fallen nuts and leaves, and carried them into the hole. The nuts were her food in winter, and when snow and ice came, she crept amongst the leaves like a poor little animal that she might not freeze. Before long her clothes were all torn, and one bit of them after another fell off her. As soon, however, as the sun shone warm again, she went out and sat in front of the tree, and her long hair covered her on all sides like a mantle. Thus she sat year after year, and felt the pain and misery of the world.
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✎ That should be a suf­fi­cient dread­ful pun­ish­ment for every child’s spirit. Espe­cially the dumb­ness, the exclu­sion and loneli­ness. The hard depriva­tions in the wild nature may meet more the older chil­dren with appro­pri­ate exper­i­ence.

At a deeper level, here we see the sinking into the earthly wil­der­ness. The thorn hedges could sym­bol­ize the con­straints we are sub­jec­ted to without the soul being able to escape from them. For Chris­tian cir­cum­stances, this story is a daring game, because you might think that the human soul falls into the animal kingdom and lives here like an animal among animals. In Buddhism and Hinduism, this is a common notion of being born again among animals and even plants, to exper­i­ence there the miser­able suf­fer­ing that one has accu­mu­lated through his own sins: “Verily, O Bharata, who has accu­mu­lated sin, loses his high status as a human and must take his birth in lower forms down to the plants. Whoever follows his desires cannot know virtue and justice. He who commits sin, but seeks repent­ance through vows and renun­ci­ations, will exper­i­ence hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, and must live with great anxiety in the heart ...” [MHB 13.111] We can only escape these con­straints when a higher mind arises. That is why we speak of the super­ior reason that dis­tin­guishes a person from the animal.

✻ One day, when the trees were once more clothed in fresh green, the King of the country was hunting in the forest, and fol­lowed a roe, and as it had fled into the thicket which shut in this bit of the forest, he got off his horse, tore the bushes asunder, and cut himself a path with his sword. When he had at last forced his way through, he saw a won­der­fully beau­ti­ful maiden sitting under the tree; and she sat there and was entirely covered with her golden hair down to her very feet. He stood still and looked at her full of sur­prise, then he spoke to her and said, “Who art thou? Why art thou sitting here in the wil­der­ness?” But she gave no answer, for she could not open her mouth. The King con­tin­ued, “Wilt thou go with me to my castle?” Then she just nodded her head a little. The King took her in his arms, carried her to his horse, and rode home with her, and when he reached the royal castle he caused her to be dressed in beau­ti­ful gar­ments, and gave her all things in abund­ance. Although she could not speak, she was still so beau­ti­ful and charm­ing that he began to love her with all his heart, and it was not long before he married her.

✎ The higher spirit reappears here as a hunting king. And on his quest he cuts the dense thorn hedge with the sharp sword of know­ledge, frees the beau­ti­ful soul from her con­straints in nature and unites with her. But still she remains silent and cannot speak a human word like the animals. What should she say? Who on earth would believe this fairy tale to have fallen from heaven? As long as our ego-I rules, it is cer­tainly better that we do not know too much about the life before we are born. It is already a big burden to per­son­ally identify with the things of this life. This ignor­ance is also in the interest of our ego, which likes to think of itself as an extraordin­ary indi­vidual that has never existed in this world before and will never again. Sure, that’s a strange aspir­a­tion...

✻ After a year or so had passed, the Queen brought a son into the world. Thereupon the Virgin Mary appeared to her in the night when she lay in her bed alone, and said, “If thou wilt tell the truth and confess that thou didst unlock the for­bid­den door, I will open thy mouth and give thee back thy speech, but if thou per­severest in thy sin, and deniest obstin­ately, I will take thy new-born child away with me.” Then the Queen was per­mit­ted to answer, but she remained hard, and said, “No, I did not open the for­bid­den door.” and the Virgin Mary took the new-born child from her arms, and van­ished with it. Next morning, when the child was not to be found, it was whispered among the people that the Queen was a man-eater, and had killed her own child. She heard all this and could say nothing to the con­trary, but the King would not believe it, for he loved her so much.

When a year had gone by the Queen again bore a son, and in the night the Virgin Mary again came to her, and said, “If thou wilt confess that thou opene­dst the for­bid­den door, I will give thee thy child back and untie thy tongue; but if thou con­tin­uest in sin and deniest it, I will take away with me this new child also.” Then the Queen again said, “No, I did not open the for­bid­den door.” and the Virgin took the child out of her arms, and went away with him to heaven. Next morning, when this child also had dis­ap­peared, the people declared quite loudly that the Queen had devoured it, and the King’s coun­cil­lors deman­ded that she should be brought to justice. The King, however, loved her so dearly that he would not believe it, and com­manded the coun­cil­lors under pain of death not to say any more about it.

✎ On the upper level, this story becomes more and more absurd, and one wonders if the girl is really so stub­born and stupid as to sac­ri­fice her own chil­dren, her human lan­guage, her honour, and her worldly hap­pi­ness for her pride, even though she already has lived in heaven, touched the divine and felt great repent­ance in the hell of wil­der­ness, which she still remem­bers well. So we cannot help but go to an even deeper level and ask ourselves bigger ques­tions. Is this really about the little con­fes­sion to have opened the 13th door? Any ego would turn its pride from right to left in the face of the prom­ised gain, saying, “Yes, I did!” If we were not even proud to say, “I’ve owned the keys of Heaven, opened the door to God and even touched Him per­son­ally!” Would not that be a won­der­ful victory for our ego to have won the divine besides all earthly things?

✻ The fol­low­ing year the Queen gave birth to a beau­ti­ful little daugh­ter, and for the third time the Virgin Mary appeared to her in the night and said, “Follow me.” She took the Queen by the hand and led her to heaven, and showed her there her two eldest chil­dren, who smiled at her, and were playing with the ball of the world. When the Queen rejoiced thereat, the Virgin Mary said, “Is thy heart not yet softened? If thou wilt own that thou opene­dst the for­bid­den door, I will give thee back thy two little sons.” But for the third time the Queen answered, “No, I did not open the for­bid­den door.” Then the Virgin let her sink down to earth once more, and took from her like­wise her third child.

✎ Now comes the third test, and Virgin Mary even took the young soul by the hand, led her to heaven and showed her the chil­dren as they played godlike with the globe. Is not that a won­der­fully great and deep view, which already points to a high mental devel­op­ment? This is cer­tainly not the way of a stub­born ego, and we must look deeper here. Is it still the fear of the 13th door? What does the soul deny here so vehe­mently that she is con­stantly ban­ished to earth and has to endure so much depriva­tion and suf­fer­ing?

✻ Next morning, when the loss was repor­ted abroad, all the people cried loudly, “The Queen is a man-eater! She must be judged.” and the King was no longer able to restrain his coun­cil­lors. Thereupon a trial was held, and as she could not answer, and defend herself, she was con­demned to be burnt alive. The wood was got together, and when she was fast bound to the stake, and the fire began to burn round about her, the hard ice of pride melted, her heart was moved by repent­ance, and she thought, “If I could but confess before my death that I opened the door.” Then her voice came back to her, and she cried out loudly, “Yes, Mary, I did it.” and straight­way rain fell from the sky and extin­guished the flames of fire, and a light broke forth above her, and the Virgin Mary des­cen­ded with the two little sons by her side, and the new-born daugh­ter in her arms. She spoke kindly to her, and said, “He who repents his sin and acknow­ledges it, is for­given.” Then she gave her the three chil­dren, untied her tongue, and granted her hap­pi­ness for her whole life.
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✎ After all, the soul is even con­demned by the world, and even the king cannot help her with all his reason. And the crowd was not so wrong. Is not the queen respons­ible for the dis­ap­pear­ance of her chil­dren? Or should we hold the divine mother respons­ible? And what good would it have been for the Queen to tell people the tale of the Virgin Mary?

But finally, her suf­fer­ing reaches a point where even the last rem­nants of ego­centric pride break down and the great fear of death dis­solves in the heart, so that it becomes free and mobile again. That is the great grace that is hidden behind every suf­fer­ing. And with that we have arrived at the Happy-End:

Well, the holy mother cer­tainly has not failed in edu­ca­tion, nor the apostles in their salut­ary teach­ings. Even the opening of the thir­teenth door and the touch of the Divine Trinity were not the cause of all the suf­fer­ing of the soul. Every soul pos­sesses the mys­tical ‘key ring’ to heaven and even the divine gold of eternal truth. But we vehe­mently deny it, and that is our great sin. And the painful way the soul has to go through all regions of nature is cer­tainly not an unne­ces­sary path for which one should blame Mother and Father or God and Goddess. And this ‘I did it!’ pro­claimed here at the end of this tale as the word of sal­va­tion, which extin­guishes all the flames of fire, reveals the great light, and brings down the heav­enly life to the earth, can no longer be an ordin­ary selfish­ness that iden­ti­fies with per­sonal acts. Because beyond the small ego-I, there is a much larger I, which is denied by our little ego with good reason vehe­mently. This is prob­ably what our fairy tale speaks on a very deep level. This great I, which is also called the ‘self’, plays like the chil­dren with this world globe and also appears in the form of the holy mother with the star crown, the apostle and the holy trinity. It can also be called the great, all-per­vad­ing love that over­comes all sin. Jesus also speaks of this great I in the Bible and says, “I am the way and the truth and the life; nobody comes to the father because of me. If you knew me, you also knew my father.” [Bible, John 4.6]

This could com­plete the circle of this fairy tale and explain the problem with the 13th door. For as long as the small ego-I is still alive and denies the great I, one should not open this door out of desire. Oth­er­wise, it may easily happen that our little ego claims, “I am the way and the truth and the life; nobody comes to the father because of me. If you knew me, you also knew my father. “Then the little ego-I would rise to the deity and reach for the tree of eternal life. This of course has cata­strophic con­sequences, which we cer­tainly all know well.

Thus, this fairy tale as a whole reminds us of the dif­fi­cult road to sal­va­tion, with which obvi­ously our ancest­ors here in Europe have also been intens­ively involved. It is self-evident that our beloved little ego must die on this way and that this process does not take place without depriva­tion and suf­fer­ing. Who wants to achieve everything, must also give everything. That’s fair and just. And yet we gladly cherish the hope of return­ing to Para­dise with the flut­ter­ing flag of our ego, together with all worldly pomp, and if not by spir­itual means, then we will at least force it on the mater­ial way. Whether the guards with the flaming sword can be tricked or forced by machine power? Well, you can try it...


The Frog-King, or Iron Henry

✻ In old times when wishing still helped one, there lived a king whose daugh­ters were all beau­ti­ful, but the young­est was so beau­ti­ful that the sun itself, which has seen so much, was aston­ished whenever it shone in her face. Close by the King’s castle lay a great dark forest, and under an old lime-tree in the forest was a well, and when the day was very warm, the King’s child went out into the forest and sat down by the side of the cool foun­tain, and when she was dull she took a golden ball, and threw it up on high and caught it, and this ball was her favour­ite plaything.

✎ There is prob­ably no fairy tale that has been inter­preted as often as this one. This indic­ates that it has touched many gen­er­a­tions. So we also want to try and espe­cially examine the sym­bolic level a little closer. “In old days, when wishing still helped, there lived a king...” That’s already a good thing to ponder about in our times, because for our rational mind, the effect of spir­itual wishing is still a great mystery. We believe in the effects of chem­ical sub­stances, we wonder about placebo effects and homeo­pathy, but when it comes to Reiki or the like, that’s going beyond a joke. And now someone wants to say that a pure wish can help! Remem­ber the usual “Bless you!” after sneez­ing. Well, that really only works, if the king lives, that is, if the spirit is alive. And the fact that the mind has the power to make you sick or healthy is indeed some­thing that every­one in life can exper­i­ence, but that nev­er­the­less hardly fits into our sci­entific world­view, which is primar­ily about the mater­ial. But in our fairy tale we want to turn a blind eye and try to play with these symbols. The daugh­ters of the king, the spirit, could then be our souls, of which the young­est, of course, is always the most beau­ti­ful. The castle or even the castle of the king could be our body, the great dark forest the wil­der­ness of nature, the lime tree the tree of life and the well the accu­mu­lated karma from which our destiny flows. At this well, the soul plays with the golden ball, the very essence of our life, in the heat of desire, which of course is closely con­nec­ted to boredom.

✻ Now it so happened that on one occa­sion the prin­cess’s golden ball did not fall into the little hand which she was holding up for it, but on to the ground beyond, and rolled straight into the water. The King’s daugh­ter fol­lowed it with her eyes, but it van­ished, and the well was deep, so deep that the bottom could not be seen. On this she began to cry, and cried louder and louder, and could not be com­for­ted. And as she thus lamen­ted, some one said to her, “What ails thee, King’s daugh­ter? Thou weepest so that even a stone would show pity.” She looked round to the side from whence the voice came, and saw a frog stretch­ing forth its thick, ugly head from the water. “Ah! Old water-splasher, is it thou?” said she; “I am weeping for my golden ball, which has fallen into the well.”

✎ This true essence of life quickly slides out of the soul’s hand and dis­ap­pears into the bot­tom­less well from which her destiny flows. The whole thing is obvi­ously asso­ci­ated with suf­fer­ing and of course the soul is crying over the loss. A frog speaks to her, sym­bol­iz­ing the essence of the water. The water is again a symbol of life, because the water is closely linked to our lives. A person can only live a few days without water, our body con­sists mostly of water, we grow up in a amni­otic sac full of water and the earthly life itself was created in the water.

[image: ]✻ “Be quiet, and do not weep,” answered the frog, “I can help thee, but what wilt thou give me if I bring thy plaything up again?” - “Whatever thou wilt have, dear frog,” said she “my clothes, my pearls and jewels, and even the golden crown which I am wearing.” The frog answered, “I do not care for thy clothes, thy pearls and jewels, or thy golden crown, but if thou wilt love me and let me be thy com­pan­ion and play-fellow, and sit by thee at thy little table, and eat off thy little golden plate, and drink out of thy little cup, and sleep in thy little bed if thou wilt promise me this I will go down below, and bring thee thy golden ball up again.” - “Oh, yes,” said she, “I promise thee all thou wishest, if thou wilt but bring me my ball back again.” She, however, thought, “How the silly frog does talk! He lives in the water with the other frogs and croaks, and can be no com­pan­ion to any human being!”.

✎ And this ‘life’ prom­ises the soul some help to find the true essence, the golden ball, that has gone lost. But what does the frog claim for his help? No pearls or gem­stones, but an intense con­nec­tion of life and soul. And that is what the soul ini­tially prom­ises without actu­ally knowing what it means. For she does not believe that she could asso­ci­ate herself with this simple form of life, though she is already addressed in a human way.

In another version of this tale, the basic problem was explained by the fact that the water of life in this well had clouded. This reminds us of the illu­sion that obscures our view. And the frog as a symbol of life prom­ised there with a beau­ti­ful saying:

“When you want to be my sweet­heart,
I will give you bright, clear waters.”

✻ But the frog when he had received this promise, put his head into the water and sank down, and in a short time came swim­ming up again with the ball in his mouth, and threw it on the grass. The King’s daugh­ter was delighted to see her pretty plaything once more, and picked it up, and ran away with it. “Wait, wait!” said the frog, “Take me with thee. I can’t run as thou canst.” But what did it avail him to scream his croak, croak, after her, as loudly as he could? She did not listen to it, but ran home and soon forgot the poor frog, who was forced to go back into his well again.
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✎ The frog ful­filled his promise, but the king’s daugh­ter is still in doubt. What kind of a strange couple is here looking for each other? The sym­bol­ism is bril­liant. On the one hand you can see the frog as a spirit trapped in nature, and on the other hand the prin­cess as nature, trapped in the mind. For the frog is trapped in its natural form, which appears ugly to the prin­cess, and the prin­cess is trapped in the spir­itual form of her arti­fi­cial home and court life, which in turn chal­lenges the frog to act as a rep­res­ent­at­ive of natural life:

✻ The next day when she had seated herself at table with the King and all the courtiers, and was eating from her little golden plate, some­thing came creep­ing splish splash, splish splash, up the marble stair­case, and when it had got to the top, it knocked at the door and cried, “Prin­cess, young­est prin­cess, open the door for me.” She ran to see who was outside, but when she opened the door, there sat the frog in front of it. Then she slammed the door to, in great haste, sat down to dinner again, and was quite frightened. The King saw plainly that her heart was beating viol­ently, and said, “My child, what art thou so afraid of? Is there per­chance a giant outside who wants to carry thee away?” - “Ah, no,” replied she, “it is no giant, but a dis­gust­ing frog.”

“What does the frog want with thee?” - “Ah, dear father, yes­ter­day when I was in the forest sitting by the well, playing, my golden ball fell into the water. And because I cried so the frog brought it out again for me, and because he insisted so on it, I prom­ised him he should be my com­pan­ion, but I never thought he would be able to come out of his water! And now he is outside there, and wants to come in to me.”

In the mean­time it knocked a second time, and cried,
“Prin­cess! young­est prin­cess!
Open the door for me!
Dost thou not know what thou saidst to me
Yes­ter­day by the cool waters of the foun­tain?
Prin­cess, young­est prin­cess!
Open the door for me!”

Then said the King, “That which thou hast prom­ised must thou perform. Go and let him in.” She went and opened the door, and the frog hopped in and fol­lowed her, step by step, to her chair. There he sat still and cried, “Lift me up beside thee.” She delayed, until at last the King com­manded her to do it. When the frog was once on the chair he wanted to be on the table, and when he was on the table he said, “Now, push thy little golden plate nearer to me that we may eat together.” She did this, but it was easy to see that she did not do it will­ingly. The frog enjoyed what he ate, but almost every mouth­ful she took choked her. At length he said, “I have eaten and am sat­is­fied; now I am tired, carry me into thy little room and make thy little silken bed ready, and we will both lie down and go to sleep.”

The King’s daugh­ter began to cry, for she was afraid of the cold frog which she did not like to touch, and which was now to sleep in her pretty, clean little bed. But the King grew angry and said, “He who helped thee when thou wert in trouble ought not after­wards to be des­pised by thee.” So she took hold of the frog with two fingers, carried him upstairs, and put him in a corner.
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✎ It cannot be described more impress­ively how these two oppos­ites meet. The exalted spirit in court in the form of the prin­cess, who closes her mind to nature, and the ugly nature in the form of a slip­pery frog, which chal­lenges all the ideals of the prin­cess. He asks her several times: “Daugh­ter of the King, open the door for me! - Open your­self to the spirit of life!” And the old king fulfils his duty per­fectly. Truly, we want such a genu­inely pure spirit to be our king even today! And the prin­cess was cer­tainly well edu­cated by him, follows and trusts her father, at least to a certain point:

✻ But when she was in bed he crept to her and said, “I am tired, I want to sleep as well as thou, lift me up or I will tell thy father.” Then she was ter­ribly angry, and took him up and threw him with all her might against the wall. “Now, thou wilt be quiet, odious frog!” said she. But when he fell down he was no frog but a king’s son with beau­ti­ful kind eyes. He by her father’s will was now her dear com­pan­ion and husband.

✎ Here we prob­ably reach the spec­tac­u­lar high­light of our fairy tale, which usually also means a change. The situ­ation escal­ates, the frog threatens with the father, and the prin­cess dis­plays her natural powers and throws the ugly frog angrily against the wall, for finally peace to come. This may sound like animal abuse today, where we like to keep ham­sters, mice and even frogs as petting animals at home. But this is cer­tainly about the sym­bol­ism, namely to break the outer form in which life was trapped. Truly, a pure and free-moving mind without attach­ment would go unim­pressed through every wall and not even leave a trace. An overly hardened mind cling­ing to its phys­ical form would break and die pain­fully. Our frog was obvi­ously some­where in between, for he trans­formed his outer shape into a king’s son, with which at the same time the hate of the prin­cess changed into love. And cer­tainly not just because it was the will of her father. Of course, this story sym­bol­izes a process of spir­itual change, which takes place espe­cially inside the prin­cess. The prin­cess becomes aware of how the outer form of the frog breaks and the royal spirit is seen which was hidden behind this form. This is a typical process of awaken­ing, when in all forms of nature one can first see the great life and then even the purely spir­itual and divine. We already notice here, how the spirit of prin­cess and frog start to meld.

From another point of view, the prin­cess as a female being could also sym­bol­ize nature itself. We are cer­tainly aware of the fact that nature attacks our lives hard and likes to throw us against many walls. Here the walls are death, great losses or other obstacles that seem invin­cible to us. And only very rarely our mind is so free and mobile that we go through unim­pressed. Usually a part of us breaks and changes. And the harder we are, the more threat­en­ing and hostile nature becomes for us, and in the end we even fear our utter down­fall. Already Goethe had Mephisto say in the name of nature:

In every way you are lost; -
The ele­ments are con­spired with us,
And destruc­tion is out there.

The chorus of the angels answers later:

Whoever strives,
We can redeem. [Faust II]

And so here too the frog sought the favour of the prin­cess, just like the spirit seeks the soul, so that in the end both can be united and redeemed from the curse.

✻ Then he told her how he had been bewitched by a wicked witch, and how no one could have delivered him from the well but herself, and that to-morrow they would go together into his kingdom.

✎ This sen­tence is very inter­est­ing and mem­or­able, that only the soul can redeem the spirit from the well of karma. And that is cer­tainly what life is all about, namely to restore the har­mo­ni­ous unity of mind, soul and nature and not to find any isol­ated solu­tion that can only bring limited hap­pi­ness. Whoever is the evil witch who curses our minds remains open in this fairy tale. In the Bible, it was the crafty snake that hissed the pas­sion­ate “I” into Eve’s ear. In Ger­manic myth­o­logy it is Loki as the father of the Midgard Serpent, who causes chaos to the world. In the Indian Mahabharata we read of the demons Madhu and Kaith­abha, who robbed the truth in the form of the Vedas and brought the world back into swing [e.g. MHB 12.348]. In prac­tical life, it is above all the illu­sion that enchants and bewitches us, because we rarely wish for some­thing truth­ful.

✻ Then they went to sleep, and next morning when the sun awoke them, a car­riage came driving up with eight white horses, which had white ostrich feath­ers on their heads, and were har­nessed with golden chains, and behind stood the young King’s servant faith­ful Henry. Faith­ful Henry had been so unhappy when his master was changed into a frog, that he had caused three iron bands to be laid round his heart, lest it should burst with grief and sadness. The car­riage was to conduct the young King into his kingdom. Faith­ful Henry helped them both in, and placed himself behind again, and was full of joy because of this deliv­er­ance. And when they had driven a part of the way, the King’s son heard a crack­ing behind him as if some­thing had broken. So he turned round and cried, “Henry, the car­riage is break­ing.”

“No, master, it is not the car­riage. It is a band from my heart, which was put there in my great pain when you were a frog and imprisoned in the well.” Again and once again while they were on their way some­thing cracked, and each time the King’s son thought the car­riage was break­ing; but it was only the bands which were spring­ing from the heart of faith­ful Henry because his master was set free and was happy.

✎ The rising sun has always been a symbol of awaken­ing from the sleep of illu­sion, into which soul and spirit had fallen. And onwards goes the won­der­ful sym­bol­ism of the car­riage, which takes the soul through this earthly life and hope­fully brings her back to her true realm at some point. Eight white horses with white feath­ers on their heads already indic­ate a pure spirit led by the golden chains of eternal truth. The Eight is often used as a figure of per­fec­tion, and in Chris­tian­ity the eighth day is con­sidered the day of resur­rec­tion. A yogi would perhaps here see the bodily car­riage of the soul, drawn by the five senses, thought, con­scious­ness, and destiny, who have reached a certain purity. And what does the faith­ful Henry mean as a true servant of the spirit? Well, similar to the fairy tale of the faith­ful John, we can here think of reason, which is always a faith­ful servant to the spirit and the soul. Of course, when the mind was ban­ished to nature, reason was full of worries, which were expressed by iron bands that press the life. What are the three bands here, is left to our ima­gin­a­tion. One might think of the worries of death, of sep­ar­a­tion or illu­sion, which broke away from reason with a loud crack on this wedding journey of mind and soul, because now his Lord was redeemed and happy.

Finally, perhaps a few thoughts on the title “The Frog King or Iron Henry”, which was prob­ably chosen by the Broth­ers Grimm to under­line the deeper message of this fairy tale. Accord­ingly, we have the choice of whether we want to live as a quack­ing frog like an animal, or use the iron Henry as a servant, to raise us with true reason to a dig­ni­fied human­ity. Well, it’s all about bring­ing mind, soul, and body together in harmony, over­com­ing the evil witch’s curse, untying the bonds that bind us to suf­fer­ing, and return­ing to our true kingdom.

After all, it is reason that is sup­posed to dis­tin­guish man from animals. Oth­er­wise, we end up having to endure the mockery of nature, as Goethe lets Mephisto speak to God in [Faust I]:

“The little god of the world sticks to the same old way,
And is as whim­sical as on Cre­ation’s day.
Life some­what better might content him,
But for the gleam of heav­enly light which Thou hast lent him
He calls it Reason thence his power’s increased,
To be far beast­lier than any beast.”
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Sweet Porridge

[image: ]✻ There was a poor but good little girl who lived alone with her mother, and they no longer had any­thing to eat. So the child went into the forest, and there an aged woman met her who was aware of her sorrow, and presen­ted her with a little pot, which when she said, “Cook, little pot, cook.” would cook good, sweet por­ridge, and when she said, “Stop, little pot.” it ceased to cook. The girl took the pot home to her mother, and now they were freed from their poverty and hunger, and ate sweet por­ridge as often as they chose. Once on a time when the girl had gone out, her mother said, “Cook, little pot, cook.” And it did cook and she ate till she was sat­is­fied, and then she wanted the pot to stop cooking, but did not know the word. So it went on cooking and the por­ridge rose over the edge, and still it cooked on until the kitchen and whole house were full, and then the next house, and then the whole street, just as if it wanted to satisfy the hunger of the whole world, and there was the greatest dis­tress, but no one knew how to stop it. At last when only one single house remained, the child came home and just said, “Stop, little pot.” and it stopped and gave up cooking, and who­so­ever wished to return to the town had to eat his way back.
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✎ A little fairy tale with great meaning. The upper level is about the well-known hunger that people have always struggled with. To finally solve this problem is a dream that we, of course, still pursue today. The first idea is the land of milk and honey: food as a flat rate, and above all most tasty! And in a way, we’ve also managed to get our modern economy to produce so much food that we hardly know where to put it. Think of the famous butter moun­tain or surplus milk of the EU. That’s why we can afford to destroy all the fruits and veget­ables that do not fit the ideal in large quant­it­ies, often 50% of a whole crop. And yet we abso­lutely need more and more bumper crops, which we force - for all one is worth - with a lot of chem­istry and poison. It is as if one only hears every­where: “Cook little pot!” And the greater the profit, the less reason seems to be present. Modern mass-pro­duc­tion of food is obvi­ously a magic pot that is hard to control. But at least we try, even if the prac­tical strategies often appear absurd and in the general abund­ance, the obesity has already become wide­spread disease all over the earth.

Accord­ingly, we find here in the fairy tale two gen­er­a­tions, mother and daugh­ter, which rep­res­ent a devel­op­ment that obvi­ously was an import­ant topic already in the past. What the older gen­er­a­tion has started, the next gen­er­a­tion must learn to master. This may be the message and the chal­lenge for our chil­dren, that they use their virtue to control the devel­op­ment of this world, and not to drown in it. This is of course expressed child­like, accord­ing to the motto: “Oh Mummy, don’t you know how to use this device prop­erly?” That’s how the gen­er­a­tions grow. For example, let’s think about driving a car. If it used to be about speed­ing up in the past, today’s gen­er­a­tion must first of all learn to brake and stop in a con­trolled manner in order to avoid major cata­strophes in the dense traffic chaos. But this gen­er­a­tion will also make waves, and the next one will prob­ably have to learn to master the onboard com­puter and all the safety systems, and be patient in the morning until all the neces­sary updates have been installed until the car finally starts. So every gen­er­a­tion causes its own ripples, which the sub­sequent ones then have to pay for. The same applies to our general abund­ance, which is causing e.g. obesity, which primar­ily affects our chil­dren, and to many, other sweet desires that quickly turn into vice and addic­tion...

On the middle level, we can also unite mother and daugh­ter in one person, and con­sider ourselves as our ego­centric person along with human reason. The ego wants to makes us dif­fer­ent from others. From this dis­tinc­tion of “mine” and “yours” the spir­itual hunger arises, and reason goes on a quest into the forest of the world, where it meets the age-old Mother Nature, who already knows what she seeks.

When we look at animals and plants in nature, we see that they are given more or less food. Nature itself sets the limits here, and this system has been formed over a long period of time to work rel­at­ively well and health­ily. Some­times there is plenty and some­times hunger. In this way, nature and living beings form a large and intel­li­gent organ­ism that organ­izes, reg­u­lates and optim­izes itself. This is called today eco­sys­tem. In this way, nature provides the neces­sary nour­ish­ment for all living beings accord­ing to their level of devel­op­ment. This means here in the fairy tale: “the old woman knew about her misery...” And that we humans today receive from nature as great gifts as enorm­ous amounts of energy, chem­istry and machines, cor­res­ponds to our level of devel­op­ment. And what is the deeper meaning? Our reason should grow and learn to use it mean­ing­fully. And so the daugh­ter not only gets the ‘pot’ as a mater­ial gift, but also the know­ledge to manage it. But if reason is not at home and our ego­centric person reaches for the gifts of nature, then all reas­on­able limits are quickly exceeded. And what was once a great bless­ing is now going wild and becomes a great curse until reason returns.

Think of the ‘pot’ of fossil fuels like coal, oil and natural gas. They come from living beings who, like us, fought for their lives long ago and accu­mu­lated these amounts of energy in their bodies. They are, so to speak, our ancest­ors, to whom we owe this energy. And how well do we deal with it? Don’t you just hear every­where, ‘Cook pot!’? Or remem­ber the ‘pot’ of nuclear energy! If reason is not at home, then every bless­ing quickly becomes a curse. Even the animals in the forest have their ‘pots’, but they are only as big as neces­sary. As humans, we are cer­tainly no excep­tion, even our ‘pots’ are only as big as neces­sary. But as the fairy tale already says, these are still pots. Because the higher the person devel­ops, the bigger the ‘pots’ get, even up to the flat rate in para­dise. Today, we can hardly imagine such huge ‘pots’ in para­dise as no one could have ima­gined the ‘pot’ of atomic energy or of com­plic­ated machines even a few hundred years ago. Yet, for a very long time there have been stories of ancient wise men talking about wishing wells, cows, trees, and the like, such as the famous story of the sage Vas­ishta in Indian Ramay­ana [RAMA 1.52], who, as a poor hermit with his only cow, fed a whole army and even woke the envy of the rich king.

But the whole fairy tale really makes sense on an even deeper, spir­itual level. Again, there is a great hunger, a craving for spir­itual food, which we cer­tainly know well. And then the saying is no longer ‘Cook pot!’ but, ‘Cook head!’. So it is all about the beloved thoughts that often boil over like a sweet por­ridge and swamp and suf­foc­ate everything around it. Today, this also includes the enorm­ous amount of inform­a­tion that floods us with the modern media every day. This ‘pot’ could also be called a mass pro­duc­tion of know­ledge. The Inter­net is prob­ably a typical expres­sion of this devel­op­ment. Only a hundred years ago we wanted to use this know­ledge as a healthy diet and abolish the rotten food of super­sti­tion. But now it is already boiling over and flood­ing everything. And only when it attacks the ‘last house’, namely our own, then reason comes back and ban­ishes this mush. But all our des­cend­ants, who still want to work in this country, now have to eat through this por­ridge of know­ledge. Espe­cially those who have a bad or no mental diges­tion can maybe manage that. The more pro­found thinkers will even­tu­ally be left behind with a chronic spir­itual fatness, while the shallow wise guys have clear advant­ages. Does that sound famil­iar to us? Maybe this spir­itual fatness is even the true cause of the general obesity...

And if we dive into our inner being, then this fairy tale could also be about the restraint of our own flood of thoughts, which rolls over us every day. This ram­bling think­ing is basic­ally a gift of nature that should develop our human reason. For this we were given this ‘pot’ or ‘head’, but not only with the com­mand­ment, ‘Cook head!’, but also, ‘Stop head!’. And that brings us into the realm of spir­itual prac­tice and speaks of med­it­a­tion, prayer and yoga, where the focus is primar­ily on the restraint of rest­less thoughts. It states: “Whoever seeks true know­ledge should restrain his speech and thoughts with the help of reason. [MHB 12.236]” There are various rem­ed­ies for this restraint of over­crowding thoughts in yoga. One means can be the speak­ing of mantras, such as, ‘Stop head!’. Anyone who wants can give it a try.

And so the circle of our fairy tale is com­plete: “Once upon a time there was a poor, good girl who lived alone with her mother ...” For the best way to calm down wild thoughts is to end up with pure poverty and true oneness in unity with the Great Mother. What does ‘oneness’ mean? For our little ego it is as dread­ful as death. For our true self, it is perfect sal­va­tion, great con­tent­ment and bliss, the happy ending of every fairy tale.


Cat and Mouse in Partnership

[image: ]✻ A certain cat had made the acquaint­ance of a mouse, and had said so much to her about the great love and friend­ship she felt for her, that at length the mouse agreed that they should live and keep house together. “But we must make a pro­vi­sion for winter, or else we shall suffer from hunger,” said the cat, “and you, little mouse, cannot venture every­where, or you will be caught in a trap some day.” The good advice was fol­lowed, and a pot of fat was bought, but they did not know where to put it. At length, after much con­sid­er­a­tion, the cat said, “I know no place where it will be better stored up than in the church, for no one dares take any­thing away from there. We will set it beneath the altar, and not touch it until we are really in need of it.” So the pot was placed in safety, but it was not long before the cat had a great longing for it, and said to the mouse, “I want to tell you some­thing, little mouse; my cousin has brought a little son into the world, and has asked me to be god­mother; he is white with brown spots, and I am to hold him at the christen­ing. Let me go out to-day, and you look after the house by your­self.” - “Yes, yes,” answered the mouse, “by all means go, and if you get any­thing very good, think of me, I should like a drop of sweet red christen­ing wine too.” All this, however, was untrue; the cat had no cousin, and had not been asked to be god­mother. She went straight to the church, stole to the pot of fat, began to lick at it, and licked the top of the fat off. Then she took a walk upon the roofs of the town, looked out for oppor­tun­it­ies, and then stretched herself in the sun, and licked her lips whenever she thought of the pot of fat, and not until it was evening did she return home. “Well, here you are again,” said the mouse, “no doubt you have had a merry day.” - “All went off well.” answered the cat. “What name did they give the child?” - “Top off!” said the cat quite coolly. “Top off!” cried the mouse, “That is a very odd and uncom­mon name, is it a usual one in your family?” - “What does it signify,” said the cat, “it is not worse than Crumb-stealer, as your god-chil­dren are called.”

Before long the cat was seized by another fit of longing. She said to the mouse, “You must do me a favour, and once more manage the house for a day alone. I am again asked to be god­mother, and, as the child has a white ring round its neck, I cannot refuse.” The good mouse con­sen­ted, but the cat crept behind the town walls to the church, and devoured half the pot of fat. “Nothing ever seems so good as what one keeps to oneself.” said she, and was quite sat­is­fied with her day’s work. When she went home the mouse inquired, “And what was this child christened?” - “Half-done.” answered the cat. “Half-done! What are you saying? I never heard the name in my life, I’ll wager any­thing it is not in the cal­en­dar!”

The cat’s mouth soon began to water for some more licking. “All good things go in threes,” said she, “I am asked to stand god­mother again. The child is quite black, only it has white paws, but with that excep­tion, it has not a single white hair on its whole body; this only happens once every few years, you will let me go, won’t you?” - “Top-off! Half-done!” answered the mouse, “They are such odd names, they make me very thought­ful.” - “You sit at home,” said the cat, “in your dark-grey fur coat and long tail, and are filled with fancies, that’s because you do not go out in the daytime.” During the cat’s absence the mouse cleaned the house, and put it in order, but the greedy cat entirely emptied the pot of fat. “When everything is eaten up one has some peace,” said she to herself, and well filled and fat she did not return home till night. The mouse at once asked what name had been given to the third child. “It will not please you more than the others.” said the cat. “He is called All-gone.” - “All-gone,” cried the mouse, “that is the most sus­pi­cious name of all! I have never seen it in print. All-gone; what can that mean?” and she shook her head, curled herself up, and lay down to sleep.

From this time forth no one invited the cat to be god­mother, but when the winter had come and there was no longer any­thing to be found outside, the mouse thought of their pro­vi­sion, and said, “Come, cat, we will go to our pot of fat which we have stored up for ourselves we shall enjoy that.” - “Yes,” answered the cat, “you will enjoy it as much as you would enjoy stick­ing that dainty tongue of yours out of the window.” They set out on their way, but when they arrived, the pot of fat cer­tainly was still in its place, but it was empty. “Alas!” said the mouse, “Now I see what has happened, now it comes to light! You a true friend! You have devoured all when you were stand­ing god­mother. First top off, then half done, then… ” - “Will you hold your tongue,” cried the cat, “one word more, and I will eat you too.” - “All gone” was already on the poor mouse’s lips; scarcely had she spoken it before the cat sprang on her, seized her, and swal­lowed her down. Verily, that is the way of the world.
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✎ At the top level, this fairy tale is rel­at­ively clear. Cat and mouse are natural enemies. There­fore, the mouse should beware of the cat and do not trust her, because it is indeed the nature of the cat that she likes to eat mice. Even if the cat shows a good char­ac­ter and has the best inten­tions, as soon as her hunger awakes, there is no stop­ping her. This is the power of nature and it should be accep­ted in nature. So it does not make much sense to blame the cat. The mouse should be careful and stay away from the cat. This eating and being eaten is the normal case in nature. Although man tries to get out of this system, he too relies on natural food. And there is prob­ably no food that other beings do not have to suffer from. Even our arti­fi­cial chem­istry, which should provide us with an inde­pend­ent solu­tion here, is very trouble­some to the natural eco­sys­tem, drawing even greater circles of destruc­tion than slaughter­ing a pig or har­vest­ing a cabbage head. So if you look at it more deeply, then man is still a part of nature, even if he thinks he is some­thing special, which of course every cat also does.

At a deeper level, this con­flict of interest can also be trans­ferred to our inside. Then you could con­sider the grey mouse as our reason and the cat as our pas­sion­ate ego. The nature of the two can be studied very well on the basis of this fairy tale. There is, first of all, reason, which seeks the good and ideal, but in this house of our body usually has to live with or even wants to live with the ego. Of course, the ego wishes for a safe supply for the future and has little faith in others because it knows itself well enough. Accord­ing to the motto: “What I think and do myself, I also trust the others to do!” So it decides for a place where it expects a certain secur­ity, namely the church. But it does not take long for ego­istic desire to awaken and lie to our reason. And it often happens that the egot­ist­ical desire hides behind the special lie of helping others and doing them good. A strong reason would have the oppor­tun­ity to tame the ego. But our little mouse lets itself be seduced, believes the lie and even enthuses about enjoy­ment. With this, reason first loses its ‘skin’. And every desire that is ful­filled, and every lie that is accep­ted, lets reason fade away, until it is swal­lowed up in the end by the greedy ego. That is how life goes...

Anyone who has already been able to observe this game inside will also know the decept­ive sense of relief when a desire has been ful­filled in the short term. But this nice feeling is quickly gone, as we read in this fairy tale. And even if the pot is empty and you think that the desire will now keep quiet, it was not the solu­tion, because quickly the greedy ego seeks the next object and snatches it...

If we really want to solve this problem of the cat and mouse inside, we should end up on the side of the mouse and strengthen the reason that it becomes stead­fast and can no longer be over­whelmed by lies. This truth­ful­ness is a really big chal­lenge and, of course, starts with these very little lies that we allow ourselves daily to gain very small bene­fits. And that does not start with the ‘others’ out there, but in our own heads. In this regard, one could still think a lot about this inner dilemma of dif­fer­ent interests. A similar story about the coex­ist­ence of cat and mouse can be found in the ancient Indian epic of the Mahabharata [MHB 12.138], where many of these aspects are dis­cussed in more detail.

The altar could also be con­sidered as one’s own body, with the lights of the five senses and the think­ing as well as the cross sym­bol­iz­ing the Holy Trinity. Inside, both reason and ego live with the pot of accu­mu­lated merit, which the greedy ego likes to consume, ideally along with reason.

Maybe another thought about the trust that the ego­istic cat has just in the church. Today, in the face of our fast-moving society, many people seek some support in reli­gious com­munit­ies. This is cer­tainly good, so that the spir­itual dimen­sion in our lives gets not com­pletely lost. However, it becomes prob­lem­atic when it is above all the greedy ego, that seeks there for pro­tec­tion, con­firm­a­tion and per­sonal ful­fil­ment. This can be seen in the many hun­dreds of reli­gious groups who are hostile to each other. You join in a certain group, as if you were joining a party and fight­ing for polit­ical goals. Because this is typical of egoism, that of course you want to be some­thing special, to stand out and look down to ‘others’. How can there be so many rock-solid dif­fer­ences, if the spir­itual way is to dis­solve the hardened super­fi­cial views and to find the deeper truth? This is mainly due to selfish­ness, because our ego is the most threatened by truth and then usually reacts like the cat at the end of our fairy tale: Snap, and truth and reason are gone in the greedy throat.


The Fisherman and his Wife

✎ This fairy tale was ori­gin­ally pub­lished in Low German by the Broth­ers Grimm. It is very inter­est­ing because it ques­tions several images that we like to draw from our European past. On the upper level, one can think about the alleged sup­pres­sion of women in society, and on the spir­itual level, the alleged stu­pid­ity of the people of the Dark Ages, who could not even invent a washing machine or a car. Granted, it’s really hard to look at our his­tor­ical past with our world­view today. Here we would go with Goethe, who writes in [Faust I]:

Listen, my friend: the ages that are past
Are now a book with seven seals pro­tec­ted:
What you the Spirit of the Ages call
Is nothing but the spirit of you all,
Wherein the Ages are reflec­ted.

✻ There was once on a time a Fish­er­man who lived with his wife in a miser­able hovel close by the sea, and every day he went out fishing. And once as he was sitting with his rod, looking at the clear water, his line sud­denly went down, far down below, and when he drew it up again, he brought out a large Flounder. Then the Flounder said to him, “Hark, you Fish­er­man, I pray you, let me live, I am no Flounder really, but an enchanted prince. What good will it do you to kill me? I should not be good to eat, put me in the water again, and let me go.” “Come,” said the Fish­er­man, “there is no need for so many words about it; a fish that can talk I should cer­tainly let go, anyhow,” with that he put him back again into the clear water, and the Flounder went to the bottom, leaving a long streak of blood behind him. Then the Fish­er­man got up and went home to his wife in the hovel.
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✎ Bril­liant! Already the begin­ning of our fairy tale uses many symbols, which we already know from other fairy tales, and call for an inter­pret­a­tion on a spir­itual level. Husband and wife live in a small hut, in Low German called ‘Pißputt - chamber pot’, so prob­ably not very fra­grant. This reminds us again of the male and female polar­ity that lives in our body, which does not always smell like violets. Because, in prin­ciple, our body is a walking compost heap that digests food to create fertile ground for future devel­op­ment.

The sea is mainly water as an element and symbol of life. Here the fish­er­man sits patiently, like a med­it­at­ing yogi, until the water of his mind becomes ever clearer and he looks deeper and deeper to the bottom. From there, with the fishing rod of mind­ful­ness, he brings up a won­drous being who lives there at the bottom. The flounder is an excel­lent symbol for this, because it usually hides on the bottom of the sea in the sand, and only the eyes still show. And as he catches this being with his spir­itual rod, he hears that it is not an ordin­ary being, but a haunted son of a king. The king reminds us once again of the spirit that reigns every­where, and the enchanted Son reminds us of an embod­ied spirit who had to take on that form through a fateful desire. It is not new in the spir­itual world that one can regard everything in nature as an embod­ied or solid­i­fied mind. Modern science would prob­ably be talking about energy and inform­a­tion, which is basic­ally the same thing. Of course, once you have a body, the ques­tion of death becomes urgent imme­di­ately. But the ‘man’ sees things deeper, real­izes his true nature and gives it back to the clear water of life. The won­drous being returns to the bottom, but showing a trail of blood behind him that perhaps sym­bol­izes the general suf­fer­ing or karma that all embod­ied beings must endure. Then the fish­er­man rises from his ‘med­it­a­tion’ and returns to his tran­si­ent body, where his fem­in­ine side awaits him:

✻ “Husband,” said the woman, “have you caught nothing to-day?” “No,” said the man, “I did catch a Flounder, who said he was an enchanted prince, so I let him go again.” “Did you not wish for any­thing first?” said the woman. “No,” said the man; “what should I wish for?” “Ah,” said the woman, “it is surely hard to have to live always in this dirty hovel; you might have wished for a small cottage for us. Go back and call him. Tell him we want to have a small cottage, he will cer­tainly give us that.” - “Ah,” said the man, “why should I go there again?” - “Why,” said the woman, “you did catch him, and you let him go again; he is sure to do it. Go at once.” The man still did not quite like to go, but did not like to oppose his wife, and went to the sea.

When he got there the sea was all green and yellow, and no longer so smooth; so he stood and said,

“Flounder, flounder in the sea,
Come, I pray thee, here to me;
For my wife, good Ilsabil,
Wills not as I’d have her will.”

Then the Flounder came swim­ming to him and said, “Well, what does she want, then?” - “Ah,” said the man, “I did catch you, and my wife says I really ought to have wished for some­thing. She does not like to live in a wretched hovel any longer; she would like to have a cottage.” - “Go, then,” said the Flounder, “she has it already.”

✎ As this story unfolds, on a spir­itual level we can again see the pair of ego and reason that lives in this house of the body like cat and mouse. And as soon as they come together, the ego asks about the profit, of which pure reason is only sur­prised. What else should one win or wish for in the world if one has already looked to the very bottom of life with a clear mind? But the ego does not give up so quickly and urges reason until he gives in and asks the cre­at­ive power in the ocean of life to design certain forms. Here spirit acts upon spirit, and so, under the will of the ego, this whole world arises. Wanting in thoughts and actions moves the mind, so stirs up the sea and makes its clarity dis­ap­pear.

The little saying, which runs like a mantra through the whole fairy tale, starts in Low German with: Mantje, Mantje, Timpe Te, flounder, flounder in the sea… Mantje means ‘little man’, and in this regard, one could inter­pret the saying as follows:

You (male) spirit in the hidden, creator in the sea of life, the selfish desire drives me against all reason.

And the being says, “Go on, you already have it...” Excel­lent! After all, it is the living nature that gives us everything, even life itself. And the purer our desire, the more power­ful it is, and the faster nature gives us. There­fore, a proverb says: “Everything that man can think, he can also create.” The greedy ego thinks in doing so: “I want to win and possess it!” But the pure reason knows: “I already have it, even if it is not there yet.” This dif­fer­ence is prob­ably the big secret of con­tent­ment.

✻ When the man went home, his wife was no longer in the hovel, but instead of it there stood a small cottage, and she was sitting on a bench before the door. Then she took him by the hand and said to him, “Just come inside, look, now isn’t this a great deal better?” So they went in, and there was a small porch, and a pretty little parlour and bedroom, and a kitchen and pantry, with the best of fur­niture, and fitted up with the most beau­ti­ful things made of tin and brass, what­so­ever was wanted. And behind the cottage there was a small yard, with hens and ducks, and a little garden with flowers and fruit. “Look,” said the wife, “is not that nice!” - “Yes,” said the husband, “and so we must always think it, now we will live quite con­ten­ted.” - “We will think about that.” said the wife. With that they ate some­thing and went to bed.

✎ Then his wife took him by the hand and said, “Come in...” That’s prob­ably the way our mind comes into a body. And pure reason advises con­tent­ment and says, “As it is, it is good!” - What do you feel about the word ‘con­tent­ment’? For many people today it is almost a swear word for a vice. Because dis­sat­is­fac­tion is the engine of our society, that is to say: buy, buy and buy! It does not have to be com­pletely wrong, oth­er­wise it would not have arisen. But you should think about it at least once. Because you might own everything: family, house, company or even whole coun­tries. But without con­tent­ment it is never enough and just as good as nothing. While with con­tent­ment you can be really happy with just a few. But what does the greedy ego mean?

✻ Everything went well for a week or a fort­night, and then the woman said, “Hark you, husband, this cottage is far too small for us, and the garden and yard are little; the Flounder might just as well have given us a larger house. I should like to live in a great stone castle; go to the Flounder, and tell him to give us a castle.” - “Ah, wife,” said the man, “the cottage is quite good enough; why should we live in a castle?” - “What!” said the woman; “Just go there, the Flounder can always do that.” - “No, wife,” said the man, “the Flounder has just given us the cottage, I do not like to go back so soon, it might make him angry.” - “Go,” said the woman, “he can do it quite easily, and will be glad to do it; just you go to him.”

The man’s heart grew heavy, and he would not go. He said to himself, “It is not right.” and yet he went. And when he came to the sea the water was quite purple and dark-blue, and grey and thick, and no longer so green and yellow, but it was still quiet. And he stood there and said

“Flounder, flounder in the sea,
Come, I pray thee, here to me;
For my wife, good Ilsabil,
Wills not as I’d have her will.”

“Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” said the man, half scared, “she wants to live in a great stone castle.” - “Go to it, then, she is stand­ing before the door.” said the Flounder.

✎ If reason does not control the greedy ego, it knows no bound­ar­ies. But it is said that it is as heavy as to control the wind. And every sat­is­fied wish makes it even harder. The greedy ego feeds on it, wants to mani­fest more and more, wants to sur­round itself with high walls and identify with special forms and pos­ses­sions. As a result, our mind melts, and the illu­sion obstructs the clear view into the depths.

✻ Then the man went away, intend­ing to go home, but when he got there, he found a great stone palace, and his wife was just stand­ing on the steps going in, and she took him by the hand and said, “Come in.” So he went in with her, and in the castle was a great hall paved with marble, and many ser­vants, who flung wide the doors; and the walls were all bright with beau­ti­ful hangings, and in the rooms were chairs and tables of pure gold, and crystal chan­deliers hung from the ceiling, and all the rooms and bed-rooms had carpets, and food and wine of the very best were stand­ing on all the tables so that they nearly broke down beneath it. Behind the house, too, there was a great court-yard, with stables for horses and cows, and the very best of car­riages; there was a mag­ni­fi­cent large garden, too, with the most beau­ti­ful flowers and fruit-trees, and a park quite half a mile long, in which were stags, deer, and hares, and everything that could be desired. “Come,” said the woman, “isn’t that beau­ti­ful?” - “Yes, indeed,” said the man, “now let it be; and we will live in this beau­ti­ful castle and be content.” - “We will con­sider about that,” said the woman, “and sleep upon it.” Thereupon they went to bed.

✎ Why does not the woman go to the palace alone? Why is she waiting for her husband? On the mental level, these poles of male and female resemble a battery that moves us like a motor. And the deeper you look, the less the poles can be sep­ar­ated, as you cannot buy the plus and minus poles of bat­ter­ies indi­vidu­ally. And the further one goes out, the more sep­ar­a­tion we see, until the usual divorce. There­fore, we read in the Bible: “What God has united, man should not divorce.” [Bible, Mark 10.9] For every sep­ar­a­tion is a source of illu­sion and suf­fer­ing. Moreover, it is prob­ably the dumbest thing when one sep­ar­ates from reason. Surely our sci­entific-tech­nical age is also good, but the reason should always be there, which reminds us: “Now we want to live with it and be content!”

✻ Next morning the wife awoke first, and it was just day­break, and from her bed she saw the beau­ti­ful country lying before her. Her husband was still stretch­ing himself, so she poked him in the side with her elbow, and said, “Get up, husband, and just peep out of the window. Look you, couldn’t we be the King over all that land? Go to the Flounder, we will be the King.” - “Ah, wife,” said the man, “why should we be King? I do not want to be King.” - “Well,” said the wife, “if you won’t be King, I will; go to the Flounder, for I will be King.” - “Ah, wife,” said the man, “why do you want to be King? I do not like to say that to him.” - “Why not?” said the woman; “Go to him this instant; I must be King!” So the man went, and was quite unhappy because his wife wished to be King. “It is not right; it is not right.” thought he. He did not wish to go, but yet he went.

And when he came to the sea, it was quite dark-grey, and the water heaved up from below, and smelt putrid. Then he went and stood by it, and said,

“Flounder, flounder in the sea,
Come, I pray thee, here to me;
For my wife, good Ilsabil,
Wills not as I’d have her will.”

“Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” said the man, “she wants to be King.” “Go to her; she is King already.”

✎ And again the greedy ego thinks: “I want to become some­thing special!” And pure reason knows: “I am already, even if it is not there yet.” That is prob­ably the biggest secret of con­tent­ment, the ‘man’ in us knows. Nev­er­the­less, the ocean of life is getting more and more agit­ated. We know some­thing similar in the Indian stories of the churn­ing of the ocean, when gods and demons united to obtain the nectar of immor­tal­ity [e.g. MHB 1.17]. In these stories many waves with desir­able things arose from the ocean but also a poison that threatened to destroy everything.

✻ So the man went, and when he came to the palace, the castle had become much larger, and had a great tower and mag­ni­fi­cent orna­ments, and the sen­tinel was stand­ing before the door, and there were numbers of sol­diers with kettle-drums and trum­pets. And when he went inside the house, everything was of real marble and gold, with velvet covers and great golden tassels. Then the doors of the hall were opened, and there was the court in all its splend­our, and his wife was sitting on a high throne of gold and dia­monds, with a great crown of gold on her head, and a sceptre of pure gold and jewels in her hand, and on both sides of her stood her maids-in-waiting in a row, each of them always one head shorter than the last.

Then he went and stood before her, and said, “Ah, wife, and now you are King.” - “Yes,” said the woman, “now I am King.” So he stood and looked at her, and when he had looked at her thus for some time, he said, “And now that you are King, let all else be, now we will wish for nothing more.” - “Nay, husband,” said the woman, quite anxiously, “I find time pass very heavily, I can bear it no longer; go to the Flounder - I am King, but I must be Emperor, too.” - “Alas, wife, why do you wish to be Emperor?” - “Husband,” said she, “go to the Flounder. I will be Emperor.” - “Alas, wife,” said the man, “he cannot make you Emperor; I may not say that to the fish. There is only one Emperor in the land. An Emperor the Flounder cannot make you! I assure you he cannot.” - “What!” said the woman, “I am the King, and you are nothing but my husband; will you go this moment? Go at once! If he can make a king he can make an emperor. I will be Emperor; go instantly.” So he was forced to go. As the man went, however, he was troubled in mind, and thought to himself, “It will not end well; it will not end well! Emperor is too shame­less! The Flounder will at last be tired out.”
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With that he reached the sea, and the sea was quite black and thick, and began to boil up from below, so that it threw up bubbles, and such a sharp wind blew over it that it curdled, and the man was afraid. Then he went and stood by it, and said,

“Flounder, flounder in the sea,
Come, I pray thee, here to me;
For my wife, good Ilsabil,
Wills not as I’d have her will.”

“Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas, Flounder,” said he, “my wife wants to be Emperor.” - “Go to her,” said the Flounder; “she is Emperor already.”

So the man went, and when he got there the whole palace was made of pol­ished marble with ala­baster figures and golden orna­ments, and sol­diers were march­ing before the door blowing trum­pets, and beating cymbals and drums; and in the house, barons, and counts, and dukes were going about as ser­vants. Then they opened the doors to him, which were of pure gold. And when he entered, there sat his wife on a throne, which was made of one piece of gold, and was quite two miles high; and she wore a great golden crown that was three yards high, and set with dia­monds and car­buncles, and in one hand she had the sceptre, and in the other the imper­ial orb; and on both sides of her stood the yeomen of the guard in two rows, each being smaller than the one before him, from the biggest giant, who was two miles high, to the very smal­lest dwarf, just as big as my little finger. And before it stood a number of princes and dukes.

Then the man went and stood among them, and said, “Wife, are you Emperor now?” - “Yes,” said she, “now I am Emperor.” Then he stood and looked at her well, and when he had looked at her thus for some time, he said, “Ah, wife, be content, now that you are Emperor.” - “Husband,” said she, “why are you stand­ing there? Now, I am Emperor, but I will be Pope too; go to the Flounder.” - “Alas, wife,” said the man, “what will you not wish for? You cannot be Pope; there is but one in Christen­dom; he cannot make you Pope.” - “Husband,” said she, “I will be Pope; go imme­di­ately, I must be Pope this very day.” - “No, wife,” said the man, “I do not like to say that to him; that would not do, it is too much; the Flounder can’t make you Pope.” - “Husband,” said she, “what non­sense! If he can make an emperor he can make a pope. Go to him dir­ectly. I am Emperor, and you are nothing but my husband; will you go at once?” Then he was afraid and went; but he was quite faint, and shivered and shook, and his knees and legs trembled. And a high wind blew over the land, and the clouds flew, and towards evening all grew dark, and the leaves fell from the trees, and the water rose and roared as if it were boiling, and splashed upon the shore; and in the dis­tance he saw ships which were firing guns in their sore need, pitch­ing and tossing on the waves. And yet in the midst of the sky there was still a small bit of blue, though on every side it was as red as in a heavy storm. So, full of despair, he went and stood in much fear and said,

“Flounder, flounder in the sea,
Come, I pray thee, here to me;
For my wife, good Ilsabil,
Wills not as I’d have her will.”

“Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” said the man, “she wants to be Pope.” “Go to her then,” said the Flounder; “she is Pope already.”

✎ How do you become king, pope or any­thing in this world? It is a cre­at­ive power, an ego-will that shapes these forms. And all these are small and big waves that arise on the eternal sea of life, change, overlay, clash and pass away. And the more this sea gets churned up, the bigger the waves become and the more pain­fully they beat each other. Or as Zen Buddhism says:

Mind churned, all things churned,
Spirit still, everything still,
And nothing has a name.

✻ So he went, and when he got there, he saw what seemed to be a large church sur­roun­ded by palaces. He pushed his way through the crowd. Inside, however, everything was lighted up with thou­sands and thou­sands of candles, and his wife was clad in gold, and she was sitting on a much higher throne, and had three great golden crowns on, and round about her there was much eccle­si­ast­ical splend­our; and on both sides of her was a row of candles the largest of which was as tall as the very tallest tower, down to the very smal­lest kitchen candle, and all the emper­ors and kings were on their knees before her, kissing her shoe. “Wife,” said the man, and looked attent­ively at her, “are you now Pope?” - “Yes,” said she, “I am Pope.” So he stood and looked at her, and it was just as if he was looking at the bright sun. When he had stood looking at her thus for a short time, he said, “Ah, wife, if you are Pope, do let well alone!” But she looked as stiff as a post, and did not move or show any signs of life. Then said he, “Wife, now that you are Pope, be sat­is­fied, you cannot become any­thing greater now.” - “I will con­sider about that.” said the woman. Thereupon they both went to bed, but she was not sat­is­fied, and greed­i­ness let her have no sleep, for she was con­tinu­ally think­ing what there was left for her to be.

The man slept well and soundly, for he had run about a great deal during the day; but the woman could not fall asleep at all, and flung herself from one side to the other the whole night through, think­ing always what more was left for her to be, but unable to call to mind any­thing else. At length the sun began to rise, and when the woman saw the red of dawn, she sat up in bed and looked at it. And when, through the window, she saw the sun thus rising, she said, “Cannot I, too, order the sun and moon to rise? Husband,” said she, poking him in the ribs with her elbows, “wake up! Go to the Flounder, for I wish to be even as God is.” The man was still half asleep, but he was so hor­ri­fied that he fell out of bed. He thought he must have heard amiss, and rubbed his eyes, and said, “Alas, wife, what are you saying?” - “Husband,” said she, “if I can’t order the sun and moon to rise, and have to look on and see the sun and moon rising, I can’t bear it. I shall not know what it is to have another happy hour, unless I can make them rise myself.” Then she looked at him so ter­ribly that a shudder ran over him, and said, “Go at once; I wish to be like unto God.” - “Alas, wife,” said the man, falling on his knees before her, “the Flounder cannot do that; he can make an emperor and a pope; I beseech you, go on as you are, and be Pope.” Then she fell into a rage, and her hair flew wildly about her head, and she cried, “I will not endure this, I’ll not bear it any longer; wilt thou go?” Then he put on his trousers and ran away like a madman.

✎ So our fairy tale takes its course, which we cer­tainly know more or less from our lives. The descrip­tion is psy­cho­lo­gic­ally very fine, and one should pay atten­tion to the many small allu­sions that sym­bol­ize the usual drama in our mind very pro­foundly. Reason des­per­ately struggles like Don Quixote against the wind­mills, the mind becomes more and more agit­ated and the pos­sess­ive ego tor­ments itself increas­ingly. What should be our joy in life, turns into unbear­able agony. So we approach the high­light of our fairy tale:

✻ But outside a great storm was raging, and blowing so hard that he could scarcely keep his feet; houses and trees toppled over, the moun­tains trembled, rocks rolled into the sea, the sky was pitch black, and it thundered and lightened, and the sea came in with black waves as high as church-towers and moun­tains, and all with crests of white foam at the top. Then he cried, but could not hear his own words,

“Flounder, flounder in the sea,
Come, I pray thee, here to me;
For my wife, good Ilsabil,
Wills not as I’d have her will.”

“Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” said he, “she wants to be like unto God.” - “Go to her, and you will find her back again in the dirty hovel.”

And there they are living still at this very time.

✎ Wow! Words like thunder and then: great silence...

Even a Zen Koan would turn pale here. We shiver and say to our chil­dren: “You see, that’s what you get! If you are too greedy, you lose everything in the end.”

But if you look deeper, the ques­tion is: Has the flounder ful­filled the wish or not? Why do not the wishing and wanting start all over again? Where is the greedy ego sud­denly gone? And where is reason? Would not one have expec­ted any scandal, death or at least a pun­ish­ment? No, the woman is now God and sits with her husband again in the poor fish­er­man’s hut “to this very day”, as if they had even found the nectar of immor­tal­ity as the gods in the Indian story of the churn­ing of the ocean. This is really hard to under­stand and requires a deeper con­sid­er­a­tion.

So we first ask ourselves: Who or what is God? The great ruler who is even migh­tier, more splen­did and more revered than the Pope in the Middle Ages? Or the sat­is­fied fish­er­man who sits lonely and looks into the depths of the clear water? Even Jesus is described as the son of a simple crafts­man and has found his dis­ciples among poor fish­er­men. Buddha was a royal son, who later lived as a prop­er­ty­less wan­der­ing monk. So where is God to look for? And is reason the winner or the greedy ego at the end of our fairy tale?

If one studies this won­der­ful fairy tale from the begin­ning to the end, the merit of pure reason, which at the begin­ning has already recog­nized the being at the bottom of life, cer­tainly plays a central and decid­ing role. The rest of the story can be thought of as fate or karma, which must neces­sar­ily be exper­i­enced and lived through. This does not mean that every­one has to act out this ego delu­sion as extreme as Ilsabil. But one should not believe that the greedy ego just goes away by think­ing or dis­cuss­ing. This is usually a tough fight that keeps us pushing on to the edge of despair, as the story describes very real­ist­ic­ally. But the message is clear: if reason remains con­stant, and is always present as a patient and loving medi­ator and is not seized and over­whelmed by the delu­sion of greed, then it becomes the key to solving the great problem of our greedy ego. And in the end, one asks oneself, “Where is the greedy ego sud­denly gone, who was wife, prince, king, emperor and pope?” Then an echo could come from the depths and ask: “Was it actu­ally there at all?”

And so the circle of our fairy tale is com­plete. Here we are again with the waves that run like a thread through the whole story, and the flounder as being on the bottom of the sea of life. If someday we sit by the sea like poor fish­er­men watch­ing the play of the waves, maybe we too can look into the depths and realize that waves and sea are one. Then the enchanted flounder may rise and also speak to our wave: “Go on, you are already...” In India, this story would prob­ably end with the famous Sanskrit mantra: “Tat tvam asi.” - “You are that.”

A few last words to our intro­duct­ory remarks of this fairy tale: In history lessons and many a suc­cess­ful movie, the image of the Middle Ages was rather one-sided. People, they say, were mostly poor, dirty, oppressed, uneducated and plagued by dev­ast­at­ing epi­dem­ics because they did not even know simple hygiene. Only slowly does this arrog­ant ste­reo­type change. Because whoever could invent such multi-layered stories that are so easy to tell and reveal such deep know­ledge of the human con­scious­ness and its spir­itual devel­op­ment, could not - with all due respect! - be com­pletely stupid. Cer­tainly, the interests of the time were not focused on tech­no­lo­gical devel­op­ment, and people had to phys­ic­ally perform and endure much more than we do today. But they had more spir­itual wealth, because obvi­ously they did not need to explain the moral of such stories, they intu­it­ively under­stood what is dif­fi­cult for us today. It was not better or worse at the time - it was dif­fer­ent and not at all despic­able.


The Golden Bird

[image: ]✻ In the olden time there was a king, who had behind his palace a beau­ti­ful pleas­ure-garden in which there was a tree that bore golden apples. When the apples were getting ripe they were counted, but on the very next morning one was missing. This was told to the King, and he ordered that a watch should be kept every night beneath the tree.

The King had three sons, the eldest of whom he sent, as soon as night came on, into the garden; but when mid­night came he could not keep himself from sleep­ing, and next morning again an apple was gone. The fol­low­ing night the second son had to keep watch, it fared no better with him; as soon as twelve o’clock had struck he fell asleep, and in the morning an apple was gone. Now it came to the turn of the third son to watch; and he was quite ready, but the King had not much trust in him, and thought that he would be of less use even than his broth­ers: but at last he let him go. The youth lay down beneath the tree, but kept awake, and did not let sleep master him. When it struck twelve, some­thing rustled through the air, and in the moon­light he saw a bird coming whose feath­ers were all shining with gold. The bird alighted on the tree, and had just plucked off an apple, when the youth shot an arrow at him. The bird flew off, but the arrow had struck his plumage, and one of his golden feath­ers fell down. The youth picked it up, and the next morning took it to the King and told him what he had seen in the night. The King called his council together, and every one declared that a feather like this was worth more than the whole kingdom. “If the feather is so pre­cious,” declared the King, “one alone will not do for me; I must and will have the whole bird!”

✎ This fairy tale also begins with many symbols that quickly lead us to a spir­itual level. We do not want to forget that symbols cannot be defined uni­formly. They are like fingers that point to some­thing much larger that is hard to explain. So here we see the king as the ruling spirit, the world as the play­ground of the spirit, and the famous apple tree as the tree of life with the golden fruits of eternal life, strangely van­ish­ing. The sons of the king could be regarded as our souls who have a certain task to accom­plish in this world. And this task is about nothing less than the golden apples of the tree of life. It reveals the Bible’s vision of the Tree of Eternal Life, and the Night Watch reminds us of the capture of Jesus when his dis­ciples fell asleep, and he said, “Watch and pray that you do not fall into con­tempt! The spirit is willing; but the flesh is weak.” [Bible, Matthew 26:41]

This con­stant mind­ful­ness is a very import­ant exer­cise on the spir­itual path, so that one does not always fall back into the dream state of illu­sion. For this, the yogis sit and med­it­ate to direct their minds to the true and to recog­nize the cause that makes us per­ish­able beings who must fear death. And of the three broth­ers, of course, it was again the most simple-minded, who prob­ably showed in the world the least passion and who had the power to this mind­ful­ness. So he recog­nized the golden bird in the moon­light, i.e. in the cool and clear light of the mind that shines in the night when the outer world is silent. Although this bird settles on the tree of life, it does not stay, but quickly flies away with our ever­last­ing fruits. For the eternal or the truth is not dead, but alive like a golden bird, which visits us every day, but escapes again and again, when we sink back into the dream of illu­sion, catch it or shoot our arrows at it, with what here prob­ably the thoughts are meant. For it is well known that rational thoughts cannot grasp the eternal truth. This truth can neither be caught in the web of con­cepts nor hit with the arrows of thoughts. Thus, this golden bird also reminds us of the mys­tical Phoenix, which, in the sense of “die and become”, like­wise sym­bol­izes the eternal life that one cannot hold on to.

At least our young man already has so much merit that he receives a small feather at his attempt, which expresses the incom­par­able value of the golden bird. And now, the search is really going on. This is the usual way in nature that we are fed with some­thing small in order to achieve the great.

✻ The eldest son set out; he trusted to his clev­erness, and thought that he would easily find the Golden Bird. When he had gone some dis­tance he saw a Fox sitting at the edge of a wood, so he cocked his gun and took aim at him. The Fox cried, “Do not shoot me! And in return I will give you some good counsel. You are on the way to the Golden Bird; and this evening you will come to a village in which stand two inns oppos­ite to one another. One of them is lighted up brightly, and all goes on merrily within, but do not go into it; go rather into the other, even though it seems a bad one.” - “How can such a silly beast give wise advice?” thought the King’s son, and he pulled the trigger. But he missed the Fox, who stretched out his tail and ran quickly into the wood.

So he pursued his way, and by evening came to the village where the two inns were; in one they were singing and dancing; the other had a poor, miser­able look. “I should be a fool, indeed,” he thought, “if I were to go into the shabby tavern, and pass by the good one.” So he went into the cheer­ful one, lived there in riot and revel, and forgot the bird and his father, and all good coun­sels.

✎ The first son relies on his intel­lect and fails because he sees the world with a rational mind focused on per­sonal gain. He meets the fox, who is con­sidered a smart animal in nature. And as the fox behaves with his “reas­on­able advice” through­out the fairy tale, we can assume that he is used here as a symbol of reason and wisdom, which can intu­it­ively com­mu­nic­ate in us and often gives strange advice that our ordin­ary intel­lect some­times does not under­stand. The first son rejects the sound advice and even tries to kill reason alto­gether. So of course he goes the usual way of the greedy ego and loses himself in the tavern of this world, which beguiles the senses, without think­ing further about the true meaning of his journey and return­ing home. It is also typical of our greedy ego that it sees fool­ish­ness in reason and reason in fool­ish­ness.

✻ When some time had passed, and the eldest son for month after month did not come back home, the second set out, wishing to find the Golden Bird. The Fox met him as he had met the eldest, and gave him the good advice of which he took no heed. He came to the two inns, and his brother was stand­ing at the window of the one from which came the music, and called out to him. He could not resist, but went inside and lived only for pleas­ure.

✎ The second son is not faring better. He has it even harder because he follows the example of his older brother. The number three is often used for such sym­bol­ism. While the two stands more for nature, where the oppos­ing polar­it­ies reign and oscil­late end­lessly, in the three we find yet another dimen­sion for a reas­on­able devel­op­ment to higher goals. Think of the Chris­tian Trinity of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, which is often used on the spir­itual level. Or the three natural qual­it­ies of passion, dark­ness, and good­ness in the realm of nature, as described in Hindu philo­sophy as the essence of all devel­op­ments [e.g. MHB 12.212 or 12.280]. These three qual­it­ies are present in all creatures, but in dif­fer­ent pro­por­tions, similar to our three basic colours of red, blue and yellow, from which all other colours can be mixed to the even full harmony of white. So we could also con­sider these three sons as symbols of passion, dark­ness and good­ness: the fiery passion of desire and clev­erness, the dark leth­argy of illu­sion and lies, and the bright kind­ness of reason and wisdom. There­fore, the two elder sons are attrac­ted to the vicious life, drown­ing in the tavern of the world. They forget their real purpose in life. In con­trast, the young­est son is described as good-natured and grate­ful and obvi­ously still has a close con­nec­tion to reason. Such people are often ridiculed and under­es­tim­ated in society because they don’t have a dis­pos­i­tion to either passion, cunning or fraud to achieve their goals.

[image: ]✻ Again some time passed, and then the King’s young­est son wanted to set off and try his luck, but his father would not allow it. “It is of no use,” said he, “he will find the Golden Bird still less than his broth­ers, and if a mishap were to befall him he knows not how to help himself; he is a little wanting at the best.” But at last, as he had no peace, he let him go. Again the Fox was sitting outside the wood, and begged for his life, and offered his good advice. The youth was good-natured, and said, “Be easy, little Fox, I will do you no harm.” - “You shall not repent it,” answered the Fox; “and that you may get on more quickly, get up behind on my tail.” And scarcely had he seated himself when the Fox began to run, and away he went over stock and stone till his hair whistled in the wind. When they came to the village the youth got off; he fol­lowed the good advice, and without looking round turned into the little inn, where he spent the night quietly.

The next morning, as soon as he got into the open country, there sat the Fox already, and said, “I will tell you further what you have to do. Go on quite straight, and at last you will come to a castle, in front of which a whole regi­ment of sol­diers is lying, but do not trouble your­self about them, for they will all be asleep and snoring. Go through the midst of them straight into the castle, and go through all the rooms, till at last you will come to a chamber where a Golden Bird is hanging in a wooden cage. Close by, there stands an empty gold cage for show, but beware of taking the bird out of the common cage and putting it into the fine one, or it may go badly with you.” With these words the Fox again stretched out his tail, and the King’s son seated himself upon it, and away he went over stock and stone till his hair whistled in the wind.

When he came to the castle he found everything as the Fox had said. The King’s son went into the chamber where the Golden Bird was shut up in a wooden cage, whilst a golden one stood hard by; and the three golden apples lay about the room. “But,” thought he, “it would be absurd if I were to leave the beau­ti­ful bird in the common and ugly cage.” so he opened the door, laid hold of it, and put it into the golden cage. But at the same moment the bird uttered a shrill cry. The sol­diers awoke, rushed in, and took him off to prison. The next morning he was taken before a court of justice, and as he con­fessed everything, was sen­tenced to death. The King, however, said that he would grant him his life on one con­di­tion -- namely, if he brought him the Golden Horse which ran faster than the wind; and in that case he should receive, over and above, as a reward, the Golden Bird.
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✎ Well, the good-natured son first lets himself be led by reason and is not seduced by the vices of the world. The fact that he is carried on the tail of the fox could mean that one should not sit on the back of reason and ride it like a horse, but should be led and carried by it. There is always the danger that our ego will even force reason and want to control it for its own pur­poses. But the good-natured son follows reason and lets himself be carried to a won­drous castle, in whose inner­most chamber he can find the golden bird. This castle could be our body in which the soul is enclosed. And the path to the inside is also known to be the way to the golden truth of life.

Of course, the scene reminds us again of a yogi sitting in silence, so that all thoughts and senses are silent, like the sol­diers and their king. Only then the mind is clear and you can look to the bottom. In this way, the good-natured one finds the living truth together with the eternal fruits. Here, too, we meet with the advice of reason to trust in the simple and not to be seduced by the outer splend­our of gold. But this is not that simple, because the desire is deep-seated in our being and dif­fi­cult to over­come. So the rational intel­lect awakens again, and the son tries to put the truth in a golden cage, because of course it should be some­thing special. This is a won­der­ful symbol and mas­ter­fully used here. For with the intel­lect the selfish thoughts and senses awaken imme­di­ately and condemn this daring deed. Why? Our ego is a natural enemy of truth because it knows deep inside that it must go down in truth. There­fore, our ego usually con­demns everything that seeks the truth, and if it cannot kill the attacker, it com­plic­ates the search with ever new demands. Because this desire for more and more is its essence. And so the search con­tin­ues:

✻ The King’s son set off, but he sighed and was sor­row­ful, for how was he to find the Golden Horse? But all at once he saw his old friend the Fox sitting on the road. “Look you,” said the Fox, “this has happened because you did not give heed to me. However, be of good courage. I will give you my help, and tell you how to get to the Golden Horse. You must go straight on, and you will come to a castle, where in the stable stands the horse. The grooms will be lying in front of the stable; but they will be asleep and snoring, and you can quietly lead out the Golden Horse. But of one thing you must take heed; put on him the common saddle of wood and leather, and not the golden one, which hangs close by, else it will go ill with you.” Then the Fox stretched out his tail, the King’s son seated himself upon it, and away he went over stock and stone until his hair whistled in the wind.

Everything happened just as the Fox had said; the prince came to the stable in which the Golden Horse was stand­ing, but just as he was going to put the common saddle upon him, he thought, “It will be a shame to such a beau­ti­ful beast, if I do not give him the good saddle which belongs to him by right.” But scarcely had the golden saddle touched the horse than he began to neigh loudly. The grooms awoke, seized the youth, and threw him into prison. The next morning he was sen­tenced by the court to death; but the King prom­ised to grant him his life, and the Golden Horse as well, if he could bring back the beau­ti­ful prin­cess from the Golden Castle.

✎ As we know it from our lives, many things turn around in circles again and again until the problem is finally solved. In this way nature leads us. Our good-natured son is not faring better. On the upper level, here we could say to our chil­dren, “How can you be so stupid and make the same mistake again!?” But hon­estly, that happens to us all the time. And so the game keeps on going with a golden horse running faster than the wind. This symbol reminds us of the pure spirit that can pervade the entire uni­verse in a moment. And it also makes sense, because the golden bird of the pure truth of eternal life nat­ur­ally includes a pure spirit. And the pure spirit, in turn, requires a pure nature, which is first to be won in the form of the beau­ti­ful prin­cess from the golden castle. This brings us back to a trinity that can be seen here as spirit, nature and eternal life.

✻ With a heavy heart the youth set out; yet luckily for him he soon found the trusty Fox. “I ought only to leave you to your ill-luck,” said the Fox, “but I pity you, and will help you once more out of your trouble. This road takes you straight to the Golden Castle, you will reach it by even­tide; and at night when everything is quiet the beau­ti­ful prin­cess goes to the bathing-house to bathe. When she enters it, run up to her and give her a kiss, then she will follow you, and you can take her away with you; only do not allow her to take leave of her parents first, or it will go ill with you.” Then the Fox stretched out his tail, the King’s son seated himself upon it, and away the Fox went, over stock and stone, till his hair whistled in the wind.

When he reached the Golden Castle it was just as the Fox had said. He waited until mid­night, when everything lay in deep sleep, and the beau­ti­ful prin­cess was going to the bathing-house. Then he sprang out and gave her a kiss. She said that she would like to go with him, but she asked him piti­fully, and with tears, to allow her first to take leave of her parents. At first he with­stood her prayer, but when she wept more and more, and fell at his feet, he at last gave in. But no sooner had the maiden reached the bedside of her father than he and all the rest in the castle awoke, and the youth was laid hold of and put into prison.

✎ Again, reason carries our good-natured son to the golden castle, where he is to win the love of the beau­ti­ful prin­cess. The bath at night reminds us of the old Easter customs, where virgins went silently to wells at night, washed them­selves there and drew Easter water. The night is gen­er­ally a time of puri­fic­a­tion, not only in sleep but also in med­it­a­tion. Because when everything is dark and sleep­ing outside, the inner light can awaken. And the new chal­lenge of nature here is prob­ably the secular attach­ment to father and mother. We find similar things in the Bible, where it says, “He who loves father or mother more than me, he is not worthy of me.” [Bible Matthew 10:37] So the chal­lenges are getting harder and harder.

Dadaji also said, “What is true love? That’s the love that does not come and go. Only true love is con­stant and always the same. True love is divine love. Any other love that falters and increases and decreases is not true love, but per­sonal attach­ment...” [Aptavani 1,117]

✻ But our youth is not ready yet, guided more by intel­lect and feel­ings than by reason, so that in the end he is trapped again. There­fore, the next chal­lenge needs to be mastered:

The next morning the King said to him, “Your life is for­feited, and you can only find mercy if you take away the hill which stands in front of my windows, and pre­vents my seeing beyond it; and you must finish it all within eight days. If you do that you shall have my daugh­ter as your reward.”

The King’s son began, and dug and shov­elled without leaving off, but when after seven days he saw how little he had done, and how all his work was as good as nothing, he fell into great sorrow and gave up all hope. But on the evening of the seventh day the Fox appeared and said, “You do not deserve that I should take any trouble about you; but just go away and lie down to sleep, and I will do the work for you.” The next morning when he awoke and looked out of the window the hill had gone. The youth ran, full of joy, to the King, and told him that the task was ful­filled, and whether he liked it or not, the King had to hold to his word and give him his daugh­ter.

✎ What does this symbol of the moun­tain mean, which blocks the view of the king from the windows? Here we think again of the body with the five senses through which the mind looks like through five windows into the world. And what hinders our true view? This could mean all the many accu­mu­lated things, as well as pre­ju­dice, lies, illu­sion, ignor­ance, and sin. In India, one would speak of the Karma Moun­tain, which has to be removed here. Of course this is a huge chal­lenge, because we usually only see the tip of the iceberg. And only with our intel­lect we will not make much pro­gress. This prob­ably also means the seven days of our worldly week, which are con­stantly spin­ning in a circle. On the mys­tical eighth day, which is con­sidered to be the day of resur­rec­tion in Chris­tian­ity, pure reason appears and carries off the moun­tain, without the youth having to act per­son­ally. Because the ego-I cannot accom­plish this work per­son­ally. There­fore one speaks here of the grace of pure reason or know­ledge. And so the good-natured youth also wins the pure soul or nature as his female half.

✻ So the two set forth together, and it was not long before the trusty Fox came up with them. “You have cer­tainly got what is best,” said he, “but the Golden Horse also belongs to the maiden of the Golden Castle.” - “How shall I get it?” asked the youth. “That I will tell you,” answered the Fox; “first take the beau­ti­ful maiden to the King who sent you to the Golden Castle. There will be unheard-of rejoicing; they will gladly give you the Golden Horse, and will bring it out to you. Mount it as soon as pos­sible, and offer your hand to all in farewell; last of all to the beau­ti­ful maiden. And as soon as you have taken her hand swing her up on to the horse, and gallop away, and no one will be able to bring you back, for the horse runs faster than the wind.” All was brought to pass suc­cess­fully, and the King’s son carried off the beau­ti­ful prin­cess on the Golden Horse.

The Fox did not remain behind, and he said to the youth, “Now I will help you to get the Golden Bird. When you come near to the castle where the Golden Bird is to be found, let the maiden get down, and I will take her into my care. Then ride with the Golden Horse into the castle-yard; there will be great rejoicing at the sight, and they will bring out the Golden Bird for you. As soon as you have the cage in your hand gallop back to us, and take the maiden away again.

✎ Now it’s about bring­ing the whole thing home. Of course, the ego waits on the various levels like a hungry vulture for its profit. Again, reason helps with the golden horse, i.e. the pure spirit. Still, it is import­ant not to get over­whelmed by the great joy of the profit, but to seize the true with a pure spirit and to go the way back to the origin, to the Father. This time the young man follows the reason, the great work suc­ceeds and one would like to think, now all is done.

✻ When the plan had suc­ceeded, and the King’s son was about to ride home with his treas­ures, the Fox said, “Now you shall reward me for my help.” - “What do you require for it?” asked the youth. “When you get into the wood yonder, shoot me dead, and chop off my head and feet.” - “That would be fine grat­it­ude,” said the King’s son. “I cannot pos­sibly do that for you.” The Fox said, “If you will not do it I must leave you, but before I go away I will give you a piece of good advice. Be careful about two things. Buy no gallows’-flesh, and do not sit at the edge of any well.” And then he ran into the wood.
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✎ But now it sud­denly gets more com­plic­ated. Why should he kill the fox, the reason that has served him so well so far? The problem of attach­ment is really very subtle. Any means that helped us along the way must be released at the right time. This reminds us of Buddha’s famous words: “As a raft, monks, I want to teach you the lesson, fit for escape, not for cling­ing. Hear that and pay atten­tion to my speech.” But here the youth is lacking con­fid­ence again, and he cannot bring himself to do it. He even does not take the further advice ser­i­ously, which warns of attach­ment and care­less­ness.

✻ The youth thought, “That is a won­der­ful beast, he has strange whims; who is going to buy gallows’-flesh? And the desire to sit at the edge of a well it has never yet seized me.” He rode on with the beau­ti­ful maiden, and his road took him again through the village in which his two broth­ers had remained. There was a great stir and noise, and, when he asked what was going on, he was told that two men were going to be hanged. As he came nearer to the place he saw that they were his broth­ers, who had been playing all kinds of wicked pranks, and had squandered all their wealth. He inquired whether they could not be set free. “If you will pay for them,” answered the people; “but why should you waste your money on wicked men, and buy them free.” He did not think twice about it, but paid for them, and when they were set free they all went on their way together.

They came to the wood where the Fox had first met them, and, as it was cool and pleas­ant within it, whilst the sun shone hotly, the two broth­ers said, “Let us rest a little by the well, and eat and drink.” He agreed, and whilst they were talking he forgot himself, and sat down upon the edge of the well without fore­bod­ing any evil. But the two broth­ers threw him back­wards into the well, took the maiden, the Horse, and the Bird, and went home to their father. “Here we bring you not only the Golden Bird,” said they; “we have won the Golden Horse also, and the maiden from the Golden Castle.” Then was there great joy; but the Horse would not eat, the Bird would not sing, and the maiden sat and wept.

✎ With that, the youth falls back into the dark­ness of the world, for he is over­whelmed by his broth­ers, who in fact could be regarded as passion and deceit, and actu­ally were as good as dead. But of course, who would not save his bio­lo­gical broth­ers from dis­tress? Or was his com­pas­sion in the wrong place? That is why it is said that our com­pas­sion should always be con­nec­ted with wisdom and reason. This is not about des­troy­ing passion and idle­ness in the world com­pletely, but to avoid their superi­or­ity, since they take us to the gallows or drop us into the well. They destroy reason, virtue and justice without the good­ness of wisdom and grat­it­ude. Then of course, profit and success lack the true spirit that gives them real life.

✻ But the young­est brother was not dead. By good fortune the well was dry, and he fell upon soft moss without being hurt, but he could not get out again. Even in this strait the faith­ful Fox did not leave him: he came and leapt down to him, and upbraided him for having for­got­ten his advice. “But yet I cannot give it up so,” he said; “I will help you up again into day­light.” He bade him grasp his tail and keep tight hold of it; and then he pulled him up.

“You are not out of all danger yet,” said the Fox. “Your broth­ers were not sure of your death, and have sur­roun­ded the wood with watch­ers, who are to kill you if you let your­self be seen.” But a poor man was sitting upon the road, with whom the youth changed clothes, and in this way he got to the King’s palace. No one knew him, but the Bird began to sing, the Horse began to eat, and the beau­ti­ful maiden left off weeping. The King, aston­ished, asked, “What does this mean?” Then the maiden said, “I do not know, but I have been so sor­row­ful and now I am so happy! I feel as if my true bride- groom had come.” She told him all that had happened, although the other broth­ers had threatened her with death if she were to betray any­thing.

The King com­manded that all people who were in his castle should be brought before him; and amongst them came the youth in his ragged clothes; but the maiden knew him at once and fell upon his neck. The wicked broth­ers were seized and put to death, but he was married to the beau­ti­ful maiden and declared heir to the King.

✎ This up and down makes this story very real­istic. Because that’s the way it goes in life, and you should always have enough con­fid­ence that after each down there comes an up again. Anyway, reason helps and brings the youth back to the light. But there is already the next chal­lenge, to remain unre­cog­nized before the guards of the forest. What is so super­fi­cially described is very dif­fi­cult at the mental level. Because this is not about chan­ging a few clothes, but letting go of your own iden­tity, to which we usually cling extremely. This includes our name, body and pro­fes­sion as well as our per­sonal history and the outward appear­ance. This letting go is the incom­par­able wealth of true poverty or asceti­cism. With this the youth reaches the court of his father unre­cog­nized. Only the truth of mind, life and nature recog­nize him, because he is con­nec­ted with the truth in an inner way and not by external forms. This, in turn, is recog­nized by the ruling spirit in the form of the king. He judges the bad lie, unites the sep­ar­ated and passes on his rule to the truly worthy.

✻ But how did it fare with the poor Fox? Long after­wards the King’s son was once again walking in the wood, when the Fox met him and said, “You have everything now that you can wish for, but there is never an end to my misery, and yet it is in your power to free me.” and again he asked him with tears to shoot him dead and to chop off his head and feet. So he did it, and scarcely was it done when the Fox was changed into a man, and was no other than the brother of the beau­ti­ful prin­cess, who at last was freed from the magic charm which had been laid upon him. And now nothing more was wanting to their hap­pi­ness as long as they lived.

✎ As men­tioned before, every unsolved problem keeps coming up, until it is finally solved. And so the king’s son can finally decide to redeem the fox. What does it mean to cut off his head and paws? Con­sid­er­ing the whole story, it’s prob­ably about over­com­ing the last remnant of the ego-I, which is still hidden in reason and per­son­ally iden­ti­fies itself in the body with thoughts, sense per­cep­tion, and actions, that is, the head and hands. And the spirit that was hidden in the fox now reveals himself as the brother of the prin­cess of the golden castle, i.e. a being of etern­ity.

Thus, this fairy tale describes how reason is con­fined to a narrow body in order to unite the oppos­ites of male and female in true love, to find the golden bird of eternal life, and finally to be redeemed from this phys­ical prison. This sym­bol­ism is then cer­tainly the high­light of this fairy tale, which we can only the­or­et­ic­ally refer to, like with a finger on the map, so to speak. On this high spir­itual level, passion, lie, illu­sion, pride, attach­ment, ego and even per­sonal iden­tity dis­ap­pear. We see how in our story everything is con­nec­ted on the spir­itual level, as every being plays its role and has its place in life. Then basic­ally there is only one mind that embod­ies itself in dif­fer­ent forms and builds a large, living organ­ism. Father, son, reason, soul and nature become a whole, a great sea, on which the indi­vidual waves play with and against each other. Finally, the usual oppos­ites of man and woman come together in the mys­tical mar­riage of true love, our fairy tale ends and the great bliss begins.

This is a most amazing story, and it could even mean the sal­va­tion or deliv­er­ance that the great reli­gions speak of. And again, we should not think that this awaken­ing is some­thing very special or com­pletely out of the ordin­ary. Then we would put the golden bird of truth back in a golden cage and make a lot of noise about it, as happens occa­sion­ally. But it takes place more in the simple and hidden. Think of Jesus in the quiet desert, the Buddha in his lonely asceti­cism, or Krishna in the secluded shep­herd’s village, even though their light shone forth over the whole world. None of them needed a golden cage for the truth.


The Twelve Brothers

✻ There were once on a time a king and a queen who lived happily together and had twelve chil­dren, but they were all boys. Then said the King to his wife, “If the thir­teenth child which thou art about to bring into the world, is a girl, the twelve boys shall die, in order that her pos­ses­sions may be great, and that the kingdom may fall to her alone.” He caused like­wise twelve coffins to be made, which were already filled with wood shav­ings, and in each lay the little pillow for the dead, and he had them taken into a locked-up room, and then he gave the Queen the key of it, and bade her not to speak of this to anyone.
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The mother, however, now sat and lamen­ted all day long, until the young­est son, who was always with her, and whom she had named Ben­jamin, from the Bible, said to her, “Dear mother, why art thou so sad?”

“Dearest child,” she answered, “I may not tell thee.” But he let her have no rest until she went and unlocked the room, and showed him the twelve coffins ready filled with shav­ings. Then she said, “My dearest Ben­jamin, thy father has had these coffins made for thee and for thy eleven broth­ers, for if I bring a little girl into the world, you are all to be killed and buried in them.” And as she wept while she was saying this, the son com­for­ted her and said, “Weep not, dear mother, we will save ourselves, and go hence.” But she said, “Go forth into the forest with thy eleven broth­ers, and let one sit con­stantly on the highest tree which can be found, and keep watch, looking towards the tower here in the castle. If I give birth to a little son, I will put up a white flag, and then you may venture to come back, but if I bear a daugh­ter, I will hoist a red flag, and then fly hence as quickly as you are able, and may the good God protect you. And every night I will rise up and pray for you in winter that you may be able to warm your­self at a fire, and in summer that you may not faint away in the heat.”

✎ The fairy tale starts out strangely and ini­tially makes little sense on the pure plot level. Why should a peace­ful king react so cruelly? Where did the sudden tension come from between king and queen, who had pre­vi­ously lived together in harmony? Why does the king respect the girl more than his sons, so that he wants to leave all his wealth and the kingdom to her? Usually the oldest son was inten­ded to be the heir to the throne at that time. This theme, which revolves around several broth­ers and a sister, also runs through other fairy tales such as “The Seven Ravens” or “The Six Swans”, and is sup­posedly wide­spread and very old. We find a similar sym­bol­ism in “Snow White” with the seven dwarfs or even in the Indian epic Mahabharata, where five sons of gods married a woman in order to free Mother Earth from an unbear­able burden. So let us assume that the deeper message was still a matter of course at that time and touched many people. Accord­ingly, we are now trying to shed some light on the spir­itual level.

We start from the usual polar­ity between male and female, so that we con­sider the king as the ruling spirit and the queen as the birth giving nature, who lived together peace­fully and had sons whose sym­bol­ism we want to seek more on the spir­itual side because of their gender. Their spe­cific mean­ings remain rel­at­ively unclear in this and other fairy tales. The sym­bol­ism reminds us of the passage in the Bible when Jesus said to the Samar­itan Woman: “You have had five hus­bands, and the one you have now is not your husband...” Master Eckhart says: “Which were the five Men? They were the five senses with which she had sinned with, and that is why they were dead. “In this regard, one might assume that the king did not want to kill his sons at all. Perhaps he only recog­nized that when the daugh­ter was born, the sons would meet with her death, and had the coffins ready once before. That makes sense at least as far as one regards death and tran­si­ence primar­ily as a prin­ciple of nature. That is why he gives the queen the key to the coffins and fore­sees that nature will rule and that the spirit as a male prin­ciple will lose its domin­ion. He prob­ably even knows how the whole story devel­ops, how Mother Nature has to give birth to her daugh­ter and how she kindly tries to look after her sons, too.

We already know the game with 13 from “Sleep­ing Beauty”. Our fairy tale could also refer to the extraordin­ary role of the thir­teenth lunar month in the solar year, which only appears irreg­u­larly every two to three years. Because it is said that in the very begin­ning this whole world and the diversity of nature ori­gin­ated from a small dis­turb­ance of a har­mo­ni­ous balance. It is sim­il­arly described at the begin­ning of the Bible when Eve lets herself be seduced by the soft hissing of the snake and the self-con­scious­ness awakens with the know­ledge of good and bad, from which then desire and hate arose as well as this whole big world in which we human beings have to struggle. So the red flag of passion is hoisted on the tower of cor­por­eal­ity, and not the white flag of a pure spirit.

✻ After she had blessed her sons there­fore, they went forth into the forest. They each kept watch in turn, and sat on the highest oak and looked towards the tower. When eleven days had passed and the turn came to Ben­jamin, he saw that a flag was being raised. It was, however, not the white, but the blood-red flag which announced that they were all to die. When the broth­ers heard that, they were very angry and said, “Are we all to suffer death for the sake of a girl? We swear that we will avenge ourselves! Whereso­ever we find a girl, her red blood shall flow.”

✎ It is described here in an excel­lent way that we can never com­pletely sep­ar­ate spirit and nature. With the birth of the fem­in­ine side of the soul, which rep­res­ents the self-con­scious­ness and reaches for the apple in para­dise, a stark con­trast arises, which brings about death. In prin­ciple, this happens in every person, whether woman or man. So our own, actu­ally ego­istic spirit is turned against us. Our friend becomes our enemy.

✻ Thereupon they went deeper into the forest, and in the midst of it, where it was the darkest, they found a little bewitched hut, which was stand­ing empty. Then said they, “Here we will dwell, and thou Ben­jamin, who art the young­est and weakest, thou shalt stay at home and keep house, we others will go out and get food.” Then they went into the forest and shot hares, wild deer, birds and pigeons, and what­so­ever there was to eat; this they took to Ben­jamin, who had to dress it for them in order that they might appease their hunger. They lived together ten years in the little hut, and the time did not appear long to them.

✎ The mind now sinks deeper and deeper into nature and finally ends in an ‘enchanted house’, which of course reminds us of our own body, where the senses also live and, as well known, there is a lot of hunger that needs to be sat­is­fied. Ben­jamin means some­thing like ‘lucky child’ and in the descrip­tion above reminds of the reason, our young­est and nor­mally weakest child of spir­itual devel­op­ment, which stays in the head at home and ‘pre­pares’ everything, while the five senses hunt for food with their worldly think­ing.

✻ The little daugh­ter which their mother the Queen had given birth to, was now grown up; she was good of heart, and fair of face, and had a golden star on her fore­head. Once, when it was the great washing, she saw twelve men’s shirts among the things, and asked her mother, “To whom do these twelve shirts belong, for they are far too small for father?” Then the Queen answered with a heavy heart, “Dear child, these belong to thy twelve broth­ers.” Said the maiden, “Where are my twelve broth­ers, I have never yet heard of them?” She replied, “God knows where they are, they are wan­der­ing about the world.” Then she took the maiden and opened the chamber for her, and showed her the twelve coffins with the shav­ings, and pillows for the head. “These coffins,” said she, “were destined for thy broth­ers, but they went away secretly before thou wert born,” and she related to her how everything had happened; then said the maiden, “Dear mother, weep not, I will go and seek my broth­ers.
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✎ Who is this little daugh­ter? Perhaps it is we ourselves who at some point will begin with internal puri­fic­a­tion, wash the old clothes, and find twelve strange shapes or prin­ciples there, about which we are very sur­prised. In Indian philo­sophy, for example, one speaks here of the five organs of action (hands, feet, mouth, anus, gen­it­als), the five senses (eyes, ears, nose, tongue, skin), thoughts and reason. The thir­teenth prin­ciple would then be self-con­scious­ness, which later embod­ies itself as the ego and wants to rise to become king of the body, control the senses and, of course, possess all wealth, as the great king foresaw at the begin­ning of our fairy tale. If we become aware of these forms inside, then we too could ask Mother Nature: “Who do these forms belong to?” And she says: “These are your broth­ers who wander around some­where in the world because they are threatened with death.” She shows us the empty coffins as proof. And maybe we will answer then: “Dear mother, do not cry, I want to go and find my broth­ers to deliver them from their wan­der­ing.”

✻ So she took the twelve shirts and went forth, and straight into the great forest. She walked the whole day, and in the evening she came to the bewitched hut. Then she entered it and found a young boy, who asked, “From whence comest thou, and whither art thou bound?” and was aston­ished that she was so beau­ti­ful, and wore royal gar­ments, and had a star on her fore­head. And she answered. “I am a king’s daugh­ter, and am seeking my twelve broth­ers, and I will walk as far as the sky is blue until I find them.” She like­wise showed him the twelve shirts which belonged to them. Then Ben­jamin saw that she was his sister, and said, “I am Ben­jamin, thy young­est brother.” And she began to weep for joy, and Ben­jamin wept also, and they kissed and embraced each other with the greatest love. But after this he said, “Dear sister, there is still one dif­fi­culty. We have agreed that every maiden whom we meet shall die, because we have been obliged to leave our kingdom on account of a girl.” Then said she, “I will will­ingly die, if by so doing I can deliver my twelve broth­ers.”

“No,” answered he, “thou shalt not die, seat thyself beneath this tub until our eleven broth­ers come, and then I will soon come to an agree­ment with them.”

She did so, and when it was night the others came from hunting, and their dinner was ready. And as they were sitting at table, and eating, they asked, “What news is there?” Said Ben­jamin, “Don’t you know any­thing?” “No,” they answered. He con­tin­ued, “You have been in the forest and I have stayed at home, and yet I know more than you do.” “Tell us then,” they cried. He answered, “But promise me that the first maiden who meets us shall not be killed.” “Yes,” they all cried, “she shall have mercy, only do tell us.”

Then said he, “Our sister is here,” and he lifted up the tub, and the King’s daugh­ter came forth in her royal gar­ments with the golden star on her fore­head, and she was beau­ti­ful, del­ic­ate, and fair. Then they were all rejoiced, and fell on her neck, and kissed and loved her with all their hearts.

✎ So we now go out into nature and look for the true spirit that belongs to these forms. First we look outside in the world. In the evening, when it gets dark outside, we also go inside our haunted house and find a boy who under­stands us, namely reason, which is really our ‘lucky child’, i.e. Ben­jamin. And when it gets dark outside, of course all the senses, thoughts and actions return to the inside. You’ve prob­ably hunted a lot in the world, but the real news come from reason. Perhaps that is why the saying came about: “Nothing new under the sun...” And so they are reunited with their sister, who is ready to sac­ri­fice herself to her broth­ers and to serve them.

✻ Now she stayed at home with Ben­jamin and helped him with the work. The eleven went into the forest and caught game, and deer, and birds, and wood-pigeons that they might have food, and the little sister and Ben­jamin took care to make it ready for them. She sought for the wood for cooking and herbs for veget­ables, and put the pans on the fire so that the dinner was always ready when the eleven came. She like­wise kept order in the little house, and put beau­ti­fully white clean cov­er­ings on the little beds, and the broth­ers were always con­ten­ted and lived in great harmony with her.

✎ This will cer­tainly work out for a few years as long as the self-con­scious­ness is humble and serves and follows reason. Then it helps in our body house with the good pre­par­a­tion and diges­tion of the food, main­tains the inner order and ensures that the senses, actions and thoughts main­tain a certain purity. That would be a happy life as long as our inner prin­ciples live together in unity and harmony.

✻ Once on a time the two at home had pre­pared a beau­ti­ful enter­tain­ment, and when they were all together, they sat down and ate and drank and were full of glad­ness. There was, however, a little garden belong­ing to the bewitched house wherein stood twelve lily flowers, which are like­wise called stu­dents.* She wished to give her broth­ers pleas­ure, and plucked the twelve flowers, and thought she would present each brother with one while at dinner. But at the self-same moment that she plucked the flowers the twelve broth­ers were changed into twelve ravens, and flew away over the forest, and the house and garden van­ished like­wise. And now the poor maiden was alone in the wild forest, and when she looked around, an old woman was stand­ing near her who said, “My child, what hast thou done? Why didst thou not leave the twelve white flowers growing? They were thy broth­ers, who are now for ever­more changed into ravens.” The maiden said weeping, “Is there no way of deliv­er­ing them?”

✎ (* Stu­den­ten-Nelken, or Stu­den­ten-Lilien, are a species of small pinks, and are so called because they are much worn by the stu­dents of various uni­ver­sit­ies, in the button-hole of their coats. They are some­times called Fed­er­nelken (Feather-pink, or "sop in the wine"). The broth­ers Grimm them­selves, in the notes to "De drei Vgelkens," speak of this flower as the nar­cissus.)

✻  “No,” said the woman, “there is but one in the whole world, and that is so hard that thou wilt not deliver them by it, for thou must be dumb for seven years, and mayst not speak or laugh, and if thou speak­est one single word, and only an hour of the seven years is wanting, all is in vain, and thy broth­ers will be killed by the one word.”
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✎ At the age of twelve or thir­teen, we change sig­ni­fic­antly. It seems as if a new per­son­al­ity is awaken­ing in our soul, of which it is often said that the inno­cence of our child­hood is now lost. That could explain the sym­bol­ism here, that a certain pride awakens in the girl and she breaks the twelve lilies, which are gen­er­ally a symbol of purity. It is up to our ima­gin­a­tion why they are also called stu­dents here. At least our senses are often as curious and dili­gent as stu­dents... Since the spirit wanted to create some­thing special, the sensory and action organs fall into impur­ity with think­ing and reason and sym­bol­ic­ally fly out into the world as black ravens, so that also the tidy house with the clean garden dis­ap­pears that has pro­tec­ted the soul. In this way, a new per­son­al­ity emerges from self-aware­ness with a growing ego, which we com­monly call ‘puberty’. The youth sud­denly stands in the middle of the world’s wild forest and often feels alone and aban­doned by every­one. A dif­fi­cult time begins with some crises, and young people often even lapse into a great boycott of silence, so that even the parents can barely find access. That may be at least the middle level of our fairy tale, on which young people can recog­nize them­selves in this situ­ation and gain con­fid­ence that this exper­i­ence is nothing extraordin­ary and that at some point the redeem­ing king appears:

✻ Then said the maiden in her heart, “I know with cer­tainty that I shall set my broth­ers free,” and went and sought a high tree and seated herself in it and span, and neither spoke nor laughed. Now it so happened that a king was hunting in the forest, who had a great grey­hound which ran to the tree on which the maiden was sitting, and sprang about it, whining, and barking at her. Then the King came by and saw the beau­ti­ful King’s daugh­ter with the golden star on her brow, and was so charmed with her beauty that he called to ask her if she would be his wife. She made no answer, but nodded a little with her head. So he climbed up the tree himself, carried her down, placed her on his horse, and bore her home. Then the wedding was sol­em­nized with great mag­ni­fi­cence and rejoicing, but the bride neither spoke nor smiled. When they had lived happily together for a few years, the King’s mother, who was a wicked woman, began to slander the young Queen, and said to the King, “This is a common beggar girl whom thou hast brought back with thee. Who knows what impious tricks she prac­tises secretly! Even if she be dumb, and not able to speak, she still might laugh for once; but those who do not laugh have bad con­sciences.” At first the King would not believe it, but the old woman urged this so long, and accused her of so many evil things, that at last the King let himself be per­suaded and sen­tenced her to death.

✎ At some point this dream will come true, the king’s son appears, recog­nizes the great beauty, takes the beloved on his white horse and leads her into his won­der­ful kingdom. Then a big wedding is cel­eb­rated and everything is beau­ti­ful, if there was no wicked mother-in-law...

If we now go to a deeper level, we can see the great problem of the impur­ity of our senses and actions by the flight of the black ravens. At some point we stand in the wild forest of the world and recog­nize how our own senses deceive us, how unre­li­able our actions and thoughts are, and how death and imper­man­ence threaten us every­where. Then we could meet the ancient mother who asks us: “How have you been dealing with your senses and thoughts so far? What did you do with them?” Then we could sadly answer: “Is there no redemp­tion at all? Can’t we regain purity?” And she says, “It’s very dif­fi­cult. There is only one way and that is restraint, the way of asceti­cism, the great silence. And you will only achieve success at the end of the path.” This is par­tic­u­larly dif­fi­cult, because we usually want to see the first suc­cesses after just a few steps. Well, do we have the courage? Do we have the great con­fid­ence that the ruling spirit will save us, like the wise king in fairy tales? This great King, who recog­nizes us by the sign on our fore­head, that is, by our dis­pos­i­tion, which is lit­er­ally ‘written on our fore­head’, as is also spoken in the Bible of the ‘seal of God’ on the fore­head [Bible, Rev­el­a­tion 9.4]. Are we ready for the great mys­tical mar­riage between spirit and nature? Can we over­come the ego within us? Or do we fear the wicked mother-in-law who denies us the expec­ted love and respect for the world, so that we open our mouths and scold loudly to protect ourselves from adversity?

[image: ]

✻ And now a great fire was lighted in the court­yard in which she was to be burnt, and the King stood above at the window and looked on with tearful eyes, because he still loved her so much. And when she was bound fast to the stake, and the fire was licking at her clothes with its red tongue, the last instant of the seven years expired. Then a whirr­ing sound was heard in the air, and twelve ravens came flying towards the place, and sank down­wards, and when they touched the earth they were her twelve broth­ers, whom she had delivered. They tore the fire asunder, extin­guished the flames, set their dear sister free, and kissed and embraced her. And now as she dared to open her mouth and speak, she told the King why she had been dumb, and had never laughed. The King rejoiced when he heard that she was inno­cent, and they all lived in great unity until their death. The wicked step-mother was taken before the judge, and put into a barrel filled with boiling oil and venom­ous snakes, and died an evil death.

✎ Wow! Which person can have so much trust? That can only be true love, which is not even afraid of death. Self­less love redeemed the broth­ers from their animal wan­der­ing, and the pure broth­ers in turn redeemed the soul from its ego curse. They put out the red flames of passion that are threat­en­ing to burn us. And with pure senses, deeds, thoughts and reason, she can now speak truly. The ruling spirit recog­nizes the purity of the soul, the mys­tical mar­riage in unity is perfect, and the impure, deceit­ful nature also reaps the fruits of its deeds and has to perish pain­fully. That’s the end of the tale.


The Seven Ravens

✻ There was once a man who had seven sons, and still he had no daugh­ter, however much he wished for one. At length his wife again gave him hope of a child, and when it came into the world it was a girl. The joy was great, but the child was sickly and small, and had to be privately bap­tized on account of its weak­ness. The father sent one of the boys in haste to the spring to fetch water for the baptism. The other six went with him, and as each of them wanted to be first to fill it, the jug fell into the well. There they stood and did not know what to do, and none of them dared to go home. As they still did not return, the father grew impa­tient, and said, “They have cer­tainly for­got­ten it for some game, the wicked boys!” He became afraid that the girl would have to die without being bap­tized, and in his anger cried, “I wish the boys were all turned into ravens.” Hardly was the word spoken before he heard a whirr­ing of wings over his head in the air, looked up and saw seven coal-black ravens flying away.

✎ We would like to con­tinue our journey with this fairy tale because it prob­ably deals with the same subject as “The Twelve Broth­ers” from a slightly dif­fer­ent per­spect­ive. Here there is no king and queen at the begin­ning but just man and woman like Adam and Eve in the Bible. And up to the trans­form­a­tion of the sons into ravens, this story even sounds very real­istic. But now let’s look deeper and con­sider the sym­bol­ism:

The seven sons could again sym­bol­ize the five senses with thought and reason and the daugh­ter the self-con­scious­ness, with which we shift the whole story into our inner being. It should be noted that not the woman as a symbol for nature wants the daugh­ter, but the man as a symbol for the spirit. And his wish is so great that the woman really gives birth to a girl after the seven sons. But because she seems small and power­less, the fear arises in the man imme­di­ately that he might lose his little self again and now demands a quick baptism to sanc­tify the little self. This is a mem­or­able symbol because it really happens often that people use church baptism primar­ily to affirm and sanc­tify their ego. The senses with thought and reason should serve him and fetch the bap­tis­mal water from the eternal spring. But in a hurry they lose the means with which they want to scoop the holy water and now they don’t know what to do next. Perhaps this remedy was com­pletely useless for such a baptism. Because actu­ally the senses should not sanc­tify the ego-con­scious­ness, but the ego-con­scious­ness should sanc­tify the senses. Well, finally the father gets angry and curses his sons because they are pre­vent­ing the bless­ing he has envi­sioned for the little ego.

✻ The parents could not recall the curse, and however sad they were at the loss of their seven sons, they still to some extent com­for­ted them­selves with their dear little daugh­ter, who soon grew strong and every day became more beau­ti­ful. For a long time she did not know that she had had broth­ers, for her parents were careful not to mention them before her, but one day she acci­dent­ally heard some people saying of herself, “that the girl was cer­tainly beau­ti­ful, but that in reality she was to blame for the mis­for­tune which had befallen her seven broth­ers.” Then she was much troubled, and went to her father and mother and asked if it was true that she had had broth­ers, and what had become of them? The parents now dared to keep the secret no longer, but said that what had befallen her broth­ers was the will of Heaven, and that her birth had only been the inno­cent cause. But the maiden laid it to heart daily, and thought she must deliver her broth­ers. She had no rest or peace until she set out secretly, and went forth into the wide world to trace out her broth­ers and set them free, let it cost what it might. She took nothing with her but a little ring belong­ing to her parents as a keep­sake, a loaf of bread against hunger, a little pitcher of water against thirst, and a little chair as a pro­vi­sion against wear­i­ness.

✎ The self-con­scious­ness that gives us every iden­tity as a human being is really a being that on the one hand appears very weak and vul­ner­able like the little girl, so that we are often afraid of losing it along with our lives. On the other hand, it is extremely power­ful, has created this whole world, can wage mighty wars and cause great suf­fer­ing. But it can also save us when it is pur­i­fied from illu­sion, desire and anger. Basic­ally, our whole life revolves around this self-aware­ness. Moreover, the pure self-con­scious­ness could even be God himself, as Jesus also says in the Bible: “I am the way and the truth and the life; no one comes to the Father except through me. If you knew me, you also knew my father. [Bible, John 4.6]” So the daugh­ter (or ego con­scious­ness) leaves her father and mother and goes into the world to redeem her broth­ers (i.e. the senses with thought and reason). Here, too, we hear the bib­lical vision that Christ came into this world and took on all the suf­fer­ing in order to redeem us.

In Hindu philo­sophy, too, this self-aware­ness plays a fun­da­mental role in the cre­ation myth (for example, in [Markandeya Purana chap. 45]). Of course, this high rating comes first of all from the prac­tical exper­i­ence that every person can have in life. Cer­tainly, no sci­ent­ist would claim that he works without self-aware­ness. Formerly, modern science only spoke of energy as the basis of the uni­verse. Today one hears more and more of the concept of inform­a­tion, which is just as dif­fi­cult to grasp as mind or con­scious­ness, and basic­ally means the same. It is said, that the famous German phys­i­cist Werner Heis­en­berg (1901-1976), who researched in quantum mech­an­ics, has said: “The first drink from the cup of science makes athe­istic, but at the bottom of the cup God is waiting.” We can find this cup again at the end of our fairy tales.

We ourselves have studied physics and com­puter science and are often very sur­prised how dif­fi­cult it is for today’s sci­ent­ists to use the concept of spirit. It is actu­ally obvious that thoughts can move our arms and legs and be cre­at­ive. And that this spir­itual power does not play a minor role in our life should also be obvious. The same goes for the spir­itual values such as virtue, wisdom, com­pas­sion and truth­ful­ness. Stephen Hawking (1942-2018) was one of the most influ­en­tial phys­i­cists of our time, who vehe­mently described himself as an ‘atheist’. But he also said: “Because there is a law such as gravity, the uni­verse can and will create itself from nothing.” We ask ourselves, of course: Who does he mean by the little word ‘itself’? This self can be the great key that is closely related to “I am”. Surely it is normal and good to seek the truth in the outer world first. But then you should also look inside and above all in your­self, like our little girl here in the fairy tale, who starts the great search for this spir­itual being with her body and the memory of her origin.

✻ And now she went con­tinu­ally onwards, far, far, to the very end of the world. Then she came to the sun, but it was too hot and ter­rible, and devoured little chil­dren. Hastily she ran away, and ran to the moon, but it was far too cold, and also awful and mali­cious, and when it saw the child, it said, “I smell, I smell the flesh of men.” On this she ran swiftly away, and came to the stars, which were kind and good to her, and each of them sat on its own par­tic­u­lar little chair. But the morning star arose, and gave her the drum­stick of a chicken, and said, “If thou hast not that drum­stick thou canst not open the Glass moun­tain, and in the Glass moun­tain are thy broth­ers.”
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✎ There have really been people who flew to the moon, where it is ter­ribly cold, grue­some and evil. And if the sun weren’t so unbear­ably hot, we would have left our foot­prints there too. The morning star is usually a planet, mostly Venus, which is the bright­est point on the horizon before sunrise. Nowadays we think of dead celes­tial bodies that are out there flying across space. At that time they were still alive and able to speak to us. And on a spir­itual level it can even be found inside us. Anyone who has already dealt with yoga may know that there is talk of one half of the sun and one half of the moon in our body. The moon is our left and fem­in­ine side, the sun our right and mas­cu­line side. If one of these sides dom­in­ates and becomes our per­son­al­ity, then we speak of man and woman, and that usually means the end of inno­cent child­hood, which could perhaps be meant here by eating little chil­dren. In yoga we find the so-called chakras or energy centers in the middle of our body, which are usually rep­res­en­ted as stars or man­dalas. There are also seven in number and can be assigned to the five ele­ments and sensory exper­i­ences plus think­ing and reason. It begins at the lower end of the spine with the element earth and the asso­ci­ated smell, then water with the taste in the genital area, fire with the vis­ib­il­ity in the navel area, wind with the feel­ings in the chest, space with the sounds in the throat, think­ing with thoughts on the fore­head and reason with pure con­scious­ness on the cortex. You can say that each chakra sits on its own special chair.

We do not want to claim here that Indian yogis told our fairy tales and kept them for a long time. But yoga is primar­ily about prac­tical exper­i­ence and less about the­or­et­ical philo­sophies, systems and con­cepts. Every person can have these exper­i­ences in his own way, no matter where he lives in the world, if he looks care­fully into his body. Then one finds, for example, the earth at the end of the intest­ine, the water in the bladder, the fire in the upper intest­ine and stomach, the wind in the lungs, the space in the throat, the thoughts and reason in the head and the sun and moon as the two halves of the brain. And if you look even more care­fully, you will find centers of feel­ings, energy chan­nels, rela­tion­ships, block­ages and much more. You don’t neces­sar­ily need yoga train­ing for this. On the con­trary, too many terms and expect­a­tions can even have a destruct­ive effect here. Yoga is a prac­tical way. So why shouldn’t our ancest­ors in Europe have had similar exper­i­ences? Let us think, for example, of the famous picture by Johann Georg Gichtel (1638-1710) from the heyday of medi­eval alchemy, when many people tried to find the way to truth, to the so-called “Philo­sopher’s Stone” (in German: stone of wisdom) through the trans­form­a­tion and syn­thesis of inner and outer exper­i­ences. For example, the inner chakras were con­nec­ted with the seven outer wan­der­ing stars (Saturn, Venus, Jupiter, Mercury, Mars, moon and sun). They were called “fur­naces of the soul”: [anthrowiki.at/Johan­n_Geor­g_­Gichtel]:
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The morning star could also mean the third eye of ‘insight’ on the fore­head, which can give us together with the human mind a key to the moun­tain of glass. For this, the symbol of a chicken leg is used, which is sup­posed to remind of a sac­ri­fi­cial animal. Because without sac­ri­fice you cannot get to the glass moun­tain where the broth­ers are imprisoned. This moun­tain of glass can also be found in other fairy tales. Here it could be a symbol for our inner being. Because it often happens that we see the prob­lems in us, such as bad habits, fears, anger, lies, etc., but cannot find any access to our inner being and run into invis­ible walls at every attempt. Glass also reminds of the essence of the illu­sion or of our spir­itual crys­tal­liz­a­tion within. And when it comes to redeem­ing the senses with think­ing and reason, then we cer­tainly have to turn inside and find an access. In yoga this means the clean­ing of the chakras, which one can try with con­cen­tra­tion of mind and breath­ing exer­cises.

✻ The maiden took the drum­stick, wrapped it care­fully in a cloth, and went onwards again until she came to the Glass moun­tain. The door was shut, and she thought she would take out the drum­stick; but when she undid the cloth, it was empty, and she had lost the good star’s present. What was she now to do? She wished to rescue her broth­ers, and had no key to the Glass moun­tain. The good sister took a knife, cut off one of her little fingers, put it in the door, and suc­ceeded in opening it. When she had gone inside, a little dwarf came to meet her, who said, “My child, what are you looking for?” “I am looking for my broth­ers, the seven ravens,” she replied. The dwarf said, “The lord ravens are not at home, but if you will wait here until they come, step in.” Thereupon the little dwarf carried the ravens’ dinner in, on seven little plates, and in seven little glasses, and the little sister ate a morsel from each plate, and from each little glass she took a sip, but in the last little glass she dropped the ring which she had brought away with her.

✎ Well, the chicken leg somehow got lost, which is sup­posed to mean that the old shaman or witch rites with their animal sac­ri­fices were also lost. However, it is better to make your own sac­ri­fice than to sac­ri­fice others. You cer­tainly don’t have to cut your finger off for this. A great sac­ri­fice nowadays is pausing quietly for a few minutes. Then one sac­ri­fices the external action for the inner spir­itual view. As part of the hand, this finger could also be a symbol for the sac­ri­fice of action. Such a sac­ri­fice can be made not only in silent med­it­a­tion, but also in every­day activ­ity by spir­itual sac­ri­fi­cing the fruits of actions to some­thing higher. Then you no longer identify with the fruits of your actions in order to nourish the greedy ego. And that is really a great and extremely dif­fi­cult sac­ri­fice, which is described for example in the famous Bhagavad Gita [MHB 6.27].

We should of course start slowly with a few minutes of quiet con­tem­pla­tion. Perhaps our moun­tain of glass will open up and an inner voice will sound and help us. For this, at least a dwarfish part of reason should still be at home, even if all other senses wander around with all thoughts in the world, and we have to wait patiently until they return. In the mean­time we can prac­tice our spir­itual con­cen­tra­tion, let the self-aware­ness wander with the breath from chair to chair, i.e. from chakra to chakra, and taste from each plate and drink from each cup. This is a won­der­ful and highly recom­men­ded med­it­a­tion. It means prac­tic­ally: We start with the lowest chakra and remem­ber the scent of the earth, the taste of the water, the light of the fire, the feeling of the wind, the sound of space, the thoughts of thought and the pure con­scious­ness of reason. And in the last cup we give the mys­tical ring of the union of male and female, i.e. sun and moon, the great mar­riage of oppos­ites.

✻ Sud­denly she heard a whirr­ing of wings and a rushing through the air, and then the little dwarf said, “Now the lord ravens are flying home.” Then they came, and wanted to eat and drink, and looked for their little plates and glasses. Then said one after the other, “Who has eaten some­thing from my plate? Who has drunk out of my little glass? It was a human mouth.” And when the seventh came to the bottom of the glass, the ring rolled against his mouth. Then he looked at it, and saw that it was a ring belong­ing to his father and mother, and said, “God grant that our sister may be here, and then we shall be free.” When the maiden, who was stand­ing behind the door watch­ing, heard that wish, she came forth, and on this all the ravens were restored to their human form again. And they embraced and kissed each other, and went joy­fully home.

✎ When the senses and thoughts return, they feel that their food has been touched by a cleans­ing con­scious­ness in order to redeem them from their wan­der­ing and their animal nature. The great oppos­ites, that pre­vi­ously seemed incom­pat­ible to us, are now begin­ning to dis­solve and a won­der­ful feeling of unity arises. Then our true self-con­scious­ness can slowly emerge, which has been pur­i­fied from illu­sion, desire and hate and no longer appears as greedy ego, but shines as true love and perfect bliss in human form. Hence, we are return­ing to our true origin, whereby this fairy tale also finds a happy ending.
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Little Snow-White and the seven dwarfs

✎ Because it is said in the human world “All good things come in threes”, we would like to put this famous fairy tale with the seven dwarfs behind the seven moun­tains, which has given thought to many gen­er­a­tions, in a row to “The twelve broth­ers” and “The seven Ravens“. That fits well, because here the same topic is prob­ably looked at from a slightly dif­fer­ent point of view. On the upper level, this fairy tale is a won­der­ful message for our chil­dren to prac­tice the time-hon­oured virtues such as com­pas­sion, help­ful­ness, humil­ity and truth­ful­ness and not to be seduced by the greedy ego and the addic­tion to external beauty. On a middle level we see the usual devel­op­ment of a child from the mothers desire to have chil­dren through the care­free child­hood, the house­hold duties, the puberty with severe crisis up to the great love with the hoped for dream wedding. And on the deeper level we can find a won­der­ful journey into our inner being, where the great battle takes place between the greedy ego and the pure self-con­scious­ness, between “I want!” and “I am.”

[image: ]✻ Once upon a time in the middle of winter, when the flakes of snow were falling like feath­ers from the sky, a queen sat at a window sewing, and the frame of the window was made of black ebony. And whilst she was sewing and looking out of the window at the snow, she pricked her finger with the needle, and three drops of blood fell upon the snow. And the red looked pretty upon the white snow, and she thought to herself, “Would that I had a child as white as snow, as red as blood, and as black as the wood of the window-frame.” Soon after that she had a little daugh­ter, who was as white as snow, and as red as blood, and her hair was as black as ebony; and she was there­fore called Little Snow-White. And when the child was born, the Queen died.

✎ The fairy tale begins with a queen who wants a perfect child. If we had pre­vi­ously sym­bol­ized the king as the ruling spirit, we can see the queen here as the ruling nature. Nature looks through her window at perfect beauty and wishes for a cor­res­pond­ing embod­i­ment. Obvi­ously, the King granted her wish and a beau­ti­ful child was born. However, as the fairy tale goes on, the pure Mother Nature seems to dis­ap­pear with the birth of the child and trans­forms into a new queen with a ter­rible ego full of desire, hatred and illu­sion, which is looking for the perfect beauty espe­cially in her own looks. Today we would say: “Typical isol­ated solu­tion! If that will work out...”

Great sym­bol­ism is used here for this devel­op­ment. At the begin­ning, there is the famous needle prick that leads the thread of fate, which sends the soul on its way through hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing. Like the mind, nature strives for a harmony that is com­monly referred to as ‘beauty’. If we speak of the Holy Trinity of Father, Son and Holy Spirit from a spir­itual point of view, then from a natural point of view we can also see three fun­da­mental prin­ciples that work every­where in nature. There is a long tra­di­tion of sym­bol­iz­ing these prin­ciples with the three colours of white, red and black. We find these colours, for example, in the ancient Song of Songs, where the soul pre­sum­ably describes its body: “My friend is white and red, chosen from among many thou­sands. His head is the finest gold. His curls are frizzy, black as a raven. His eyes are like the eyes of the pigeons on the streams, washed with milk and are in abund­ance. His cheeks are like spice gardens, where balsam herbs grow. His lips are like roses drip­ping with flowing myrrh ... [Bible, Song of Songs 5.10]” We will even find the raven and the dove men­tioned later in the fairy tale.

Sim­il­arly, the old Indian epic Mahabharata says about the so-called three Gunas or natural qual­it­ies: “Under the influ­ence of Tamas he gets the dark and illus­ory, under the influ­ence of Rajas he burns with passion, and through Sattwa he achieves what is cheer­ful and kind. This is how the three colours white, red and black are created. All these colours (and their mix­tures) belong to nature (the Prakriti). [MHB 12.303]”

There is a certain ingenu­ity in this, because one could explain the whole process of the cre­ation of the spir­itual and natural world with these three prin­ciples in a rel­at­ively simple way and per­fectly good. That doesn’t neces­sar­ily con­tra­dict our current science of the laws of nature. Gravity, for example, is part of the prin­ciple of Tamas, the inertia that tends to attract and solid­ify, the frame made of dark ebony, so to speak, which limits and holds everything together in nature. The famous big bang resembles the pin­prick men­tioned above, which sets everything in motion with a few drops of passion or energy and lets the world appear in the bright light of our con­scious­ness.

However, what is the perfect beauty in the world? Goethe said: “Beauty is a mani­fest­a­tion of secret natural laws that would have remained hidden from us forever without its appear­ance.” Accord­ingly, we could also look for beauty in the inner qual­it­ies of nature, as the saying goes: “True beauty comes from within.” We already know from the famous golden ratio that beauty does not always mean uniform sym­metry. In our fairy tale, too, the fol­low­ing symbol stands for perfect beauty: three drops of red passion on a wide field of white good­ness or purity, which is held together in a dark frame of inertia that keeps order. If we could find such harmony in our con­scious­ness, a great deal would cer­tainly have been achieved. And this beau­ti­ful child is even born, but meets a ter­rible oppon­ent in the world, namely an ego full of desire, hatred and illu­sion, which seems to rule this world like an all-power­ful queen and is hostile to all true purity and harmony. This is really a big chal­lenge in our life.

✻ After a year had passed the King took to himself another wife. She was a beau­ti­ful woman, but proud and haughty, and she could not bear that any one else should surpass her in beauty. She had a won­der­ful looking-glass, and when she stood in front of it and looked at herself in it, and said

“Looking-glass, Looking-glass, on the wall,
Who in this land is the fairest of all?”

the looking-glass answered

“Thou, O Queen, art the fairest of all!”.

Then she was sat­is­fied, for she knew that the looking-glass spoke the truth.
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✎ The mirror is a common symbol for our self-con­scious­ness, since we recog­nize ourselves in it as a person and identify with an image. The more desire, hatred and illu­sion arise in us, the more the self-con­scious­ness changes into a greedy ego, which becomes the cause of great passion, which of course also creates great suf­fer­ing. We think these two poles, the real and the illus­ory self, so to speak, are the subject of this whole fairy tale. The tricky thing is, as long as our greedy ego gets enough nour­ish­ment and reas­sur­ance, it feels really good. There­fore, we like to believe the mirror that con­firms our desired image and see the truth in it, although it is only an image. This is not only the case with vain women today, but also with proud men and many sci­ent­ists who like to believe in object­ive meas­ured values and see more truth in them than in sub­ject­ive exper­i­ences. Of course, our meas­ur­ing instru­ments reflect certain prop­er­ties of nature, but by no means all, and like the image in a mirror, the meas­ured values should not be con­fused with the truth. Oth­er­wise, it leads to the point that everything, that cannot be meas­ured, is defined as false and untrue, as can be seen well in the example of homeo­pathy.

We owe these meas­ur­ing magic mirrors on the one hand our modern pro­gress, but on the other hand, we also owe them a lot of passion and blind egoism, which lives freely accord­ing to the motto: “Devil-may-care!” because it feels extremely threatened in its illu­sion bubble. And what is threat­en­ing illu­sion the most? The truth, of course, the pure aware­ness, that we can see here growing up in the form of Snow-White. Because perfect beauty beyond all illus­ory ideals is basic­ally a pure and har­mo­ni­ous con­scious­ness, which one can also call true love.

✻ But Snow-White was growing up, and grew more and more beau­ti­ful; and when she was seven years old she was as beau­ti­ful as the day, and more beau­ti­ful than the Queen herself. And once when the Queen asked her looking-glass

“Looking-glass, Looking-glass, on the wall,
Who in this land is the fairest of all?”

it answered

“Thou art fairer than all who are here, Lady Queen.
But more beau­ti­ful still is Snow-White, as I ween.”.

Then the Queen was shocked, and turned yellow and green with envy. From that hour, whenever she looked at Snow-White, her heart heaved in her breast, she hated the girl so much. And envy and pride grew higher and higher in her heart like a weed, so that she had no peace day or night. She called a hunts­man, and said, “Take the child away into the forest; I will no longer have her in my sight. Kill her, and bring me back her heart as a token.” The hunts­man obeyed, and took her away; but when he had drawn his knife, and was about to pierce Snow-White’s inno­cent heart, she began to weep, and said, “Ah, dear hunts­man, leave me my life! I will run away into the wild forest, and never come home again.” And as she was so beau­ti­ful the hunts­man had pity on her and said, “Run away, then, you poor child.” “The wild beasts will soon have devoured you,” thought he, and yet it seemed as if a stone had been rolled from his heart since it was no longer needful for him to kill her. And as a young boar just then came running by he stabbed it, and cut out its heart and took it to the Queen as proof that the child was dead. The cook had to salt this, and the wicked Queen ate it, and thought she had eaten the heart of Snow-White.

✎ This is how it happens: The greedy ego cannot bear it if the reflec­tion in the mirror does not cor­res­pond to its wishes. Instead of further devel­op­ing itself intern­ally, it tries to change the external world until its own auto­cratic image is correct again. Then it feels a certain relief for a short time. Does that sound famil­iar to us? The greedy ego even sends death into the world in the form of a hunter, so that its image can be put back in order, and demands a token in order to feel safe. You can already see how dif­fi­cult it is to ‘pre­serve’ an illu­sion. Yet we try our best in life with it. The hunter is not doing better, for how could he kill such a pure being? In the course of the fairy tale we shall see that it is even impossible to kill the pure self-con­scious­ness. This is mainly due to the fact, that death is only an image that the greedy ego creates for itself out of fear for its illu­sion bubble. As long as we regard external images as truth and do not recog­nize the inner true being, there will also be this fear of death.

✻ But now the poor child was all alone in the great forest, and so ter­ri­fied that she looked at every leaf of every tree, and did not know what to do. Then she began to run, and ran over sharp stones and through thorns, and the wild beasts ran past her, but did her no harm. She ran as long as her feet would go until it was almost evening; then she saw a little cottage and went into it to rest herself. Everything in the cottage was small, but neater and cleaner than can be told. There was a table on which was a white cover, and seven little plates, and on each plate a little spoon; moreover, there were seven little knives and forks, and seven little mugs. Against the wall stood seven little beds side by side, and covered with Snow-White coun­ter­panes. Little Snow-White was so hungry and thirsty that she ate some veget­ables and bread from each plate and drank a drop of wine out of each mug, for she did not wish to take all from one only. Then, as she was so tired, she laid herself down on one of the little beds, but none of them suited her; one was too long, another too short, but at last she found that the seventh one was right, and so she remained in it, said a prayer and went to sleep.

✎ In this way, the struggle rages within us, and the pure con­scious­ness is liked to be ban­ished deep into nature. However, it doesn’t give up that easily, it goes its way through suf­fer­ing and all obstacles until it enters the inside of our phys­ical house. While reason was at least at home in the last two fairy tales, all the res­id­ents have flown out here. Only the external things suggest seven res­id­ents, who are all still small and pure here, which reminds us of the small body of a still inno­cent child and where the world is still rel­at­ively in order. The dif­fer­ent beds sym­bol­ize the fact that there are seven dif­fer­ent beings, and if we think of the five senses along with thought and reason from the last fairy tale of the seven ravens, then the self-con­scious­ness could fit best into the bed of thoughts or even reason. Before it goes to sleep here, it goes from chair to chair and nibbles on the food of the senses. Then it com­mands itself to God and finds rest. What does that mean? It prob­ably means the same as the begin­ning of the famous prayer: “Our Heav­enly Father, hal­lowed be your name. Your kingdom come. Your will be done on earth as it is in heaven ... [Bible, Luke 11.2]” So not: “My name, My kingdom and My will be done ...” This can really be a great key to find inner peace.

✻ When it was quite dark the owners of the cottage came back; they were seven dwarfs who dug and delved in the moun­tains for ore. They lit their seven candles, and as it was now light within the cottage they saw that some one had been there, for everything was not in the same order in which they had left it. The first said, “Who has been sitting on my chair?” The second, “Who has been eating off my plate?” The third, “Who has been taking some of my bread?” The fourth, “Who has been eating my veget­ables?” The fifth, “Who has been using my fork?” The sixth, “Who has been cutting with my knife?” The seventh, “Who has been drink­ing out of my mug?” Then the first looked round and saw that there was a little hole on his bed, and he said, “Who has been getting into my bed?” The others came up and each called out, “Some­body has been lying in my bed too.” But the seventh when he looked at his bed saw little Snow-White, who was lying asleep therein. And he called the others, who came running up, and they cried out with aston­ish­ment, and brought their seven little candles and let the light fall on little Snow-White. “Oh, heavens! Oh, heavens!” cried they, “What a lovely child!” and they were so glad that they did not wake her up, but let her sleep on in the bed. And the seventh dwarf slept with his com­pan­ions, one hour with each, and so got through the night.

✎ Here, too, the senses, thoughts and reason return to their home in the evening, when it gets dark outside in the world, after having worked hard all day in the world. This inner con­tem­pla­tion has become rare these days. Arti­fi­cial light and modern media bind the senses to the outside world even after work, and worldly worries haunt us up to sleep and dream. It’s a shame, we live almost exclus­ively in a 2D world and miss the third dimen­sion of depth in us, where real life takes place. Because there we could find these mys­tical dwarfs behind the seven moun­tains, who work in secret and are phys­ic­ally so small or subtle that you can hardly see them. Perhaps at that time one ima­gined our senses and think­ing as such small beings who live in our body and look for their respect­ive nour­ish­ment in nature. Nowadays you can think of our small nerve cells that do their hard work in the eye, ear, etc. When their sensory con­scious­ness returned from working in the world, they lit their light inside their house and of course noticed that some­thing had changed here and that a pre­vi­ously unknown con­scious­ness had entered. First they noticed it in their food and then in their sleep­ing places, where they usually come to rest. The fact that their beds are covered with snow-white sheets also goes well with the senses, of which one says: “He who sleeps does not sin.” But one bed was already occu­pied, and they were amazed at the pure beauty that they saw there. Here, too, one can only spec­u­late about the dif­fer­ences between the dwarfs. Every­one seems to have a slightly dif­fer­ent inclin­a­tion, and the sym­bol­ism relates to a normal meal with chair, knife and fork, plate and mug, bread, veget­ables and wine. It is dif­fi­cult to say whether certain clues are hidden there. At least this sym­bol­ism also fits the five senses. Because they have a seat in certain sensory organs, use certain tools like knives and forks, they learn and collect memor­ies as on plates and in cups, they have their respect­ive nour­ish­ment and, as sensory aware­ness, their own light. This could also explain the fact that reason sleeps one after the other with the other senses and think­ing while its bed is occu­pied by the purer con­scious­ness. That would be good and could already sym­bol­ize a higher inner devel­op­ment.

Com­par­ing our body with a house, a castle or a city is a very old sym­bol­ism that we also find in the Indian Mahabharata: “The body is com­pared with a city. Reason is its king, and the think­ing resid­ing in the body is like a min­is­ter who brings matters to the king who should decide them. The sense organs are the cit­izens employed by think­ing ... [MHB 12.254]”

✻ When it was morning little Snow-White awoke, and was frightened when she saw the seven dwarfs. But they were friendly and asked her what her name was. “My name is Snow-White,” she answered. “How have you come to our house?” said the dwarfs. Then she told them that her step-mother had wished to have her killed, but that the hunts­man had spared her life, and that she had run for the whole day, until at last she had found their dwell­ing. The dwarfs said, “If you will take care of our house, cook, make the beds, wash, sew, and knit, and if you will keep everything neat and clean, you can stay with us and you shall want for nothing.” “Yes,” said Snow-White, “with all my heart,” and she stayed with them. She kept the house in order for them; in the morn­ings they went to the moun­tains and looked for copper and gold, in the even­ings they came back, and then their supper had to be ready. The girl was alone the whole day, so the good dwarfs warned her and said, “Beware of your step-mother, she will soon know that you are here; be sure to let no one come in.”

✎ At some point a purer aware­ness awakens in us that is ini­tially afraid of the dwarfs of the senses. But our senses and thoughts don’t have to be dan­ger­ous or, as some­times said, ‘sinful’. They can also become our friends, make friends with the purer self-con­scious­ness, and even warn and protect us from the greedy ego of the evil step­mother. The senses here in the tale are happy that they have now found a purer aware­ness, which keeps their house tidy and pre­pares their food well. We should also wish for some­thing like this in our body, because the greedy ego usually cares far too much about external things and only seeks its hap­pi­ness there. And inside, chaos often arises, large piles of rubbish accu­mu­late, and it’s so grey and dark that we don’t have to be sur­prised when depres­sion or strange fears over­take us. For whatever reason should the dwarfs light their lights in a house where there is nothing pure, beau­ti­ful and har­mo­ni­ous?

✻ But the Queen, believ­ing that she had eaten Snow-White’s heart, could not but think that she was again the first and most beau­ti­ful of all; and she went to her looking-glass and said

“Looking-glass, Looking-glass, on the wall,
Who in this land is the fairest of all?”

and the glass answered

“Oh, Queen, thou art fairest of all I see,
But over the hills, where the seven dwarfs dwell,
Snow-White is still alive and well,
And none is so fair as she.”

Then she was astoun­ded, for she knew that the looking-glass never spoke falsely, and she knew that the hunts­man had betrayed her, and that little Snow-White was still alive. And so she thought and thought again how she might kill her, for so long as she was not the fairest in the whole land, envy let her have no rest. And when she had at last thought of some­thing to do, she painted her face, and dressed herself like an old pedlar-woman, and no one could have known her. In this dis­guise she went over the seven moun­tains to the seven dwarfs, and knocked at the door and cried, “Pretty things to sell, very cheap, very cheap.” Little Snow-White looked out of the window and called out, “Good-day, my good woman, what have you to sell?” “Good things, pretty things,” she answered; “stay-laces of all colours,” and she pulled out one which was woven of bright-col­oured silk. “I may let the worthy old woman in,” thought Snow-White, and she unbolted the door and bought the pretty laces. “Child,” said the old woman, “what a fright you look; come, I will lace you prop­erly for once.” Snow-White had no sus­pi­cion, but stood before her, and let herself be laced with the new laces. But the old woman laced so quickly and laced so tightly that Snow-White lost her breath and fell down as if dead. “Now I am the most beau­ti­ful,” said the Queen to herself, and ran away.
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Not long after­wards, in the evening, the seven dwarfs came home, but how shocked they were when they saw their dear little Snow-White lying on the ground, and that she neither stirred nor moved, and seemed to be dead. They lifted her up, and, as they saw that she was laced too tightly, they cut the laces; then she began to breathe a little, and after a while came to life again. When the dwarfs heard what had happened they said, “The old pedlar-woman was no one else than the wicked Queen; take care and let no one come in when we are not with you.”

✎ Oh yes, it’s not easy for such a greedy ego. It feels betrayed by every­one and even by death and must really do everything itself in the end. There­fore, it thinks up the next crime. It dis­guises itself and appears in the form of a trader with beau­ti­ful goods. Indeed, it can seduce the pure self-con­scious­ness, appeals to the first of the three drops of passion, takes advant­age of the great good nature and attacks the snow-white body. The corset is cer­tainly not an acci­dental symbol and prob­ably stands for the obses­sion with outer beauty, which for a long time was pursued far beyond common sense. Inter­est­ingly, here it is the dwarfs, i.e. the senses with thoughts and reason, who release the ego-con­scious­ness from its con­straints. In the two pre­vi­ous fairy tales, it was vice versa, and the ego-con­scious­ness released the senses, thoughts and reason from their animal bonds. This is not really a con­tra­dic­tion, because it is just one con­scious­ness that shows itself in dif­fer­ent forms and struggles with itself. Even the greedy ego is basic­ally just pure con­scious­ness, oth­er­wise it would never have been able to find Snow-White behind the seven moun­tains in this little house and trade with her.

What are these seven moun­tains? There are prob­ably seven outward forms, behind which seven natural forces are hidden in the form of the dwarfs. First, this reminds us of our phys­ical cov­er­ings, behind which the self-con­scious­ness is hidden inside. In prac­tice, it is the walls that we build around ourselves in order to feel like an inde­pend­ent person. These covers also include the five senses with thought and reason, which envelop our true self-inside so that we cannot recog­nize it. The dwarfs could then sym­bol­ize the sense-con­scious­ness asso­ci­ated with every sense. Because the sense-con­scious­ness that digs for treas­ure in the world is dwarfish as long as it is tied up in our little body. Such ideas were shown in sym­bolic draw­ings as an aid to med­it­a­tion. Medi­eval alchemy also used them for their own pur­poses, and thanks to the advent of print­ing, some of them have been passed on. Let’s think, for example, of the Vitriol seven pointed star from the 16th century:
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Here one could inter­pret the fol­low­ing: On the left side, there is the ruling spirit in the form of a sun king with sceptre and shield on the golden lion of know­ledge or the philo­sopher’s stone, which rules the fire-breath­ing prim­or­dial dragon in the cave. This dragon is like the hissing serpent of Adam and Eve or the Kunda­lini serpent in yoga. In prac­tice, we are usually fight­ing with a fire-breath­ing ego-dragon full of burning passion. On the right side is the moon goddess with the bow of sensual love as the ruling nature over the living beings, which are rep­res­en­ted here as a large fish in the water. The cosmic man with pure con­scious­ness inside the circle holds the ele­ments fire and air in the form of candles and fish bladder and stands on the two ele­ments earth and water. His embod­i­ment is the large tri­angle of soul, spirit and body (anima, spir­itus and corpus), and his origin lies in the inner con­scious­ness or pure spirit, which is sym­bol­ized there as a smaller tri­angle. A sala­man­der burns in the fire of puri­fic­a­tion and change above the animal soul with the worldly sun. Above the spirit is a bird with the cool moon of know­ledge in the dark, which reminds us of the white bird of intu­ition that we find, for example, in Hansel and Gretel, or the white dove as a symbol of the Holy Spirit. In the middle one can see the wings of the Hermes wand as a symbol of the unity of oppos­ites and the spir­itual ascent.

The seven-pointed star sym­bol­izes the seven wan­der­ing stars (Saturn, Jupiter, Mars, Sun, Venus, Mercury and Moon) with the seven chem­ical ele­ments (lead, tin, iron, gold, copper, mercury and silver) similar to the seven chakras in our body. In between there is a sequence of images that sym­bol­izes our human devel­op­ment from dark ignor­ance with the rule of death through puri­fic­a­tion, know­ledge and insight to the resur­rec­tion to eternal life. In the outer circle, you can read the Latin inscrip­tion “Visita Interi­ora Terrae Rec­ti­fic­ando Invenies Occultum Lapidem” with the ini­tials VITRIOL, in English: “Search inside the earth, through puri­fic­a­tion you will find the hidden stone.” That could also mean: “Explore the depths of nature with your five senses, think­ing and reason, and find the hidden eternal and immor­tal spirit on the path of puri­fic­a­tion.” The tips of the seven-pointed star also remind us of the seven dwarfs with their pointed caps behind the seven moun­tains in the sense of the seven natural forces behind the seven planets and ele­ments, which of course are closely con­nec­ted to our five senses and think­ing, and behind which pure con­scious­ness or God can be found.

However, such dia­grams should not be con­fused with the sys­tem­at­ics of our modern science. It should not be viewed as the truth itself, but as a means of con­cen­tra­tion and memory that can be used on the path to truth. They rep­res­ent the same prin­ciple as the old fairy tales, and here too it is good to fathom the depths and not get stuck in the super­fi­cial design.

In India such aids are called a mandala or yantra. In our case you could imagine the fol­low­ing:
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Then the six corners of the star, which con­sists of the two tri­angles of male and female, with the inner circle of reason would be the seven moun­tains around pure con­scious­ness. In this sym­bol­ism, the three body covers or levels can be clearly recog­nized, which are men­tioned in yoga, namely the outer gross cover sym­bol­ized as a square, the middle subtle cover as a star and the inner spir­itual cover as a circle. On the subtle level, we can find all the fairy-tale beings such as dwarfs, trolls, fairies and elves who work as a link between our mater­ial body and our spir­itual being. Sci­en­tific­ally, one could speak of nerve cells here, small and intel­li­gent cells, so to speak, which connect matter and spirit. The greedy ego in the form of the evil mother-in-law passes through the outer two covers of the body and the senses and tries to poison our pure self-con­scious­ness behind the ‘seven moun­tains with the seven dwarfs’.

What are these poisons of con­scious­ness? In general, one speaks here of desire, hatred and illu­sion or attach­ment, rejec­tion and ignor­ance. That is why the dwarfs and above all reason say: “Never let the greedy ego in if we are not with you and the gates of the senses are open!”

✻ But the wicked woman when she had reached home went in front of the glass and asked

“Looking-glass, Looking-glass, on the wall,
Who in this land is the fairest of all?”

and it answered as before

“Oh, Queen, thou art fairest of all I see,
But over the hills, where the seven dwarfs dwell,
Snow-White is still alive and well,
And none is so fair as she.”

When she heard that, all her blood rushed to her heart with fear, for she saw plainly that little Snow-White was again alive. “But now,” she said, “I will think of some­thing that shall put an end to you,” and by the help of witch­craft, which she under­stood, she made a pois­on­ous comb. Then she dis­guised herself and took the shape of another old woman. So she went over the seven moun­tains to the seven dwarfs, knocked at the door, and cried, “Good things to sell, cheap, cheap!” Little Snow-White looked out and said, “Go away; I cannot let any one come in.” “I suppose you can look,” said the old woman, and pulled the pois­on­ous comb out and held it up. It pleased the girl so well that she let herself be beguiled, and opened the door. When they had made a bargain the old woman said, “Now I will comb you prop­erly for once.” Poor little Snow-White had no sus­pi­cion, and let the old woman do as she pleased, but hardly had she put the comb in her hair than the poison in it took effect, and the girl fell down sense­less. “You paragon of beauty,” said the wicked woman, “you are done for now,” and she went away. But for­tu­nately it was almost evening, when the seven dwarfs came home. When they saw Snow-White lying as if dead upon the ground they at once sus­pec­ted the step-mother, and they looked and found the poisoned comb. Scarcely had they taken it out when Snow-White came to herself, and told them what had happened. Then they warned her once more to be upon her guard and to open the door to no one.

✎ Again, the greedy ego looks in the mirror. This mirror can be found not only in the outer mater­ial world, but also in the inner, spir­itual world. It is con­scious­ness itself that per­ceives itself and its sur­round­ings with the help of the senses, think­ing and reason. This ‘per­cep­tion’ is nothing other than looking in a mirror. And this per­cep­tion has to be cleaned and kept pure, as if you were holding a mirror pure, so that the image is fals­i­fied as little as pos­sible. In Zen Buddhism it is said:

The body is like the tree of know­ledge,
Con­scious­ness is like a clear mirror,
Always polish it with zeal,
Don’t let dust adhere to it.

Now one could ask: Does the greedy ego come from outside or inside? Both! It comes from within, as far as our self-con­scious­ness devel­ops into a greedy ego through desire, hatred and illu­sion. It comes from outside as far as we invite desire, hatred and illu­sion and let them in. One is Snow-White as our inner con­scious­ness and the other the Queen as the external ruling nature. This ques­tion of inside and outside has a lot to do with the sep­ar­a­tion of “mine” and “yours” or “I” and “others”. The pure con­scious­ness really cares little about these limits. It works from the outside as from the inside, and in this regard, no one is com­pletely inde­pend­ent. Every­one also affects other people, and even in the womb we are exposed to the effects of the ‘ruling nature’. Whoever recog­nizes this becomes aware of his respons­ib­il­ity towards all beings in this world.

The second drop of passion now also shows its effect, the greedy ego finds an access through vanity, regard­ing the black hair like ebony. The symbol reminds us of hours of combing, hairdress­ing and apply­ing makeup in front of the mirror in order to shape our external ideal. Thereby, the poison of desire, hatred and illu­sion comes into our inner being, para­lyzes the real life and lets the pure con­scious­ness sink into a dream world. But, even this poison could not com­pletely kill the pure con­scious­ness, just numb it for a while. Again, the dwarfs can help, find the toxic cause and free Snow-White from it. Finally, reason again warns of the greedy ego.

✻ The Queen, at home, went in front of the glass and said

“Looking-glass, Looking-glass, on the wall,
Who in this land is the fairest of all?”

Then it answered as before

“Oh, Queen, thou art fairest of all I see,
But over the hills, where the seven dwarfs dwell,
Snow-White is still alive and well,
And none is so fair as she.”

When she heard the glass speak thus she trembled and shook with rage. “Snow-White shall die,” she cried, “even if it costs me my life!” Thereupon she went into a quite secret, lonely room, where no one ever came, and there she made a very pois­on­ous apple. Outside it looked pretty, white with a red cheek, so that every one who saw it longed for it; but whoever ate a piece of it must surely die. When the apple was ready she painted her face, and dressed herself up as a country-woman, and so she went over the seven moun­tains to the seven dwarfs. She knocked at the door. Snow- white put her head out of the window and said, “I cannot let any one in; the seven dwarfs have for­bid­den me.” “It is all the same to me,” answered the woman, “I shall soon get rid of my apples. There, I will give you one.” “No,” said Snow-White, “I dare not take any­thing.” “Are you afraid of poison?” said the old woman; “look, I will cut the apple in two pieces; you eat the red cheek, and I will eat the white.” The apple was so cun­ningly made that only the red cheek was poisoned. Snow-White longed for the fine apple, and when she saw that the woman ate part of it she could resist no longer, and stretched out her hand and took the pois­on­ous half.
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But hardly had she a bit of it in her mouth than she fell down dead. Then the Queen looked at her with a dread­ful look, and laughed aloud and said, “White as snow, red as blood, black as ebony-wood! this time the dwarfs cannot wake you up again.” And when she asked of the Looking-glass at home

“Looking-glass, Looking-glass, on the wall,
Who in this land is the fairest of all?”

it answered at last

“Oh, Queen, in this land thou art fairest of all.”

Then her envious heart had rest, so far as an envious heart can have rest.

✎ Every attemp­ted murder makes the greedy ego more and more angry and aggress­ive. It’s unbear­able when you can’t force your per­sonal goals. Then the ego seems to develop even more intel­li­gence than our reason, comes up with the most insi­di­ous ideas, hides behind the most beau­ti­ful forms and is very dif­fi­cult to recog­nize. There­fore, the third drop of passion demands its right, the self-con­scious­ness does not keep gates and windows closed, but pokes its head out curi­ously. This time the poison dis­ap­pears in the red mouth due to the desire for pleas­ure, can work from within and the magic mirror con­firms: The goal has finally been reached!

Does that sound famil­iar to us? Aren’t our apples in the super­mar­ket par­tic­u­larly attract­ive and tempt­ing on the outside? We accom­plish this with a lot of poison, as the saying goes: “All show and no sub­stance!” This is a very insi­di­ous story that makes wide circles, and our greedy ego nat­ur­ally plays a major role here.

✻ The dwarfs, when they came home in the evening, found Snow-White lying upon the ground; she breathed no longer and was dead. They lifted her up, looked to see whether they could find any­thing pois­on­ous, unlaced her, combed her hair, washed her with water and wine, but it was all of no use; the poor child was dead, and remained dead. They laid her upon a bier, and all seven of them sat round it and wept for her, and wept three days long. Then they were going to bury her, but she still looked as if she were living, and still had her pretty red cheeks. They said, “We could not bury her in the dark ground,” and they had a trans­par­ent coffin of glass made, so that she could be seen from all sides, and they laid her in it, and wrote her name upon it in golden letters, and that she was a king’s daugh­ter. Then they put the coffin out upon the moun­tain, and one of them always stayed by it and watched it. And birds came too, and wept for Snow-White; first an owl, then a raven, and last a dove. And now Snow-White lay a long, long time in the coffin, and she did not change, but looked as if she were asleep; for she was as white as snow, as red as blood, and her hair was as black as ebony.
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✎ This time the dwarfs couldn’t help, maybe because the toxic cause was no longer visible from the outside. At least that fits with our senses, which can usually only recog­nize external things. When the living light of con­scious­ness is dim in us, of course there arises a great inner grief that we would call a typical depres­sion today. However, it is good never to lose hope and at least to keep the outward form. Then we build a glass coffin inside, write our name on it and at least guard this ideal. Such a person who is drown­ing in depres­sion with dimmed con­scious­ness even deserves the sym­pathy of wild animals, which here could sym­bol­ize in detail the natural qual­it­ies of passion, dark­ness and good­ness, that work every­where in nature. At least we find the raven and the dove in the above quote from the Song of Songs. As a typical bird of prey, the owl could rep­res­ent passion. Anyone who has exper­i­enced depres­sion will know what is being talked about here and asks himself the big ques­tion: Where on earth can you find sal­va­tion now?

✻ It happened, however, that a king’s son came into the forest, and went to the dwarfs’ house to spend the night. He saw the coffin on the moun­tain, and the beau­ti­ful Snow-White within it, and read what was written upon it in golden letters. Then he said to the dwarfs, “Let me have the coffin, I will give you whatever you want for it.” But the dwarfs answered, “We will not part with it for all the gold in the world.” Then he said, “Let me have it as a gift, for I cannot live without seeing Snow-White. I will honour and prize her as my dearest pos­ses­sion.” As he spoke in this way the good dwarfs took pity upon him, and gave him the coffin. And now the King’s son had it carried away by his ser­vants on their shoulders. And it happened that they stumbled over a tree-stump, and with the shock the pois­on­ous piece of apple which Snow-White had bitten off came out of her throat. And before long she opened her eyes, lifted up the lid of the coffin, sat up, and was once more alive. “Oh, heavens, where am I?” she cried. The King’s son, full of joy, said, “You are with me,” and told her what had happened, and said, “I love you more than everything in the world; come with me to my father’s palace, you shall be my wife.” And Snow-White was willing, and went with him, and their wedding was held with great show and splend­our.

✎ For­tu­nately, along­side the ruling nature, there is still a ruling spirit who sends his son to redeem con­scious­ness from the dark­ness. This does not happen through money or gold, of course, but through the great com­pas­sion and grace of true love. It is this spirit that carries everything, or at least allows it to be carried, includ­ing our self-con­scious­ness. And what else in life we con­sider as suf­fer­ing when we stumble over obstacles on the way, that ulti­mately serves our awaken­ing from the dark dream of illu­sion. So here, in the fairy tale even the awaken­ing to real life could be meant, as the won­der­ful words say: “Oh God, where am I? - You are with me!” The soul finally returns to the father, where the mys­tical mar­riage of the unity between man and woman or spirit and nature is cel­eb­rated. This unity, where all oppos­ites dis­solve and every mirror loses its objectiv­ity, is some­thing very big that one can no longer con­ceive with ordin­ary thoughts.

There was the fol­low­ing mys­tical answer to the above-men­tioned Zen saying about the mirror from a kitchen boy named Huineng, who then became a famous Zen master in China:

Basic­ally, there is no tree of know­ledge.
No clear mirror is set up.
In the origin there is no thing.
Whereupon should dust lay on?

✻ But Snow-White’s wicked step-mother was also bidden to the feast. When she had arrayed herself in beau­ti­ful clothes she went before the Looking-glass, and said

“Looking-glass, Looking-glass, on the wall,
Who in this land is the fairest of all?”

the glass answered

“Oh, Queen, of all here the fairest art thou,
But the young Queen is fairer by far as I trow.”

Then the wicked woman uttered a curse, and was so wretched, so utterly wretched, that she knew not what to do. At first she would not go to the wedding at all, but she had no peace, and must go to see the young Queen. And when she went in she knew Snow-White; and she stood still with rage and fear, and could not stir. But iron slip­pers had already been put upon the fire, and they were brought in with tongs, and set before her. Then she was forced to put on the red-hot shoes, and dance until she dropped down dead.

✎ And what happens to the greedy ego? Well, it curses itself to great agony, and of course, in the end the illu­sion bubble has to burst apart, oth­er­wise it would not have become an illu­sion bubble. What sounds so archaic here with the iron slip­pers is nowadays a wide­spread torture. You can call it, for example, “burn-out”. We run and dance on the fiery feet of passion and can’t stop until we’re com­pletely burned out. What more can you say about it? If three drops of passion were so painful for our Snow-White, what do we expect when nowadays passion is set above all virtue and reason and floods our whole world?
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The Six Servants

[image: ]✻ In former times there lived an aged Queen who was a sor­ceress, and her daugh­ter was the most beau­ti­ful maiden under the sun. The old woman, however, had no other thought than how to lure mankind to destruc­tion, and when a wooer appeared, she said that who­so­ever wished to have her daugh­ter, must first perform a task, or die. Many had been dazzled by the daugh­ter’s beauty, and had actu­ally risked this, but they never could accom­plish what the old woman enjoined them to do, and then no mercy was shown; they had to kneel down, and their heads were struck off. A certain King’s son who had also heard of the maiden’s beauty, said to his father, “Let me go there, I want to demand her in mar­riage.” “Never,” answered the King; “if you were to go, it would be going to your death.” On this the son lay down and was sick unto death, and for seven years he lay there, and no phys­i­cian could heal him. When the father per­ceived that all hope was over, with a heavy heart he said to him, “Go thither, and try your luck, for I know no other means of curing you.” When the son heard that, he rose from his bed and was well again, and joy­fully set out on his way.
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✎ After the twelve broth­ers, seven ravens and seven dwarfs, we would like to think a little more about the six ser­vants of this fairy tale, in order to perhaps shed more light on the mys­ti­cism of such fairy tales. The story first speaks of a beau­ti­ful virgin who, through her fem­in­ine charms, attracts young men in droves. However, no one was able to win her because she was ruled by a sor­ceress who made the highest demands, so that the young men first lost their hearts and then their heads. Prac­tic­ally, this often happens in life. What mother does not want the best of all men to be a husband for her daugh­ter? And above all, the great mother nature. That love can really make one sick, and that one plunges into great adven­tures against all reason is cer­tainly also known. For our chil­dren the message will then be: With a lot of courage, per­sever­ance and love, the neces­sary helpers will appear at the right time, and everything can be achieved in life! Won­der­ful...

However, what kind of great force is that, what we call ‘love’? We can find this power on dif­fer­ent levels, from the phys­ical attrac­tion between the pos­it­ive and neg­at­ive poles of simple magnets to the love of chil­dren for father and mother, the love for the own body, pos­ses­sions and pleas­ures up to vice and addic­tion, but also the love for the oppos­ite sex up to the pure love to God. Love is a tre­mend­ous force that moves us all. And the same prin­ciple, which is described here as the great early love, we also find on the spir­itual path to true love. That makes such fairy tales inter­est­ing for all ages, from chil­dren to wise old men.

Many well-known symbols reveal a deeper meaning to us. We again meet a king as the ruling spirit, his son as our mas­cu­line side, the enchant­ing queen as the often capri­cious char­ac­ter of nature and her daugh­ter as our fem­in­ine side. These two polar­it­ies look for their union within us in the mys­tical wedding. However, the way there is dif­fi­cult and full of obstacles. It is not uncom­mon for the spir­itual path to start with a long period of great crises, the tricky seven years, when no doctor can help us anymore. And when everything seems hope­less and all worldly hope dis­ap­pears, then our spirit may also say: “Now arise and go the great way to hap­pi­ness! Your usual know­ledge will no longer help you.”

✻ And it came to pass that as he was riding across a heath, he saw from afar some­thing like a great heap of hay lying on the ground, and when he drew nearer, he could see that it was the stomach of a man, who had laid himself down there, but the stomach looked like a small moun­tain. When the fat man saw the trav­el­ler, he stood up and said, “If you are in need of any one, take me into your service.” The prince answered, “What can I do with such a great big man?” “Oh,” said the Stout One, “this is nothing, when I stretch myself out well, I am three thou­sand times fatter.” “If that’s the case,” said the prince, “I can make use of thee, come with me.” So the Stout One fol­lowed the prince, and after a while they found another man who was lying on the ground with his ear laid to the turf. “What art thou doing there?” asked the King’s son. “I am listen­ing,” replied the man. “What art thou listen­ing to so attent­ively?” “I am listen­ing to what is just going on in the world, for nothing escapes my ears; I even hear the grass growing.” “Tell me,” said the prince, “what thou hearest at the court of the old Queen who has the beau­ti­ful daugh­ter.” Then he answered, “I hear the whizz­ing of the sword that is strik­ing off a wooer’s head.” The King’s son said, “I can make use of thee, come with me.” They went onwards, and then saw a pair of feet lying and part of a pair of legs, but could not see the rest of the body. When they had walked on for a great dis­tance, they came to the body, and at last to the head also. “Why,” said the prince, “what a tall rascal thou art!” “Oh,” replied the Tall One, “that is nothing at all yet; when I really stretch out my limbs, I am three thou­sand times as tall, and taller than the highest moun­tain on earth. I will gladly enter your service, if you will take me.” “Come with me,” said the prince, “I can make use of thee.” They went onwards and found a man sitting by the road who had bound up his eyes. The prince said to him, “Hast thou weak eyes, that thou canst not look at the light?” “No,” replied the man, “but I must not remove the bandage, for what­so­ever I look at with my eyes, splits to pieces, my glance is so power­ful. If you can use that, I shall be glad to serve you.” “Come with me,” replied the King’s son, “I can make use of thee.” They jour­neyed onwards and found a man who was lying in the hot sun­shine, trem­bling and shiv­er­ing all over his body, so that not a limb was still. “How canst thou shiver when the sun is shining so warm?” said the King’s son. “Alack,” replied the man, “I am of quite a dif­fer­ent nature. The hotter it is, the colder I am, and the frost pierces through all my bones; and the colder it is, the hotter I am. In the midst of ice, I cannot endure the heat, nor in the midst of fire, the cold.” “Thou art a strange fellow!” said the prince, “but if thou wilt enter my service, follow me.” They trav­elled onwards, and saw a man stand­ing who made a long neck and looked about him, and could see over all the moun­tains. “What art thou looking at so eagerly?” said the King’s son. The man replied, “I have such sharp eyes that I can see into every forest and field, and hill and valley, all over the world.” The prince said, “Come with me if thou wilt, for I am still in want of such an one.”

✎ What sounds so funny and amazing to our chil­dren on the nar­rat­ive level, of course, calls for a deeper con­tem­pla­tion. Anyone who has studied yoga will likely recog­nize these ser­vants. Similar abil­it­ies are already men­tioned in the Mahabharata in the Indian yoga system, namely the eight siddhis [MHB 12.317]. Now the nar­rator of this fairy tale was cer­tainly not an Indian yogi, but obvi­ously, there were people here in Europe with deep insights who described similar exper­i­ences only in dif­fer­ent terms.

Prac­tic­ally every­one can find these extraordin­ary or even super­nat­ural ser­vants or abil­it­ies within them­selves, as far as one is ready to do so. The sym­bol­ism used here is closely related to the known body func­tions. That means: The fat one reminds of a lim­it­less diges­tion, whereby it is not only about mater­ial nour­ish­ment, but above all also about spir­itual things, which are often much more dif­fi­cult to ‘digest’. Let us think of ter­rible memor­ies, trauma or even simple insults that we often carry around with us for a life­time. Even more dif­fi­cult are the common illu­sions that we love so much. The next servant con­cerns hearing, which can develop to the point of clair­audi­ence, so that we become aware of very subtle things that remain hidden from other people. The tall one reminds us of our thoughts, which can wander through the entire uni­verse and reach great depths just in a moment, as long as they are not walled in. The des­troy­ing look reminds us of a view that can pen­et­rate everything and thus dis­solve any external form. You should of course be very careful with this. The frosty one is prob­ably the power to control our feel­ings so that we can even con­sciously trans­form them into the oppos­ite, not only heat in cold or cold in heat but also hatred in love or enemies in friends, which can give us great freedom. At the end, there is the eye of clair­voy­ance or foresight, which will recog­nize everything and will cer­tainly be a good servant on the spir­itual path. Because without foresight, we often do things, that are well meant, but turn into the oppos­ite in the long term.

Seen in this way, this joke story full of strange symbols already takes on a deeper dimen­sion. It could mean the extraordin­ary abil­it­ies that one can find on the spir­itual path through appro­pri­ate prac­tice and merit. These abil­it­ies are found more on a spir­itual level than on a phys­ical level, so that one also speaks of subtle abil­it­ies. At least, it is a normal effect of med­it­a­tion, silence and prayer, that the ordin­ary senses become more and more sens­it­ive and can per­ceive things that remain hidden from others. Now we are curious to see how these special skills are used:
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✻ And now the King’s son and his six ser­vants came to the town where the aged Queen dwelt. He did not tell her who he was, but said, “If you will give me your beau­ti­ful daugh­ter, I will perform any task you set me.” The sor­ceress was delighted to get such a hand­some youth as this into her net, and said, “I will set thee three tasks, and if thou art able to perform them all, thou shalt be husband and master of my daugh­ter.” “What is the first to be?” “Thou shalt fetch me my ring which I have dropped into the Red Sea.” So the King’s son went home to his ser­vants and said, “The first task is not easy. A ring is to be got out of the Red Sea. Come, find some way of doing it.” Then the man with the sharp sight said, “I will see where it is lying,” and looked down into the water and said, “It is stick­ing there, on a pointed stone.” The Tall One carried them thither, and said, “I would soon get it out, if I could only see it.” “Oh, is that all!” cried the Stout One, and lay down and put his mouth to the water, on which all the waves fell into it just as if it had been a whirl­pool, and he drank up the whole sea till it was as dry as a meadow. The Tall One stooped down a little, and brought out the ring with his hand. Then the King’s son rejoiced when he had the ring, and took it to the old Queen. She was aston­ished, and said, “Yes, it is the right ring. Thou hast safely per­formed the first task, but now comes the second. Dost thou see the meadow in front of my palace? Three hundred fat oxen are feeding there, and these must thou eat, skin, hair, bones, horns and all, and down below in my cellar lie three hundred casks of wine, and these thou must drink up as well, and if one hair of the oxen, or one little drop of the wine is left, thy life will be for­feited to me.” “May I invite no guests to this repast?” inquired the prince, “no dinner is good without some company.” The old woman laughed mali­ciously, and replied, “Thou mayst invite one for the sake of com­pan­ion­ship, but no more.”

✎ They say this world is a riddle and whoever solves it wins immor­tal­ity. That is Mother Nature’s great chal­lenge. Of course, we can also under­stand these tasks super­fi­cially, that we should fetch the mater­ial treas­ures from the depths of the sea and the earth, which nature has hidden there, or develop into com­pet­it­ive ath­letes in eating and drink­ing. However, if we look at it on a deeper level, the first task may remind us to find the unity in the sea of the world, which is sym­bol­ized here again as a ring. This sea is red like love and passion. The lofty thoughts carry us and can find unity when we digest, over­come and pen­et­rate the super­fi­cial forms and views that dance like waves on the sea. The second task could relate to the moun­tain of karma that we have accu­mu­lated with thoughts, words and deeds and that we need to consume and above all digest on the spir­itual path of puri­fic­a­tion. Here, too, it’s about fat oxen in the sense of our ego and a lot of wine in the sense of illu­sion and intox­ic­a­tion.

✻ The King’s son went to his ser­vants and said to the Stout One, “Thou shalt be my guest to-day, and shalt eat thy fill.” Hereupon the Stout One stretched himself out and ate the three hundred oxen without leaving one single hair, and then he asked if he was to have nothing but his break­fast. He drank the wine straight from the casks without feeling any need of a glass, and he licked the last drop from his finger-nails. When the meal was over, the prince went to the old woman, and told her that the second task also was per­formed. She wondered at this and said, “No one has ever done so much before, but one task still remains,” and she thought to herself, “Thou shalt not escape me, and wilt not keep thy head on thy shoulders! This night,” said she, “I will bring my daugh­ter to thee in thy chamber, and thou shalt put thine arms round her, but when you are sitting there together, beware of falling asleep. When twelve o’clock is strik­ing, I will come, and if she is then no longer in thine arms, thou art lost.” The prince thought, “The task is easy, I will most cer­tainly keep my eyes open.” Nev­er­the­less he called his ser­vants, told them what the old woman had said, and remarked, “Who knows what treach­ery may lurk behind this. Foresight is a good thing— keep watch, and take care that the maiden does not go out of my room again.” When night fell, the old woman came with her daugh­ter, and gave her into the prince’s arms, and then the Tall One wound himself round the two in a circle, and the Stout One placed himself by the door, so that no living creature could enter. There the two sat, and the maiden spake never a word, but the moon shone through the window on her face, and the prince could behold her won­drous beauty. He did nothing but gaze at her, and was filled with love and hap­pi­ness, and his eyes never felt weary. This lasted until eleven o’clock, when the old woman cast such a spell over all of them that they fell asleep, and at the self-same moment the maiden was carried away.
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✎ The third task reminds of the perfect lover who never gets tired. But anyone who has ever tried prob­ably knows that one cannot find immor­tal hap­pi­ness in nature. That is why we prefer to con­sider the spir­itual level here, too, and this reminds us of self-know­ledge regard­ing the big ques­tion: “Who am I?” Those who prac­tice med­it­a­tion will soon under­stand what is described here in the fairy tale in a romantic­ally amusing way and that it is not as simple as the prince first sus­pects it. Indeed, it is of course the hardest of the three tasks. It cer­tainly takes a lot of merit until Mother Nature might grant us a view on our pure soul in med­it­a­tion for at least a few moments. Great care is required for this, but usually we fall asleep after a short time or wander with our thoughts into the world. Then it is always good when the moon shines and the beauty of our pure soul becomes visible in this clear light of the spirit. But the magical illu­sion of nature, which is also called Maya in India, is dif­fi­cult to over­come and here also over­whelms our king’s son, although he cer­tainly came far.

This task of keeping the con­scious­ness awake also reminds us of a parable in the Bible, which deals with five virgins each, who could stand for our five senses, who have more or less merit for the light of an alert con­scious­ness. Because without this “oil” one sits in the dark: “Then the kingdom of heaven will be like ten virgins who took their lamps and went out to meet the bride­groom. But five of them were foolish and five were wise. The foolish took oil in their lamps; but they did not take oil with them. But the wise took oil in their vessels with their lamps. As the bride­groom paused, they all became sleepy and fell asleep. At mid­night there was a cry: Behold, the bride­groom is coming; go out to meet him! Then all these virgins got up and dec­or­ated their lamps. But the foolish said to the wise, Give us some of your oil, for our lamps will go out. Then the wise answered and said, Not so, lest we and you fail; but go to the shop­keep­ers and buy for yourselves. And as they went to buy, the bride­groom came; and those who were ready went in with him to the wedding, and the door was locked...”

✻ Then they all slept soundly until a quarter to twelve, when the magic lost its power, and all awoke again. “Oh, misery and mis­for­tune!” cried the prince, “now I am lost!” The faith­ful ser­vants also began to lament, but the Listener said, “Be quiet, I want to listen.” Then he listened for an instant and said, “She is on a rock, three hundred leagues from hence, bewail­ing her fate. Thou alone, Tall One, canst help her; if thou wilt stand up, thou wilt be there in a couple of steps.”

“Yes,” answered the Tall One, “but the one with the sharp eyes must go with me, that we may destroy the rock.” Then the Tall One took the one with band­aged eyes on his back, and in the twink­ling of an eye they were on the enchanted rock. The Tall One imme­di­ately took the bandage from the other’s eyes, and he did but look round, and the rock shivered into a thou­sand pieces. Then the Tall One took the maiden in his arms, carried her back in a second, then fetched his com­pan­ion with the same rapid­ity, and before it struck twelve they were all sitting as they had sat before, quite merrily and happily. When twelve struck, the aged sor­ceress came steal­ing in with a mali­cious face, which seemed to say, “Now he is mine!” for she believed that her daugh­ter was on the rock three hundred leagues off. But when she saw her in the prince’s arms, she was alarmed, and said, “Here is one who knows more than I do!” She dared not make any oppos­i­tion, and was forced to give him her daugh­ter. But she whispered in her ear, “It is a dis­grace to thee to have to obey common people, and that thou art not allowed to choose a husband to thine own liking.”

✎ Our king’s son evid­ently had enough merit, since his ser­vants had the power to redis­cover the pure soul that had once again van­ished far into the depths of the world under the moun­tains of illu­sion. In addi­tion, they could even remove all obstacles and bring it back into con­scious­ness. Here you can see what power mind­ful­ness and thoughts can have. There­fore, the spirit wins the pure soul. However, nature has its own ideas about freedom. It cannot be won that easily:

✻ On this the proud heart of the maiden was filled with anger, and she med­it­ated revenge. Next morning she caused three hundred great bundles of wood to be got together, and said to the prince that though the three tasks were per­formed, she would still not be his wife until some one was ready to seat himself in the midst of the wood, and bear the fire. She thought that none of his ser­vants would let them­selves be burnt for him, and that out of love for her, he himself would place himself upon it, and then she would be free. But the ser­vants said, “Every one of us has done some­thing except the Frosty One, he must set to work,” and they put him in the middle of the pile, and set fire to it. Then the fire began to burn, and burnt for three days until all the wood was con­sumed, and when the flames had burnt out, the Frosty One was stand­ing amid the ashes, trem­bling like an aspen leaf, and saying, “I never felt such a frost during the whole course of my life; if it had lasted much longer, I should have been benumbed!”

✎ It is said, that great dangers await on the yoga path shortly before the goal. One danger is the proud exulta­tion of victory, which can kindle a fire of passion. For this, it is cer­tainly good to control the emo­tions and to trans­form the pas­sion­ate pride into cool serenity. Then you just have to sit and wait.

✻ As no other pretext was to be found, the beau­ti­ful maiden was now forced to take the unknown youth as a husband. But when they drove away to church, the old woman said, “I cannot endure the dis­grace,” and sent her war­ri­ors after them with orders to cut down all who opposed them, and bring back her daugh­ter. But the Listener had sharpened his ears, and heard the secret dis­course of the old woman. “What shall we do?” said he to the Stout One. But he knew what to do, and spat out once or twice behind the car­riage some of the sea-water which he had drunk, and a great sea arose in which the war­ri­ors were caught and drowned. When the sor­ceress per­ceived that, she sent her mailed knights; but the Listener heard the rat­tling of their armour, and undid the bandage from one eye of Sharp-eyes, who looked for a while rather fixedly at the enemy’s troops, on which they all sprang to pieces like glass. Then the youth and the maiden went on their way undis­turbed, and when the two had been blessed in church, the six ser­vants took leave, and said to their master, “Your wishes are now sat­is­fied, you need us no longer, we will go our way and seek our for­tunes.”

✎ Those, who have achieved their goal and main­tain their mind­ful­ness, can also fend off all other attacks by worldly demons using the remembered water of life to dis­solve all oppos­ites with real insight. This water, which the fat man drank from the sea of the world, diges­ted and trans­formed it for the spir­itual path, is a won­der­ful symbol. We find some­thing similar in the Indian epic Mahabharata, when Saint Agastya drank up the ocean to help the gods to victory in their fight against the demons [MHB 3.105].

The second danger is that the yogi will cling to the super­nat­ural abil­it­ies that have served him so well up to now. One must also be able to let go of at the right time. This is very import­ant on the spir­itual path. That is why good teach­ers warn against placing too high hopes on super­nat­ural abil­it­ies on the spir­itual path; oth­er­wise, one has to fail again because of one’s own ego­istic expect­a­tions. Not every­one needs such abil­it­ies. When they appear at the right time, use them wisely, never brag about them, and when their service is done, let them go again. This is the way.

✻ Half a league from the palace of the prince’s father was a village near which a swine­herd tended his herd, and when they came thither the prince said to his wife, “Do you know who I really am? I am no prince, but a herder of swine, and the man who is there with that herd, is my father. We two shall have to set to work also, and help him.” Then he alighted with her at the inn, and secretly told the innkeep­ers to take away her royal apparel during the night. So when she awoke in the morning, she had nothing to put on, and the innkeeper’s wife gave her an old gown and a pair of worsted stock­ings, and at the same time seemed to con­sider it a great present, and said, “If it were not for the sake of your husband I should have given you nothing at all!” Then the prin­cess believed that he really was a swine­herd, and tended the herd with him, and thought to herself, “I have deserved this for my haught­i­ness and pride.” This lasted for a week, and then she could endure it no longer, for she had sores on her feet.
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And now came a couple of people who asked if she knew who her husband was. “Yes,” she answered, “he is a swine­herd, and has just gone out with cords and ropes to try to drive a little bargain.” But they said, “Just come with us, and we will take you to him,” and they took her up to the palace, and when she entered the hall, there stood her husband in kingly raiment. But she did not recog­nize him until he took her in his arms, kissed her, and said, “I suffered much for thee, and now thou, too, hast had to suffer for me.” And then the wedding was cel­eb­rated, and he who has told you all this, wishes that he, too, had been present at it.

✎ The last great task is humil­ity in order to over­come even the last rem­nants of per­sonal pride, conceit and cock­i­ness of our nature, which usually bind us to the magic of illu­sion. With the same humil­ity, the king’s son appeared in the queen’s palace and care­fully avoided boast­ing of his royal dignity. Now the young bride is also tested as our female half and passes this dif­fi­cult test. Only now, the great mys­tical wedding can be cel­eb­rated in true love in the father’s castle. The great goal has been achieved and the oppos­ites are united in truth.
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The sym­bol­ism of the whole fairy tale reminds us of the famous wedding in Canaan: “But Jesus and his dis­ciples were also invited to the wedding. And when there was insuf­fi­cient wine, the mother of Jesus said to him, You have no wine. Jesus said to her: Woman, what have I to do with you? My hour has not yet come. His mother said to the ser­vants: Do whatever he tells you. But there were six stone water jugs set there accord­ing to the method of Jewish puri­fic­a­tion, and each one went in two or three meas­ures. Jesus said to them: Fill the water jars with water. And they filled it up to the top. And he said to them, Now draw up and bring it to the master of the food. And they did it. But when the food master tasted the wine, which had been water, and did not know where it came from (but the ser­vants who drew the water knew it), the food master called the bride­groom and said to him: Every­one gives good wine to the first, and when they are drunk, then the lesser ones; you’ve kept the good wine so far. [Bible, John 2.2]”

Here, too, we find the great mys­tical wedding, the mother who chal­lenges the spirit that does not fear death, the ser­vants and the five senses with think­ing as six water jugs for puri­fic­a­tion, the ennobling of worldly water into pure wine to nectar of immor­tal­ity, reason as the master of the food and finally the great know­ledge. The same great path is out­lined in our fairy tale. In this sense, it would be much desir­able that we can also be there at this big wedding...


The Poor Man and the Rich Man

✻ In olden times, when the Lord himself still used to walk about on this earth amongst men, it once happened that he was tired and over­taken by the dark­ness before he could reach an inn. Now there stood on the road before him two houses facing each other; the one large and beau­ti­ful, the other small and poor. The large one belonged to a rich man, and the small one to a poor man. Then the Lord thought, “I shall be no burden to the rich man, I will stay the night with him.” When the rich man heard someone knock­ing at his door, he opened the window and asked the stranger what he wanted. The Lord answered, “I only ask for a night’s lodging.” Then the rich man looked at the trav­el­ler from head to foot, and as the Lord was wearing common clothes, and did not look like one who had much money in his pocket, he shook his head, and said, “No, I cannot take you in, my rooms are full of herbs and seeds; and if I were to lodge every­one who knocked at my door, I might very soon go begging myself. Go some­where else for a lodging,” and with this he shut down the window and left the Lord stand­ing there.

✎ The term “God” is maybe the most mys­ter­i­ous inher­it­ance that we have accep­ted from our ancest­ors. Many speak of it, but no one can say what it actu­ally is. Basic­ally, it is about the truth that man has sought in a living spirit over many thou­sands of years in order to explain the world around us. It was only in the last few cen­tur­ies that modern people began to look for truth in dead matter, espe­cially extern­ally, and so the living concept of God has been dis­ap­peared more and more from our lives. Inter­est­ingly, this started another devel­op­ment, rep­res­en­ted in our tech­nical revolu­tion. This is cer­tainly not a coin­cid­ence, because our world­view is of course closely linked to our think­ing and acting. Now we hope that this devel­op­ment is only one round on the eternal spiral and that the living con­cepts of ‘spirit’ and ‘God’ will soon find a proper place in our world­view again. The first sen­tence of the tale may then mean that God used to walk alive among people on earth and was not yet thought of some­where far away, ban­ished into heaven or the realm of super­sti­tion.

The beau­ti­ful sym­bol­ism that God knocks on our house is wide­spread in fairy tales. On the one hand, it points to the holy hos­pit­al­ity that one should see God in every guest, and on the other hand to our own being, that we should let the Spirit of God into us. Master Eckhart already said: “Because there is a great evil in the fact that man moves God into the dis­tance; for whether man walks in the dis­tance or in the near: God never goes far, he remains con­stantly near; and if he cannot stay inside, he does not go further than before the door. [Eckhart p.78]”

Cor­res­pond­ingly, we read in this fairy tale how our mater­ial wealth with the match­ing attach­ment to external things affects our views and beha­viour, so that even today many people hardly allow any­thing spir­itual to touch them and even less get involved with it. Only when their mater­ial world is unbear­ably threatened by illness, loss or other suf­fer­ing a door can open to let in some­thing higher.
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✻ So the Lord turned his back on the rich man, and went across to the small house and knocked. He had hardly done so when the poor man opened the little door and bade the trav­el­ler come in. “Pass the night with me, it is already dark,” said he; “you cannot go any further to-night.” This pleased the Lord, and he went in. The poor man’s wife shook hands with him, and wel­comed him, and said he was to make himself at home and put up with what they had got; they had not much to offer him, but what they had they would give him with all their hearts. Then she put the pota­toes on the fire, and while they were boiling, she milked the goat, that they might have a little milk with them. When the cloth was laid, the Lord sat down with the man and his wife, and he enjoyed their coarse food, for there were happy faces at the table. When they had had supper and it was bed-time, the woman called her husband apart and said, “Hark you, dear husband, let us make up a bed of straw for ourselves to-night, and then the poor trav­el­ler can sleep in our bed and have a good rest, for he has been walking the whole day through, and that makes one weary.” “With all my heart,” he answered, “I will go and offer it to him;” and he went to the stranger and invited him, if he had no objec­tion, to sleep in their bed and rest his limbs prop­erly. But the Lord was unwill­ing to take their bed from the two old folks; however, they would not be sat­is­fied, until at length he did it and lay down in their bed, while they them­selves lay on some straw on the ground. Next morning they got up before day­break, and made as good a break­fast as they could for the guest. When the sun shone in through the little window, and the Lord had got up, he again ate with them, and then pre­pared to set out on his journey.

✎ You can see here that poor people have it easy some­times. The saying goes: “It is dif­fi­cult to be sat­is­fied with a little, but to be sat­is­fied with a lot is even more dif­fi­cult.” In prac­tical life, of course, it is primar­ily about intel­lec­tual poverty, which means not cling­ing to per­sonal pos­ses­sions. Oth­er­wise, even a men­dic­ant monk could manage to cling more to his begging bowl than a busi­ness­man to his company. So we read here of the great ideal of poverty, namely to have self­less com­pas­sion for all beings and will­ingly give everything that is desired. How dif­fi­cult it is in life, espe­cially in our mater­i­ally rich world, every­one has surely already exper­i­enced. Then you might ask your­self: Should you give the beggar some­thing, even though you already suspect a trick­ery or that the money imme­di­ately flows into alcohol? Do you donate aid organ­iz­a­tions that make mil­lions in profits with it? Moreover, is money really a uni­ver­sal remedy that brings good long-term bene­fits? Such ques­tions are often dif­fi­cult to answer, espe­cially as long as you expect a special profit from the dona­tion and actu­ally turn it into a moral busi­ness: I give money and get a clear con­science. Yes, that is not easy and reminds us of the famous saying from the Bible: “But when you give alms, do not let your left hand know what your right hand is doing, so that your alms may be hidden; and your father, who sees into the hidden, will repay you pub­licly.” Perhaps one could also trans­late it like this: “Give with reason and com­pas­sion and not with selfish inten­tion!”

This is where the father, the ruling spirit, comes into play, who rewards those gifts that weaken our ego or at least prevent it from growing. This requires a great deal of trust, because as soon as you expect a per­sonal gain, you have already lost. It happened to the greedy rich man in our fairy tale who wanted to hold onto his prop­erty. Let’s now read what happens to the humble poor:

✻ But as he was stand­ing at the door he turned round and said, “As you are so kind and good, you may wish three things for yourselves and I will grant them.” Then the man said, “What else should I wish for but eternal hap­pi­ness, and that we two, as long as we live, may be healthy and have every day our daily bread; for the third wish, I do not know what to have.” And the Lord said to him, “Will you wish for a new house instead of this old one?” “Oh, yes,” said the man; “if I can have that, too, I should like it very much.” And the Lord ful­filled his wish, and changed their old house into a new one, again gave them his bless­ing, and went on.

✎ The poor did not expect profit, and so they are granted three wishes. Does anyone still believe in wishes nowadays? Well, at least we wish each other all the best for birth­days or other cel­eb­ra­tions. But do we still believe in the working power of thoughts? Usually we are just a plaything of our thoughts. There­fore, some wishes come true and some don’t.

Nev­er­the­less, we all know from every­day exper­i­ence: The power of our thoughts can move the body, keep it healthy, but also make it sick. Then one speaks of a psycho­so­matic illness. However, when a patient tries to heal in the same way with the power of thoughts, it usually fails. Why? We often forget the most import­ant thing about the power of thoughts, some­thing that is known as merit. If the neces­sary causes do not exist, even the hardest will cannot force an effect. The same law of cause and effect pre­vails here as it is explained in physics. There­fore, the poor people in our fairy tale had the neces­sary merit to be granted the three wishes for their hap­pi­ness. And how do you achieve this neces­sary merit? In India one speaks of the so-called karma, which we accu­mu­late in life through thoughts, words and actions. In prac­tice, it is about intel­lec­tual abil­it­ies, a poten­tial similar to a battery, which one charges in a way that our wishes can come true. That’s why we go to school for many long years nowadays and try hard at work. In this way, above all, egoism, desire and other pas­sions are charged, with which our many desires for mater­ial wealth can be ful­filled. The old fairy tales, however, speak more of another kind of merit that can be achieved on the path of the well-known virtues of humil­ity, con­tent­ment, com­pas­sion, truth­ful­ness and justice. Goethe also writes about this spir­itual con­nec­tion between merit and hap­pi­ness in [Faust II]:

How closely linked are Luck and Merit,
Is some­thing fools have never known.
Had they the Wise Man’s Stone, I swear it,
There’d be no Wise Man for the Stone.

In our fairy tale, the rich man also ima­gines that he has some­thing that others do not. Only this ima­gin­a­tion makes him rich. For this, he looks through the window of his senses at the poor who live “across from him”. It is a strange joy, on which our ego feeds, which is quickly gone in the flow of time.

✻ The sun was high when the rich man got up and leaned out of his window and saw, on the oppos­ite side of the way, a new clean-looking house with red tiles and bright windows where the old hut used to be. He was very much aston­ished, and called his wife and said to her, “Tell me, what can have happened? Last night there was a miser­able little hut stand­ing there, and to-day there is a beau­ti­ful new house. Run over and see how that has come to pass.” So his wife went and asked the poor man, and he said to her, “Yes­ter­day evening a trav­el­ler came here and asked for a night’s lodging, and this morning when he took leave of us he granted us three wishes -- eternal hap­pi­ness, health during this life and our daily bread as well, and besides this, a beau­ti­ful new house instead of our old hut.” When the rich man’s wife heard this, she ran back in haste and told her husband how it had happened. The man said, “I could tear myself to pieces! If I had but known that! That trav­el­ler came to our house too, and wanted to sleep here, and I sent him away.” “Quick!” said his wife, “get on your horse. You can still catch the man up, and then you must ask to have three wishes granted you.”
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✎ Merit and hap­pi­ness do not remain hidden in the world. There­fore, Mother Nature gave us the envy, so that we will strive and want to gain what we see as good in others. But the big ques­tion is: by what means? Here, too, nature teaches us and guides us with appro­pri­ate exper­i­ences. So now, the rich man tries to force the three wishes. Can it work? Can you force God? Yes and no. Because, if you create the neces­sary causes, you can even force God.

Meister Eckhart said: “The thought some­times occurred to me that man can come to the point of being able to force God in timeli­ness. If I were to stand up here and say to someone: “Come up!” That would be dif­fi­cult (for him). But if I said: “Sit down there!” That would be easy. So does God. When man humbles himself, God cannot with­hold himself in his own good­ness from sinking and pouring himself into the humble man, and to the least of all man he com­mu­nic­ates himself most of all and gives himself com­pletely to him. What God gives is his being, and his being is his good­ness and his good­ness is his love. [Eckhart p.259]”

This topic also runs through many old Indian stories, and there, too, it is mainly about penance and asceti­cism, with which one can fulfil all wishes. An inter­est­ing example is the story of Ravana in the Ramay­ana, who prac­ticed the harshest asceti­cism and even sac­ri­ficed his body to fulfil his great desire for world dom­in­a­tion. Above all, he sac­ri­ficed his heads, of which he had several [Ramay­ana 7.10]. We would say: Typical head person! That is a most mem­or­able sym­bol­ism. Because we are trying to do the same thing today in the mater­ial field. Of course, it works, but as long as the spir­itual found­a­tion is not reli­able, it is said that all these desires are built on sand, like the world dom­in­a­tion of Ravana.

✻ The rich man fol­lowed the good counsel and gal­loped away on his horse, and soon came up with the Lord. He spoke to him softly and pleas­antly, and begged him not to take it amiss that he had not let him in dir­ectly; he was looking for the front-door key, and in the mean­time the stranger had gone away, if he returned the same way he must come and stay with him. “Yes,” said the Lord; “if I ever come back again, I will do so.” Then the rich man asked if might not wish for three things too, as his neigh­bour had done? “Yes,” said the Lord, he might, but it would not be to his advant­age, and he had better not wish for any­thing; but the rich man thought that he could easily ask for some­thing which would add to his hap­pi­ness, if he only knew that it would be granted. So the Lord said to him, “Ride home, then, and three wishes which you shall form, shall be ful­filled.”

✎ There­fore, it now happens that God also grants three wishes to the rich man, but already knows that he lacks the neces­sary merit and spir­itual purity so that the wishes cannot bring him hap­pi­ness. Yes, some­times it is really better when our wishes remain unful­filled, similar to the situ­ation with small chil­dren whose reason is not yet ripe. You shouldn’t make every wish come true for them either, oth­er­wise you will raise little glut­tons who will then grow bigger and bigger. There are cer­tainly enough people in our world who want to force great hap­pi­ness in life with a lot of rational under­stand­ing but little reason.

✻ The rich man had now gained what he wanted, so he rode home, and began to con­sider what he should wish for. As he was thus think­ing he let the bridle fall, and the horse began to caper about, so that he was con­tinu­ally dis­turbed in his med­it­a­tions, and could not collect his thoughts at all. He patted its neck, and said, “Gently, Lisa,” but the horse only began new tricks. Then at last he was angry, and cried quite impa­tiently, “I wish your neck was broken!” Dir­ectly he had said the words, down the horse fell on the ground, and there it lay dead and never moved again. And thus was his first wish ful­filled. As he was miserly by nature, he did not like to leave the harness lying there; so he cut it off, and put it on his back; and now he had to go on foot. “I have still two wishes left,” said he, and com­for­ted himself with that thought. And now as he was walking slowly through the sand, and the sun was burning hot at noon-day, he grew quite hot-tempered and angry. The saddle hurt his back, and he had not yet any idea what to wish for. “If I were to wish for all the riches and treas­ures in the world,” said he to himself, “I should still to think of all kinds of things later on, I know that, before­hand. But I will manage so that there is nothing at all left me to wish for after­wards.” Then he sighed and said, “Ah, if I were but that Bav­arian peasant, who like­wise had three wishes granted to him, and knew quite well what to do, and in the first place wished for a great deal of beer, and in the second for as much beer as he was able to drink, and in the third for a barrel of beer into the bargain.” Many a time he thought he had found it, but then it seemed to him to be, after all, too little. Then it came into his mind, what an easy life his wife had, for she stayed at home in a cool room and enjoyed herself. This really did vex him, and before he was aware, he said, “I just wish she was sitting there on this saddle, and could not get off it, instead of my having to drag it along on my back.” And as the last word was spoken, the saddle dis­ap­peared from his back, and he saw that his second wish had been ful­filled. Then he really did feel warm. He began to run and wanted to be quite alone in his own room at home, to think of some­thing really large for his last wish. But when he arrived there and opened the parlour-door, he saw his wife sitting in the middle of the room on the saddle, crying and com­plain­ing, and quite unable to get off it. So he said, “Do bear it, and I will wish for all the riches on earth for thee, only stay where thou art.” She, however, called him a fool, and said, “What good will all the riches on earth do me, if I am to sit on this saddle? Thou hast wished me on it, so thou must help me off.” So whether he would or not, he was forced to let his third wish be that she should be quit of the saddle, and able to get off it, and imme­di­ately the wish was ful­filled. So he got nothing by it but vex­a­tion, trouble, abuse, and the loss of his horse; but the poor people lived happily, quietly, and piously until their happy death.
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✎ It is now very vividly described how the thoughts of the rich man get entangled in the super­fi­cial prob­lems of the world and cannot find the great thing that makes us really rich and happy. To those who cannot tame their thoughts, they become an enemy. Then we lose our reason, which could easily carry us, like the rich man loses his horse, and have to labor­i­ously walk with the heavy ego on our backs. After all, what good is a saddle without a horse? What use is the will without merit or think­ing without reason?

Of course, we are hardly famil­iar with the sym­bol­ism of the horse these days. It has been replaced by the car, which has now become the epitome of freedom. For us, the saddle is the com­fort­able car seat with belt and airbag that prom­ises us safety and power. So the saddle could also be a symbol for our ego in this fairy tale, which wants to dom­in­ate everything and com­mands it accord­ing to its own will, even if we are only riding a dead horse and the con­nec­tion to reason or real life has been lost. Then of course, it becomes even more dif­fi­cult to find the really big thing in life, because our thoughts keep getting lost in worldly worries. There­fore, the man scolds his wife, who sits on her high horse at home and orders him around, in which he recog­nizes the cause for his torture. In this way, his second wish also goes wrong. However, nature, our fem­in­ine side, leads us further here and clearly shows: “What use are all the riches in the world to me if I cannot get down from the insa­ti­able ego.” That is why she speaks to her man, the spirit, which sym­bol­izes our mas­cu­line side: “You have wanted me up here, now bring me down again!” At least the third wish with the painful exper­i­ence could have a healing effect on the future devel­op­ment of the rich man. Yes, nature always means well for us, and above all in suf­fer­ing and loss lies the grace of exper­i­ence that enables us to learn. The poor had obvi­ously already learned it and stayed content and happy in the new house. Because only in abund­ance we can see how true our virtue is.


Gambling Hansel

✻ Once upon a time there was a man who did nothing but gamble, and for that reason people never called him any­thing but Gambling Hansel, and as he never ceased to gamble, he played away his house and all that he had. Now the very day before his cred­it­ors were to take his house from him, came the Lord and St. Peter, and asked him to give them shelter for the night. Then Gambling Hansel said, “For my part, you may stay the night, but I cannot give you a bed or any­thing to eat.”
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✎ After reading the last fairy tale of the poor and the rich about virtue and merit, where the fronts appeared rel­at­ively clear, we would now like to examine this fairy tale of a gambler a little more closely, which treats the same topic from a dif­fer­ent per­spect­ive and appears ini­tially as a parody of the usual ideals of God and virtue. We cer­tainly already know from our own life that the ques­tion of true virtue is not so simple in prac­tice, for our human virtues quickly freeze into external ideals and the deeper meaning gets lost. The tale speaks of a notori­ous gambler who reminds us of a vicious life in which all reason dis­ap­pears, and people usually fall into sin and addic­tion. However, when our Gambling Hansel had lost everything, even his house, which could also mean his body, God came to him with St. Peter. Accord­ing to the usual under­stand­ing, one would have assumed that the devil would now move in with him and not God. There­fore, we have to suppose that he was an honest person who played without any cheat­ing. Moreover, if you look at it more deeply, a great truth is already hidden here: because whoever plays really hon­estly in this world loses all per­sonal pos­ses­sions as far as his egoism dis­ap­pears and the divine is winning. That is the bless­ing of truth­ful­ness.

But what does gambling have to do with truth­ful­ness? A lot, because basic­ally we play for a life­time, only grown-ups no longer want to see their painstak­ingly con­creted sand­castles of their own home, car, career, etc. as a game. Per­sonal prop­erty becomes truth and we lose ourselves in illu­sion. Yet it’s just a game that nature plays with us. Because in the end even our own body goes back into the cycle of nature and the last shirt is known to have no pockets. One can become aware of this true poverty, as it prob­ably also happened to our Gambling Hansel, and so it makes sense that God came to him, knocked on his door, and he did not refuse entry. With this, he let the divine light into his inner night, so to speak.

A similar sym­bol­ism of three persons or prin­ciples is found in many ancient cul­tures and reli­gions. The three-way rela­tion­ship used here between God, Peter and Gambling Hansel can also be under­stood as playing field, play and player, as father, spirit and son, or as sun, moon and earth. And what used to be explained rel­at­ively pop­ularly with these sym­bolic means is nowadays described in a sci­entific way in phys­ical systems, such as field, wave and particle, or in math­em­at­ical for­mu­las such as E = ½v²m or E = c²m. In this fairy tale, too, natural prin­ciples are expressed which man has appar­ently observed for a long time, and not only in mater­ial nature, but also in spir­itual nature. As far as one regards the energy or the field as some­thing fun­da­mental and determ­in­ing today, God used to be referred to as the Father or Lord of everything in former times.

✻ So the Lord said he was just to take them in, and they them­selves would buy some­thing to eat, to which Gambling Hansel made no objec­tion. Thereupon St. Peter gave him three groschen, and said he was to go to the baker’s and fetch some bread. So Gambling Hansel went, but when he reached the house where the other gambling vag­a­bonds were gathered together, they, although they had won all that he had, greeted him clam­or­ously, and said, “Hansel, do come in.” “Oh,” said he, “do you want to win the three groschen too?” On this they would not let him go. So he went in, and played away the three groschen also.

✎ Whoever is deeply aware of this true poverty receives everything in life as a gift, even daily bread. But we must strive for it and respect what is given and not embezzle it. But how about the three pennies that belong to God? If someone comes and tells us, “Give it to me!”, should we say, “Please take, it’s not mine,” or should we refuse the gift? Our Hansel accep­ted the invit­a­tion and gave everything, although he already knew that he would lose everything. We find a similar story as a frame­work in the old Indian epic Mahabharata [MHB 2.59]. Here Yud­hish­thira is chal­lenged by a notori­ous card­sharp to play dice and loses everything, wealth, kingdom, broth­ers, himself and even his wife. He played knowing he was going to lose everything. One occa­sion­ally reads inter­pret­a­tions that claim that Yud­hish­thira became addicted to gambling, although in this epic he embod­ied the divine Dharma of virtue and justice. Our Gambling Hansel could be sus­pec­ted in a similar way.

✻ Mean­while St. Peter and the Lord were waiting, and as he was so long in coming, they set out to meet him. When Gambling Hansel came, however, he pre­ten­ded that the money had fallen into the gutter, and kept raking about in it all the while to find it, but our Lord already knew that he had lost it in play. St. Peter again gave him three groschen, and now he did not allow himself to be led away once more, but fetched them the loaf.

✎ Well, Hansel was obvi­ously not quite so sinful; oth­er­wise, God would not have gone to meet him as well. He prob­ably even smiled when Gambling Hansel played as if the three pennies had fallen into the murky puddle of this world, where we like to poke around to find great riches. So the game was repeated once more, and this time he fetched bread with the three pennies of St. Peter. In view of the wine that is dis­cussed next, this bread reminds us of the mys­tical body of Christ. To receive this body from God in the Lord’s Supper is, accord­ing to Chris­tian sym­bol­ism, the great way to heaven, and it is not for nothing that Saint Peter is also con­sidered the guard­ian of the heav­enly door, pre­sum­ably in the form of the three pennies, which again remind of the Holy Trinity who gives the key.

✻ Our Lord then inquired if he had no wine, and he said, “Alack, sir, the casks are all empty!” But the Lord said he was to go down into the cellar, for the best wine was still there. For a long time he would not believe this, but at length he said, “Well, I will go down, but I know that there is none there.” When he turned the tap, however, lo and behold, the best of wine ran out! So he took it to them, and the two passed the night there.

✎ In Chris­tian sym­bol­ism, wine stands for the blood of Christ, and we find this nectar of eternal life deep inside us, even if we usually do not want to believe it and look for it some­where outside.

✻ Early next day our Lord told Gambling Hansel that he might beg three favours. The Lord expec­ted that he would ask to go to Heaven; but Gambling Hansel asked for a pack of cards with which he could win everything, for dice with which he would win everything, and for a tree whereon every kind of fruit would grow, and from which no one who had climbed up, could descend until he bade him do so. The Lord gave him all that he had asked, and depar­ted with St. Peter.

✎ Whoever reaches this inner pro­found­ness and drinks the nectar, of course, gets the famous three wishes ful­filled. And what does our Gambling Hansel want? Eternal life and imper­ish­able fruits, only not on a spir­itual level as eternal bliss, but on a worldly level, so that he never has to lose again in the world and no one can steal the fruits from his tree. Of course, we all like to have ful­filled such a wish. Actu­ally, there is nothing to be said against it, because our external world is basic­ally only a spir­itual world. Somehow, that doesn’t seem like a good way to go, and so we will read in the fol­low­ing how our Hansel is devel­op­ing:

✻ And now Gambling Hansel at once set about gambling in real earnest, and before long he had gained half the world. Upon this St. Peter said to the Lord, “Lord, this thing must not go on, he will win, and thou lose, the whole world. We must send Death to him.” When Death appeared, Gambling Hansel had just seated himself at the gaming-table, and Death said, “Hansel, come out a while.” But Gambling Hansel said, “Just wait a little until the game is done, and in the mean­time get up into that tree out there, and gather a little fruit that we may have some­thing to munch on our way.” Thereupon Death climbed up, but when he wanted to come down again, he could not, and Gambling Hansel left him up there for seven years, during which time no one died.
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✎ People have been think­ing for a long time about this dif­fi­cult topic of how to live forever in this world and win everything. And to this day, this topic haunts not only the heads of the great company bosses and state politi­cians. Even leading medical pro­fes­sion­als are ser­i­ously research­ing an immor­tal­ity pill that will prevent our bodies from aging and dying. St. Peter, however, says in our fairy tale as the guard­ian of heaven: “This is not going well!” People knew this before, and there are many ancient tra­di­tions all over the world, which say that the cosmic order, which we live in, is not a stupid coin­cid­ence, but has a certain ingenu­ity or intel­li­gence. It is even said that this order is God himself. In prac­tice, we can exper­i­ence the whole uni­verse as a large and intel­li­gent organ­ism, which, like our own body, main­tains, organ­izes, reg­u­lates and optim­izes itself. And of course there are many forces fight­ing against each other to keep the system stable. These forces were pre­vi­ously ima­gined as living, subtle beings who were called, for example, angels and devils, fairies and witches, or gods and demons. Every force has its place in this organ­ism, and so death fulfils its task as a balance to birth. It is cer­tainly not easy to under­stand this large organ­ism that has formed and optim­ized over unima­gin­able periods of time. But humans have always tried hard at it and found pro­found insights that were pre­vi­ously expressed in sym­bolic stories. Today we have sys­tem­atic models, defin­i­tions and for­mu­las of our science. The more pro­foundly you under­stand this organ­ism, the better you can integ­rate your­self as a human being and work for the better. The fact that we are wreak­ing havoc in nature these days is cer­tainly an indic­a­tion that we still have a lot to learn on our sci­entific paths. There­fore, we now read how Hansel fared on his way:

✻ So St. Peter said to the Lord, “Lord, this thing must not go on. People no longer die; we must go ourselves.” And they went them­selves, and the Lord com­manded Hansel to let Death come down. So Hansel went at once to Death and said to him, “Come down,” and Death took him dir­ectly and put an end to him. They went away together and came to the next world, and then Gambling Hansel made straight for the door of Heaven, and knocked at it. “Who is there?” “Gambling Hansel.” “Ah, we will have nothing to do with him! Begone!” So he went to the door of Pur­gat­ory, and knocked once more. “Who is there?” “Gambling Hansel.” “Ah, there is quite enough weeping and wailing here without him. We do not want to gamble, just go away again.”

✎ How would an ambi­tious sci­ent­ist who plays with atomic energy, genetic engin­eer­ing, toxic chem­ic­als and the like react today when he hears the voice inside: “Don’t do that, it will not work well!” Our Hansel obeyed the command and even endured death without protest. This obed­i­ence still expresses a certain purity that even leads him to the gate of heaven. At that time, the soul was still ima­gined to rise after death through the puri­fy­ing pur­gat­ory or dir­ectly to heaven in accord­ance with its deeds, or sink down into hell. Our Hansel actu­ally wanted to con­tinue playing in the world and even got the bless­ing for it. So what should Heaven do with him? Or pur­gat­ory, where it really isn’t fun? The inter­est­ing ques­tion is here: “Who is there?” This means that his soul is still in the ‘outer world’, and he even keeps his name. With this, he goes to hell:

✻ Then he went to the door of Hell, and there they let him in. There was, however, no one at home but old Lucifer and a few crooked devils, since the straight devils were busy with their evil work in the world. And no sooner was Hansel there than he sat down to gamble again. Lucifer, however, had nothing to lose, but his mis-shapen devils, and Gambling Hansel won them from him, as with his cards he could not fail to do. And now he was off again with his crooked devils, and they went to Hohen­fuert and pulled up a hop-pole, and with it went to Heaven and began to thrust the pole against it, and Heaven began to crack.

✎ Well, at least in hell or under­world the old devil was ready to play, because hell is prob­ably closest related to our normal world. The straight and crooked devils could allude to the fact that we like to employ the beau­ti­ful devils in our world and banish the ugly ones to hell. Gambling Hansel wins the ugly devils and con­tin­ues to play in the world. The hop stalks in Hohen­fuert (or Hohen­furth) could point to a male mon­as­tery in south­ern Bohemia that was founded in 1259 and grew many hops for brewing beer. That fits at least with the German-Bohemian dialect in which this fairy tale was ori­gin­ally told. The sym­bol­ism is remin­is­cent of the strange fact that a lot of beer was often brewed in the mon­as­ter­ies and that people liked to drink it, so that the alcohol devil was prob­ably at home here too. Chron­iclers report up to 4 litres a day. Similar to the beer, the won devils are sup­posed to bring the gambler to heaven. They use the hop sticks to lever out heaven, that is, prob­ably to change the con­cep­tual idea we usually have of heaven and the life there.

✻ So again St. Peter said, “Lord, this thing cannot go on, we must let him in, or he will throw us down from Heaven.” And they let him in. But Gambling Hansel instantly began to play again, and there was such a noise and con­fu­sion that there was no hearing what they them­selves were saying.

✎ It seems to be working so far, Hansel goes to heaven and trans­forms it into a pub with lots of beer, games and fun. Why not? Because if we are honest, for many people this is the epitome of heaven. Who wants to rest peace­fully on a cloud and be end­lessly bored there?

✻ There­fore St. Peter once more said, “Lord, this cannot go on, we must throw him down, or he will make all Heaven rebel­li­ous.” So they went to him at once, and threw him down, and his soul broke into frag­ments, and went into the gambling vag­a­bonds who are living this very day.

✎ But that does not go well for long either and is a typical wish of us humans that is not par­tic­u­larly farsighted. It may be good to have such exper­i­ences in youth, but looking for heaven and even the meaning of life in alcohol and noisy company is cer­tainly not a sign of growing reason and wisdom, which should be our greatest wealth.

Well, here our fairy tale ends abruptly, so that we can say to our chil­dren: “You see, that’s what you get from over­do­ing your game and not doing any­thing decent with your life!” This may also be the message of this fairy tale, that one should pre­serve the higher order in this world and not seek the eternal and imper­ish­able in mater­ial things of the external world. Because in the mater­ial world the spir­itual unity is divided into the natural diversity, the illu­sion pre­vails and with it desire and hatred. These are cer­tainly the best con­di­tions that should drive us to search for eternal life, but to find it we also need the spir­itual dimen­sion of life. There­fore, it is surely a good thing if someone offers us the famous three wishes we do not only think about our mater­ial world.

With this, our Hansel is thrown out of heaven and his soul, which was already so close to the one, is divided again and given to the world to learn. This sym­bol­ism is very remin­is­cent of the Bible, where Adam was first sep­ar­ated into man and woman, ate from the tree of know­ledge and, over­whelmed by the hissing of illu­sion, was thrown out of para­dise with his Eve in order to spread himself out as human­ity over the whole earth: “And the Lord God said, behold, Adam has become as one of us, and knows what is good and what is bad. Now, let him not stretch out his hand and break from the tree of life and eat and live forever! Then the Lord God showed him out of the Garden of Eden to build the field from which he was taken, and drove Adam out and camped the cher­ubim in front of the Garden of Eden with the bare sword, to guard the way to the tree of life. [Bible 1. Moses 3.22]”

This sym­bol­ism also tells us clearly that the tree of eternal life stands in a higher world to which one should seek the way and rise so that one can be admit­ted. The field of this world and our eph­em­eral body with all its hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing help us to do this. This happens in prac­tic­ally the same way as our chil­dren learn in play and gain import­ant exper­i­ences for their future life.

Granted, such views are dif­fi­cult to fit into our modern world­view. Nev­er­the­less, there were obvi­ously times when people lived much more in a spir­itual world and had com­pletely dif­fer­ent goals in life than we have today. Our old fairy tales, the Bible and many other ancient scrip­tures all over the world indic­ate that there was once a world­view where the spir­itual dimen­sion still dom­in­ated life. The mater­ial nature was an effect of the spirit, its embod­i­ment, so to speak. That is why one could also imagine a life after death and a wan­der­ing of the soul inde­pend­ently from the mater­ial body. With our tech­nical revolu­tion, this world­view has prac­tic­ally reversed and the age of dead machines began. The suprem­acy was given to mater­ial nature, so that the living spirit was degraded to an effect of matter or even dis­ap­peared com­pletely from the world­view. Because of this, today we can no longer imagine a spirit that could live without a mater­ial body, and such fairy tales are con­sidered com­pletely unscientific and often even an expres­sion of the great stu­pid­ity of our ancest­ors. But obvi­ously they weren’t quite that stupid, because fairy tales like this confirm that people were already aware of this devel­op­ment towards the mater­ial side. Accord­ingly, today we are like the Gambling Hansel who only wants to play in the mater­ial world and win everything, lever­ing out heaven and con­quer­ing hell. This is prob­ably a neces­sary and logical phase in human devel­op­ment. It would be import­ant that we never lose our honesty in this game with matter and sink into gambling addic­tion, vice and illu­sion. Because with this, even the bright­est sci­ent­ist could go blind and end up in arrog­ance as the Chris­tian clergy once lost its cred­ib­il­ity. There is cer­tainly nothing wrong with playing with nature as long as we play hon­estly and are willing to learn from it.


Clever Grethel

✻ There was once a cook named Grethel, who wore shoes with red rosettes, and when she walked out with them on, she turned herself this way and that, and thought, “You cer­tainly are a pretty girl!” And when she came home she drank, in her glad­ness of heart, a draught of wine, and as wine excites a desire to eat, she tasted the best of whatever she was cooking until she was sat­is­fied, and said, “The cook must know what the food is like.”

[image: ]It came to pass that the master one day said to her, “Grethel, there is a guest coming this evening; prepare me two fowls very dain­tily.” “I will see to it, master,” answered Grethel. She killed two fowls, scalded them, plucked them, put them on the spit, and towards evening set them before the fire, that they might roast. The fowls began to turn brown, and were nearly ready, but the guest had not yet arrived. Then Grethel called out to her master, “If the guest does not come, I must take the fowls away from the fire, but it will be a sin and a shame if they are not eaten dir­ectly, when they are juici­est.” The master said, “I will run myself, and fetch the guest.” When the master had turned his back, Grethel laid the spit with the fowls on one side, and thought, “Stand­ing so long by the fire there, makes one hot and thirsty; who knows when they will come? Mean­while, I will run into the cellar, and take a drink.” She ran down, set a jug, said, “God bless it to thy use, Grethel,” and took a good drink, and took yet another hearty draught.

[image: ]Then she went and put the fowls down again to the fire, basted them, and drove the spit merrily round. But as the roast meat smelt so good, Grethel thought, “Some­thing might be wrong, it ought to be tasted!” She touched it with her finger, and said, “Ah! How good fowls are! It cer­tainly is a sin and a shame that they are not eaten dir­ectly!” She ran to the window, to see if the master was not coming with his guest, but she saw no one, and went back to the fowls and thought, “One of the wings is burning! I had better take it off and eat it.” So she cut it off, ate it, and enjoyed it, and when she had done, she thought, “The other must go down too, or else master will observe that some­thing is missing.” When the two wings were eaten, she went and looked for her master, and did not see him. It sud­denly occurred to her, “Who knows? They are perhaps not coming at all, and have turned in some­where.” Then she said, “Hallo, Grethel, enjoy your­self, one fowl has been cut into, take another drink, and eat it up entirely; when it is eaten you will have some peace, why should God’s good gifts be spoilt?” So she ran into the cellar again, took an enorm­ous drink and ate up the one chicken in great glee. When one of the chick­ens was swal­lowed down, and still her master did not come, Grethel looked at the other and said, “Where one is, the other should be like­wise, the two go together; what’s right for the one is right for the other; I think if I were to take another draught it would do me no harm.” So she took another hearty drink, and let the second chicken rejoin the first.

When she was just in the best of the eating, her master came and cried, “Haste thee, Grethel, the guest is coming dir­ectly after me!” “Yes, sir, I will soon serve up,” answered Grethel. Mean­time the master looked to see that the table was prop­erly laid, and took the great knife, where­with he was going to carve the chick­ens, and sharpened it on the steps. Presently the guest came, and knocked politely and cour­teously at the house-door. Grethel ran, and looked to see who was there, and when she saw the guest, she put her finger to her lips and said, “Hush! Hush! Get away as quickly as you can, if my master catches you it will be the worse for you; he cer­tainly did ask you to supper, but his inten­tion is to cut off your two ears. Just listen how he is sharpen­ing the knife for it!” The guest heard the sharpen­ing, and hurried down the steps again as fast as he could. Grethel was not idle; she ran scream­ing to her master, and cried, “You have invited a fine guest!” “Eh, why, Grethel? What do you mean by that?” “Yes,” said she, “he has taken the chick­ens which I was just going to serve up, off the dish, and has run away with them!” “That’s a nice trick!” said her master, and lamen­ted the fine chick­ens. “If he had but left me one, so that some- thing remained for me to eat.” He called to him to stop, but the guest pre­ten­ded not to hear. Then he ran after him with the knife still in his hand, crying, “Just one, just one,” meaning that the guest should leave him just one chicken, and not take both. The guest, however, thought no oth­er­wise than that he was to give up one of his ears, and ran as if fire were burning under him, in order to take them both home with him.

[image: ]

✎ We cer­tainly do not have to explain the nature of Clever Grethel in detail here; every­one prob­ably knows that about himself. You could call it “the insa­ti­able desire” that thinks after every ful­filled wish: “This one more, and then I’ll have peace!”. This goes on and on and at some point every means is okay, and so we call it nowadays even intel­li­gence or “being clever” if we lie, cheat and play off other people for each other, and we are still proud of it. It is cer­tainly good for our chil­dren to get to know the nature of desire in such a satir­ical form without raising the threat­en­ing finger. At some point, when they are so developed that they want to be master of their body and senses, then perhaps they try not to be deceived by this cook in her red shoes of passion. Such a selfish desire that quickly becomes an addic­tion has nothing to do with true beauty and will destroy friend­ship and sincere love over time.

This fairy tale is also a won­der­ful indic­ator that we can use to test ourselves. If we take Grethel’s side and praise and perhaps even envy her ‘hardened peasant’s cunning’, then we are prob­ably on the wrong side of life. Because let’s be honest, she cannot control herself, is at risk of addic­tion, lies and cheats and creates fear and quarrel. These are of course very ques­tion­able ideals in life, but they are not entirely alien to us either.

With this, we already suspect that the whole story could also have a deeper message if we project the plot into our inner being, where at old age reason should be lord and king. The cook could mean our thoughts, which should ensure that the food that our senses have picked up is well pre­pared and digest­ible. When this cook, i.e. our think­ing, gets lost in passion and lies to the point of addic­tion, our reason is lost. Because if a king cannot rely on his ser­vants, since they betray and lie to him, then he soon loses his rule and the whole kingdom is in danger. Then it happens to reason, which should dis­tin­guish us as human beings, as to the master in this fairy tale. It is betrayed and lied to by the senses and thoughts and sinks into illu­sion on the level of sensual desire. We find some­thing similar already in the ancient Indian Mahabharata in the descrip­tion of the body city: “It is think­ing that first con­nects amic­ably with passion and ignor­ance (or lies). But once stronger, they take the whole city, reason and senses, like a corrupt min­is­ter first weakens the king and then the people. Even­tu­ally, passion and ignor­ance take control of the whole body. [MHB 12.254]”

How could hap­pi­ness or prosper­ity come into such a house as an hon­oured guest? It will run away in panic, like the guest in the fairy tale, and even with all the effort, we cannot stop it. This brings us to the ques­tion of what the strange guest actu­ally means. Hap­pi­ness and prosper­ity are prob­ably a good inter­pret­a­tion at the inter­me­di­ate level. You want them as a guest, and if they don’t appear, then you look for them out in the world until they finally knock on your door. However, it is doubt­ful whether you can attract them with two tasty fried chick­ens.

What role do these two chick­ens play, which reason desires from thoughts ‘finely dressed’ - like the master from the cook? Nowadays we usually see them only as useful as tasty food for us. Then of course, they must be dead, plucked, gutted, seasoned and fried. Nev­er­the­less, there were also living beings that had their place in the world and could soar into the air. If we greed­ily reduce them only to the aspect of “my full stomach”, then we see them already as dead when they actu­ally can still fly. Strangely enough, we fill our lives with many dead things that are sup­posed to make our life com­fort­able and beau­ti­ful. We race through the world with dead, ter­ribly noisy and smelly machines; we even take to the skies and enjoy what we call freedom. Is that really life, lively action and some­thing that makes us happy in the long term?

So the whole story reminds us of the great task of reason, namely to achieve true know­ledge about nature and life. It’s about the big ques­tion: What is life and who am I? There­fore, know­ledge and wisdom could also be meant with the guest on a deeper level, with which our reason should connect in old age. Then the knife would be a symbol of the famous sword of know­ledge, with which we can cut off the tree of illu­sion at the root. Unfor­tu­nately, in our fairy tale, reason is not the real master of the house. It is ruled by desire and tries to grasp real life with sensual pleas­ure and insa­ti­able desire. But in doing so reason only grasps dead oppos­ites, which the two slaughtered roasted chick­ens can also sym­bol­ize. Accord­ingly, the knife or sword of know­ledge is not used to cut off the root of the illu­sion, but to split and slaughter in order to gen­er­ate ever-new oppos­ites, such as greed and hate, good and bad, beau­ti­ful and ugly or mine and yours. Sure, that is not the way to recog­nize the One, and so the higher recog­ni­tion of unity or self-aware­ness quickly runs away from us and flees, even if it has already knocked on our door. For such a greedy know­ledge is not based on truth but on the blazing fire of passion.

In this regard, our fairy tale could also be an inter­pret­a­tion of the mys­tical Lord’s Supper stories from the Bible. Here, too, guests are invited who do not want to come. Here, too, it is about worldly attach­ment and the lust of the senses, which prevent the Lord’s Supper as the great know­ledge of divine unity. Here, too, we find the sword, which cut off the servant’s ear after the Lord’s Supper when Jesus was cap­tured. Moreover, the roast­ing chick­ens are remin­is­cent of the Easter lamb, where it says: “Where do you want us to prepare the Easter lamb for you to eat? ” [Bible, Matthew 26.17]. Only that in our fairy tale it is not Christ who invites us to the last supper of the worldly day, but a man who has not yet recog­nized the traitor in his own house, who is described here as an insa­ti­able desire that cheats on him and sips away the wine of truth in the cellar. That’s why the whole thing was doomed to failure.

The sym­bol­ism of the Chris­tian Lord’s Supper is dif­fi­cult to under­stand these days, and we may think of the last meal or of depressed and sui­cidal people. However, appar­ently there were times when many people wished for this great lib­er­a­tion from worldly con­straints. For them that first meal in life that one no longer eats for oneself was most desir­able. It is, so to speak, the first food that does not change into a phys­ical “mine”, but rather the “mine” changes into food, the mys­tical body of God, our true self. Or as it says in [Meister Eckhart, page 247]:

Saint Augustine dreaded this food; then a voice spoke to him in spirit: “I am the food of the great; grow and rise and eat me! (But,) you do not trans­form me into you, you are trans­formed into me.”

In this sense it is really a last meal, namely for the greedy and insa­ti­able ego. In rela­tion to this, people wondered intensely why this great supper or wedding meal was not access­ible to ordin­ary people. And this ques­tion prob­ably also gave rise to many sym­bolic stories, like our fairy tale here.

In a similar way, [Meister Eckhart, page 249] also dealt with this ques­tion, why it is so dif­fi­cult for us to come to the Lord’s Supper, to which all people are invited:

That is why he says: “Everything is ready now.” But they do not come, those who are invited. The first says, “I have bought a hamlet, I can’t come.” The hamlet means everything that is earthly. As long as the soul has some­thing in it that is earthly, it does not come to this feast. The second said, “I have bought five yoke of oxen; I can’t come, I have to look at them.” The five yoke oxen are the five senses. Every sense is divided into two parts, there are (there­fore) five yokes. As long as the soul follows the five senses, it will never come to this feast. The third said, “I have taken a wife, I cannot come.” I have already said it many times: the man in the soul, that is reason. If the soul has turned straight up to God with reason, then the soul is “man” and is one and is not two; but when the soul turns down, it is a woman. With one thought and with a down­ward glance the soul puts on women’s clothes; neither do they come to this feast. Now our Lord speaks a grave word: “I truly say to you: none of these will ever enjoy my feast”.


The Wolf and The Seven Little Kids

✻ There was once on a time an old goat who had seven little kids, and loved them with all the love of a mother for her chil­dren. One day she wanted to go into the forest and fetch some food. So she called all seven to her and said, “Dear chil­dren, I have to go into the forest, be on your guard against the wolf; if he come in, he will devour you all skin, hair, and all. The wretch often dis­guises himself, but you will know him at once by his rough voice and his black feet.” The kids said, “Dear mother, we will take good care of ourselves; you may go away without any anxiety.” Then the old one bleated, and went on her way with an easy mind.

✎ This is prob­ably one of the most famous fairy tales and has fas­cin­ated many chil­dren. The classic message is that the chil­dren should not open the door when they are home alone. All of our fears of scam­mers, burg­lars, child kid­nap­pers and the like play a major role here. The pro­tect­ive shield for our chil­dren should be a well-dosed fear of evil, which is sym­bol­ized here in the form of the wild wolf that eats small chil­dren. This unpre­dict­able wolf, about whom there are the wildest myths, stands in con­trast to the cute little kids of our famil­iar pets. Such fears cer­tainly have their useful place in the devel­op­ment of our chil­dren before reason is forming by the neces­sary exper­i­ences in life. The danger, of course, is that you will carry these fears around with you into old age because you somehow missed untying these knots and enter­ing a deeper level. This was maybe the problem for earlier gen­er­a­tions, because the wolf has been per­sist­ently hunted in Central Europe since the 15th century and prac­tic­ally exterm­in­ated over time. It is now under strict nature pro­tec­tion, but the fear of the animal in people’s minds seems to be unbroken.

There­fore, we would now like to try to shed a little more light on this fairy tale in order to cut through the outer sym­bol­ism of the wolf and to find the real villain. First, the mixture of animal fable and human world is strik­ing, because goats actu­ally live in the stable and not in a house with fur­niture in it. This alone sug­gests that the animals here play a sym­bolic role for animal beings that are alive in us humans. We find similar symbols in other fairy tales, such as Little Red Riding Hood or The Seven Ravens. When we now try to find these animal symbols in us, the first ques­tion that arises is: What do we need to protect in us and from whom? In ourselves, too, we find a mother who loves seven chil­dren, and think of our self-con­scious­ness, which loves the five senses with thought and reason and nat­ur­ally pro­tects them. When our con­scious­ness is dir­ec­ted out­wards into the world, i.e. when it goes into the forest to collect food, then it is a matter of pro­tect­ing the gates of our senses so that the ‘villain’ can not over­whelm them. Every sense has a certain sense con­scious­ness that should pay atten­tion to what we see, hear, taste, smell, feel, think and decide. And who is the ‘bad guy’ here? It is said: You can recog­nize him by his unkind words and sinful deeds. So we can assume that, here too, like with the wolf of Little Red Riding Hood, insa­ti­able sensual desire is meant. And really, once this greed has seized us, it eats us up com­pletely, first from the outside and then from the inside. With this, our self-con­scious­ness changes into a greedy ego, which is dom­in­ated by desire, hatred and illu­sion. You can realize that out­wardly from our words and actions.

✻ It was not long before someone knocked at the house-door and cried, “Open the door, dear chil­dren; your mother is here, and has brought some­thing back with her for each of you.” But the little kids knew that it was the wolf, by the rough voice; “We will not open the door,” cried they, “thou art not our mother. She has a soft, pleas­ant voice, but thy voice is rough; thou art the wolf!” Then the wolf went away to a shop­keeper and bought himself a great lump of chalk, ate this and made his voice soft with it. Then he came back, knocked at the door of the house, and cried, “Open the door, dear chil­dren, your mother is here and has brought some­thing back with her for each of you.” But the wolf had laid his black paws against the window, and the chil­dren saw them and cried, “We will not open the door, our mother has not black feet like thee: thou art the wolf.” Then the wolf ran to a baker and said, “I have hurt my feet, rub some dough over them for me.” And when the baker had rubbed his feet over, he ran to the miller and said, “Strew some white meal over my feet for me.” The miller thought to himself, “The wolf wants to deceive someone,” and refused; but the wolf said, “If thou wilt not do it, I will devour thee.” Then the miller was afraid, and made his paws white for him. Truly men are like that.
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✎ So desire knocks repeatedly on our door and longs to be admit­ted, and that even with tricks and guile, espe­cially in our world today, where we are bom­barded with advert­ising every­where. As long as our con­scious­ness is not at home but wan­der­ing around the world, the danger is par­tic­u­larly great. Old home rem­ed­ies are prob­ably used here as symbols: the chalk for a soft voice and the bread dough against the bruise. At least the chalk helps against heart­burn and thus indir­ectly against a rough voice when the stomach acid rises at night and irrit­ates the voice box. The sour­dough is sup­posed to have a cooling effect. Sym­bol­ic­ally, it could mean that one arti­fi­cially strives for a friendly voice. The dealer who gives him the chalk to white­wash his voice is prob­ably our little inner huck­ster who feigns friend­li­ness for worldly gain and tends to deceit and deceive. When it comes to the baker, we think of our ambi­tion, who likes to use cre­ativ­ity to shape things the way we want them to be. The miller reminds us of our mind­ful­ness, which should work in the mill of life and has a fine sense in form of our con­science that warns of the illu­sion of excess­ive desire. However, when this mind­ful­ness is in the grip of greed, it becomes proud vanity that likes to white­wash our deeds with seem­ingly virtue and, as is well known, is also ruled by fear. With this, the greedy wolf can achieve its goal:

✻ So now the wretch went for the third time to the house-door, knocked at it and said, “Open the door for me, chil­dren, your dear little mother has come home, and has brought every one of you some­thing back from the forest with her.” The little kids cried, “First show us thy paws that we may know if thou art our dear little mother.” Then he put his paws in through the window, and when the kids saw that they were white, they believed that all he said was true, and opened the door. But who should come in but the wolf! They were ter­ri­fied and wanted to hide them­selves. One sprang under the table, the second into the bed, the third into the stove, the fourth into the kitchen, the fifth into the cup­board, the sixth under the washing-bowl, and the seventh into the clock-case. But the wolf found them all, and used no great cere­mony; one after the other he swal­lowed them down his throat. The young­est in the clock-case was the only one he did not find. When the wolf had sat­is­fied his appet­ite he took himself off, laid himself down under a tree in the green meadow outside, and began to sleep.

✎ We may smile, but in prac­tice, it is incred­ibly dif­fi­cult to defend oneself against the treach­er­ous desire. Once it has found its way inside, there is no stop­ping it. How could the senses hide from desire? The feeling escapes under the hard table top, which should perhaps serve as armour. The taste flees into the kitchen, where people eat. The smell hides in the oven, where oth­er­wise the smell of cooked food or baked cakes arises. The hearing creeps into bed, where it does not have to hear any­thing under the thick pillow. The eye goes into the closet, where it is dark, the thoughts hide under the bowl, in which all laundry is usually washed, and the reason sticks in the clock case. Reason is of course the young­est child, because it is born last in our human devel­op­ment. The other senses are easy to find, the feeling under the shield, the taste and smell in the kitchen, the hearing under the pillow, the eye in the dark closet, where our beau­ti­ful clothes hang, and the thoughts under the wash­basin, where they like to work and whip up a lot of foam. If desire had swal­lowed reason, then the fairy tale would cer­tainly have ended here. Because when reason dies in us, there is no longer any hope of a con­ten­ted and happy life.

Nev­er­the­less, it is hiding in the clock case. What could that mean? The case is usually the res­on­ance chamber for the strik­ing mech­an­ism of a clock. The meaning is dif­fi­cult to under­stand these days, because the clocks used to strike not only to tell the time, but also to call people to the present. That is why there were many clocks with strik­ing mech­an­isms even in the houses. The gong shook people out of their every­day worries and day­dreams and reminded them of the pres­ence of God. This con­stant mind­ful­ness could be meant here, which can save reason from desire. We find some­thing similar in the Indian tra­di­tion, as for example Dadaji reports: “Thereby the pres­ence of this know­ledge does not dis­ap­pear, King Bharat had to be reminded of it all day long. For this, he had ser­vants who rang a bell every fifteen minutes and shouted: “Atten­tion, atten­tion, stay awake, oh Bharat!” [Aptavani 1.8]”

✻ Soon after­wards, the old goat came home again from the forest. Ah! What a sight she saw there! The house-door stood wide open. The table, chairs, and benches were thrown down, the washing-bowl lay broken to pieces, and the quilts and pillows were pulled off the bed. She sought her chil­dren, but they were nowhere to be found. She called them one after another by name, but no one answered. At last, when she came to the young­est, a soft voice cried, “Dear mother, I am in the clock-case.” She took the kid out, and it told her that the wolf had come and had eaten all the others. Then you may imagine how she wept over her poor chil­dren.

✎ Even if we would like to avoid it nowadays, at some point we will turn our con­scious­ness inwards again and recog­nize the chaos in our mind, where desire has raged. The senses no longer obey us when we call them because they are now under the control of desire and the greedy ego. This is a serious matter because the senses are our windows into the world. When the wolf puts his black paws on these windows, and they are ruled and smeared by desire, then we soon only see what greed paints on them. Then we sink into illu­sion and lose all truth­ful­ness. With that, we are as good as dead inside and only live outside. And that’s really a big misery when it gets darker inside and a ter­rible depres­sion threatens. Then we can only hope that at least reason is still hidden some­where and answers our call.

✻ At length in her grief she went out, and the young­est kid ran with her. When they came to the meadow, there lay the wolf by the tree and snored so loud that the branches shook. She looked at him on every side and saw that some­thing was moving and strug­gling in his gorged body. “Ah, heavens,” said she, “is it pos­sible that my poor chil­dren whom he has swal­lowed down for his supper, can be still alive?” Then the kid had to run home and fetch scis­sors, and a needle and thread, and the goat cut open the monster’s stomach, and hardly had she made one cut, than one little kid thrust its head out, and when she cut farther, all six sprang out one after another, and were all still alive, and had suffered no injury whatever, for in his greed­i­ness the monster had swal­lowed them down whole. What rejoicing there was! Then they embraced their dear mother, and jumped like a tailor at his wedding. The mother, however, said, “Now go and look for some big stones, and we will fill the wicked beast’s stomach with them while he is still asleep.” Then the seven kids dragged the stones thither with all speed, and put as many of them into his stomach as they could get in; and the mother sewed him up again in the greatest haste, so that he was not aware of any­thing and never once stirred.

✎ Now it’s getting really fas­cin­at­ing. Is there really a way to defeat the insa­ti­able desire in us and to free the senses again? Let’s read: First, one should find desire with the help of reason, prefer­ably when it is asleep. Then one can observe it and realize that it has swal­lowed our senses alive. Now reason gets the neces­sary means so that con­scious­ness can free the senses again. This strange oper­a­tion is remin­is­cent of an ana­lyt­ical med­it­a­tion in which one dis­sects a problem with skilful means, gets to the core and puts everything back together again. And when the senses and thought are finally freed, true love can awaken. However, what happens now to the animal being? Obvi­ously, you can’t just kill it and leave it some­where. Just as Little Red Riding Hood had to fetch the stones, so here it is the seven senses that carry the stones and fill the wolf’s belly with them. What kind of stones are these? It would have to be some­thing that our desires can no longer nourish on and will perish. Since it usually feeds on per­ish­able things, we are think­ing here of some­thing immor­tal and eternal, for which the stone is used as a symbol. Accord­ingly, in the Middle Ages there was much talk of the “Philo­sopher’s Stone”, which, as a summum bonum (highest goal) and uni­ver­sal remedy, can trans­form the base into some­thing noble and our lower con­scious­ness into a higher one, includ­ing the greedy ego into a pure con­scious­ness or the so-called Supreme Self. This philo­sopher’s stone is remin­is­cent of a spir­itual process of know­ledge, perhaps even of the self-know­ledge common in yoga, about which we read, for example, in the Indian Ashtavakra-Gita:
“In the world of diverse creatures, between Brahma and the smal­lest blade of grass, only self-know­ledge has the power to pro­foundly renounce indul­gence and suf­fer­ing... Without “I” there is lib­er­a­tion. Where the “I” is at work, there is attach­ment. With this real­iz­a­tion, both the desire and the hatred in life vanish… Through self-know­ledge one reaches sat­is­fac­tion, attains bliss and the highest being.”

This mys­tical know­ledge of the Self, God, or truth does not only happen some­where in think­ing or reason, but extends across all senses to our entire per­cep­tion, our entire being and our entire cosmos. There­fore, it is cer­tainly no coin­cid­ence, that all the senses have to help to find the “Philo­sopher’s Stone”, which turns everything into gold or eternal truth. This com­pletely pure essence of all things, which holds the world together in its inner­most being, this true, eternal and immor­tal. It is com­pletely unbear­able for our greedy ego, and there­fore it must perish with it. For in the pres­ence of truth there can be no illu­sion.

The supper men­tioned as a side note could allude to the bib­lical Lord’s Supper as the last per­ish­ing meal, and the tailor with his wedding reminds of a truly poor person and his union with the Supreme Self. However, the lib­er­a­tion from desire through self-know­ledge or the “Philo­sopher’s Stone” is not a small thing that one attains in life on the side. It may even be the highest that one can ever achieve, namely to find the truth and thus the great release from the con­straints of nature.

✻ When the wolf at length had had his sleep out, he got on his legs, and as the stones in his stomach made him very thirsty, he wanted to go to a well to drink. But when he began to walk and to move about, the stones in his stomach knocked against each other and rattled. Then cried he,

“What rumbles and tumbles against my poor bones?
I thought it was six kids, But it’s naught but big stones.”

And when he got to the well and stooped over the water and was just about to drink, the heavy stones made him fall in and there was no help, but he had to drown miser­ably. When the seven kids saw that, they came running to the spot and cried aloud, “The wolf is dead! The wolf is dead!” and danced for joy round about the well with their mother.
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✎ Here, too, the greed of the wolf is addressed, this insa­ti­able thirst that he tries to quench at the world’s well. This is the painful path of a greedy ego, which crams everything into itself with desire, hatred and illu­sion, without chewing and digest­ing sens­ibly, because its inner senses are dead or too deaf and reason hardly works anymore. Then hunger and thirst get bigger and bigger, and we get heavier and heavier not only phys­ic­ally, but above all men­tally. It is long known: With this great burden, of course, nobody can ascend to heaven. One will sink into the lower worlds to Hell, where neg­lected diges­tion will be enforced in the fire of suf­fer­ing. These are all symbols that we can recog­nize and exper­i­ence on a small and large scale within ourselves and outside in the world.

When the desire in us is finally defeated, a great joy arises spon­tan­eously, which is also called bliss. The lib­er­ated senses dance unburdened and freely with their mother, the pure con­scious­ness, around the mys­tical foun­tain, from which the famous water of eternal life could now spring, which quenches the thirst forever.


The Valiant Little Tailor

✎ This fairy tale is of course full of sym­bol­ism again. We already encountered scis­sors, needles and thread as symbols for the tailor in the fairy tale of the wolf and the seven little kids. The tailor himself is also an extremely sym­bolic figure, because he cuts the fabric with scis­sors and sews the pieces back together with needle and thread to make clothes with which the rich make them­selves out­wardly beau­ti­ful, while he himself is often just a poor guy, who can barely afford to eat. But he meets a lot of people and should have intu­ition, cre­ativ­ity and a good know­ledge of human nature in order to tailor the right clothes. In this regard, as a poor man with a job that requires a lot of con­cen­tra­tion and patience, he is down­right pre­destined for deeper insights into the human being.

✻ One summer’s morning a little tailor was sitting on his table by the window; he was in good spirits, and sewed with all his might. Then came a peasant woman down the street crying, “Good jams, cheap! Good jams, cheap!” This rang pleas­antly in the tailor’s ears; he stretched his del­ic­ate head out of the window, and called, “Come up here, dear woman; here you will get rid of your goods.” The woman came up the three steps to the tailor with her heavy basket, and he made her unpack the whole of the pots for him. He inspec­ted all of them, lifted them up, put his nose to them, and at length said, “The jam seems to me to be good, so weigh me out four ounces, dear woman, and if it is a quarter of a pound that is of no con­sequence.” The woman who had hoped to find a good sale, gave him what he desired, but went away quite angry and grumbling. “Now, God bless the jam to my use,” cried the little tailor, “and give me health and strength;” so he brought the bread out of the cup­board, cut himself a piece right across the loaf and spread the jam over it. “This won’t taste bitter,” said he, “but I will just finish the jacket before I take a bite.” He laid the bread near him, sewed on, and in his joy, made bigger and bigger stitches. In the mean­time the smell of the sweet jam ascen­ded so to the wall, where the flies were sitting in great numbers, that they were attrac­ted and des­cen­ded on it in hosts. “Hola! who invited you?” said the little tailor, and drove the unbid­den guests away. The flies, however, who under­stood no German, would not be turned away, but came back again in ever-increas­ing com­pan­ies. Then the little tailor at last lost all patience, and got a bit of cloth from the hole under his work-table [in German: “…from his hell”], and saying, “Wait, and I will give it to you,” struck it mer­ci­lessly on them. When he drew it away and counted, there lay before him no fewer than seven, dead and with legs stretched out. “Art thou a fellow of that sort?” said he, and could not help admir­ing his own bravery. “The whole town shall know of this!” And the little tailor hastened to cut himself a girdle, stitched it, and embroidered on it in large letters, “Seven at one stroke!” “What, the town!” he con­tin­ued, “The whole world shall hear of it!” and his heart wagged with joy like a lamb’s tail.
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✎ What now appears in the super­fi­cial story as a funny sway, should of course also remind of a deeper meaning, and so we would like to try to shed light on the sym­bol­ism. We already know the window and the advert­ising call, which pen­et­rates his ears, from the fairy tale of Snow White, when the sor­ceress wanted to sell her apples. When the windows of our senses are open, the call of tempta­tion and dis­trac­tion can enter us and we turn our con­scious­ness outward and reach for things. That makes effort in every dir­ec­tion, the peasant women has to climb the many stairs with her burden, and the tailor has to use his senses and make a decision. Here he cer­tainly bene­fits from his poverty, which restrains him out­wardly, but also annoys the woman because he only buys a small amount of her jam, which could sym­bol­ize the sweet and seduct­ive food of the world, which prom­ises us pleas­ure and strength. But he can also restrain himself intern­ally and first fin­ishes his work before he wants to give in to enjoy­ment. As is well known, that alone requires great bravery in us. In doing so, he makes a great dis­cov­ery, because he observes the flies, which, like our thoughts, buzz in droves around the jam and pounce on the sweet tempta­tion. Now, pre­sum­ably, reason comes into play, and the little tailor takes a handker­chief and strikes. He took the cloth from ‘Hell’: “This is the name of a room under the workman’s table, in which he sticks his legs and which actu­ally used to be the first place to stay for the pieces of waste. [Hess. Sheets S205]”

Even today, we still know the saying “killing two birds with one stone”. That means solving two prob­lems at the same time. This brings up the big ques­tion, which seven prob­lems solved the tailor here at one stroke? Remem­ber­ing our inter­pret­a­tions of Snow White, the Seven Ravens, Six Ser­vants, etc., it makes sense to think again of the five senses with thoughts and reason. At least the ear when calling the trader, the eye when looking out the window, the nose when smelling the jam, and the taste when hoping for sweet enjoy­ment are expressly men­tioned. The feeling could be found in the effort of car­ry­ing it up as well as in anger, the rest­less thoughts in the flies and reason in his know­ledge. And how does he solve the problem? Well, he brings the greedy thoughts to rest, and with that the problem of the five senses is solved all the sudden, too, because the mushed bread with the dead flies was cer­tainly no longer a sweet seduc­tion. In addi­tion, he sud­denly no longer has any appet­ite or hunger. At least sym­bol­ic­ally, this could be seen as a kind of insight that the little tailor writes on his girdle so that it will never be for­got­ten again.

A girdle like this, which sur­rounds us like a magic ring, has a long tra­di­tion as a symbol. It stands for strength, power and dom­in­a­tion, but also for purity. Think of the belt of Thor, who doubled his strength, or the belt of the dwarf king Laurin, which gave him the strength of twelve men. In modern NLP (Neuro-Lin­guistic Pro­gram­ming), one would perhaps speak of an anchor for the new know­ledge.

The city, which should exper­i­ence everything, could ini­tially mean our own body and the world our inner cosmos, if we map this fairy tale in our inner being in a spir­itual way. Because a higher know­ledge is only worth some­thing if it affects our whole being. However, if you see this city in the outside world and the know­ledge prom­ises only worldly fame, the fairy tale becomes a funny sway, and the courage that the little tailor has gained by his insight appears as worldly arrog­ance in a chil­dren’s story, about which we smile at first. Until in time, we find a deeper level.

✻ The tailor put on the girdle, and resolved to go forth into the world, because he thought his work­shop was too small for his valour. Before he went away, he sought about in the house to see if there was any­thing which he could take with him; however, he found nothing but an old cheese, and that he put in his pocket. In front of the door he observed a bird which had caught itself in the thicket. It had to go into his pocket with the cheese. Now he took to the road boldly, and as he was light and nimble, he felt no fatigue. The road led him up a moun­tain, and when he had reached the highest point of it, there sat a power­ful giant looking about him quite com­fort­ably. The little tailor went bravely up, spoke to him, and said, “Good day, comrade, so thou art sitting there over­look­ing the wide-spread world! I am just on my way thither, and want to try my luck. Hast thou any inclin­a­tion to go with me?”

✎ When it comes to con­quer­ing the senses and thoughts, then cer­tainly not killing is meant, but con­trolling. Because whoever has control over his senses, thoughts and reason and is no longer their slave, has really gained a lot of strength and power and can achieve everything in life, even if he appears phys­ic­ally weak. In order to provide us with proof of this, our little tailor is now leaving his domestic ‘hell’ and going into the world. In his house he only finds ‘old cheese’, perhaps the remains of his old thoughts, wishes and habits, and in front of the gate a bird that he frees and that becomes a symbol of his light journey into a larger and higher world. So he can easily get to the same moun­tain where the worldly giants come with a lot of phys­ical strength, the violent people in our world, so to speak, who pursue their goals with a lot of rational and mater­ial viol­ence. These are two ways to win the world. Nowadays we tend more towards the giants and try to achieve our goals with tre­mend­ous machine power, mater­ial energy and natural science. In this regard, the whole thing also reminds us of the famous fight between David and Goliath:

✻ The giant looked con­temp­tu­ously at the tailor, and said, “Thou ragamuffin! Thou miser­able creature!” - “Oh, indeed?” answered the little tailor, and unbuttoned his coat, and showed the giant the girdle, “There mayst thou read what kind of a man I am!” The giant read, “Seven at one stroke,” and thought that they had been men whom the tailor had killed, and began to feel a little respect for the tiny fellow. Nev­er­the­less, he wished to try him first, and took a stone in his hand and squeezed it together so that water dropped out of it. “Do that like­wise,” said the giant, “if thou hast strength?” - “Is that all?” said the tailor, “that is child’s play with us!” and put his hand into his pocket, brought out the soft cheese, and pressed it until the liquid ran out of it. “Faith,” said he, “that was a little better, wasn’t it?” The giant did not know what to say, and could not believe it of the little man. Then the giant picked up a stone and threw it so high that the eye could scarcely follow it. “Now, little mite of a man, do that like­wise.” - “Well thrown,” said the tailor, “but after all the stone came down to earth again; I will throw you one which shall never come back at all,” and he put his hand into his pocket, took out the bird, and threw it into the air. The bird, delighted with its liberty, rose, flew away and did not come back. “How does that shot please you, comrade?” asked the tailor.
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“Thou canst cer­tainly throw,” said the giant, “but now we will see if thou art able to carry any­thing prop­erly.” He took the little tailor to a mighty oak tree which lay there felled on the ground, and said, “If thou art strong enough, help me to carry the tree out of the forest.” - “Readily,” answered the little man; “take thou the trunk on thy shoulders, and I will raise up the branches and twigs; after all, they are the heav­iest.” The giant took the trunk on his shoulder, but the tailor seated himself on a branch, and the giant who could not look round, had to carry away the whole tree, and the little tailor into the bargain: he behind, was quite merry and happy, and whistled the song, “Three tailors rode forth from the gate,” as if car­ry­ing the tree were child’s play. The giant, after he had dragged the heavy burden part of the way, could go no further, and cried, “Hark you, I shall have to let the tree fall!” The tailor sprang nimbly down, seized the tree with both arms as if he had been car­ry­ing it, and said to the giant, “Thou art such a great fellow, and yet canst not even carry the tree!”

✎ Such a violent person who trusts only in the phys­ical cannot imagine that the spirit can be more power­ful. Sim­il­arly, many sci­ent­ists today still doubt whether there is any spir­itual power at all. That is why the great powers of virtues such as truth­ful­ness, humil­ity or con­tent­ment are under­val­ued and often even dis­reg­arded in our society, just as the giant dis­reg­ards the scrawny little tailor. The little tailor, however, shows his courage and there is a trial of strength, where the soft tri­umphs over the hard, the light over the heavy and the weak over the strong. Mental mobil­ity is crucial so that one can tran­scend the usual limits of the rational intel­lect and think far beyond them. In this way the little tailor suc­ceeds in the ration­ally impossible. If the giant had been a little more careful, he would prob­ably have accused the little tailor of fraud, because our intel­lect clearly dif­fer­en­ti­ates between stone, cheese and bird. But if you look deeper, you find more and more con­nec­tions, and at the atomic level almost all dif­fer­ences dis­ap­pear. Our ordin­ary intel­lect does not want to believe how much life there is in a cheese, let alone in a stone. Even the giant does not believe that the large crown of the tree is lighter than the much thinner trunk. We simply believe above all in the world of our five senses with the thoughts that our little tailor has conquered so that they no longer dom­in­ate him. Another dif­fer­ence can be seen in the fact that the giant tries with his ego to force everything by himself, while our little tailor trusts in life, lets the bird fly and himself be carried by the tree. So it is easy for him to win every­where, because that is the great advant­age of an agile mind that looks deeper and is not caught in the rational limits of the external world. But sure, a normal school teacher would cer­tainly despair of such a student...

✻ They went on together, and as they passed a cherry-tree, the giant laid hold of the top of the tree where the ripest fruit was hanging, bent it down, gave it into the tailor’s hand, and bade him eat. But the little tailor was much too weak to hold the tree, and when the giant let it go, it sprang back again, and the tailor was hurried into the air with it. When he had fallen down again without injury, the giant said, “What is this? Hast thou not strength enough to hold the weak twig?” - “There is no lack of strength,” answered the little tailor. “Dost thou think that could be any­thing to a man who has struck down seven at one blow? I leapt over the tree because the hunts­men are shoot­ing down there in the thicket. Jump as I did, if thou canst do it.” The giant made the attempt, but could not get over the tree, and remained hanging in the branches, so that in this also the tailor kept the upper hand.

✎ This is typical of violent people; they bend the branches of the tree of life down towards them­selves to take hold of the higher fruits instead of rising them­selves up, thus cre­at­ing a lot of tension in life. Just as nowadays, for example, the tried and tested yoga is pulled down to our worldly level and degraded to well­ness, with which one even wants to earn money instead of us soaring ourselves to spir­itual heights. The same can be found in reli­gions, sci­ences and even in the judi­ciary. That is the problem of espe­cially spir­itu­ally heavy people that when they reach for the high fruits they cannot rise and have to bend down the branches of the tree of life. Our little tailor is light and flex­ible, can be lifted up and even comes down unscathed. Because verily, down here in the bushes of the world hunters are shoot­ing every­where, not only death, but also illness, old age, loss and suf­fer­ing. There­fore, it is good if one is spir­itu­ally light and agile enough to be able to rise into higher worlds. The phys­ic­ally clumsy giant does not succeed and gets stuck in the thicket of the world.

✻ The giant said, “If thou art such a valiant fellow, come with me into our cavern and spend the night with us.” The little tailor was willing, and fol­lowed him. When they went into the cave, other giants were sitting there by the fire, and each of them had a roasted sheep in his hand and was eating it. The little tailor looked round and thought, “It is much more spa­cious here than in my work­shop.” The giant showed him a bed, and said he was to lie down in it and sleep. The bed was, however, too big for the little tailor; he did not lie down in it, but crept into a corner. When it was mid­night, and the giant thought that the little tailor was lying in a sound sleep, he got up, took a great iron bar, cut through the bed with one blow, and thought he had given the grasshop­per his fin­ish­ing stroke. With the earli­est dawn the giants went into the forest, and had quite for­got­ten the little tailor, when all at once he walked up to them quite merrily and boldly. The giants were ter­ri­fied, they were afraid that he would strike them all dead, and ran away in a great hurry.

✎ In our normal world, too, there are such spir­itu­ally easy-moving people. In fact, it would be good to live with them and learn from them. But the giants are uneasy about such people, because they fear what they cannot under­stand. At least our little tailor has the courage to do so, but avoids the giant’s bed. What kind of bed is that a giant rests on? This could mean success, fame, fortune and the like. Then it would be under­stand­able that our little tailor would rather retire to a quiet corner, because such seduct­ive beds are very dan­ger­ous on the spir­itual path. There­fore, he stays alive, and the giants now com­pletely despair when they see the unbe­liev­able that threatens their whole world­view. But do they change their view of the world? No, they run away, because then they can con­tinue to ignore what they do not want to under­stand.

✻ The little tailor went onwards, always fol­low­ing his own pointed nose. After he had walked for a long time, he came to the court-yard of a royal palace, and as he felt weary, he lay down on the grass and fell asleep. Whilst he lay there, the people came and inspec­ted him on all sides, and read on his girdle, “Seven at one stroke.” - “Ah!” said they, “What does the great warrior here in the midst of peace? He must be a mighty lord.” They went and announced him to the King, and gave it as their opinion that if war should break out, this would be a weighty and useful man who ought on no account to be allowed to depart. The counsel pleased the King, and he sent one of his courtiers to the little tailor to offer him mil­it­ary service when he awoke. The ambas­sador remained stand­ing by the sleeper, waited until he stretched his limbs and opened his eyes, and then con­veyed to him this pro­posal. “For this very reason have I come here,” the tailor replied, “I am ready to enter the King’s service.” He was there­fore hon­our­ably received, and a sep­ar­ate dwell­ing was assigned him.

✎ Now it gets really inter­est­ing, because it goes to the king, to the ruling spirit within us, to cel­eb­rate the mys­tical wedding and to win the whole kingdom. Our little tailor has the best require­ments; he is care­free and cour­ageous, con­trols his senses and remains calm. His belt helps him even in sleep, and the king receives him to use his ser­vices. One must first come this far on the spir­itual path in order to meet this king within oneself and con­sciously serve him. Really, this process is like an awaken­ing from a long dream, for which the ruling spirit and its emis­sar­ies have to wait a long time.

✻ The sol­diers, however, were set against the little tailor, and wished him a thou­sand miles away. “What is to be the end of this?” they said amongst them­selves. “If we quarrel with him, and he strikes about him, seven of us will fall at every blow; not one of us can stand against him.” They came there­fore to a decision, betook them­selves in a body to the King, and begged for their dis­missal. “We are not pre­pared,” said they, “to stay with a man who kills seven at one stroke.” The King was sorry that for the sake of one he should lose all his faith­ful ser­vants, wished that he had never set eyes on the tailor, and would will­ingly have been rid of him again. But he did not venture to give him his dis­missal, for he dreaded lest he should strike him and all his people dead, and place himself on the royal throne.

✎ This sym­bol­ism is won­der­fully designed and one might think that our ordin­ary sensory con­scious­ness, which has served the king well so far, is with­draw­ing in the face of the higher con­scious­ness of our tailor. The king, however, is scep­tical and doubts whether the one is really better than the whole group of his pre­vi­ous ser­vants. Can we trust the higher con­scious­ness, which is awaken­ing in us, or do we prefer to stick with the old habits? Is it a new illu­sion or a real truth? Such doubts are normal on the spir­itual path, and many trials lie ahead:

✻ He thought about it for a long time, and at last found good counsel. He sent to the little tailor and caused him to be informed that as he was such a great warrior, he had one request to make to him. In a forest of his country lived two giants, who caused great mis­chief with their robbing, mur­der­ing, ravaging, and burning, and no one could approach them without putting himself in danger of death. If the tailor conquered and killed these two giants, he would give him his only daugh­ter to wife, and half of his kingdom as a dowry, like­wise one hundred horse­men should go with him to assist him. “That would indeed be a fine thing for a man like me!” thought the little tailor. “One is not offered a beau­ti­ful prin­cess and half a kingdom every day of one’s life!” - “Oh, yes,” he replied, “I will soon subdue the giants, and do not require the help of the hundred horse­men to do it; he who can hit seven with one blow, has no need to be afraid of two.”

The little tailor went forth, and the hundred horse­men fol­lowed him. When he came to the out­skirts of the forest, he said to his fol­low­ers, “Just stay waiting here, I alone will soon finish off the giants.” Then he bounded into the forest and looked about right and left. After a while he per­ceived both giants. They lay sleep­ing under a tree, and snored so that the branches waved up and down. The little tailor, not idle, gathered two pock­ets­ful of stones, and with these climbed up the tree. When he was half-way up, he slipped down by a branch, until he sat just above the sleep­ers, and then let one stone after another fall on the breast of one of the giants. For a long time the giant felt nothing, but at last he awoke, pushed his comrade, and said, “Why art thou knock­ing me?” - “Thou must be dream­ing,” said the other, “I am not knock­ing thee.” They laid them­selves down to sleep again, and then the tailor threw a stone down on the second. “What is the meaning of this?” cried the other. “Why art thou pelting me?” - “I am not pelting thee,” answered the first, growl­ing. They dis­puted about it for a time, but as they were weary they let the matter rest, and their eyes closed once more. The little tailor began his game again, picked out the biggest stone, and threw it with all his might on the breast of the first giant. “That is too bad!” cried he, and sprang up like a madman, and pushed his com­pan­ion against the tree until it shook. The other paid him back in the same coin, and they got into such a rage that they tore up trees and bela­boured each other so long, that at last they both fell down dead on the ground at the same time. Then the little tailor leapt down. “It is a lucky thing,” said he, “that they did not tear up the tree on which I was sitting, or I should have had to spring on to another like a squir­rel; but we tailors are nimble.” He drew out his sword and gave each of them a couple of thrusts in the breast, and then went out to the horse­men and said, “The work is done; I have given both of them their fin­ish­ing stroke, but it was hard work! They tore up trees in their sore need, and defen­ded them­selves with them, but all that is to no purpose when a man like myself comes, who can kill seven at one blow.” - “But are you not wounded?” asked the horse­men. “You need not concern your­self about that,” answered the tailor, “They have not bent one hair of mine.” The horse­men would not believe him, and rode into the forest; there they found the giants swim­ming in their blood, and all round about, lay the torn-up trees.

✎ Even the first test is very dif­fi­cult because it is about defeat­ing two giants who could sym­bol­ize the oppos­ites that usually rule us. These include life and death, mine and yours, pos­ses­sions and loss, warm and cold, beau­ti­ful and ugly, rich and poor and many other oppos­ites that we nor­mally struggle with in the world. Over­com­ing these polar­it­ies is a very great chal­lenge on the spir­itual path to unity and, as we know, they cannot be conquered dir­ectly. Because as soon as you fight against one pole, the oppos­ite pole is auto­mat­ic­ally strengthened. There­fore, the sym­bol­ism is excel­lently described here, how one stim­u­lates the oppos­ites so that they destroy them­selves. This is remin­is­cent of the usual ana­lyt­ics in med­it­a­tion. You really have to be very careful not to saw off the branch on which you are sitting. Here, too, mental agility plays a decis­ive role, and one should pay atten­tion to the many small nuances in the text when reading. After all, one could really get to the point where the oppos­ites can no longer harm us. Because as long as one is dom­in­ated by oppos­ites, one is also dom­in­ated by illu­sion and cannot recog­nize the truth. Sim­il­arly, it is said in the Indian Mahabharata:
“Oh son, become master of your senses, over­come the oppos­ites of heat and cold, hunger and thirst as well as the inner wind. And when you have mastered it (like a yogi) then prac­tice right­eous­ness (Dharma). Walk the whole­some path of truth and honesty, freedom from anger and malice, self-restraint and renun­ci­ation as well as bene­vol­ence and com­pas­sion. Con­stantly be estab­lished in the truth, res­ol­utely devoted to justice, and abandon all decep­tion and illu­sion. Scrape your living on the remains of food after gods and guests have been fed. Your body is just as fading as the foam on the waves of the sea. The soul lives unbound in it, like a bird sitting in a tree. The mul­tiple con­nec­tions with all the pleas­ant things are extremely short-lived. Why, oh son, do you sleep in such for­get­ful­ness? Your enemies (the pas­sions) are always quick and alert. They are always ready and waiting for their oppor­tun­ity. Why are you so deluded not to see them? [MHB 12,322]”

Much would have been achieved, if the oppos­ites of nature anni­hil­ate each other, and one could feel very close to the great goal of king­ship in the realm of nature. But:

✻ The little tailor deman­ded of the King the prom­ised reward; he, however, repen­ted of his promise, and again bethought himself how he could get rid of the hero. “Before thou receivest my daugh­ter, and the half of my kingdom,” said he to him, “thou must perform one more heroic deed. In the forest roams a unicorn which does great harm, and thou must catch it first.” - “I fear one unicorn still less than two giants. Seven at one blow, is my kind of affair.” He took a rope and an axe with him, went forth into the forest, and again bade those who were sent with him to wait outside. He had not to seek long. The unicorn soon came towards him, and rushed dir­ectly on the tailor, as if it would spit him on its horn without more cere­mony. “Softly, softly; it can’t be done as quickly as that,” said he, and stood still and waited until the animal was quite close, and then sprang nimbly behind the tree. The unicorn ran against the tree with all its strength, and struck its horn so fast in the trunk that it had not strength enough to draw it out again, and thus it was caught. “Now, I have got the bird,” said the tailor, and came out from behind the tree and put the rope round its neck, and then with his axe he hewed the horn out of the tree, and when all was ready he led the beast away and took it to the King.

✎ The unicorn is a great mystery that people have pondered for a long time. It appeared already at 400 BC in a Greek text by Ktesias of Knidos: “In India there are wild donkeys that are like horses, only larger. The body is white, the head purple, and the eyes dark blue. On their fore­heads, they have a horn, which is a cubit long. Filed off particles of the same are put into a potion and are a means of pro­tec­tion against deadly sub­stances ...” At least one can find many stories in the ancient Indian epics about a boar who, as a divine incarn­a­tion (Varaha), lifts the sunken earth out of the water with just one tusk raised. Nowadays one often hears the opinion that it actu­ally referred to a rhino­ceros or the extinct Elas­motherium with a much longer horn. However, what is import­ant is the sym­bol­ism used here. And because the unicorn stands in con­trast to the common animals with two horns and is often even painted as if two horns were twisted together to form one horn, after defeat­ing the oppos­ites we nat­ur­ally think of achiev­ing unity in which all oppos­ites dis­ap­pear. Strangely enough, this unity seems very dan­ger­ous to us at first and threatens to “impale” us. But that is under­stand­able, because above all our ordin­ary ego is mor­tally threatened, which of course lives from the feeling of sep­ar­a­tion and can no longer exist in unity. However, this ego problem is cer­tainly not spared anyone on the spir­itual path and has to be solved somehow. Here, too, some dangers lurk along the way, because the idea of unity can easily lapse into nihil­ism, which denies and des­troys everything around and routes every meaning in life. So you have to pass this test, too, and capture the one so skil­fully that you don’t kill the life in the process. How to do this is of course not easy, but it is ingeni­ously indic­ated here by con­nect­ing the one with life and nature, for which the tree could stand as a symbol. An older version of the fairy tale from [1812] says it even more clearly: “When the tailor saw this, he moved, put the rope around the neck of the unicorn, which he had taken with him, and tied it to the tree, went out to his fellows, to show them his victory over the unicorn, after­wards to know this to the king...”.

The Chris­tian mystic Meister Eckhart (1260-1328) also expresses this know­ledge of unity in his tra­di­tional sermons with incom­par­able depth. There you can read, for example:
“When I flowed out of God, all things said: God is. But this cannot save me, because here I recog­nize myself as a creature. But in break­ing through, where I am free of my own will and the will of God and all his works and God himself, I am above all creatures and I am neither “God” nor creature, rather I am what I was and what I will remain now and forever. Then I receive an upswing that should bring me above all angels. In this upswing I receive such great wealth that God cannot be enough for me with all that he is as “God” and with all his divine works; for in this break­through it is granted to me that I and God are one. There I am what I was, and there I neither lose nor gain, because I am an immov­able cause that moves all things. Here God does not find a place (anymore) in man, because man achieves with this poverty what he has been etern­ally and will always remain. Here God is one with the spirit, and that is the most real poverty that one can find. - If you don’t under­stand this speech, don’t worry your heart with it. For as long as a person does not resemble this truth, he will not under­stand this speech for so long. Because it is an undis­guised truth that has come dir­ectly from the heart of God. [Eckhart, Sermon 32]”

✻ The King still would not give him the prom­ised reward, and made a third demand. Before the wedding the tailor was to catch him a wild boar that made great havoc in the forest, and the hunts­men should give him their help. “Will­ingly,” said the tailor, “that is child’s play!” He did not take the hunts­men with him into the forest, and they were well pleased that he did not, for the wild boar had several times received them in such a manner that they had no inclin­a­tion to lie in wait for him. When the boar per­ceived the tailor, it ran on him with foaming mouth and whetted tusks, and was about to throw him to the ground, but the active hero sprang into a chapel which was near, and up to the window at once, and in one bound out again. The boar ran in after him, but the tailor ran round outside and shut the door behind it, and then the raging beast, which was much too heavy and awkward to leap out of the window, was caught. The little tailor called the hunts­men thither that they might see the pris­oner with their own eyes. The hero, however, went to the King, who was now, whether he liked it or not, obliged to keep his promise, and gave him his daugh­ter and the half of his kingdom. Had he known that it was no warlike hero, but a little tailor who was stand­ing before him, it would have gone to his heart still more than it did. The wedding was held with great mag­ni­fi­cence and small joy, and out of a tailor a king was made.

✎ What remains after over­com­ing the oppos­ites and finding unity? Even after that, this world does not dis­ap­pear. It con­tin­ues to func­tion nor­mally. Only now, through our easy and spir­itual agility, we have the power to over­come or heal the heavy, wild, animal and instinctual nature. In the phys­ical world one speaks here of genes and com­puls­ive wiring of our brain, in the spir­itual world of habits, inclin­a­tions, ori­ginal sin and accu­mu­lated karma from this and many other lives. The third test now appears. And the sym­bol­ism is also good, because the wild animal that lives in us is caught here in the holy temple of God and the phys­ical ego-like nature is raised to a spir­itual, divine level. This sacred temple can even be spread over the whole uni­verse. That was the common way to trans­form the wild hos­til­ity of nature into a friendly divin­ity. Sim­il­arly, the Bible begins with God cre­at­ing nature and seeing that everything was good. This cosmic embod­i­ment of God can also be found in the ancient Indian texts in the form of the entire uni­verse. This is dif­fi­cult to under­stand, however, and one should not abuse this sym­bol­ism. Because until one has not passed the two pre­vi­ous exams, it is cer­tainly not salut­ary to regard everything as divine and to blame God for one’s own sins. Master Eckhart says on this matter:
“Our Masters ask the ques­tion, whether angels are grieved when man commits sin? We say: no! Because they look into the right­eous­ness of God and grasp in it all things in him (= in God) as they are in God. There­fore, they cannot grieve. [Eckhart, Sermon 51]”

There­fore, our little tailor wins the king’s daugh­ter, and spirit and nature cel­eb­rate their mys­tical wedding. But only half the kingdom has been won and the great bliss has not yet been achieved, because obvi­ously one big ques­tion is still open: “Who am I?”

✻ After some time the young Queen heard her husband say in his dreams at night, “Boy, make me the doublet, and patch the pan­ta­loons, or else I will rap the yard-measure over thine ears.” Then she dis­covered in what state of life the young lord had been born, and next morning com­plained of her wrongs to her father, and begged him to help her to get rid of her husband, who was nothing else but a tailor. The King com­for­ted her and said, “Leave thy bed-room door open this night, and my ser­vants shall stand outside, and when he has fallen asleep shall go in, bind him, and take him on board a ship which shall carry him into the wide world.” The woman was sat­is­fied with this; but the King’s armour-bearer, who had heard all, was friendly with the young lord, and informed him of the whole plot. “I’ll put a screw into that busi­ness,” said the little tailor. At night he went to bed with his wife at the usual time, and when she thought that he had fallen asleep, she got up, opened the door, and then lay down again. The little tailor, who was only pre­tend­ing to be asleep, began to cry out in a clear voice, “Boy, make me the doublet and patch me the pan­ta­loons, or I will rap the yard-measure over thine ears. I smote seven at one blow. I killed two giants, I brought away one unicorn, and caught a wild boar, and am I to fear those who are stand­ing outside the room.” When these men heard the tailor speak­ing thus, they were over­come by a great dread, and ran as if the wild hunts­man were behind them, and none of them would venture any­thing further against him. So the little tailor was a king and remained one, to the end of his life.

✎ Now sud­denly a new danger appears from nature, so that the greatest care is still required. The sym­bol­ism is very inter­est­ing: If the king is here more on the side of his daugh­ter than on the side of an unknown hero, then it would sym­bol­ic­ally mean that the ruling spirit is more on the side of nature than on the side of a person who does not know himself. Now let’s encounter the next chal­lenge on the way, namely the so-called self-know­ledge.

And who could be the king’s armour-bearer, who bears the arms of the ruling spirit? Intu­ition, reason or know­ledge - some­thing is warning our little tailor. So one also recog­nizes a change in this last section, because first he speaks in the dream as a servant who is under the rule of his master, and then he con­sciously speaks as a master to the ser­vants while he is awake. With this, the suf­fer­ing of the world flees, which is oth­er­wise con­stantly threat­en­ing and ter­ri­fy­ing. The poor tailor, who was once a servant of his senses and body, has now become a spir­itual tailor-king who rules the fabric of nature with cubit, scis­sors, needle and thread. Moreover, if at the begin­ning of the fairy tale it is said that he sewed with “all his might”, he now sews with “all his spir­itual strength”. Because he conquered the five senses and think­ing with reason with one stroke, over­came the oppos­ites, won the unity and restrained the animal being in himself. Won­der­ful! This spir­itual devel­op­ment finally cul­min­ates in the fact that one can recog­nize one’s true self, to which the famous Bhagavad-Gita says:
“The self is never born, nor does it ever die. It knows no growth and no passing away. It is unborn, immor­tal, eternal and ancient. It does not die with the body. Whoever has recog­nized it as indes­truct­ible, immor­tal and immut­able, how could he kill, be killed or still want to kill? Just as a person takes off worn-out clothes and puts on new ones, so the embod­ied self throws off the worn-out bodies and appears as other, new bodies, so to speak. Weapons don’t split it, fire does not burn it, water does not wet it, and winds don’t ravage it. Nobody can split it, burn it, wash it away or dry it out. It is immut­able, all per­vad­ing, per­man­ent, reli­able and eternal. So it is called unfol­ded, incon­ceiv­able and immut­able. If this being is truly recog­nized, you no longer have to com­plain about it. [MHB 6.26]”

This is how high man can develop and rise from the con­straints of nature. And in that regard he was cer­tainly a good king who could control himself and was no longer con­trolled by nature. He had conquered the passion of the senses and thoughts and was no longer a slave to desire, hatred and illu­sion. This is prob­ably the fun­da­mental dif­fer­ence between a tyrant and a good king.

Admit­tedly, this whole inter­pret­a­tion sounds just as adven­tur­ous as the fairy tale itself. But truly, our life can be so adven­tur­ous, and we can reach such worlds. The spir­itual paths are of course just as diverse as the old fairy tales, because every­one exper­i­ences these paths dif­fer­ently. This is prob­ably why so many fairy tales have come about that look at and describe similar prin­ciples in very dif­fer­ent ways. This is the typical variety of prac­tical ways and exper­i­ences that are not yet fully shaped by rational con­cepts. However, today it is dif­fi­cult to under­stand the used sym­bol­ism, which may have been as natural in the past as a tele­vi­sion film is now. Who cares about spir­itual worlds today? Mind and spirit are just ghosts from the dark ages of super­sti­tion for many people. Accord­ingly, we often only see the outer shell of the tra­di­tional fairy tales and smile at the stu­pid­ity of our medi­eval ancest­ors. But even that is still better than for­get­ting our old fairy tales com­pletely. At least this fairy tale about the brave little tailor could be over 500 years old. Martin Montanus pub­lished the essence of the second half in a book as early as 1557. Because the tailors’ guilds are said to have emerged just in the 12th century, the tale must have been born some­where in between in order to spread widely in Europe.


The Wise Servant

✻ How for­tu­nate is the master, and how well all goes in his house, when he has a wise servant who listens to his orders and does not obey them, but prefers fol­low­ing his own wisdom. A clever John of this kind was once sent out by his master to seek a lost cow. He stayed away a long time, and the master thought, “Faith­ful John does not spare any pains over his work!” As, however, he did not come back at all, the master was afraid lest some mis­for­tune had befallen him, and set out himself to look for him. He had to search a long time, but at last he per­ceived the boy who was running up and down a large field. “Now, dear John,” said the master when he had got up to him, “hast thou found the cow which I sent thee to seek?” “No, master,” he answered, “I have not found the cow, but then I have not looked for it.” “Then what hast thou looked for, John?” “Some­thing better, and that luckily I have found.” “What is that, John?” “Three black­birds,” answered the boy. “And where are they?” asked the master. “I see one of them, I hear the other, and I am running after the third,” answered the wise boy.

Take example by this, do not trouble yourselves about your masters or their orders, but rather do what comes into your head and pleases you, and then you will act just as wisely as prudent John.

[image: ]

✎ The core of this fairy tale was already used by Martin Luther (1483-1546) to inter­pret a Bible psalm and there­fore seems to have ori­gin­ated far before that. We would like to use it to shed some light on a problem that was and is often dis­cussed, espe­cially with regard to the Bible, and not only in the context of the Prot­est­ant Reform­a­tion. The big ques­tion is, how far can we go in inter­pret­ing sacred texts like the Bible that are offi­cially con­sidered the words of the Lord, namely God? How far can one differ from the offi­cial opinion? Some even say that you are not allowed to inter­pret any­thing and have to take every word lit­er­ally. So without think­ing. However, how is that sup­posed to work? Every word that ears or eyes bring into us can only be inter­preted in the way that we have learned in cor­res­pond­ing terms, how we were influ­enced and under­stand them for ourselves. We should be aware of this, because in this respect we have a certain respons­ib­il­ity for what we think and do. Of course, we learn from our sur­round­ings and inev­it­ably ori­ent­ate ourselves towards the opinion of others. Many expres­sions are already deeply imprin­ted in our memory in child­hood. In addi­tion, the social school system and the public media go to great lengths to ensure that people have rel­at­ively uniform terms and that we do not sink into the chaos of Babel. Just as Goethe has Mephisto say in [Faust I]:

So, Friend (my views to briefly sum),
First, the col­legium logicum.
There will your mind be drilled and braced,
As if in Spanish boots 'twere laced,
And thus, to graver paces brought,
'Twill plod along the path of thought,
Instead of shoot­ing here and there,
A will-o'-the-wisp in murky air.

This is cer­tainly good and useful for a society, but it also has its down­sides. Because in old age, when wisdom wants to develop, it is often very dif­fi­cult to make such frozen con­cepts flex­ible again. But it is pre­cisely this mental mobil­ity that should be our greatest wealth, which can dis­tin­guish us from animals and free us from the com­puls­ive rule of nature. Because mental agility is the pre­con­di­tion for true freedom. We are spir­itu­ally bound without mental agility and can only think in narrow chan­nels. In this regard, it makes little sense to seek truth in defin­i­tions or certain points of view, even if some people even claim they hold the authen­tic opinion of Jesus or Buddha. It is prob­ably better to crack open these tough nuts and get to the core. This is the way to go if you want to know the message hidden behind the words. It cer­tainly doesn’t work without mental agility.

God gives us the nuts, but he doesn’t crack them. [Old saying]

✻ How for­tu­nate is the master… when he has a wise servant who listens to his orders…

✎ Pre­sum­ably, our fairy tale here refers primar­ily to the Bible, the Lord and his word, so to speak. And we should listen, because we are his ser­vants in the human body, which is like the temple of God. In prac­tice, we are all sent as “living beings” into nature to look for some­thing spe­cific. That could be the cow, which is sup­posed to fulfil our worldly desires and promise certain wealth and hap­pi­ness in life. This symbol, of course, comes from a long time ago. You can still find it in the Old Test­a­ment in the form of the golden cow or in the sacred cows of ancient Indian stories, when people still lived as farmers and ranch­ers. Before agri­cul­ture and cattle breed­ing, trees were wor­shiped that could give many fruit. Today it is mainly dead things like machines, which promise us wealth and hap­pi­ness in life. But even earlier it was known that this worldly hap­pi­ness is dif­fi­cult to hold onto:

God gives the cow, but not the rope. [Old saying]

If one regards the servant as a symbol for our self-con­scious­ness, which is based on the worldly mind, then it may make sense to reach for worldly hap­pi­ness. But if you see the higher reason of mankind in it, you could only see the cow as an incent­ive to set off in the first place and look for lasting and there­fore better hap­pi­ness.

✻ Some­thing better, and that luckily I have found… Three black­birds…

✎ The three black­birds remind us of the three ravens from the fairy tale of the faith­ful John and could also sym­bol­ize mes­sen­gers or paths that reveal what is in the dark for our worldly mind. Because birds can rise up from the earth into the air, sym­bol­ic­ally from the mater­ial to the spir­itual sphere.

✻ I see one of them, I hear the other, and I am running after the third…

✎ The answer of the servant could thus relate to the three essen­tial prin­ciples of know­ledge, namely seeing in rela­tion to the world of forms, hearing in rela­tion to the world of con­cepts and acting in rela­tion to the world of deeds. On the spir­itual path, for example, one speaks of seeing a higher truth, hearing the divine word and search­ing for know­ledge and redemp­tion. Similar prin­ciples can also be found in the Bible, only in a slightly dif­fer­ent order:

Ask, and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and it will be opened to you. For whoever asks receives, and whoever searches will find and whoever knocks will be opened. [Bible, Matthew 7.7]

✻ As, however, he did not come back at all, the master was afraid lest some mis­for­tune had befallen him, and set out himself to look for him.

✎ In addi­tion, the fairy tale also describes how the Lord, so to speak the Spirit of God, not only sends us on a search into the world, but also cares for us and speaks to us on this path. It is import­ant that we become active, and not just on a phys­ical level. A similar subject is dealt with in the Bible in the parable of the three ser­vants with the entrus­ted talents:

The Kingdom of heaven is like a man, going on a journey. He summoned his ser­vants and entrus­ted his prop­erty to them; to one he gave five talents (money, prop­erty or fortune), to another two, to another one, to each accord­ing to his ability. Then he went away. The one who had received the five talents went off at once and traded with them, and made five more talents. In the same way, the one who had the two talents made two more talents. But the one who had received the one talent went off and dug a hole in the ground and hid his master’s money. After a long time the master of those ser­vants came and settled accounts with them. Then the one who had received the five talents came forward, bring­ing five more talents, saying, ‘Master, you handed over to me five talents; see, I have made five more talents.’ His master said to him, ‘Well done, good and trust­worthy servant; you have been trust­worthy in a few things, I will put you in charge of many things; enter into the joy of your master.’ And the one with the two talents also came forward, saying, ‘Master, you handed over to me two talents; see, I have made two more talents.’ His master said to him, ‘Well done, good and trust­worthy servant; you have been trust­worthy in a few things, I will put you in charge of many things; enter into the joy of your master.’ Then the one who had received the one talent also came forward, saying, ‘Master, I knew that you were a harsh man, reaping where you did not sow, and gath­er­ing where you did not scatter seed; so I was afraid, and I went and hid your talent in the ground. Here you have what is yours.’ But his master replied, ‘You wicked and lazy servant! You knew, did you, that I reap where I did not sow, and gather where I did not scatter? Then you ought to have inves­ted my money with the bankers, and on my return I would have received what was my own with interest. So take the talent from him, and give it to the one with the ten talents. For to all those who have, more will be given, and they will have in abund­ance; but from those who have nothing, even what they have will be taken away. As for this worth­less servant, throw him into the outer dark­ness, where there will be weeping and gnash­ing of teeth. [Sch­lachter Bible, Matthew 25.14]

Here, too, it is a matter of using your own skills and act­ively working with the entrus­ted goods in order to increase them, and not just remain passive and fear your own ini­ti­at­ive. On the other hand, the fearful servant, who does not want to take any risk and only wants to hold onto the entrus­ted goods, is severely pun­ished, because he is obvi­ously not acting in the interests of his master. Unfor­tu­nately, this parable does not mention what would have happened to a servant who had lost the entrus­ted goods through his actions. But a similar ques­tion was asked in the Indian Bhagavad-Gita and answered: “What happens to him who, despite dili­gence and trust, cannot tame himself in this yoga and remains unsuc­cess­ful in his great devo­tion? ... Neither here nor later does such a person get lost. Because nobody who acts in a healthy way goes into per­di­tion ... [MHB 6.30]”

The famous Chris­tian mystic Meister Eckhart (1260-1328) also used the parable of the entrus­ted talents in his sermons and spoke in a very pro­found way:

“Good, loyal servant! Because you have been loyal about little things, that’s why I want to place you over all my pos­ses­sions.” Well, now pay atten­tion to what the “little one” is about and to which this person was loyal. Everything that God created in heaven and on earth and that is not himself is small before him. Above all, this good servant has been faith­ful. Why is that so, I want to show you. God set this servant between time and etern­ity. He was not assigned to either (of both), but was free in reason and in will and also in rela­tion to all things. With his reason he passed through all things that God created; with his will he let go of all things and also of himself and of everything that God created that is not God himself. With his reason he received them and gave God praise and honour for them and handed them over to God in his unfathom­able nature and also to himself, insofar as he was created. There he left himself and all things, so that he never (again) touched himself or any created thing with his created will. Truly! whoever were faith­ful in such a way would have such inex­press­ible great joy in God that if one took this joy away from him, one would com­pletely take away his life and his being and his divin­ity.
But I’ll say more - don’t be frightened! because this joy is near you and is in you! - None of you is so rude, no matter how small in com­pre­hen­sion, or so far removed from the fact that you cannot find this joy in your­self with joy and with know­ledge as it is truth­ful, even before you come out of this church today, yes, before I finish my sermon today; you can just as surely find, exper­i­ence and have it in your­self as God is God and I am human! Be certain of that, because it is true, and the truth itself says it ... [Eckhart, Sermon 27, S275]

With this, Meister Eckhart already shows how deeply one can think about just a single sen­tence with mental agility and go the whole path of know­ledge from seeing and hearing to reach­ing hap­pi­ness, as it is also indic­ated in our fairy tale. Sim­il­arly, one could prob­ably write a longer book on the parable of the entrus­ted talents. Because the sym­bol­ism of the servant, to whom the master entrusts his prop­erty and then lets him act freely, is really a wide field for reflec­tion. A servant is not the owner, and so he should act in the interests of the Lord without con­sid­er­ing the entrus­ted goods and profits as his prop­erty. This self­less action without attach­ment with the neces­sary wisdom is not for nothing the essence of all great reli­gions.

✻ Take example by this, do not trouble yourselves about your masters or their orders…

✎ One should be careful with this last sen­tence of the fairy tale, because this is where opin­ions differ. Of course, we don’t have to worry about our Lord when it comes to God. He can’t lose any­thing, not even a cow. And the com­mand­ments of the Bible, which one likes to inter­pret as strict orders, should cer­tainly not become blind dogmas that one follows without hes­it­a­tion. It would be better to work with the sym­bol­ism and work up the content men­tally. For one can already guess from the example of Meister Eckhart what we will lose if we only want to hold onto this rich spir­itual her­it­age out­wardly and lit­er­ally like a worldly cow. The Bible in par­tic­u­lar is a dynamic work with many levels that can be pen­et­rated layer by layer to the core. And Meister Eckhart also spoke about this pro­fund­ity:

The writing laughs at young chil­dren at first and attracts the child to itself; but in the end, if one wants to com­pre­hend the Scrip­tures, they make fun of wise people; and no one is so simple-minded that he cannot find in it what is right for him; and again nobody is so wise that, if he wants to com­pre­hend them, he does not find them (each time) deeper and more in them. Everything that we can hear here (in the world) and everything that can be said to us, everything in it has a further, hidden meaning. Because everything we under­stand here is so unequal to what it is in itself and what it is in God as if it were not at all. [Eckhart, Sermon 24, S263]

✻ …but rather do what comes into your head and pleases you…

✎ This devel­op­ment is a long way, and it is cer­tainly not pos­sible without your own dili­gence, delight, ideas and intu­ition. This sharpens the famous sword of know­ledge or wisdom in order to cut off the snares of our illu­sions and to expose the view of the truth. The crux of the matter here is of course our self-aware­ness. If it devel­ops into a greedy ego that uses and inter­prets the Bible or similar works for selfish pur­poses in order to attack others, to sow quar­rels and discord, to estab­lish dogmas or to gain per­sonal advant­age, the whole thing nat­ur­ally misses the point and back­fires. The self­less path is very narrow, and you cannot take too much luggage with you, be it books, ideo­lo­gies, party friends, com­pan­ions or enemy images. Here the demo­cratic prin­ciple that the external major­ity wins, obvi­ously fails, because internal unity wins here.

✻ …and then you will act just as wisely as prudent John.

✎ So you usually walk this path lonely and humbly like a wan­der­ing monk without pos­ses­sions through a temple door that is so low that you have to bow deeply:

“Enter through the narrow gate. For the gate is wide, and the way that leads to dam­na­tion is wide; and there are many of them who walk on it. And the gate is narrow and the way that leads to life is narrow; and there are few of them who find it.” [Bible, Matthew 7.13]

Finally, we would like to cite the version of Martin Luther for com­par­ison, who used the parable under the heading “Inter­pret­a­tion of the 101st Psalm of the beha­viour of secular rulers espe­cially”. It is from the point of view of a church leader in a more sar­castic and worldly sense, although we with Luther actu­ally sus­pec­ted that he wanted to give the people a certain spir­itual freedom. So he wrote:

“The incon­sist­ent mercury, where you want it to be, there is no left, what they should do, they can’t do that, but what they choose, they have to do it...

So in the house­hold, when ser­vants and maids do what they think is good, but let be what they are called, still want to have done well. They adorn a house nicely, and are quite useful and gra­cious ser­vants. Yes, like the servant with the three black­birds, about how his master sends him to look for the lost cow, and he stays away so long that his master runs after him to see where he is. When he almost got close to him, he asked the servant: “Did you find the cow?” - “No”, said the servant, “but I found some­thing better.” - “What did you find?” - “Three black­birds.” - “Where do you have them?” The servant said: “I see one, I hear the other, and I hunt the third.” - Isn’t that a clever, hard­work­ing servant? Shouldn’t a house­holder get rich with such ser­vants?

Here belong those who are said to be: They pick up a spoon and crush a bowl ...” (prob­ably: They pay more atten­tion to the insig­ni­fic­ant than to the more import­ant.) [Luther Ex S302]

✻ So, rather do what comes into your head and pleases you…

✎ Hans-Peter Dürr, a leading phys­i­cist at the Max Planck Insti­tute, spoke briefly in an inter­view in 1997 on the subject of mental mobil­ity:
Nature plays like a child with a certain pre­mon­i­tion ... If you can’t think of any­thing, you behave like matter and are a bore. Matter is curdled, solid­i­fied spirit that can no longer think of any­thing. That is why we should not take the matter so ser­i­ously, but rather people who are always think­ing of some­thing new… [Source: YouTube]


Fundevogel (Bird-foundling)

✻ There was once a for­ester who went into the forest to hunt, and as he entered it he heard a sound of scream­ing as if a little child were there. He fol­lowed the sound, and at last came to a high tree, and at the top of this a little child was sitting, for the mother had fallen asleep under the tree with the child, and a bird of prey had seen it in her arms, had flown down, snatched it away, and set it on the high tree.
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The for­ester climbed up, brought the child down, and thought to himself, “Thou wilt take him home with thee, and bring him up with thy Lina.” He took it home, there­fore, and the two chil­dren grew up together. The one, however, which he had found on a tree was called Fun­devo­gel, because a bird had carried it away. Fun­devo­gel and Lina loved each other so dearly that when they did not see each other they were sad.

✎ For our chil­dren it is cer­tainly a magical story how nobody can get lost in this world if you trust your sib­lings and stick together. Then you can survive any adven­ture and even defeat an evil witch. For adults, the begin­ning of this fairy tale might already sound very strange and chal­lenges us to look for a deeper sym­bol­ism.

There­fore, we want to try our hand at it: The for­ester is a man who watches and rules over a forest, and here reminds us of the ruling spirit over the designed nature. The sleep­ing mother could be the mater­ial nature that has sunk into the uncon­scious, and sleeps like a stone under the tree of life or like mother earth under our feet. Her child would then be us, a con­scious being that was created by the spirit and phys­ic­ally born by nature. The great power of passion or desire has seized us and placed us in the great tree of life, which offers many fruits. Here the ruling spirit finds us - because Fun­devo­gel means some­thing like found­ling - and con­nects us with our fem­in­ine side, who appears here as the bio­lo­gical daugh­ter of the for­ester. Every­one has these two poles, which are insep­ar­able linked, but do not always love each other as they do in this fairy tale. We usually do not know our real, spir­itual parents, and so, like a found­ling, step­par­ents raise us, who, in this version of the fairy tale, act as for­ester and old cook.

✻ The for­ester, however, had an old cook, who one evening took two pails and began to fetch water, and did not go once only, but many times, out to the spring. Lina saw this and said, “Hark you, old Sanna, why are you fetch­ing so much water?” “If thou wilt never repeat it to any one, I will tell thee why.” So Lina said, no, she would never repeat it to any one, and then the cook said, “Early to-morrow morning, when the for­ester is out hunting, I will heat the water, and when it is boiling in the kettle, I will throw in Fun­devo­gel, and will boil him in it.”

✎ If we con­sider for­ester and cook as polar­ity here, similar to king and queen in other fairy tales, then we come back to the ruling spirit and the ruling nature. This nature often appears hostile to us and is often sym­bol­ized as a step­mother or old witch who has magical powers and works with the power of illu­sion. The cauldron is an ancient symbol that reminds us of how our minds are cooked, trans­formed and pre­pared in nature. And what is it pre­pared for? In terms of evol­u­tion, it should of course be about a devel­op­ment from the lower to the higher. We find some­thing similar in “Hansel and Gretel”, when Hansel should be cooked and Gretel should be baked. The cauldron could sym­bol­ize the painful aspect of nature with regard to our devel­op­ment, from the birth in the womb, through all our suf­fer­ing and burning pains in life to the boiling cauldrons in hell. We already find such descrip­tions in the ancient Indian epics, such as:

“Birth is already painful and dif­fi­cult to bear. As they grow in the womb, all creatures are boiled in the pungent, sour, and bitter body juices, sur­roun­ded by urine, slime, and faeces. There they have to live in a help­less state within the uterus and are repeatedly pushed and squeezed. So you can see how those beings who desire meat are cooked com­pletely help­lessly in the womb. And after they have had various births, they are still cooked in the hell Kumb­hipaka (in large cauldrons).” [MHB 13.116]

Of course, this is a process of puri­fic­a­tion, as it is every­where in nature, which often appears painful and hostile to us. Anyone who has a veget­able garden may have already noticed that nature appar­ently loves weeds, snails and lice more than our care­fully tended lettuce plants. This is a great secret of nature, because it loves death for the sake of birth, sick­ness for the sake of health, diversity for the sake of unity, imper­man­ence for the sake of etern­ity, the struggle for the sake of peace and sep­ar­a­tion for the sake of con­nec­ted­ness. That is why nature often appears hostile to us, because we primar­ily see the surface and do not recog­nize its deeper reason and meaning. Sim­il­arly, in this fairy tale, the cook appears to us as a witch who tries to cook the spirit in nature’s cauldron. And if we’re honest, then our fem­in­ine side knows this secret of nature and could reveal it to us if we only had as much trust as Fun­devo­gel:

✻ Betimes next morning the for­ester got up and went out hunting, and when he was gone the chil­dren were still in bed. Then Lina said to Fun­devo­gel, “If thou wilt never leave me, I too will never leave thee.” Fun­devo­gel said, “Neither now, nor ever will I leave thee.” Then said Lina, “Then will I tell thee. Last night, old Sanna carried so many buckets of water into the house that I asked her why she was doing that, and she said that if I would promise not to tell any one she would tell me, and I said I would be sure not to tell any one, and she said that early to-morrow morning when father was out hunting, she would set on the kettle full of water, throw thee into it and boil thee; but we will get up quickly, dress ourselves, and go away together.” The two chil­dren there­fore got up, dressed them­selves quickly, and went away.

✎ The sym­bol­ism is won­der­ful! If we find this con­nec­ted­ness or unity of male and female or spirit and nature in us, then we can escape the cauldron of hostile nature and over­come the illu­sion of the witch who enchants us. The danger is of course espe­cially great on the morning of the worldly day, when the spirit goes hunting into the world. So what do we do first? We try to flee from the appar­ently hostile nature, prefer­ably to the end of the world or to the edge of the forest, as it is said here in the fairy tale.

✻ When the water in the kettle was boiling, the cook went into the bed- room to fetch Fun­devo­gel and throw him into it. But when she came in, and went to the beds, both the chil­dren were gone. Then she was ter­ribly alarmed, and she said to herself, “What shall I say now when the for­ester comes home and sees that the chil­dren are gone? They must be fol­lowed instantly to get them back again.”

✎ Well, of course, nature cannot accept this escape. The sym­bol­ism is very inter­est­ing. First, a bedroom is men­tioned, where we usually sink into a dream world. It used to be known that one could wake up from the every­day dream world and thus escape hostile nature. Second, it is said that the cook, who at the end of the fairy tale is also referred to as a witch in the sense of a hostile nature, is afraid of the for­ester. So nature knows about her depend­ence on her master and must fear him, espe­cially when his bio­lo­gical child, the young soul, is lost. We will also read later that the cook tries above all to get the girl back and to get rid of the boy. Moreover, she assumes that the girl, as the for­ester’s bio­lo­gical daugh­ter, also had an aver­sion to the adopted boy, who was sud­denly sup­posed to be her brother, oth­er­wise, she would not have revealed her inten­tion to cook the boy. There­fore, the hostile or oppos­ing nature pursues us every­where and tries to hold on to one part and get rid of the other part. But where could we escape from hostile nature? The problem lies within ourselves!

✻ Then the cook sent three ser­vants after them, who were to run and over- take the chil­dren. The chil­dren, however, were sitting outside the forest, and when they saw from afar the three ser­vants running, Lina said to Fun­devo­gel, “Never leave me, and I will never leave thee.” Fun­devo­gel said, “Neither now, nor ever.” Then said Lina, “Do thou become a rose- tree, and I the rose upon it.” When the three ser­vants came to the forest, nothing was there but a rose-tree and one rose on it, but the chil­dren were nowhere. Then said they, “There is nothing to be done here,” and they went home and told the cook that they had seen nothing in the forest but a little rose-bush with one rose on it. Then the old cook scolded and said, “You sim­pletons, you should have cut the rose-bush in two, and have broken off the rose and brought it home with you; go, and do it at once.”

✎ Who are these three ser­vants of nature? They are not explained in more detail in this fairy tale, and so we first remem­ber the three colours of red, white and black, which are known from other fairy tales and are described in the Indian stories as the three qual­it­ies of nature, namely passion, good­ness and dark­ness. One could also think of desire, hatred and ignor­ance, which are often explained as the driving forces in the wheel of life, or just of birth, old age and death. They all work in the natural realm of oppos­ites. However, if the oppos­ites in us are over­come and united, then they can no longer appeal to us or achieve any­thing.

The symbol of the rose bush resembles the vine in the Bible: “I am the vine, you are the branches. Whoever remains in me and I in him brings much fruit, because without me you cannot do any­thing.” [Bible, Joh. 15.5] This also fits the saying “Never leave me, and I will never leave you.” This unity of spirit and nature, the much-described mys­tical mar­riage, is the great way to the highest wealth. But nature doesn’t seem to like this mar­riage and keeps pushing for sep­ar­a­tion in the game of oppos­ites. What kind of force is working here? The fairy tale says it is the three ser­vants, and in prac­tice above all the pas­sion­ate desire and the dark­ness of illu­sion. If we look at our sci­entific world today, we find some­thing similar. We pas­sion­ately reach for the outer forms of nature and do not want to know any­thing about the inner, spir­itual world. We reach for the beau­ti­ful roses and fear the thorny rose bush. We desire the grapes and regard the vine branches only as a tire­some means to an end. This is the game of illu­sion, which envel­ops us in dark­ness. That is the witch, who enchants and cooks us in the cauldron.

✻ They had there­fore to go out and look for the second time. The chil­dren, however, saw them coming from a dis­tance. Then Lina said, “Fun­devo­gel, never leave me, and I will never leave thee.” Fun­devo­gel said, “Neither now, nor ever.” Said Lina, “Then do thou become a church, and I’ll be the chan­delier in it.” So when the three ser­vants came, nothing was there but a church, with a chan­delier in it. They said there­fore to each other, “What can we do here, let us go home.” When they got home, the cook asked if they had not found them; so they said no, they had found nothing but a church, and that there was a chan­delier in it. And the cook scolded them and said, “You fools! why did you not pull the church to pieces, and bring the chan­delier home with you?”

✎ Why can the female side do magic or enchant so well? This makes sense at least insofar as sorcery has to do with illu­sion and illu­sion is a prop­erty of change­able nature, even if we often wish to conjure per­man­ent things. Of course, this cannot be done without the power of the spirit, that is why spirit and nature are never sep­ar­ate, and one could even say that nature is nothing other than enchanted spirit. There­fore, it is pos­sible that man can purify himself on the spir­itual path and free himself from the con­straints of nature with its ser­vants of desire, hatred and illu­sion. If spirit and nature were two com­pletely dif­fer­ent things, the great mys­tical mar­riage of union would be impossible. This affin­ity is also the reason why the spirit can trans­form itself and, through the magic of the illu­sion, take on dif­fer­ent phys­ical forms.

So next appears a church with a chan­delier inside. At the middle level, one could see here the reli­gious and secular power that should be united and pri­or­it­ized, while the witch tries to seize only the secular power and destroy the reli­gious. For a long time it was evid­ently normal in human society for the secular rule of kings and princes to be placed under the reli­gious guid­ance of wise men and priests. At least we know from the ancient Indian scrip­tures the caste system in which the Kshat­riyas (the kings and war­ri­ors) sub­or­din­ated them­selves to the Brah­mins (the priests, wise men and teach­ers) and took care of their pro­tec­tion. In addi­tion, many sym­bolic stories are passed down, espe­cially in the Mahabharata, of how a society falls into decline and per­ishes in war, when the kings miss their tasks or the Brah­mins reach for worldly power. Some­thing similar can be found in the history of Chris­tian­ity when the leaders of the Church reached for worldly power and wealth. The effects are well known: spir­itual decline, dog­mat­ism, fan­at­icism, reli­gious wars, frag­ment­a­tion through the Reform­a­tions and, finally, world­wide ruin. Sure, who would trust spir­itual rulers who cannot even rule them­selves?

With this a new intel­lec­tual elite developed, which was able to prove its ability to master nature with object­ive science. The sci­entific and tech­no­lo­gical revolu­tion took its course, and the age of the dead machines began. However, already two hundred years after the inven­tion of the steam engine and two dev­ast­at­ing world wars with panzers, bombs, poison gas and over 70 million people killed, our earth was facing an all-destruct­ive nuclear war. This already makes it clear that the truth­ful­ness of our sci­ent­ists is crum­bling too, because the new, intel­lec­tual elite also grasps for the power, fame and wealth of the world, becomes depend­ent on it and bribed. Accord­ingly, it says in the Bible: “You are the salt of the earth. If the salt is no longer salting, what should you use to salt? It is no longer of any use than to be thrown away and let people trample it under foot.” [Bible, Matthew 5.13]

On a deeper level, the church walls can also be seen as a symbol of restraint and the chan­delier as our human nature (the famous crown of cre­ation), which should learn to control itself in the course of its devel­op­ment. Today we are more inclined to the nature of the witch and try to break the limits of nature in order to develop an unbridled desire. This is obvi­ously the modern epitome of “freedom”. Here, self-control should be the top pri­or­ity, espe­cially for the leading intel­lec­tual elite of a society. Because as long as the spirit cannot control itself, it is under the control of others, is cling­ing, depend­ent, cor­rupt­ible and cannot be truth­ful (see e.g. MHB 12.251). Without truth­ful­ness, illu­sion reigns, and illu­sion is cer­tainly not some­thing that can be trusted for a long time. They say a life like this is built on sand. Many power­ful rulers have already exper­i­enced this. The last great example was prob­ably the fall of social­ism.

✻ And now the old cook herself got on her legs, and went with the three ser­vants in pursuit of the chil­dren. The chil­dren, however, saw from afar that the three ser­vants were coming, and the cook wad­dling after them. Then said Lina, “Fun­devo­gel, never leave me, and I will never leave thee.” Then said Fun­devo­gel, “Neither now, nor ever.” Said Lina, “Be a fish­pond, and I will be the duck upon it.” The cook, however, came up to them, and when she saw the pond she lay down by it, and was about to drink it up. But the duck swam quickly to her, seized her head in its beak and drew her into the water, and there the old witch had to drown. Then the chil­dren went home together, and were heart­ily delighted, and if they are not dead, they are living still.
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✎ “Neither now, nor ever!” could also mean: “Now or never!” This saying, which runs like a mantra through the whole fairy tale, has great sig­ni­fic­ance on the spir­itual path, because the truth can only be found in the present, in the here and now. Some even say that past and future are just illu­sions that we men­tally project. In this ‘now’ everything happens, includ­ing our phys­ical and mental growth in con­stant change. There­fore, the sib­lings are now chan­ging into the con­nec­tion between pond and duck. The spirit is the pond and nature is the duck that swims on its surface. This is an amazing symbol to think about long and deep.

The water has always had a very mys­tical meaning. It is not only the medium in the cauldron, but is also seen as the basis of life itself, not only phys­ic­ally but above all men­tally. So it says right at the begin­ning of the Bible:
“In the begin­ning God created the heavens and the earth. And the earth was des­ol­ate and empty, and it was dark on the deep; and the Spirit of God floated on the water. And God said: Let there be light! and there was light ...” [Bible, Genesis 1.1]

It sounds similar in the Indian scrip­tures:
“In ancient times I gave the water the name Nara. And since the water is my home, my Ayana, I am called Naray­ana (the one who is at home in the water or who is resting on the water). Oh dear Dwija, I am Naray­ana, the cause of all things, the Eternal and Immut­able. I am the creator of all things and also their des­troyer. I am Vishnu, Brahma and Indra, the lord of all gods.” [MHB 3.189]

There­fore, one speaks of the mys­tical sea of causes, from which the whole cre­ation arises and enters back into it again at the end. From the Big Bang, so to speak, through the cre­ation of our uni­verse with its count­less galax­ies, to the dis­sol­u­tion in an unima­gin­ably vast sea of homo­gen­eity. And all the phys­ical forms that we see and with which we identify are like this phys­ical duck that swims on the spir­itual sea of causes.

Now the witch tries to drink up the pond to take hold of the duck, just as we try to take hold of nature nowadays by drain­ing her spir­itu­ally. We read accord­ingly, what can happen, because in the end nature seizes us and lets us drown miser­ably in the sea of illu­sion. There­fore, it is not good to be on the side of the witch to grasp nature without spirit. Goethe also lets his Mephisto speak on this subject in [Faust I]:

He who would study organic exist­ence,
First drives out the soul with rigid per­sist­ence;
Then the parts in his hand he may hold and class,
But the spir­itual link is lost, alas!
Encheiresin natures*, this Chem­istry names,
Nor knows how herself she banters and blames!
(*to seize nature)

Whoever has recog­nized the unity, lets the witch sink into the sea of causes with all her magic power, frees himself from the illu­sion and returns home happily, to the true father. This is prob­ably nothing more than the age-old path to immor­tal bliss, as can also be found in the great reli­gions. So whoever hasn’t died is still alive ...


Doctor Knowall

✎ This fairy tale is about a really big ques­tion that is already pointed out in the heading: What is omni­science? To do this, we should first ask: What is know­ledge? Know­ledge plays a large, if not the largest role in our lives and has a lot to do with who and what we are. There­fore, this fairy tale begins with a short but highly ingeni­ous and mem­or­able sym­bol­ism that is very fitting for our natural being:

✻ There was once on a time a poor peasant called Crab, who drove with two oxen a load of wood to the town, and sold it to a doctor for two thalers.
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✎ Our body is pulled by our will like an ox cart. This will is often divided into two parts and shaped by worldly con­tra­dic­tions. There­fore, it talks of two oxen pulling us here. Of course, it goes best if both pull in the same dir­ec­tion. With regard to the divi­sion, one can speak of a higher and a lower will. The lower will can harden into a heavy ego, and one often says: “You are as stub­born as an ox!” And the higher will follows the higher reason and over time makes us light and free, heav­enly, so to speak.

And what do these oxen pull? A cart full of fire­wood. If the car is our body, then the fire­wood could be our karma, the poten­tial in the form of merit and sin that we accu­mu­late in life and carry around with us. This is also very closely related to our know­ledge. The yogis try to burn this fire­wood in a stead­ily calm flame in order to get rid of it and not to accu­mu­late new one. For us, under the rule of the lower will, it usually becomes the fire of passion, and we dili­gently gather more and more fire­wood. Then we drive our cart­load to the world’s mar­ket­place for trading.

And who is trading with it? A poor farmer named Crab. Here we could see our strange self-con­scious­ness, which often feels very poor, full of dis­sat­is­fac­tion and is there­fore always looking to gain more and more in action. That, in turn, has a lot to do with our know­ledge. In sim­pli­fied terms, one could say: Con­scious­ness is active or effect­ive know­ledge. And self-con­scious­ness is locally and tem­por­ally ego-bound know­ledge, whereby a cor­por­eal being with its life story arises or gets effected. Just as the farmer tills his field and scat­ters the seeds in order to harvest much fruit, so the self-con­scious­ness works in the field of the world. This field can be seen very broadly and pro­foundly. In prac­tice, it is shape­able nature, and mean­while some sci­ent­ists even speak of the subtle, morpho­gen­etic, inform­a­tion field, matrix-, zero point or psi field and rely primar­ily on the find­ings of quantum physics. The sym­bol­ism of the farmer is not limited to the field of agri­cul­ture. There are also others who, for example, care more about animals, such as the shep­herd, whom we often find in the Bible (for example in the Song of Songs), or Krishna as a cowherd in the Indian Puranas.

And why is he called Crab? Perhaps one thought of the large crabs that defend and feed them­selves with their power­ful claws. But it is also said that the element of a crab is water, the prim­or­dial element of life, which sym­bol­ic­ally stands for the eternal source of life. With regard to this source of life one also speaks of eternal con­scious­ness, which only appears to be per­ish­able insofar as it is per­son­ally bound to per­ish­able things, iden­ti­fies with them and becomes self-con­scious­ness. The Crab could thus also sym­bol­ize the ego-con­scious­ness up to the hardened ego.

Today, when we think of crab*, we think primar­ily of the dreaded disease that is so deadly to us (*There is one word in German for Cancer and Crab: Krebs). Inter­est­ingly, here, too, indi­vidual body cells play an import­ant role, which no longer want to serve the entire organ­ism and which mul­tiply inde­pend­ently and unres­trained. This is also a kind of egoism when indi­vidual cells only think of them­selves and no longer work for the benefit of the whole organ­ism.

And what does our poor peasant, the self-con­scious­ness, sell himself for to the world? For “two thalers”, which again remind of the worldly dual­it­ies or oppos­ites. Above all, this includes the duality of hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, and our ego still hopes at some point to have one side of the coin without the other. In this way we are bound to the world of oppos­ites, where the ego fights for “its per­sonal sur­vival”, just like the farmer for his live­li­hood.

Finally, there is still the ques­tion: To whom does the “I” sell? To “a doctor”, a par­tic­u­larly intel­li­gent being who becomes a teacher for us. Moreover, who is our teacher in life? You can also see that very far and deeply. Some even say: “The whole world is our teacher.” And just as Crab becomes the key to know­ledge in the fairy tale, so the doctor becomes the way there.

Now one could say: What an ima­gin­a­tion! Is this all hidden in the sen­tence: “Once upon a time there was a poor peasant named Crab, who drove a load of wood into town with two oxen and sold it to a doctor for two thalers.”? Yes, this sen­tence at the begin­ning of the fairy tale is a won­der­ful example of the sym­bolic lan­guage of earlier times, with which one expressed the deepest know­ledge about spirit and nature. It’s a shame that today we can hardly imagine how much pro­found know­ledge is behind the sym­bol­ism of such simple, but often ingeni­ous stories, because today we think in dif­fer­ent ways. If you had written E = mc² on the board back then, they would prob­ably have looked just as incom­pre­hens­ible as we see their stories as prim­it­ive chil­dren’s fairy tales today. Strangely enough, we believe that people today are far more intel­li­gent than they were a few thou­sand years ago, which cannot be jus­ti­fied genet­ic­ally, phys­ic­ally or in the light of our beha­viour on earth. In the past, people cer­tainly looked intens­ively for know­ledge and pursued science, only with dif­fer­ent goals and cor­res­pond­ingly also with other means, in order to for­mu­late and pass on know­ledge in an under­stand­able lan­guage.

By the way: A similar sym­bol­ism of the body cart pulled by two oxen can also be found in the ancient Indian col­lec­tion of fables “Pan­chatan­tra”, where even a crab plays its part. In general, this whole fairy tale has a very strong rela­tion to Indian tra­di­tion, as we shall see later.

✻ When the money was being counted out to him, it so happened that the doctor was sitting at table, and when the peasant saw how dain­tily he ate and drank, his heart desired what he saw, and he would will­ingly have been a doctor too. So he remained stand­ing a while, and at length inquired if he too could not be a doctor. “Oh, yes,” said the doctor, “that is soon managed.” “What must I do?” asked the peasant. “In the first place, buy thyself an A B C book of the kind which has a cock on the frontis­piece; in the second, turn thy cart and thy two oxen into money, and get thyself some clothes, and what­so­ever else per­tains to medi­cine; thirdly, have a sign painted for thyself with the words, “I am Doctor Knowall,” and have that nailed up above thy house- door.”

✎ This beau­ti­fully describes the task of envy in this world. You see some­thing as good, desire it, want to own it too and are ready to make sac­ri­fices for it. That is the natural essence of self-con­scious­ness. Moreover, the whole thing always has to do with know­ledge. If you look at it more deeply, even our whole world con­sists only of know­ledge, or to put it more up-to-date, inform­a­tion. Above all, our ego is based on know­ledge and knows: Know­ledge prom­ises power, wealth and prosper­ity. The title “Doctor” is the epitome of a person full of know­ledge - not only in our fairy tale. It is there­fore exactly what our poor farmer wants to be. We usually go for this to school for many long years, study and pass numer­ous exams.

However, the advice in our fairy tale seems a bit mocking at first sight. First, buy your­self know­ledge that makes you proud like a rooster. Second, sell your will to the world and acquire the typical image of a doctor. Third, be con­fid­ent, have a title and pro­claim it every­where. - Well, it is said that this still works today... Only with “Doctor Knowall” one must be more careful today, because mankind has now accu­mu­lated so much know­ledge that the uni­ver­sal schol­ars have prac­tic­ally died out for over 100 years, and even in the indi­vidual dis­cip­lines such as math­em­at­ics or physics there are hardly any schol­ars who have mastered the entire know­ledge of their subject.

But how can such a “bought doctor” work? Any sens­ible person should know whether someone is telling the truth or just speak­ing blah-blah. However, it does not seem to be that easy in prac­tice. Why?

Well, this brings us closer to the core of the fairy tale, the ques­tion of the truth of know­ledge. Knowing everything or omni­science would mean being able to truth­fully answer any ques­tion on any subject. However, who decides whether the answer is true or false? And that raises the del­ic­ate ques­tion: Is there abso­lutely true know­ledge at all? If you examine it more deeply, you will find that our worldly know­ledge is always only rel­at­ively true, rel­at­ive to a certain goal or point of view, a certain model, a certain person or world­view. Let us think, for example, of the great dispute over the helio­centric view of the world. Today we know that neither the earth nor the sun is in the centre. The Big Bang Theory even says that there is no centre any­where in the uni­verse. On the other hand, let’s think of the example of our clas­sical physics, which has managed to build a world view in which the power of the spirit simply no longer exists. Yet it is the most import­ant force in our every­day life exper­i­ence with which every sci­ent­ist works. Even so, clas­sical physics still works in prac­tical life because it is rel­at­ively true and useful. But it is not abso­lutely true, as con­firmed by quantum physics and the theory of relativ­ity, but they cannot answer all ques­tions either. String theory was next developed, and so it will prob­ably go on forever...

To be honest: If there really were abso­lute know­ledge in this form, human­kind would cer­tainly have found it after many mil­lions of years, because there has never been a lack of ingeni­ous people. It is not for nothing that our lan­guage has two terms for it, namely belief and know­ledge. In higher things, one should speak of belief and always be aware that all worldly know­ledge is only rel­at­ively true. As soon as one ima­gines abso­lute know­ledge, one is stuck in a certain point of view and a higher devel­op­ment towards the whole is blocked. That ends quickly in the know­ledge of letters in the clever ABC books for proud roost­ers. This is dan­ger­ous, because abso­lute know­ledge makes you proud, and pride makes you blind. This can become so absurd that rational people argue about a “true belief or faith” and even wage ter­rible wars for it. Who comes up with such ideas? Faith is a path that should lead to the highest summit. And as we know, there are always many paths that lead to the summit. Every culture has its own ways, and maybe even every human being. And rarely do these paths lead dir­ectly to the goal. It’s not for nothing that our earth is round, and that’s how every­one arrives at some point.

By the way, Hans Chris­tian Ander­sen also won­der­fully por­trayed the topic of the know­ledge of letters from ABC books for the proud rooster in his fairy tale “The ABC Book”.

✻ The peasant did everything that he had been told to do. When he had doctored people awhile, but not long, a rich and great lord had some money stolen. Then he was told about Doctor Knowall who lived in such and such a village, and must know what had become of the money. So the lord had the horses put in his car­riage, drove out to the village, and asked Crabb if he were Doctor Knowall? Yes, he was, he said. Then he was to go with him and bring back the stolen money. “Oh, yes, but Grethe, my wife, must go too.”
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✎ He had not doctored much. This is import­ant, and we assume he hasn’t sold much know­ledge yet. Is it good to sell know­ledge? At least in the ancient Indian scrip­tures it was a great sin to sell the Vedas, that is, to get paid as a teacher or doctor. The ancient shamans also sup­posedly did not heal for money. For us today it is com­pletely normal that you can buy and sell everything. Those doctors, who feel bound by their Hip­po­cratic Oath, are dying out, and one can no longer be sure how far it is about the patient or the busi­ness. Author­ized sig­nat­or­ies instead of chief phys­i­cians are increas­ingly ruling even our hos­pit­als. Moreover, it has long been normal to sell know­ledge in science. These are strange views, because sci­ent­ists and medical pro­fes­sion­als have learned most of their know­ledge from others. Nev­er­the­less, some are of the firm opinion that they own their know­ledge per­son­ally, like the rich noble­man his money in our fairy tale. This is also a form of abso­lute know­ledge that the self-con­scious­ness ima­gines, and the bigger the ego, the harder this ima­gin­a­tion...

However, why is it import­ant here that our poor farmer has not yet done a lot of work? He still takes his fem­in­ine side with him. That means: He still has a con­nec­tion to nature, so he is not com­pletely “overly intel­lec­tual” or trapped in his ima­gin­a­tion.

✻ The lord was willing, and let both of them have a seat in the car­riage, and they all drove away together. When they came to the noble­man’s castle, the table was spread, and Crabb was told to sit down and eat. “Yes, but my wife, Grethe, too,” said he, and he seated himself with her at the table. And when the first servant came with a dish of del­ic­ate fare, the peasant nudged his wife, and said, “Grethe, that was the first,” meaning that was the servant who brought the first dish. The servant, however, thought he inten­ded by that to say, “That is the first thief,” and as he actu­ally was so, he was ter­ri­fied, and said to his comrade outside, “The doctor knows all: we shall fare ill, he said I was the first.” The second did not want to go in at all, but was forced. So when he went in with his dish, the peasant nudged his wife, and said, “Grethe, that is the second.” This servant was just as much alarmed, and he got out. The third did not fare better, for the peasant again said, “Grethe, that is the third.”

✎ Sure, on a first level one could say: whoever commits injustice reaps a guilty con­science that haunts him, so that he has to live in con­stant fear and at some point has to reveal himself. That is already good news to ponder.

In addi­tion, a deeper and most won­der­ful sym­bol­ism appears. Who are these ser­vants who steal per­sonal prop­erty? We would suspect that the usual prin­ciples of nature are meant again here: the four ser­vants as symbols for the four ele­ments of medi­eval alchemy, namely earth, water, fire and wind. The com­par­ison with the food that the sensory organs serve us from the ele­ments is also ingeni­ous. Because everything that the self-con­scious­ness grasps as wealth or nour­ish­ment in nature comes in prin­ciple from these ele­ments and goes back into them, so that we first feel gifted and then again deprived. And what are they robbing us? This fairy tale is about money that reminds us of our merits, with which we can fulfil our wishes. In other ver­sions of the story it is also gold, which indic­ates the loss of truth, or a pre­cious ring, which reminds of the loss of unity. Nature can give us all this, but it can also take it away. The more hol­ist­ic­ally we recog­nize nature, the more we gain these three riches. The more our self-con­scious­ness grows into an ego that only wants to keep, and the further we sep­ar­ate ourselves from nature, the more we have to fear the loss. Goethe also has his Mephisto say in [Faust II]:

In every way shall ye be stran­ded
The ele­ments with us are banded,
And ruin is the certain fate.

Recog­niz­ing these prin­ciples of nature was con­sidered great know­ledge, and so it is also stated in [Faust I]:

Who knows not their sense
(These ele­ments),
Their prop­er­ties
And power not sees,
No mastery he inher­its
Over the Spirits.

However, how does our poor peasant recog­nize the ele­ments of nature? In a com­pletely dif­fer­ent way than we are used to with con­cep­tual or rational know­ledge. He has his fem­in­ine side with him. He is con­nec­ted with nature and with the whole field around him, this mys­tical field that we men­tioned at the begin­ning. In this way he speaks to nature, and the field answers indir­ectly, as if by itself, intu­it­ively, so to speak. This is the big advant­age when you are still con­nec­ted to the whole and not only live in your own limited head.
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The human being in the play of the four ele­ments - [Petrarca 1532]
(Water and earth are shaky, wind drifts and fire draws)

On a deeper level one can even recog­nize the prin­ciple of how the self-con­scious­ness in the form of the farmer inter­acts with the mater­ial ele­ments in the form of the ser­vants through its con­nec­tion with nature in the form of his wife. The self-con­scious­ness means its nour­ish­ment, and the mater­ial ele­ments feel addressed and react in a kind of res­on­ance. Wow! Here, in a sym­bolic way, a really big ques­tion is addressed: How can con­scious­ness move matter? How can a thought move our arms or legs? And the fairy tale even says that this inter­ac­tion is actu­ally based on a mis­un­der­stand­ing, which reminds us of the ancient Indian idea that our view of this world is primar­ily dom­in­ated by illu­sion (in Sanskrit “Maya”). This also under­lines that our know­ledge is always only rel­at­ively true, so that human devel­op­ment is like a learn­ing process of trial and error, which every­one can observe in himself, but in any case in others, or as the saying goes: “To err is human!” In Goethe’s [Faust I], even God himself pro­claims:

While Man’s desires and aspir­a­tions stir,
He cannot choose but err.

The fourth had to carry in a dish (with crabs) that was covered, and the lord told the doctor that he was to show his skill, and guess what was beneath the cover. The doctor looked at the dish, had no idea what to say, and cried, “Ah, poor Crab.” When the lord heard that, he cried, “There! he knows it, (so) he (also) knows who has the money!”

With the fourth element, the task becomes even more com­plic­ated, and the big ques­tion arises as to the life that is hidden in this element. Our farmer feels that he cannot solve this riddle with his own know­ledge, from the ABC book of a thou­sand terms, so to speak. He becomes aware of his inab­il­ity, can no longer help himself, admits his per­sonal need and says: “Ah, poor Crab!” Yes, that is the big answer: It is me, the crab as a symbol for that self-aware­ness that brings the ele­ments to life. This is espe­cially true of water, the element of life that is our fourth servant. Goethe already sang a song of praise to this won­der­ful insight in [Faust II]:

Hail! All hail! with newer voices;
How my spirit rejoices,
By the True and the Beau­ti­ful pen­et­rated
From Water was everything first created
Water doth everything still sustain!
Ocean, grant us thine endless reign!

Sim­il­arly, one finds the parable of Jesus walking on water in the Bible. Again, it is prob­ably not about the mater­ial element, but about trust in life as our spir­itual basis. Also the use of water for Chris­tian baptism cer­tainly has a lot to do with it.

✻ On this the servant looked ter­ribly uneasy, and made a sign to the doctor that he wished him to step outside for a moment. When there­fore he went out, all four of them con­fessed to him that they had stolen the money, and said that they would will­ingly restore it and give him a heavy sum into the bargain, if he would not denounce them, for if he did they would be hanged. They led him to the spot where the money was con­cealed.

✎ Now some­thing happens that is prob­ably a very great achieve­ment on the spir­itual path. The power of the natural ele­ments falters; they ask us out and allow us, so to speak, a look behind the scenes. Those who can look at nature “from the outside” in this way, even if it is only for a short moment, have already gained a lot and recog­nize where the real wealth lies. And of course, you can’t reveal much about it, because what could you say about that which is outside of nature? That is why it is also called the unformed. Fur­ther­more, as the fairy tale says, it would be a stupid “denun­ci­ation” to blame the prin­ciples of nature for our suf­fer­ing if we lose what we imagine to be our “per­sonal pos­ses­sions”.
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Wan­derer at the edge of the world - [Flam­marion 1888]
(on the left the circ­ling spheres of the four ele­ments)

In Buddhism one speaks in this regard of empti­ness, the great char­ac­ter­istic of everything. Goethe also felt this unformed and called it the realm of the mothers, which can also be described as the sea of causes and prac­tic­ally cor­res­ponds to the mys­tical field of the form­able nature that we men­tioned at the begin­ning. With this idea of empti­ness, the secular Doctor Faust also changed inwardly into a spir­itual priest, and it says in [Faust II]:

And hadst thou swum to farthest verge of ocean
And there the bound­less space beheld,
Still hadst thou seen wave after wave in motion,
Even though impend­ing doom thy fear com­pelled.
Thou hadst seen some­thing, in the beryl dim
Of peace-lulled seas the sport­ive dol­phins swim;
Hadst seen the flying clouds, sun, moon, and star:
Naught shalt thou see in endless Void afar,
Not hear thy foot­step fall, nor meet
A stable spot to rest thy feet…

…Escape from the Created
To shape­less forms in lib­er­ated spaces!
Enjoy what long ere this was dis­sip­ated!
There whirls the press, like clouds on clouds unfold­ing;
Then with stretched arm swing high the key thou’rt holding!

At last a blazing tripod tells thee this,
That there the utterly deepest bottom is.
Its light to thee will then the Mothers show,
Some in their seats, the others stand or go,
At their own will : Form­a­tion, Trans­form­a­tion,
The Eternal Mind’s eternal recre­ation,
Forms of all creatures, there are float­ing free.
They’ll see thee not; for only wraiths they see.

With this vision of empti­ness, Goethe can even ques­tion tran­si­ence and death, and writes at the end of [Faust II]:

Tis past!
Past! Stupid word.
If past, then why?
Past and pure Naught, com­plete mono­tony!
What good for us, this end­lessly cre­at­ing,
What is created then anni­hil­at­ing?
“And now tis past!” Why read a page so twisted
Tis just the same as if it ne’er existed,
Yet goes in circles round as if it had, however:
I’d rather choose, instead, the Void for ever.

This “pure nothing” or “eternal empti­ness” was also known in Chris­tian­ity. Meister Eckhart says, for example: “All creatures are pure nothing. I am not saying that they are of little value or any­thing at all: they are nothing. What has no being is nothing. All creatures have no being because their being depends on the pres­ence of God. If God turned away from all creatures for a moment, they would be anni­hil­ated. [Eckhart, Sermon 4]”

✻ With this the doctor was sat­is­fied, and returned to the hall, sat down to the table, and said, “My lord, now will I search in my book where the gold is hidden.” The fifth servant, however, crept into the stove to hear if the doctor knew still more. The Doctor, however, sat still and opened his A B C book, turned the pages back­wards and for­wards, and looked for the cock. As he could not find it imme­di­ately he said, “I know you are there, so you had better show your­self.” Then the fellow in the stove thought that the doctor meant him, and full of terror, sprang out, crying, “That man knows everything!”

✎ In alchemy, too, there was a fifth element above the four mater­ial ele­ments, namely the quint­essence of the spirit, from which our self-con­scious­ness also arises. To recog­nize this, it was good that he could no longer find the proud rooster in the ABC book. Because a proud ego cannot and never wants to recog­nize its true nature, i.e. its true origin. It is always reflect­ing in the ele­ments of nature and loves the illu­sion of per­sonal iden­ti­fic­a­tion and per­sonal pos­ses­sion. It is in there, like in an oven (because our body is like a furnace of spir­itual and mater­ial food), in which the fire of passion burns with the accu­mu­lated fire­wood, and yet it has to get out at some point. And it is said that whoever recog­nizes this spir­itual quint­essence of everything and thus himself, achieves true omni­science. There­fore, omni­science does not mean to accu­mu­late more and more know­ledge, but to recog­nize the essen­tial quint­essence from which all know­ledge arises.
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Inter­est­ingly, this would mean that our modern natural science moves further and further away from omni­science, insofar as it only looks at the small part of external nature and ignores the spir­itual. Sci­ent­ists slowly become aware of how small this pro­por­tion is when, for example, they admit that they only know 4% of the mater­ial uni­verse so far. The rest of 96% they refer to as dark matter and dark energy, where their seiz­able know­ledge ends. In ancient Indian cos­mo­logy, the pro­por­tion of the mater­ial or visible world in the uni­verse is only half a percent and the rest con­sists of spir­itual worlds (see e.g. Vayu Purana 2.39).

Goethe already sus­pec­ted that it is doubt­ful to want to know nature without spirit and wrote in [Faust I]:

Truly the fabric of mental fleece
Resembles a weaver’s mas­ter­piece,
Where a thou­sand threads one treadle throw,
Where fly the shuttles hither and thither,
Unseen the threads are knit together,
And an infin­ite com­bin­a­tion grows.
Then, the philo­sopher steps in
And shows, no oth­er­wise it could have been:
The first was so, the second so,
There­fore the third and fourth are so;
Were not the first and second, then
The third and fourth had never been.
The schol­ars are every­where believ­ers,
But never succeed in being weavers.
He who would study organic exist­ence,
First drives out the soul with rigid per­sist­ence.
Then the parts in his hand he may hold and class,
But the spir­itual link is lost, alas!
Encheiresin natures*, this Chem­istry names,
Nor knows how herself she banters and blames.
(*Seizing Nature)

But back to the fairy tale: Who is this mighty gen­tle­man, for whom our poor peasant has so much respect? In other ver­sions of this fairy tale, it’s even a king, and cheat­ing on a king back then was not just a matter of honour, but a matter of life and death. There­fore, we want to shed a little more light on this figure. He is perhaps even the most import­ant figure when it comes to the ques­tion of know­ledge because he is testing us. If know­ledge is not tested, we could actu­ally imagine everything, as it is pos­sible in a dream, where even the ordin­ary natural laws with their con­straints of cause and effect no longer apply.

It is usually a seduct­ive idea to dream ourselves in such a world where everything happens that we desire. That is prob­ably the ego’s great dream. If the ego could dream forever, it would never want to wake up from this illu­sion. One would almost like to claim that it is the task of nature to chal­lenge this self-con­scious­ness again and again until it awakens from its illu­sion bubble, first from the dream­like sleep and then from the dream­like waking state, which we call the reality of the world. And how is it shaken up? With the hammer blows of oppos­ites such as hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, gain and loss, healthy and sick, life and death, which we exper­i­ence through nature. From this point of view, nature would be our best friend because it tests how true our know­ledge is. Goethe’s Doctor Faust also accepts this chal­lenge from nature and speaks:

Canst thou with lying flat­tery rule me,
Until, self-pleased, myself I see,
Canst thou with rich enjoy­ment fool me,
Let that day be the last for me!
The bet I offer.

This is prob­ably why the old sages liked to with­draw into the rough nature and renounced sensual pleas­ures in order to accept the chal­lenge and to recog­nize the perfect truth. We like to go the other dir­ec­tion and try to bribe or rape nature so that we can deceive ourselves in sensual enjoy­ment as we wish. Just as it says in [Faust II]:

This mas­quer­ade resembles quite
As every­where a dance of appet­ite.
I sought a lovely masked pro­ces­sion,
And caught such things, I stood aghast.
I’d give myself a false impres­sion,
If this would only longer last…

✻ Then Dr. Knowall showed the count where the money was, but did not say who had stolen it, and received from both sides much money in reward, and became a renowned man.

✎ It used to be known: this omni­science or self-know­ledge is the greatest wealth that can be found on earth. That is the true fame and eternal rich­ness of both sides, spirit and nature, which no one can steal. This omni­science is not a worldly know­ledge that dis­tin­guishes things and is getting more and more how the sweet por­ridge. It is the know­ledge of unity or the great and impar­tial love with which the ego is released from its madness of per­sonal pos­ses­sion. Or as Goethe says at the end of [Faust II]:

When every element
The mind’s high forces
Have seized, subdued, and blent
No Angel divorces
Twin -natures single grown,
That inly mate them:
Eternal Love, alone,
Can sep­ar­ate them.

It is extremely aston­ish­ing how this short fairy tale, which at first only seems like a stupid swaying, can unfold in a human head if one ponders on it for a long time. And it has surely not yet been found out everything here. This won­der­ful essence of fairy tales fas­cin­ates us over and over. It can already do a lot of good in the chil­dren’s minds. So we think, this fairy tale, too, motiv­ates a child to learn from the ABC book in order to become some­thing great in life and to earn wealth. But it also pre­pares the chil­dren that their know­ledge will be tested, as here by a power­ful lord who in other ver­sions also appears as king, which makes this test even harder. And a child who is not yet aware of the prin­ciple of intu­ition could recog­nize with this fairy tale that it is better not to brag about ima­gined omni­science, but to learn reli­able know­ledge and attend secular school dili­gently. But the little person con­tin­ues to develop, step by step a higher reason awakens, and at some point also the doubt about the meaning and reli­ab­il­ity of our worldly know­ledge. Or as it says in Goethe in [Faust I]:

I’ve studied now Philo­sophy
And Jur­is­pru­dence, Medi­cine,
And even, alas! Theo­logy,
From end to end, with labour keen;
And here, poor fool! with all my lore
I stand, no wiser than before:
I’m Magister yea, Doctor hight,
And straight or cross-wise, wrong or right,
These ten years long, with many woes,
I’ve led my schol­ars by the nose,
And see, that nothing can be known!
That know­ledge cuts me to the bone.

How big the ques­tion of the nature of know­ledge was in the past is shown in the wide­spread use of this fairy tale theme. A lot of inform­a­tion can be found in the notes on House Fairy Tales of the Broth­ers Grimm’s, such as a ref­er­ence to a very inter­est­ing twin fairy tale, which is said to have been recor­ded in India as early as the 1st or 2nd century. It can be found today in the 11th century work Kath­as­ar­it­sagara. There is an English trans­la­tion from the Sanskrit by Charles Henry Tawney of 1880. And because we are big fans of the old Indian texts, we will of course provide it here:


Story of the Brahman Harisarman

✻ There was a certain Brahman in a certain village, named Har­is­ar­man (“pro­tec­ted by Vishnu”). He was poor and foolish and in evil ease for want of employ­ment, and he had very many chil­dren, that he might reap the fruit of his mis­deeds in a former life. He wandered about begging with his family, and at last he reached a certain city, and entered the service of a rich house­holder called Sthu­lad­atta (“gift of body”). He made his sons keepers of this house­holder’s cows and other pos­ses­sions, and his wife a servant to him, and he himself lived near his house, per­form­ing the duty of an attend­ant. One day there was a feast on account of the mar­riage of the daugh­ter of Sthu­lad­atta, largely atten­ded by many friends of the bride­groom, and merry-makers. And then Har­is­ar­man enter­tained a hope that he would be able to fill himself up to the throat with ghee and flesh and other dain­ties, together with his family, in the house of his patron. While he was anxiously expect­ing that occa­sion, no one thought of him. Then he was dis­tressed at getting nothing to eat, and he said to his wife at night; “It is owing to my poverty and stu­pid­ity that I am treated with such dis­respect here: so I will display by means of an arti­fice an assumed know­ledge, in order that I may become an object of respect to this Sthu­lad­atta, and when you get an oppor­tun­ity, tell him that I possess super­nat­ural know­ledge.” He said this to her, and after turning the matter over in his mind, while people were asleep he took away from the house of Sthu­lad­atta a horse on which his son-in-law rode. He placed it in con­ceal­ment at some dis­tance, and in the morning the friends of the bride­groom could not find the horse, though they searched in every dir­ec­tion. Then, while Sthu­lad­atta was dis­tressed at the evil omen, and search­ing for the thieves who had carried off the horse, the wife of Har­is­ar­man came and said to him - “My husband is a wise man, skilled in astro­logy and sci­ences of that kind; and he will procure for you the horse; why do you not ask him?” When Sthu­lad­atta heard that, he called that Har­is­ar­man, who said, “Yes­ter­day I was for­got­ten, but to-day, now the horse is stolen, I am called to mind,” and Sthu­lad­atta then pro­pi­ti­ated the Brahman with these words - “I forgot you, forgive me” - and asked him to tell him who had taken away their horse? Then Har­is­ar­man drew all kinds of pre­ten­ded dia­grams and said, - “The horse has been placed by thieves on the bound­ary line south from this place. It is con­cealed there, and before it is carried off to a dis­tance, as it will be at close of day, quickly go and bring it.” When they heard that, many men ran and brought the horse quickly, prais­ing the dis­cern­ment of Har­is­ar­man. Then Har­is­ar­man was hon­oured by all men as a sage, and dwelt there in hap­pi­ness, hon­oured by Sthu­lad­atta. Then, as days went on, much wealth con­sist­ing of gold and jewels was carried off by a thief from the palace of the king. As the thief was not known, the king quickly summoned Har­is­ar­man on account of his repu­ta­tion for super­nat­ural know­ledge. And he, when summoned, tried to gain time, and said “I will tell you to-morrow,” and then he was placed in a chamber by the king, and care­fully guarded. And he was des­pond­ent about his pre­ten­ded know­ledge. Now in that palace there was a maid named Jihva (“tongue”), who, with the assist­ance of her brother had carried off that wealth from the interior of the palace: she, being alarmed at Har­is­ar­man’s know­ledge, went at night and applied her ear to the door of that chamber in order to find out what he was about. And Har­is­ar­man, who was alone inside, was at that very moment blaming his own tongue, that had made a vain assump­tion of know­ledge. He said - “O Tongue, what is this that you have done, through desire of enjoy­ment? Ill-con­duc­ted one, endure now pun­ish­ment in this place.” When Jihva heard this, she thought in her terror, that she had been dis­covered by this wise man, and by an arti­fice she managed to get in where he was, and falling at his feet, she said to that sup­posed sage; - “Brahman, here I am, that Jihva whom you have dis­covered to be the thief of the wealth, and after I took it, I buried it in the earth in a garden behind the palace, under a pomegranate tree. So spare me, and receive the small quant­ity of gold which is in my pos­ses­sion.” When Har­is­ar­man heard that, he said to her proudly, “Depart, I know all this; I know the past, present and future: but I will not denounce you, being a miser­able creature that has implored my pro­tec­tion. But whatever gold is in your pos­ses­sion you must give back to me.” When he said this to the maid, she con­sen­ted and depar­ted quickly. But Har­is­ar­man reflec­ted in his aston­ish­ment; “Fate, if pro­pi­tious, brings about, as if in sport, a thing that cannot be accom­plished, for in this matter when calam­ity was near, success has unex­pec­tedly been attained by me. While I was blaming my tongue (jihva), the thief Jihva sud­denly flung herself at my feet. Secret crimes I see, mani­fest them­selves by means of fear.” In these reflec­tions he passed the night happily in the chamber. And in the morning he brought the king by some skill­ful parade of pre­ten­ded know­ledge into the garden, and led him up to the treas­ure, which was buried there and he said that the thief had escaped with a part of it. Then the king was pleased and pro­ceeded to give him vil­lages. But the min­is­ter, named Deva­jn­anin (“god knows”), whispered in the king’s ear, “How can a man possess such know­ledge unat­tain­able by men, without having studied treat­ises; so you may be certain that this is a spe­ci­men of the way he makes a dis­hon­est live­li­hood, by having a secret intel­li­gence with thieves. So it will be better to test him by some new arti­fice.” Then the king of his own accord brought a new covered pitcher into which he had thrown a frog, and said to that Har­is­ar­man - “Brahman, if you can guess what there is in this pitcher, I will do you great honour to-day.” When the Brahman Har­is­ar­man heard that, he thought that his last hour had come, and he called to mind the pet name of frog which his father had given him in his child­hood in sport, and impelled by the deity he apo­stroph­ized himself by it, lament­ing his hard fate, and sud­denly exclaimed there - “This is a fine pitcher for you, frog, since sud­denly it has become the swift des­troyer of your help­less self in this place.” The people there, when they heard that, made a tumult of applause, because his speech chimed in so well with the object presen­ted to him, and mur­mured, - “Ah! a great sage, he knows even about the frog!” Then the king, think­ing that this was all due to know­ledge of divin­a­tion, was highly delighted, and gave Har­is­ar­man vil­lages with gold, umbrella, and vehicles of all kinds. And imme­di­ately Har­is­ar­man became like a feudal chief.

✎ The sim­il­ar­ity with our German fairy tale is extremely aston­ish­ing, and espe­cially the key scene with the sym­bolic water animal in the bowl is prac­tic­ally identical. Some­times a snake is also used here, for example in the fairy tale of the “White Snake”, and a similar sym­bol­ism can be found in the fairy tale of the “Frog King” or the “Ghost in a Glass”. Finding the living being in the nature of the appar­ently dead ele­ments is also con­sidered the peak of know­ledge here.

In addi­tion, we find many common symbols in this Indian fairy tale, such as daugh­ter and son-in-law, which remind of nature and spirit and of the mys­tical wedding, where our Brahman was ignored, the horse of the spirit that sounds like reason, which can carry us to the great goal, and also the king as ruler.

The sym­bol­ism of the servant called “tongue” as a sense organ prob­ably also refers to the water element, which is indic­ated here as her brother. In ancient Indian philo­sophy there are not just four, but five major ele­ments, which are assigned to the five sense organs as follows:

Earth - nose - smell
Water - tongue - taste
Fire - eye - vis­ib­il­ity
Wind - feeling - tactil­ity
Space - ear - sound

The ego-con­scious­ness with the thoughts stands above these five ele­ments, above them the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence with the higher reason and finally above all the unformed or sea of causes, which is remin­is­cent of the mys­tical field that we men­tioned at the begin­ning. These are the eight prin­cipal levels of nature, which are often sym­bol­ized in circles, whereby the lower is always con­tained in the higher. And the Supreme Spirit or the pure self rules over everything (see e.g. Markandeya Purana, chapter 45). To recog­nize this self as the basic prin­ciple of life in everything leads to mys­tical self-know­ledge. Whoever recog­nizes this quint­essence knows everything, so that one can speak of true omni­science.

In this regard, three basic levels of know­ledge can also be recog­nized in this Indian version of the fairy tale:

1) rational and con­cep­tual know­ledge
2) intu­it­ive and sym­bolic know­ledge
3) omni­science and self-know­ledge

Rational know­ledge is like finding the horse that you have hidden your­self, in the south, which was the dir­ec­tion of the realm of the dead in ancient India. In prin­ciple, this cor­res­ponds to our mater­i­al­istic-sci­entific approach, the ABC know­ledge or know­ledge of the letters of dead con­cepts. We divide the entirety of nature with thou­sands of terms and are then proud to reas­semble the terms into arti­fi­cial systems. Our market economy is also based on this rational prin­ciple and knows that one must first gen­er­ate a demand in order to sell some­thing at a profit. For this, our ancient natur­o­pathic medi­cine had to dis­ap­pear first, so that sci­entific medi­cine could be recog­nized and arti­fi­cially sell what it pre­vi­ously hid, just like the Brahman hid the horse. Won­der­ful sym­bol­ism! It was similar with the spirit in modern science, which was prac­tic­ally deleted from the world­view so that one could sell the rule over nature. And at some point science will also redis­cover the spirit and uncover what it had pre­vi­ously covered in order to sell it for profit. The age-old belief in God did not fare any better, which for mil­len­nia could give us humans the con­fid­ence in some­thing higher than mater­ial pos­ses­sions. These are at least the dark sides of rational know­ledge.

When one begins to doubt it, intu­it­ive know­ledge awakens in harmony with nature. A know­ledge that, like the guilty servant in our fairy tale, reveals spon­tan­eously. Nature begins to speak to us. We can hardly imagine that today, because our modern world­view has largely degraded nature to mind­less or dead matter. Even animals are denied a con­scious­ness that resembles the human one, not to mention plants or stones. There­fore, modern man is accord­ingly arrog­ant with nature. However, when the intu­ition awakens, everything around us can come alive and speak to us. In Zen Buddhism there is a beau­ti­ful saying for this:

The wooden man begins to sing.
The stone woman begins to dance.
Rational know­ledge cannot do that.

And the more the narrow-minded ego dis­solves, the larger dimen­sions open up to the omni­science of self-know­ledge. This know­ledge is no longer based on sense organs and thoughts, and one recog­nizes what one cannot recog­nize through the senses, such as the frog in a covered bowl or the living in matter.

Now some readers of this fairy tale may ask: “This dubious path of the simple-minded farmer is sup­posed to be the path to omni­science?” Well, that is basic­ally our big problem, that we are always looking for some­thing spec­tac­u­lar, some special know­ledge that the phys­ical ego can possess and with a swell of pride rise on the throne of truth. But what do we expect when we look behind the scenes of nature? What do we expect of the great truth that we can receive here? Omni­science is an essen­tial know­ledge that was formerly also called know­ledge of God. Meister Eckhart speaks about it: “God is neither this nor that. And a master says: Whoever believes that he has known God and would thereby know some­thing does not know God.” [Eckhart, Sermon 10]

It is aston­ish­ing that these three levels of know­ledge, which can also be called con­cep­tual, sym­bolic and divine, appear to us to be almost even more strong and clear in the German version of the fairy tale than in the Indian one. From this one could con­clude that various motifs and symbols trav­elled from India to Europe, met with a pro­found under­stand­ing here, got adapted to the local culture and were even alive in the people for a long time. One could of course also imagine that the sym­bol­ism has migrated from Europe to India, because deep stories were loved there too. How the fairy tales really spread in the world is still a great mystery, for which there are various the­or­ies. A brief over­view of this topic can be found, for example, in the article “The Origin and Char­ac­ter of the Folk Tale” by [Karl Ernst Maier].


The Spirit in the Bottle

✻ There was once a poor wood­cut­ter who toiled from early morning till late night. When at last he had laid by some money he said to his boy, “You are my only child, I will spend the money which I have earned with the sweat of my brow on your edu­ca­tion; if you learn some honest trade you can support me in my old age, when my limbs have grown stiff and I am obliged to stay at home.”

✎ This fairy tale deals in prin­ciple with the same topic as the pre­vi­ous one “Doctor Know-All”, but from a slightly dif­fer­ent point of view that somehow seems “more modern” to us. Because the father is no longer the great goal and role model in life, but dis­sat­is­fied with himself and lives a life that he no longer wishes for his own son. That is strange. He does not try to change his life, like Doctor Know-All, but places his hope only in the son who will make him happy and feed and main­tain him in old age. With this inten­tion, he invests all his energy in money to buy his son worldly know­ledge that is sup­posed to end the painful poverty.

The usual father sym­bol­ism changes from a pos­it­ive pole, which pre­vi­ously attrac­ted the son, to a neg­at­ive pole, which repels the son. It’s really strange and inter­est­ing. How modern this reversal is can be seen today in many doc­u­ment­ar­ies about some small vil­lages or people some­where in the middle of nowhere, where one can wait for the usual saying: “Our chil­dren have to go to the modern schools of the cities so that they can learn to lead a better and, above all, richer life. “They want to sac­ri­fice their natural life, which has given them culture, wisdom and meaning over many hun­dreds or even thou­sands of years for an arti­fi­cial life in the chaos of modern cities. This is a bizarre hope. Why can’t parents teach their chil­dren any­thing mean­ing­ful to earn a living from nowadays? What mono­poly do city schools have on know­ledge that must be bought? And what kind of special know­ledge is that with which one can get “rich” in our modern world?

For that, the chil­dren sep­ar­ate from their parents, first men­tally, because the parents are no longer role models, and then phys­ic­ally, because they leave their fam­il­ies and go to the cities to play the roles they have learned in modern schools. Accord­ingly, the doc­u­ment­ar­ies men­tioned usually end in great com­plaints that the old tra­di­tions are dis­ap­pear­ing, a rich culture is extin­guish­ing, and life in the old village becomes lonely and des­ol­ate.

✻ Then the boy went to a High School and learned dili­gently so that his masters praised him, and he remained there a long time. When he had worked through two classes, but was still not yet perfect in everything, the little pit­tance which the father had earned was all spent, and the boy was obliged to return home to him. “Ah,” said the father, sor­row­fully, “I can give you no more, and in these hard times I cannot earn a farth­ing more than will suffice for our daily bread.” “Dear father,” answered the son, “don’t trouble your­self about it, if it is God’s will, it will turn to my advant­age I shall soon accus­tom myself to it.”
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✎ Well, luckily, there wasn’t enough money, and the son returned to his father once more. The tale does not much mention about the type of school. In view of the learned trust in God, one could think of a mon­as­tery school. That one has to do some­thing for know­ledge is an ancient and actu­ally self-evident tra­di­tion. In the past, people “earned” their know­ledge per­son­ally as ser­vants, maid­ser­vants and appren­tices. Only later, perhaps from the 13th century, were there schools where one could “acquire” know­ledge for the parents’ money. And it was only with com­puls­ory school­ing around 1900 that school fees were abol­ished and fin­anced through the state’s tax rev­en­ues. That was cer­tainly a great social achieve­ment, but since then there has been less talk of “earning” and “acquir­ing” but rather of com­puls­ory “fun­nel­ling”. Accord­ingly, there are already visions of the future of how know­ledge can be loaded elec­tron­ic­ally into the brain in order to save a lot of time and teach­ers. - But well, none of that existed in our fairy tale, and the son had to go back to his father at the end of the money.

When the father wanted to go into the forest to earn money by helping to pile and stack wood and also to chop it, the son said, “I will go with you and help you.” “Nay, my son,” said the father, “that would be hard for you; you are not accus­tomed to rough work, and will not be able to bear it, besides I have only one axe and no money left where­with to buy another.” “Just go to the neigh­bour,” answered the son, “he will lend you his axe until I have earned one for myself.”

We already know the sym­bol­ism of fire­wood from Doctor Know-All. The mem­or­able prin­ciple of fire­wood can also be found in all so-called fossil fuels such as coal, peat, natural gas and pet­ro­leum. In prac­tical terms, it is energy, that plants and animals have accu­mu­lated in their bodies in the form of carbon com­pounds. That’s inter­est­ing, and it is said that our entire tech­no­lo­gical revolu­tion was only pos­sible with the devel­op­ment of fossil fuels. So, when we drive a car or heat our apart­ment today, we lit­er­ally burn the corpses of living beings that have accu­mu­lated on this earth over mil­lions of years. Moreover, if we con­tinue like this, we will be able to burn off all this accu­mu­lated energy in a few years. Well somehow, nature doesn’t seem to be par­tic­u­larly happy about it on the whole.

The wood­chop­per goes even further, cutting down living trees to make fire­wood. He kills others to sustain himself. This is not unusual in this world. Behind this is a being that we call “I-con­scious­ness”. And this I-con­scious­ness needs the energy of “the other” in order to main­tain itself men­tally and phys­ic­ally. The fire­wood is also used as a symbol for the know­ledge that is accu­mu­lated “per­son­ally” for this purpose. In Hinduism one speaks in this regard of karma and in Chris­tian­ity of merit and sin. The more this I-con­scious­ness hardens in a body, the more it becomes a selfish ego that only pursues its own interests. For such an ego, fire­wood con­sists primar­ily of pas­sion­ate feel­ings. And cer­tainly, such an ego is the poorest being in this world because it can never be sat­is­fied. It is like the neg­at­ive pole of a battery, which sep­ar­ates itself further and further from the pos­it­ive pole with increas­ing voltage and thus becomes poorer and poorer.

Besides the ego, there is another intel­li­gence in us, namely reason, which lives from learn­ing and cor­res­pond­ing insight. Ego and reason are really a strange couple like father and son in this fairy tale. In a child, the ego awakens first, so its char­ac­ter­ist­ics can most clearly be observed in chil­dren. Reason does not appear until many years later and devel­ops very slowly through a long learn­ing process. From this point of view, one could really say that the ego is the father of reason. And of course, the ego seeks to use reason for per­sonal pur­poses through­out life. There­fore, the father sends his son to the school of the world and invests all his fortune so that he learns how to get rich.

There are two ways to do this: on the one hand, reason strengthens the ego, and on the other, reason weakens the ego. There­fore, in our fairy tale, too, reason, which has not yet fin­ished learn­ing, returns to the ego and also wants to become such an ego. However, because two neg­at­ive poles nat­ur­ally repel each other, there is ini­tially a con­flict, and the father is not enthu­si­astic about his son’s idea.

The father says there is only one axe in the house. That prob­ably means: There can only be one king in this body, and reason is still far too weak for that. The axe is used as a symbol in many ways. Here it stands for the tool of the ego. It turns living trees into dead fire­wood. A symbol of violent sep­ar­a­tion. In doing so, it sep­ar­ates the tree trunk from the root, just as one uses the spir­itual axe on the path of learn­ing, in order to use the power of thought to end­lessly split nature into rational terms that are prac­tic­ally dead without a root. In this, one recog­nizes the essence of I-con­scious­ness, which is based on the natural prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion. Its tool is the divis­ive, rational or intel­lec­tual know­ledge that one borrows in the form of learned know­ledge (like the father should borrow the axe) in order to then possess it oneself. And reason earns it by serving the ego.

✻ The father then bor­rowed an axe of the neigh­bour, and next morning at break of day they went out into the forest together. The son helped his father and was quite merry and brisk about it. But when the sun was right over their heads, the father said, “We will rest, and have our dinner, and then we shall work as well again.” The son took his bread in his hands, and said, “Just you rest, father, I am not tired; I will walk up and down a little in the forest, and look for birds’ nests.” “Oh, you fool,” said the father, “why should you want to run about there? After­wards you will be tired, and no longer able to raise your arm; stay here, and sit down beside me.”

✎ Well, the father is so poor that he cannot buy an axe for his only son. What kind of poverty is it, even though he is so strong and works hard? That is the ego’s big problem. The stronger it gets, the poorer it is. The more it works with the axe and splits fire­wood, the poorer it feels. It works mostly phys­ic­ally and little men­tally. The father wants to leave the study to his son. And yet, life and learn­ing always belong closely together, and learn­ing may even be the higher meaning of our life.

The father or ego is dis­sat­is­fied and at the same time unable to learn. That is a ter­rible lot, and even more ter­rible is that many people share this lot today. We may feel that we learn a lot from the extens­ive use of tele­vi­sion, news­pa­pers, and other media. But that is decept­ive, because the mass “fun­nel­ling” of know­ledge is not yet learn­ing. Learn­ing is the pro­cessing of know­ledge through mental move­ment. Nev­er­the­less, where does mobil­ity come from when the brain resembles a hope­lessly over­crowded ware­house? How do you want to process some­thing in this ware­house, which at some point resembles a garbage dump, when your senses and thoughts are con­stantly hyper­act­ively dir­ec­ted out­wards and deliver more and more know­ledge? Just as the body becomes thicker and slug­gish with over­eat­ing and poor diges­tion, so does our mind.

Even in Goethe’s time, com­pletely without radio, tele­vi­sion and inter­net, the doctor com­plained des­per­ately in [Faust I]:

Ah, me! This dungeon still I see.
This drear, accursed masonry,
Where even the welcome day­light strains
But duskly through the painted panes.
Hemmed in by many a top­pling heap
Of books worm-eaten, gray with dust,
Which to the vaulted ceiling creep,
Against the smoky paper thrust,
With glasses, boxes, round me stacked,
And instru­ments together hurled.
Ances­tral lumber, stuffed and packed
Such is my world : and what a world !

Well what does learn­ing mean? Wiki­pe­dia says about this term: “The ability to learn is a basic require­ment for humans and animals to be able to adapt to the real­it­ies of life and the envir­on­ment, to act sens­ibly and, if neces­sary, to change them in their own interest.”

Now let us think, for example, of our envir­on­mental prob­lems that have been known for decades. Do we really want to claim that we modern people are par­tic­u­larly adapt­ive and men­tally flex­ible? It is cer­tainly normal for people to make mis­takes, but the fact that they cannot and will not learn from them is a ter­rible fate. Accord­ingly, today we are extremely active phys­ic­ally and sen­su­ally, but men­tally very slug­gish and trapped in narrow paths, which means that we lack the neces­sary flex­ib­il­ity for learn­ing.

So let us at least assume that the son in this fairy tale was still phys­ic­ally and men­tally active. That might be a reason why he doesn’t want to rest at lunch­time, but instead wants to look for bird nests in the forest. What is meant by that? In times of hunger, the poor cer­tainly ate everything, includ­ing wild birds with their eggs. But maybe it is about a dif­fer­ent aspect. In the book “Die Spinnstube” from 1865 it is repor­ted: “There used to be a teacher who instruc­ted the boys in his school to make bird egg col­lec­tions! - Ter­rible, thou­sands of nests had been des­troyed for three years, because the birds’ eggs became a trade item among the boys, which made money because it was an ambi­tion to have the most and rarest eggs. Finally, the ominous hustle and bustle was offi­cially coun­ter­ac­ted, but the wide area has been - poor of birds since then!”

Now one could assume that the son was in a similar school and had already learned the prin­ciples of the world from which the father prom­ised himself the end of all poverty, namely to exploit and sell nature in order to enrich himself per­son­ally.

But we want to think pos­it­ively, and so you can see in the symbol of the bird’s nest the “hatch­ing” of know­ledge that you have accu­mu­lated like col­our­ful bird eggs. Then you sit down and use the know­ledge to think. Ideally, of course, in such a way that the know­ledge is “pro­cessed” and reduced to the essen­tials. The more one pro­cesses or digests of the burden of know­ledge, the lighter one becomes until one can rise up like a bird with light wings.

✻ The son, however, went into the forest, ate his bread, was very merry and peered in among the green branches to see if he could dis­cover a bird’s nest any­where. So he went up and down to see if he could find a bird’s nest until at last he came to a great dan­ger­ous-looking oak, which cer­tainly was already many hundred years old, and which five men could not have spanned. He stood still and looked at it, and thought, “Many a bird must have built its nest in that.” Then all at once it seemed to him that he heard a voice. He listened and became aware that someone was crying in a very smothered voice, “Let me out, let me out!” He looked around, but could dis­cover nothing; nev­er­the­less, he fancied that the voice came out of the ground. Then he cried, “Where art thou?” The voice answered, “I am here down amongst the roots of the oak-tree. Let me out! Let me out!”

✎ This reminds us of the old saying in the Bible: “He who seeks finds!” He is looking for col­our­ful birds eggs in the branches of the trees and sud­denly hears a voice from the root of a tree. The phe­nomenon that nature begins to speak to us is remin­is­cent of the intu­it­ive know­ledge that opens up to the student here. Mighty trees have always been a symbol of living nature. Let us think, for example, of the Ger­manic world tree Ygg­drasil, where mys­tical sources lie under­neath and Odin sac­ri­ficed an eye in order to acquire the secret know­ledge at the roots. The tree is also called a know­ledge tree. With this, we redis­cover the great prin­ciple of learn­ing, that pro­cessing know­ledge is about getting to the roots and not getting lost in the branches. In this way, one can even approach the big ques­tion: “What is it that holds the world together at its core?”

✻ The scholar began to loosen the earth under the tree, and search among the roots, until at last he found a glass bottle in a little hollow. He lifted it up and held it against the light, and then saw a creature shaped like a frog, spring­ing up and down in it. “Let me out! Let me out!” it cried anew, and the scholar think­ing no evil, drew the cork out of the bottle. Imme­di­ately a spirit ascen­ded from it, and began to grow, and grew so fast that in a very few moments he stood before the scholar, a ter­rible fellow as big as half the tree by which he was stand­ing. “Knowest thou,” he cried in an awful voice, “what thy wages are for having let me out?” “No,” replied the scholar fear­lessly, “how should I know that?” “Then I will tell thee,” cried the spirit; “I must strangle thee for it.” “Thou shouldst have told me that sooner,” said the scholar, “for I should then have left thee shut up, but my head shall stand fast for all thou canst do; more persons than one must be con­sul­ted about that.” “More persons here, more persons there,” said the spirit. “Thou shalt have the wages thou hast earned. Dost thou think that I was shut up there for such a long time as a favour. No, it was a pun­ish­ment for me. I am the mighty Mer­curius. Whoso releases me, him must I strangle.”
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✎ Well, what can we find at the roots of nature? As modern science searched deeper and deeper a hundred years ago, they even pen­et­rated into the atoms that were pre­vi­ously thought to be indi­vis­ible, and found the know­ledge of vast amounts of energy. Obvi­ously, they also heard the call: “Let me out!”, and the infam­ous atomic and nuclear weapons were developed. This res­ul­ted in an arms race between East and West, and it only took a few years before the voice could be heard: “If you release me, I’ll have to break your neck!” Wiki­pe­dia says: “Today, the devel­op­ment of the atomic bomb is con­sidered by many to be the darkest chapter in the history of tech­no­logy and science, and the atomic bomb has become the epitome of the curse of tech­no­logy.” Evid­ently, our modern science has not found so much wisdom at the roots of nature. Why not? Well they found what they were looking for. And that was prob­ably not the spirit of wisdom...

However, back to the fairy tale. Our student pre­sum­ably uses his ax, goes deep to the roots and finds a glass, which he holds into the light of his con­scious­ness and sees a living being in it, which moves and speaks to him. He opens this glass and a spirit comes out. Wow! “Spirit” is a very diverse term that has many mean­ings today. In order not to make it too com­plic­ated, we want to stick to the pre­vi­ous terms of know­ledge and learn­ing and say quite simply: Know­ledge was locked in this glass bottle, so to speak, just like in our heads. Our body also resembles a glass bottle that is full of know­ledge, enclosed by matter, but trans­par­ent in places, so that we can look outside with our sense organs. And when this know­ledge begins to work or process, for example through thoughts, feel­ings or other reac­tions, one can speak of spirit. One could even pos­tu­late: When know­ledge works, one speaks of spirit. When know­ledge is pro­cessed, one speaks of learn­ing. And on closer exam­in­a­tion, even this dif­fer­ence dis­ap­pears. In this sense, spirit meets spirit here in the fairy tale, and they talk to each other in a process of learn­ing. All right, know­ledge affects know­ledge.

But who or what is Mer­curius? This term was prob­ably bor­rowed from alchemy, where there are dif­fer­ent systems for it. In prin­ciple, Mer­curius stands there as mercury for the liquid prin­ciple and is used for the spirit, mind or the soul. So, what happens when we open our body bottle and let the mind out? Then exactly happens what Mer­curius announced, we lose our head, that is, our I-con­scious­ness or ego. That is ter­rible and it means first of all: “I will lose my life!” But this sen­tence is worth think­ing more deeply. Who is “I” and what is “life”? If the student had been ter­ri­fied of it, the fairy tale would prob­ably have been fin­ished here. Similar to human­ity if someone had lost his nerves during the Cold War and shot down the first atomic bomb. So we want to speak of great luck that human­kind still exists, as well as our student, because now comes an extremely import­ant exper­i­ence, perhaps even the climax of the whole fairy tale:

✻ “Gently,” answered the scholar, “not so fast. I must first know that thou really wert shut up in that little bottle, and that thou art the right spirit. If, indeed, thou canst get in again, I will believe, and then thou mayst do as thou wilt with me.” The spirit said haught­ily, “That is a very tri­fling feat,” drew himself together, and made himself as small and slender as he had been at first, so that he crept through the same opening, and right through the neck of the bottle in again. Scarcely was he within than the scholar thrust the cork he had drawn back into the bottle, and threw it among the roots of the oak into its old place, and the spirit was betrayed.

✎ How does the mind get into a bottle as tight as our body? Through arrog­ance and pride as aspects of our I-con­scious­ness that hardens into an ego in the body. It locks itself up in this body, so to speak, as in a fort­ress made of matter, and tries to defend this “I”. Then we fight against illness, old age and loss and for health, prop­erty and success. Now we ask again, what is actu­ally enclosed in this body bottle? Basic­ally just know­ledge: my name, my self-image, my world­view, my life story and everything I’ve learned in my life. The rest is matter and belongs to the ele­ments of nature.

Inter­est­ingly enough, the fairy tale even gives an answer to the ques­tion why “I” am locked in this body bottle: “Do thou think that I was shut up there for such a long time as a favour? No, it was for my pun­ish­ment.” Here, of course, we first think of an evil spirit who was locked up in this prison as pun­ish­ment and buried in the earth. Since there is the famous story of Solomon, which prob­ably also served as the basis of this fairy tale, who, as a power­ful and wise king, could lock evil spirits in bottles and banish them with a mys­tical seal.

Nev­er­the­less, maybe a spirit like you and me is meant here. At least the old reli­gions speak of a debt that we have to settle here in the world. We have a certain task to accom­plish, that obvi­ously includes learn­ing, and ulti­mately one speaks of a great lib­er­a­tion or redemp­tion as achieve­ment. Because no spirit wants to be locked in forever, and everything in nature seeks and pushes for freedom. So also our spirit in the bottle, who has now obvi­ously recog­nized the power that cap­tures him in the bottle and how he is “deceived” by the world. This also echoes what was known in ancient reli­gions: This outer world works like an illu­sion that binds the spirit through attach­ment. But actu­ally he is not betrayed by the world, but by the know­ledge that he ima­gines about the world. The world even helps him to recog­nize and over­come his “proud self-decep­tion” that has ban­ished the spirit in the bottle.

✻ And now the scholar was about to return to his father, but the spirit cried very piteously, “Ah, do let me out! Ah, do let me out!” “No,” answered the scholar, “not a second time! He who has once tried to take my life shall not be set free by me, now that I have caught him again.” “If thou wilt set me free,” said the spirit, “I will give thee so much that thou wilt have plenty all the days of thy life.” “No,” answered the scholar, “thou wouldst cheat me as thou didst the first time.” “Thou art playing away thy own good luck,” said the spirit; “I will do thee no harm, but will reward thee richly.”

✎ As already said, everything somehow strives for freedom in nature. The worst ima­gin­a­tion used to be to be trapped and tor­men­ted some­where deep in the earth in a narrow hell from which there is no escape. The other pole was heaven with its almost lim­it­less freedom and joy. In between lies our earthly world, where we sway between hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, heaven and hell. So, of course, it was ini­tially obvious to escape from this world into heaven. However, the wise men already thought a lot at that time and real­ized that in a plus-minus field you cannot grasp the plus pole alone. A pos­it­ive pole is always con­nec­ted to a neg­at­ive pole, just as there is no single-pole battery. There­fore, they real­ized that true freedom con­sists in break­ing the I-attach­ment to this field, the reason men­tioned above why the spirit is bound in the bottle.

Cer­tainly, this path requires an infin­ite amount of courage, which was pre­vi­ously referred to as “humil­ity”, the courage to let go, the oppos­ite of proud “arrog­ance”, the courage to hold on, which ban­ishes the spirit in the bottle (the German words for courage - humil­ity - arrog­ance are quite related: Mut - Demut - Hochmut). With this humil­ity, one can even let go of famil­iar terms like “my life”. But the student shrinks back at first. Can you trust a spirit that wants to kill the ego? And yet the spirit beckons us and prom­ises a life full of con­tent­ment where there is always enough. And that’s not a lie, because truly, an ego never has enough. However, the student still doubts and defends himself against it. This means “for­feit­ing hap­pi­ness”, cling­ing to the trans­it­ory joys of the world and thus also to suf­fer­ing. Only the promise “I will not harm you!” can engender con­fid­ence in the student to dare to try. This con­fid­ence is prob­ably the greatest wealth that the ancient reli­gions spoke of. Because, in con­trast to the phys­ical I-depend­ence of an ego, the true I or the always-being self cannot be killed because it was not born at all. That is, of course, an insight that maybe sounds here, but is dif­fi­cult to achieve in life. Because that would mean that one could even over­come death.

✻ The scholar thought, “I will venture it, perhaps he will keep his word, and anyhow he shall not get the better of me.” Then he took out the cork, and the spirit rose up from the bottle as he had done before, stretched himself out and became as big as a giant. “Now thou shalt have thy reward,” said he, and handed the scholar a little bag (rag, cloth) just like a plaster, and said, “If thou spread­est one end of this over a wound it will heal, and if thou rubbest steel or iron with the other end it will be changed into silver.” “I must just try that,” said t he scholar, and went to a tree, tore off the bark with his axe, and rubbed it with one end of the plaster. It imme­di­ately closed together and was healed. “Now, it is all right,” he said to the spirit, “and we can part.” The spirit thanked him for his release, and the scholar thanked the spirit for his present, and went back to his father.

✎ He gets a rag as a present that works like a plaster. This term was used a little dif­fer­ently in the past than it is today. For example, one reads in a book from 1851: One of the best plasters is pure honey. Every flesh wound, whether it comes from a blow, stab or bruise, heals from it very quickly and happily. The pro­ced­ure is as follows: First of all, wipe the wound clean with a soft linen cloth, but do not wash it with water or alcohol. Then you squeeze the wound together, and place a fourfold cloth gen­er­ously coated with honey on it and a tight bandage around it...

Our fairy tale is prob­ably mainly about the cloth, and because it was given by a spirit, we nat­ur­ally think of a special know­ledge. The cloth as a fabric was a common symbol for this, which Goethe also uses in [Faust I]:

Truly the fabric of mental fleece
Resembles a weaver’s mas­ter­piece,
Where a thou­sand threads one treadle throws,
Where fly the shuttles hither and thither,
Unseen the threads are knit together,
And an infin­ite com­bin­a­tion grows.
Then, the philo­sopher steps in
And shows, no oth­er­wise it could have been:
The first was so, the second so,
There­fore the third and fourth are so;
Were not the first and second, then
The third and fourth had never been.
The schol­ars are every­where believ­ers,
But never succeed in being weavers.

What does it mean to become a weaver? That one becomes able to inter­weave know­ledge and connect it with one another instead of becom­ing entangled in it. The Indian Sanskrit word “Tantra”, which can also be trans­lated as “tissue” or “texture”, has a similar meaning. And so Tantra is a teach­ing that tries to connect with everything, not only in the sexual sense, as it is often sold today in the West, but com­pre­hens­ively with nature, ancest­ors, people, gods, demons and all sorts of beings and creatures. The idea of unity is cer­tainly behind it, with which you weave all know­ledge into one cloth and find your­self in the whole. Philo­sophy is often accused of the oppos­ite, that it entangles us more and more in know­ledge, only to get stuck in a sticky web of con­cepts and views. That is prob­ably also what Goethe meant in the above text.

There is also an ancient symbol for this web of know­ledge, which is called Shriv­atsa in India and adorns the breast of the god Vishnu. It is a so-called endless knot, which can be expan­ded end­lessly as a fabric, and yet always con­sists of a single thread that has no begin­ning and no end. This fabric of the world also sym­bol­izes Shri, the goddess of prosper­ity, who is close to Vishnu’s heart and, so to speak, his beloved wife:

[image: ]

Goethe also con­nec­ted the fabric of the world with a spirit that can be found in earth or nature, and lets the earth spirit speak in [Faust I]:

In the tides of Life, in Action’s storm,
A fluc­tu­ant wave,
A shuttle free,
Birth and the Grave,
An eternal sea,
A weaving, flowing
Life, all-glowing,
Thus at Time’s humming loom ‘tis my hand pre­pares
The garment of Life which the Deity wears!

And why can such a spir­itual tissue heal and refine iron into silver? Well, exper­i­ence says there is know­ledge that heals and there is know­ledge that makes sick. In general, it is said: The sep­ar­at­ing know­ledge makes dis­sat­is­fied and sick. The uni­fy­ing know­ledge makes you happy and healthy. In addi­tion, the uni­fy­ing know­ledge leads to truth, refines the base iron into fine silver or even gold. In this fairy tale, these are prob­ably the two sides of the inter­woven know­ledge: healing and ennobling.

Of course, the student imme­di­ately tries out his gift in nature. Incid­ent­ally, this is also a fun­da­mental prin­ciple of our modern natural science. It even claims that only know­ledge that can be con­firmed in nature is true know­ledge, and know­ledge that cannot be con­firmed in nature is false know­ledge. This gave birth to exper­i­mental science, which object­ively proves the truth of its know­ledge, i.e. with visible objects. Won­der­ful! This finally did away with the super­sti­tions of the old reli­gions, which were often based only on a feeling, whether know­ledge was good or bad, sin or merit, salut­ary or unwhole­some. But now, science has appoin­ted nature an incor­rupt­ible judge. And of course, nature obvi­ously con­firms the func­tion of radio, tele­vi­sion, com­puters and the Inter­net, but also the func­tion of atomic bombs, poison weapons, pesti­cides, genetic engin­eer­ing and so on, from which one con­cludes that natural science is true. However, what does nature confirm? It at least con­firms that this know­ledge has an effect. Does it also confirm whether it is good, whole­some and noble know­ledge? It may be that these achieve­ments are of great benefit to some people. But for nature as a whole? Doesn’t nature moan and com­plain about the effects of our science? Does it not cry out des­per­ately: “Stop! Think about it! This is not a good way!”?

It is cer­tainly import­ant to try out every know­ledge in nature. Perhaps it is even the purpose of our life here on earth. The old reli­gions knew some­thing similar. They spoke of a judg­ment that every person has to face in life and above all at the end of life. But what is the dif­fer­ence to the judg­ment faced by natural science? Well, in the ancient reli­gions, nature was not dead, but the expres­sion of a uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence linked to a higher reason. It was “the living garment of the deity”. There­fore, nature was full of gods and god­desses, demons and spirits. All of this was done away with modern science. Science made nature a judge who, without reason, is only sup­posed to decide whether some­thing works and no longer, whether it is also good and healing. And we act accord­ingly. One would even think that this was the great break­through in our tech­no­lo­gical age, the great achieve­ment of mankind after 300,000 years of ignor­ant exist­ence on this earth. Con­grat­u­la­tions!

But well, our scholar was not quite that far in this fairy tale. First, he tests his gift on nature, inflicts a wound on it and heals it. With this he finds his know­ledge con­firmed as good and useful and sep­ar­ates himself from the lib­er­ated spirit. Why is he sep­ar­at­ing from it? Obvi­ously, he still has a debt to settle in the world. At least he prom­ised his father that he would earn the money for the axe. And, of course, he also feels respons­ible for his parents’ retire­ment pro­vi­sion. There­fore, he returns to his father, where after this excur­sion into the spirit realm the natural ticking-off lurks, which is sup­posed to bring us back to earth:

✻ “Where hast thou been racing about?” said the father; “why hast thou for­got­ten thy work? I said at once that thou wouldst never get on with any­thing.” “Be easy, father, I will make it up.” “Make it up indeed,” said the father angrily, “there’s no art in that.” “Take care, father, I will soon hew that tree there, so that it will split.” Then he took his plaster, rubbed the axe with it, and dealt a mighty blow, but as the iron had changed into silver, the edge turned: “Hollo, father, just look what a bad axe you’ve given me, it has become quite crooked.” The father was shocked and said, “Ah, what hast thou done? Now I shall have to pay for that, and have not the where­withal, and that is all the good I have got by thy work.” “Don’t get angry,” said the son, “I will soon pay for the axe.” “Oh, thou block­head,” cried the father, “where­with wilt thou pay for it? Thou hast nothing but what I give thee. These are stu­dents’ tricks that are stick­ing in thy head, but thou hast no idea of wood-cutting.”

✎ Yes, nature drives us to activ­ity, and espe­cially our ego. Today, a certain hyper­activ­ity is com­pletely natural for many people, while some also fall into the oppos­ite and live com­pletely leth­ar­gic. This is also called “manic-depress­ive,” and such extremes are typical of a growing ego. In the past, too, this topic of activ­ity or passiv­ity on the spir­itual path was often dis­cussed. There is, for example, the famous story about Jesus: “There was a woman named Martha who took him into her house. And she had a sister, whose name was Maria; she sat at Jesus’ feet and listened to his speech. Martha, however, was very busy serving him. And she came up and said, Lord, don’t you ask my sister to let me serve alone? Tell her that she’ll work too! But Jesus answered and said to her, Martha, Martha, you have much trouble; but only one thing is neces­sary. Maria chose the good part; that shall not be taken from her.” [Bible, Luke 10:38]

Some­times it is cer­tainly good to just relax and listen to the divine voice. It’s not easy nowadays, the world is loud and full of unrest and worry. In fact, for many people it is ter­rible to calm down and look inward. Because we first encounter there a chaotic rubbish dump of everything we have poured into our heads, large moun­tains of fire­wood or even explos­ives that are just waiting for a spark. Cer­tainly, there is also a lot of good news, but we process that rel­at­ively quickly because we like to remem­ber it often. The rest is blocked out and accu­mu­lated. Who wants to clean up there? You can do that later...

Well, our student is willing to work on it and of course uses the great know­ledge that has been given to him. In this spirit he refines the axe from iron to silver. Sure, a sharp iron axe that can injure others will not help much with clean­ing up our mind, since our injur­ies and wounds have accu­mu­lated here. It says: love and for­give­ness heals every wound and dulls every weapon. The soft tri­umphs over the hard; the weak over the strong, just as flowing water can conquer even the hardest rock. This is a great work of sanc­ti­fic­a­tion and enno­ble­ment that every­one should begin in his mind. Of course, the ego is frightened by this and com­plains sadly to the son that he is of no help. That stands to reason, because the father lives from fire­wood, just as the ego lives from passion. And it also stands to reason, that the ego cannot imagine how the seem­ingly weak reason can pay the accu­mu­lated debts.

✻ After a while the scholar said, “Father, I can really work no more, we had better take a holiday.” “Eh, what!” answered he, “Dost thou think I will sit with my hands lying in my lap like thee? I must go on working, but thou mayst take thyself off home.” “Father, I am here in this wood for the first time, I don’t know my way alone. Do go with me.” As his anger had now abated, the father at last let himself be per­suaded and went home with him.

✎ When reason awakens with hol­istic know­ledge, one gets tired of divid­ing the world with the axe of the dis­tin­guish­ing intel­lect. The ego is of course not enthu­si­astic, and yet it cannot be left behind so easily. The ego also has its purpose in life, oth­er­wise it would cer­tainly not be there. How else could we go through life? There­fore, in our fairy tale it leads the son back home from the wild forest. Very good.

✻ Then he said to the son, “Go and sell thy damaged axe, and see what thou canst get for it, and I must earn the dif­fer­ence, in order to pay the neigh­bour.” The son took the axe, and carried it into town to a gold­smith, who tested it, laid it in the scales, and said, “It is worth four hundred thalers, I have not so much as that by me.” The son said, “Give me what you have, I will lend you the rest.” The gold­smith gave him three hundred thalers, and remained a hundred in his debt. The son thereupon went home and said, “Father, I have got the money, go and ask the neigh­bour what he wants for the axe.” “I know that already,” answered the old man, “one thaler, six groschen.” “Then give him two thalers, twelve groschen, that is double and enough; see, I have money in plenty,” and he gave the father a hundred thalers, and said, “You shall never know want, live as com­fort­ably as you like.” “Good heavens!” said the father, “how hast thou come by these riches?” The scholar then told how all had come to pass, and how he, trust­ing in his luck, had made such a good hit. But with the money that was left, he went back to the High School and went on learn­ing more, and as he could heal all wounds with his plaster, he became the most famous doctor in the whole world.

✎ The gold­smith appears to us here as a sym­bolic oppos­ite pole to the poor father, so to speak as a pos­it­ive pole, which gives wealth, but in the form of nature also checks know­ledge whether it is really noble. And when is know­ledge noble? When it no longer hurts, but heals. When it no longer sep­ar­ates, but unites. These two poles of minus and plus can be found in the self-con­scious­ness. For example, people used to speak of the demonic I, which clings to phys­ical pos­ses­sions, and of the divine I to which nature as a whole belongs. From this, the symbols of devils and angels or demons and gods emerged, in whose field of tension this whole world unfolds. And just as the father formerly used to be the pos­it­ive pole on the side of the gods, so in our fairy tale the father appears as the neg­at­ive pole on the side of the demons and embod­ies what we usually call egoism.

The pro­posed solu­tion of this fairy tale is also inter­est­ing. It is said, that out of 400 thalers, 100 should be sac­ri­ficed to the pos­it­ive pole, 100 to the neg­at­ive pole and 200 to the bene­fi­cial know­ledge that leads us to higher know­ledge beyond this polar­ity. How import­ant this polar­ity of self-con­scious­ness is for our devel­op­ment, Goethe, for example, demon­strated in the most splen­did way in his Faust. Sim­il­arly, in past cul­tures there are plenty of stories that deal with this polar­ity, for example in the ancient Indian Puranas.

A first effect of this whole­some know­ledge shows itself in the sens­ible gen­er­os­ity of the son, which tries to avoid the extremes of avarice and waste. That is prob­ably the most import­ant thing on the path to reason. The less nature forces us into narrow paths and the more phys­ical freedom man gains in nature, the more reason must be developed. This whole­some know­ledge, which was formerly also called holy know­ledge or holy spirit, is prob­ably the greatest wealth that we can gain in this world on the path of natural devel­op­ment. For insofar as this know­ledge heals all wounds, it makes us healthy, insofar as it ennobles, unites and elev­ates us, and insofar as it does not injure and is non-violent, it makes us sat­is­fied. And as we know: sat­is­fac­tion is the greatest wealth and the greatest freedom. Only con­tent­ment can free us from the attach­ment of insa­ti­able desire. Only in this way can you really fulfil all your wishes.

Well, even if it’s just a fairy tale, we want to hope that in the future more doctors will become famous again who can heal with hol­istic know­ledge.


The ghost in the glass - is homeopathy a fraud?

Once upon a time, there was a man who dragged himself through the streets of the city on his way home with a heavy burden of worry on his back. The day went bad, an import­ant funding project had been rejec­ted, a thou­sand pages written for the wastepa­per basket, plus the accus­a­tion from the big boss that he was threat­en­ing many jobs and the prosper­ity of their fam­il­ies. Even the weather was dark and gloomy, everything was covered with thick clouds. Sud­denly he was stand­ing in front of a shop with a col­our­ful shop window and remembered a melody from days long past. It happened to be a store for CDs & records, he went into it, didn’t hes­it­ate and bought a music CD, maybe Simon & Gar­funkel’s “Like a bridge over troubled water...” or John Lennon’s “Give Peace A Chance” - I don’t remem­ber exactly - the man wasn’t the young­est either. At least there was a secret anti­cip­a­tion on the way home, then he pushed the plastic disc into his music tower and enjoyed the won­der­ful memory. The thick clouds above him dis­ap­peared, the load on his back became lighter, and sud­denly he saw another chance for his project, which had already ended up in the trash. At the same time he pulled the plastic disc out of the tower, grabbed a mag­ni­fy­ing glass, looked through it long and thought­ful, put the disc back in its case and in no time was back in the same shop where he had bought it. There he gave a long lecture to the sales­per­son that he had been cheated because he could not find a musi­cian or any musical instru­ment in the plastic disc, as clearly shown on the cover. - The seller was hor­ri­fied, nothing like this had happened to him before. For­tu­nately, however, he remembered a court ruling he had recently read in a news­pa­per. So he took a deep breath and explained to the man in an offi­cial voice: “The sale of music CDs is per­mit­ted even if neither a musi­cian nor a musical instru­ment are included in the pack­aging, as they were shown on the cover, because the people who buy such CDs are gen­er­ally informed that neither musi­cians nor musical instru­ments are mater­i­ally con­tained.” At this, the man was hor­ri­fied and shouted: “How can that be? That is com­pletely unscientific! I’ve examined the thing very care­fully!” The seller replied: “But you heard the music...”- “That doesn’t prove any­thing!” pro­tested the sci­ent­ist and left the shop furi­ously...

A bad fairy tale... It could be told better, but it will always remain unsat­is­fy­ing, because some­thing like this really happens today with the altern­at­ive medi­cine of homeo­pathy, and even the court judg­ment is not inven­ted (www.lto.de), as if the courts had nothing more useful to do. Sci­ent­ists in par­tic­u­lar are waging a mer­ci­less struggle against homeo­pathy today, remin­is­cent of the methods of the medi­eval inquis­i­tion. Back then, too, it was a matter of fan­at­ic­ally using a lot of force to main­tain a world­view, which was no longer tenable. And what was called “inquis­i­tion” back then is what science calls “falsi­fic­a­tion” today, which means: “We cannot say what is true, but we can say exactly what is wrong!” That sounds crazy, but that’s the way today among other things against homeo­pathy. Many people feel the effect, many could be cured with it, many doctors work suc­cess­fully with it, and espe­cially sports medi­cine and top ath­letes like to use it (www.sportaerztezei­tung.com). However, the effect cannot be explained with our mater­i­al­istic world­view so far, and so one speaks of ima­gin­a­tion only, placebo and finally even of fraud. A huge media hype was stoked, and even famous sci­ent­ists like Harald Lesch appar­ently like to blow this horn (see e.g. video: Homoe­opathy self-made by Mai Thi Ngujen-Kim in the Lesch & Co labor­at­ory). Pity!

Now we do not want to list and discuss all the argu­ments for and against homeo­pathy here. The inter­net is full of it. Most dis­cus­sions end with the under­stand­ing that you always need a mater­ial carrier for inform­a­tion, similar to the data on a music CD. The inform­a­tion here are pressed or burned into various mater­i­als, but with water or sugar glob­ules, which are often used as homeo­pathic car­ri­ers, such a prin­ciple cannot be sci­en­tific­ally explained. And without a carrier, there is of course no inform­a­tion. This is where dis­cus­sions usually end. But is that true?

Inform­a­tion without a carrier? Well, even Harald Lesch says (Video: Kos­mo­lo­gie-1 12:30):

“There is a form of effect that is inde­pend­ent of the wearer.”

Other famous phys­i­cists who have studied modern quantum physics in depth go even further. Hans-Peter-Dürr says (Potsdam Memor­andum 2005):

“Matter is basic­ally not matter at all, but a rela­tion­ship struc­ture, a kind of shape or, in a certain way, car­ri­er­less ‘inform­a­tion’...”

Moreover, in an inter­view at P.M. Magazine 05/2007 he says:

“The fields in quantum physics are not only imma­ter­ial, but also affect com­pletely dif­fer­ent, larger spaces that have nothing to do with our famil­iar three-dimen­sional space. It is a pure inform­a­tion field - like a kind of quantum code. It has nothing to do with mass and energy. This inform­a­tion field is not only within me, but extends over the entire uni­verse. The cosmos is a whole because this quantum code has no limit. There is only one thing...”

Anton Zeilinger says:

“Ulti­mately, it turns out that inform­a­tion is an essen­tial build­ing block of the world. At some point, we will have to say goodbye to the naive realism accord­ing to which the world itself exists without our inter­ven­tion and inde­pend­ent of our obser­va­tion.”

Thomas Görnitz dif­fer­en­ti­ates between three levels for inform­a­tion and carrier (Evol­u­tion of the spir­itual from quantum inform­a­tion, page 77):

1) Inform­a­tion that should be “here and now” needs a mater­ial medium such as paper or a brain.
2) Inform­a­tion that should be “now”, but is not limited to “here”, needs an ener­getic carrier such as photons, TV pro­grams or cell phone calls.
3) Inform­a­tion without a carrier is neither “here nor now”, but always and every­where.

And Ulrich Warnke even says (Inform­a­tion and Energy 11:30):

“Inform­a­tion is the primary sub­stance of the uni­verse...”

There are many other examples that could be cited. So we know that inform­a­tion is not bound to a carrier and can exist without a carrier, because every carrier con­sists prac­tic­ally only of inform­a­tion. And if such top-class sci­ent­ists, who can look back on a long and intense life in the modern world of science, speak of such views, then they are cer­tainly not com­pletely plucked out of the air, as some younger sci­ent­ists want to explain to us. Inter­est­ingly, the views coin­cide with what people have known for many thou­sands of years, or at least what has been passed down from them. Only the terms have changed, because in the past people spoke of spirit, intel­li­gence, know­ledge and con­scious­ness, which were regarded as the basis of the entire uni­verse. Why should we assume today that people were much more stupid then and did not know the fun­da­mental essence of nature with which they lived so intensely and closely? Perhaps they even had a much deeper under­stand­ing of it, which is hardly access­ible in arti­fi­cial labor­at­or­ies and offices, Maybe there­fore they did not succumb to the extreme mater­i­al­ism that causes so much damage every­where in nature today.

His­tor­ical? The prin­ciples that are used in homeo­pathy today have long been known. People knew, for example, that water can be con­jured and ener­get­ic­ally charged. You can already find stories in the ancient Indian Puranas in which water was con­sec­rated for certain pur­poses, e.g.:
“One night during a cere­mony the wise men had placed a vessel of con­sec­rated water on the altar and retired to sleep. And fate would have it that the king awoke around mid­night and was extremely thirsty. Because he didn’t want to wake any of the wise men, he looked around for some­thing to drink. In doing so, he dis­covered the vessel with water, which was sacred and charged with fertile power through sacred texts, and drank it. When the Munis rose and saw that the water was gone, they asked, “Who drank this power­ful water? The queen of Yuvanaswa should drink it and give birth to a power­ful and brave son...” (Vishnu Purana 4.2)

The whole thing was also pos­sible with food, such as rice pudding:
“Your mother didn’t do you any good when she changed the plates for the rice pudding. You will bear a most warlike and rest­less son. On the other hand, your mother will give birth to a great ascetic who will master all the Vedas. Because through the power of my asceti­cism I have put all the know­ledge of the Vedas into this rice.” (Harivam­sha Purana 1.27)

In addi­tion, the water served as a carrier to realize curses, because everything is con­nec­ted to water, such as:
“Now also furious, King Saudasa scooped water with his hands and was about to curse Vas­ishta, when his queen stopped him and said: “Oh king, the famous and great ascetic Vas­ishta is our teacher and priest. You shouldn’t curse him.” After these words of his queen, Saudasa poured the power­ful water over his own feet, which imme­di­ately turned dark. From that time on, King Saudasa was also known as Kal­mashapada (spotted feet).” (Ramay­ana 7.78)

Sim­il­arly, it is said in Chinese Daoism:
“Chen favours prac­tices that involve con­jur­ing water (fushui) and burning talis­man paper, which is to be mixed with the medi­cine and cooked, not only in the context of epi­dem­ics and pois­on­ing. He also uses such Daoist-inspired prac­tices in the case of mind obses­sion and enchant­ment.” (Cir­cu­lat­ing passion)

Divide and mul­tiply? Here, too, we could find many more examples. Another problem is that today many sci­ent­ists who have gone through the mater­i­al­istic school cannot imagine how one can increase an effect by divid­ing and shaking. Of course, when you divide matter, exper­i­ence has shown that it becomes less. However, we also know when inform­a­tion is shared and “shaken” in the world, it becomes more and can have a cor­res­pond­ingly greater effect. A YouTube video that has been viewed a million times will there­fore not be less, but more.

There is the famous parable of the “feeding of the five thou­sand” in the Bible:
“How much bread do you have? Go and see! And when they had found out, they said, five and two fish. And he told them that they should all sit down, table by table, on the green grass. And they sat down in groups of one hundred and fifty. And he took the five loaves and two fish, looked up to heaven, and gave thanks, and broke the loaves, and gave them to the dis­ciples to set before the people, and he divided the two fish among them all. And they all ate and were sat­is­fied. And they took up the broken pieces, twelve baskets full, and of the fish. And those who ate there were five thou­sand men.” (Mark 6.38)

Yes, if you only share the food mater­i­ally, it becomes less and less and every­one may only get a crumb. The message, however, of com­pas­sion and mod­er­a­tion, which is con­veyed is becom­ing more and more effect­ive, and this is our real nour­ish­ment, which can truly satiate us. That means: if people live con­ten­tedly and mod­er­ately, there is enough food for every­one. Sim­il­arly, in homeo­pathy you can mul­tiply the message or inform­a­tion and thus increase the effect. Inter­est­ingly enough, this bib­lical parable even men­tions the powers 50 and 100, which also play a major role in homeo­pathy. Coin­cid­ence? At least when it comes to passing on inform­a­tion, it is very import­ant whether a teacher informs all stu­dents at the same time, or whether several teach­ers with small groups of stu­dents are formed in this way, which in turn produce new teach­ers. In addi­tion, in the five loaves and two fish one can find the seven natural prin­ciples, which are remin­is­cent of the five ele­ments with the senses and the two spirit prin­ciples that we have often spoken about. This bib­lical parable is not just about an outward instruc­tion, but also about an inner process of devel­op­ment, that takes place in every human being.

Inform­a­tion? The term “inform­a­tion” in homeo­pathy could already explain a lot. But how is it that water or other sub­stances can mem­or­ise inform­a­tion? Do they have a memory? Well, if inform­a­tion is the basis of the uni­verse (as the phys­i­cists men­tioned above suggest) then of course the whole uni­verse would be a huge memory. That sounds crazy to us today, but people thou­sands of years ago already knew this too. If we believe today that we can get away with any sin, great or small, as long as no one finds out, then people used to know that God sees everything. Yes, it may sound trite to many because it was misused a lot, but in prac­tice, this is about a uni­ver­sal memory. In order to avoid the term “God”, some sci­ent­ists speak of the subtle, morpho­gen­etic, inform­a­tion, matrix, zero point or psi field in this regard. In addi­tion to the law of con­ser­va­tion of energy, there is also a law of con­ser­va­tion of inform­a­tion in science, which of course, like everything spir­itual, cannot or may not be “sci­en­tific­ally” proven. That would mean that inform­a­tion could not be lost. It can change, but it is not lost. There­fore, when people in India speak of karma that one accu­mu­lates in life through thoughts, words and deeds, this also means this uni­ver­sal memory that per­sists even over many gen­er­a­tions. Moreover, as one can read in the old Puranas, even the whole uni­verse arises again and again from the inform­a­tion of what has pre­vi­ously dis­solved. So the Big Bang is not a coin­cid­ence, like det­on­at­ing a bomb and expect­ing it to become a house or even a person, but a devel­op­ment process based on accu­mu­lated inform­a­tion. The Bible prob­ably means some­thing similar when it says: “In the begin­ning was the word...”

Inform­a­tion trans­fer? This could explain a lot. While in clas­sical homeo­pathy accord­ing to Hahne­mann certain sub­stances are still diluted and shaken, there are even exper­i­ences with a purely spir­itual trans­fer of the inform­a­tion of the active ingredi­ent to a carrier, as repor­ted, for example, by a veter­in­arian using homeo­pathy known to us per­son­ally, whose name we keep con­fid­en­tial because of the impend­ing inquis­i­tion. He men­tally ima­gines the effect and potency of the medi­cine while inhal­ing and dis­pens­ing it into a bottle of dis­tilled water while exhal­ing. Then the water is shaken, the label is stuck on and the “spirit in the glass” is ready. Incred­ible, but it works sup­posedly and under­lines the ability that inform­a­tion can be trans­mit­ted inde­pend­ently of the carrier. It cer­tainly takes a lot of prac­tice, exper­i­ence and talent. And inter­est­ingly, this method coin­cides with the above-men­tioned tra­di­tions for con­sec­rat­ing or con­jur­ing water, which not every­one was able to do at the time.

Hocus-pocus? How can this work? Here, too, the memory of the uni­verse could be of help. As we may remem­ber a beach vaca­tion long ago, the water could also remem­ber that it was already used as a homeo­pathic remedy. Now, one only has to think away the narrow limits of our little self-con­scious­ness in this mater­ial body (which also con­sists for the most part of water), which usually believes that it would exist inde­pend­ently of everything. Then everything would be con­nec­ted to the general memory of the uni­verse, and this over­arch­ing memory between “spirit in man” and “spirit in glass” would at least be pos­sible. That would mean that our con­scious­ness is con­stantly having a more or less effect on all the things we con­cen­trate on, such as the pro­duc­tion, sale and con­sump­tion of food. We would then have to deal respons­ibly with our thoughts...

What is “memory” (in German: “Erin­ner­ung”)? The word sup­posedly goes back to the Old High German “innaron”, which ori­gin­ally means: “Let someone inter­n­al­ise some­thing or become aware of some­thing.” This is a typical prop­erty of inform­a­tion. For example, the soft­ware for our com­puters, like the music on a CD, con­sists prac­tic­ally only of long rows of numbers, i.e. abstract pat­terns or form­less inform­a­tion that can be trans­mit­ted via many dif­fer­ent media. Each number reminds the hard­ware to do some­thing spe­cific. Soft­ware and hard­ware must har­mon­ize with one another so that the com­puter can func­tion prop­erly. So inform­a­tion is capable of making a system work. The soft­ware reminds the system of its func­tion, so to speak. This is how one says in homeo­pathy: “Similar things may be cured by similar things.” Of course, this assumes that a system has the ability to heal itself. It just needs to be remembered to activ­ate the healing func­tion. The human organ­ism nor­mally does this auto­mat­ic­ally, but you can cer­tainly wake up or strengthen this memory, for example through appro­pri­ate food, med­ic­a­tion, drugs, acu­punc­ture, love, joy, music, singing, sleep, relax­a­tion, prayer, auto­genic train­ing, hyp­nosis, med­it­a­tion or homeo­pathic rem­ed­ies. What is fraud about that?

How tall is an organ­ism? When we speak of self-healing, one must of course also ask about the size of the organ­ism that can sustain and heal itself. A human being usually rep­res­ents such an organ­ism, who has become an “inde­pend­ent” person with an offi­cial birth cer­ti­fic­ate, ID and name. But what does “my organ­ism” include? My hands and feet? If I lose them, it is painful, but the func­tion can be replaced and I live on. My internal organs? Even arti­fi­cial machines can more or less replace them, over a certain period, just as all other organs only func­tion for a certain period of time. My family or friends? Their loss is very painful, but they can be replaced. My house or car? If they break down, it’s painful, but they can be repaired or replaced. The air we breathe on earth? You lose a lot, but nowadays humans can even survive in arti­fi­cial cap­sules for a few months in outer space. This list could go on for a long time, and it is cer­tainly bene­fi­cial to think about how tall “I” actu­ally am and what is con­nec­ted with “my organ­ism”.

How big is my con­scious­ness? Few people are really fully aware of their true size. Most cannot even feel their heart­beat or internal organs until they become pain­fully ill. They only feel the wide­spread con­nec­tion with their envir­on­ment when the system is dis­turbed and sick. Why is that? Why do I think that my thoughts are limited to “my head”? Why do I believe in “mine” and “yours” at all? What kind of illu­sion is it that I only live for “myself”? This illu­sion is not tenable even from the mater­ial point of view, let alone from the spir­itual point of view. - This mental illu­sion is called self-aware­ness and in the worst-case fan­at­ical egoism. This power of illu­sion is very great and leads even to a state, where one cannot imagine that the water in the human body is con­nec­ted to the water in the glass or that the spirit in the head is con­nec­ted to the spirit in the glass. Even today many sci­ent­ists still believe that they are com­pletely inde­pend­ent observ­ers of their exper­i­ments and that their con­scious­ness has no influ­ence - because on one side there is “I” and on the other side the world or nature. The tele­vi­sion-famous phys­i­cist Harald Lesch cer­tainly asks not unjus­ti­fied: “What does the uni­verse have to do with me?”

But well, we will not be able to explain the secrets of the spirit and homeo­pathy fun­da­ment­ally here either. It will cer­tainly take gen­er­a­tions before our mater­i­al­istic world­view of clas­sical physics can open up again. Some sci­ent­ists them­selves speak of the fact that physics has been in a crisis for decades. And history teaches us: The more shaky a world­view becomes, the more aggress­ively and viol­ently it is defen­ded, which can be seen in the media these days.

Side effect? Finally, maybe a few thoughts on the effects of homeo­pathy. One often hears that homeo­pathy has no side effects. In prin­ciple, that makes little sense, because wherever there is an effect, there is also a side effect, because where there is a plus, there must always be a minus. We shouldn’t hope today that homeo­pathy can solve all of the prob­lems we have with modern medi­cines, such as the anti­bi­otic crisis. Any­thing you overdo will even­tu­ally have a neg­at­ive impact. Ne quid nimis - nothing in excess! This cer­tainly applies to homeo­pathy as well. For example, it is com­pletely unclear what happens to the homeo­pathic rests that end up in sewage, in the soil or in the oceans. A similar extreme mass applic­a­tion, as with chem­ical drugs, can cer­tainly not go without “side effects”. From this point of view, it is only to be wel­comed, that health insur­ance com­pan­ies do not pay for homeo­pathic rem­ed­ies. This ini­tially pre­vents extreme mass mar­ket­ing and favours mod­er­ate use by exper­i­enced homeo­paths, so that this ancient medi­cine can still bring many good things to people.

And our sci­ent­ist? He spent a rest­less night, returned to the office the next morning, fished the funding applic­a­tion out of the wastepa­per basket and tossed it rest­lessly back and forth. He saw all the for­mu­las and long texts that were sup­posed to con­vince that crowd of bur­eau­crats in the depart­ment, but could not. Just why? The whole thing was sci­en­tific­ally proven... Then he remembered the mag­ni­fy­ing glass in his pocket, took it out and looked at the paper. He looked for a long time, hours passed, and thought­fully he sat in the office. Here, too, only small dots could be seen with which he wanted to apply for many mil­lions of euros. Was that a fraud? He smiled in relief, gal­lantly slipped the stack of paper back into the small, round bin, looked out the window and was delighted with the green trees in the meadow oppos­ite, where the birds jumped to and fro and chirped their songs. [2020]


The Pea Trial (The Princess and the Pea)

✻ Once upon a time there was a king who had an only son who wanted to get married and asked his father for a wife. “Your wish shall be granted, my son,” said the King, “but it is not accept­able for you to take someone other than a prin­cess, and there is none to be around at the moment. In the mean­time, I want to announce it; maybe someone will answer you from afar.” So there was an open letter, and it was not long before there were enough prin­cesses. One came almost every day, but if someone asked about her birth and par­ent­age, it turned out that it was not a prin­cess, and she had to leave without having achieved any­thing. “If it goes on like this,” said the prince, “I will not have a wife in the end.” “Calm down, my son,” said the Queen, “before you know it, there will be one; hap­pi­ness is often at the door, you just have to open it.”

✎ Yes, dear old aris­to­cracy! When the general world­view was reversed at that time, and mater­ial values tri­umphed over spir­itual ones, the old aris­to­cratic class also had a hard time. Today we know the noble kings and princes, espe­cially from this period of decline, as a degen­er­ate human class who suffered from inbreed­ing, prac­ticed their old spir­itual values only extern­ally and were already addicted to mater­ial things intern­ally. Cor­res­pond­ingly, decep­tion reigned, as in our fairy tale, and it was under­stand­able that at that time the bour­geoisie said: “We can do better!” Science provided the found­a­tion for it. After the bour­geoisie, the workers raised their fists and shouted: “We can do even better!” This is how mater­i­al­ism took its course, with all its ups and downs that we know not only from history. That too was cer­tainly a logical and neces­sary devel­op­ment of nature, even if man believed that he was thereby freeing himself from the con­straints of nature.

We should not forget, however, that there were also good times under the rule of noble kings and princes, about which our his­tori­ography nat­ur­ally has little to report. A class or caste system does not only have its dark sides. It has given human­kind meaning and sta­bil­ity in life for a long time. Under­stand­ably, this only works as long as people can sub­or­din­ate them­selves and perform their tasks, like the cells in an organ­ism (see e.g. [Petrarca Chapter 1.16]). If every­one wants to be king, anti-author­it­arian child rearing is sup­posed to work and hap­pi­ness in life is based primar­ily on mater­ial pos­ses­sions, then of course demo­cracy is the better choice. Today we can hardly imagine any other world­view.

[image: ]Accord­ingly, when looking for a real prin­cess, we usually think of an outer appear­ance first. The problem of authen­ti­city, however, is not that simple. Let’s take a look at the toma­toes in the super­mar­ket, for example: They are called toma­toes, look like toma­toes and some­times taste a little like toma­toes. But are they real toma­toes? In this regard, our chil­dren can become scared. Will they ever be able to enjoy a real tomato again? - The mother reminds to be patient: “One does not have to pursue hap­pi­ness end­lessly. Calm down, and then all you have to do is open the door and let hap­pi­ness in.” Won­der­ful! Where did people get so much patience and trust from back then? Of course, in those times, the toma­toes were still growing in front of the door, and people were happy about the harvest only during a few months. A really ter­rible sat­is­fac­tion, the death of any market economy...

✻ It really was just as the Queen had said. Soon after­wards, on a stormy evening, when wind and rain beat on the window, there was a violent knock on the gate of the royal palace. The ser­vants opened the door and a beau­ti­ful girl entered, demand­ing to be brought before the king at once. The king wondered about the late visit and asked her where she was from, who she was, and what she wanted. “I come from a long way off,” she replied, “and I am the daugh­ter of a mighty king. When your announce­ment arrived in my father’s realm and I became acquain­ted with the por­trait of your son, I felt intense love for him and imme­di­ately set out on my way with the inten­tion of becom­ing his wife.”

“That seems a little ques­tion­able to me,” said the king, “you don’t look like a prin­cess to me either. Since when has a prin­cess ever been trav­el­ing alone without any entour­age and in such bad clothes?” “The entour­age would only have hindered me,” she replied, “the colour on my clothes has faded in the sun and the rain washed them out com­pletely. If you don’t think I am a prin­cess, just send a message to my father.” “That is too com­plic­ated for me,” said the king, “an embas­sage cannot travel as fast as you can. People must have the time they need; it would be years before they came back. If you cannot prove in some other way that you are a prin­cess, your wheat will not bloom here, and you do better make your way home again.” “Just let her stay,” said the Queen, “I want to put her to the test and I will know soon whether she is a prin­cess.”

The queen herself went up the tower and had a bed made up in a splen­did room. When the mat­tress was brought in, she put three peas on it, one on top, one in the middle and one on the bottom, then six soft mat­tresses were spread over them, linen sheets and a blanket of eider down. When everything was ready, she led the girl up to the bedroom. “After the long way you will be tired, my child,” she said, “get some sleep: tomor­row we will talk more.”

The day had scarcely dawned when the queen climbed the tower into the chamber. She thought to find the girl soundly asleep, but she was awake. “How did you sleep, my daugh­ter?” she asked. “Miser­able,” replied the prin­cess, “I haven’t slept all night.” “Why, my child, wasn’t the bed good?” “I’ve never lain in a bed like this, hard from head to toe; it was as if I was lying on peas.” “I can see,” said the Queen, “you are a real prin­cess. I will send you royal clothes, pearls and pre­cious stones: adorn your­self like a bride. We want to cel­eb­rate the wedding today.”

[image: ]✎ Well, pre­sum­ably there were other demands on a real prin­cess back then as well. However, what is sym­bol­ic­ally expressed here in the fairy tale is a truly great message and, in short, means: Real toma­toes are extremely sens­it­ive! They refuse to accept mono­cul­ture, maximum yields, mass pro­duc­tion and long trans­port routes. They say real toma­toes really have taste and are healthy. They saw the sun, exper­i­enced wind and weather, heard the hum of insects and felt mother earth. In addi­tion, even the real toma­toes ori­gin­ally come from far away, namely from Central and South America, and were already cul­tiv­ated by the Mayans...

Nev­er­the­less, if you look through the toma­toes, you can see on the sym­bolic level of this fairy tale the male role of the king as rational know­ledge based on extern­als, the female role of the queen as intu­it­ive know­ledge that tests the inner being, the prince as the wishing spirit and the prin­cess as the active nature. The seven great prin­ciples of nature can even be found in the seven mat­tresses. For example the four medi­eval ele­ments of wind, fire, water and earth with the three soul forces of will, under­stand­ing and memory (Vol­un­tas, Intel­lectus and Memoria, which Augustine and Master Eckhart also speak of, for example). However, one can also imagine the five senses, the self-con­scious­ness with the thoughts and the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence with the reason. Moreover, what could the three peas mean that torment us in nature? In Buddhism, for example, people speak of desire, hatred and ignor­ance as the three main causes of all suf­fer­ing: I want some things, I don’t want other things, and I don’t know the true essence of things. As the fairy tale clearly explains, these suf­fer­ings begin above the first mat­tress, i.e. above reason, and work through the self-con­scious­ness and the five senses as far as into our body, which is based on them.

[image: Princess on the pea - four elements, Voluntas, Intellectus and Memoria, respectively five senses, self-consciousness und universal intelligence]

Because intel­li­gence is the spir­itual basis of nature among the seven levels and not any dead matter, the motto of the fairy tale is: Real nature is extremely sens­it­ive! Not in the sense of a general weak­ness, as it is usually con­sidered, but in the sense of an indes­truct­ible strength. It was not for nothing that the prin­cess made the long way in wind and weather, and just out of love. That is the essence of Mother Nature. It is incom­par­ably strong, has fought with the toughest con­di­tions for bil­lions of years to make this planet first blue and then green. From this point of view, it seems to be indes­truct­ible. At the same time, we are becom­ing more and more aware of how sens­it­ive nature is and how sens­it­ive are all the many bal­ances that make life on earth and in our bodies pos­sible.

And why did it happen that way? Modern science speaks of coin­cid­ences. Our fairy tale speaks of “intense love”, so that nature developed out of love for the spirit. That was once a won­der­ful vision that made a com­pletely dif­fer­ent view of nature pos­sible. Nature was a place of learn­ing, full of mes­sages and symbols. The whole earth with moun­tains, rocks, clouds, seas, forests and fields was alive. The whole uni­verse with all the planets and stars was one great living organ­ism. Why was all alive? Because all was intel­li­gent and sens­it­ive. This intel­li­gent sens­it­iv­ity was the basis of nature, which could be found down to the smal­lest particles that attract, repel and react with one another. And people assumed the same prin­ciples gov­erned their every­day lives.

Then, from around the 18th century, the great reversal in the world­view came, and life became a by-product of a dead nature, which is said to have arisen at some point through evol­u­tion from stupid coin­cid­ences. This marked the begin­ning of the age of dead machines. Goodbye horse, hello car! Even humans became machines of work, con­sump­tion and fight­ing, also called “human resources”. Natural sens­it­iv­ity is now a major obstacle to the “Iron Man”. For many people these days, the point of being sens­it­ive is just going to the doctor for pills. Sens­it­iv­ity has become a great enemy. Tons of pain pills are con­sumed every year, a billion dollar busi­ness. The society seems to be geared at anaes­thesia with drugs and alcohol and tries to con­stantly over­ex­cite and dull the senses with horror films, scandal news, shock advert­ising, disco volume, etc. Some have to jump into the abyss on an elastic rope so that they can feel some life again. Our natural senses wither more and more, and with the senses, reason withers. Because if you are not sens­it­ive you cannot learn from nature, and without this learn­ing there is no reason. You might ask your­self: What would our world look like if people were more sens­it­ive and could learn from it?

So what’s the point of sens­it­iv­ity? A useless weak­ness of nature? Then our stun­ning strategy would cer­tainly be appro­pri­ate and a good way to go. But if sens­it­iv­ity is the true strength of nature, which should lead to reason, then today we would march with ket­tle­drums and trum­pets in a wrong or destruct­ive dir­ec­tion on the way to hap­pi­ness, and we miss again the great wedding, in which spirit and nature unite in harmony.

Well, what is the right way to hap­pi­ness now? How should we live with nature? Is it good to reduce it to insens­it­ive matter, like a dead machine that is sup­posed to make us happy? Is it good to control it with sci­entific laws so that it serves our wishes, like a mar­riage con­tract with a thou­sand con­straints? There may well be men who desire a woman’s body without loving her being. Sim­il­arly, we desire nature, we cannot live without it, but we do not really want to love or respect it. We treat it accord­ingly and use viol­ence to fight its sens­it­ive nature. Sure, no mar­riage without a fight. The only ques­tion is: Should this struggle cul­min­ate in endless enmity and mil­it­ant tyranny or end in har­mo­ni­ous love and mutual trust? That would be the happy ending of our fairy tale.
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The Seven Swabians

✻ Seven Swa­bi­ans were once together. The first was Master Schulz; the second, Jackli (Jacob); the third, Marli; the fourth, Jergli (George); the fifth, Michal (Michael); the sixth, Hans (Johannes); the seventh, Veitli (Veit): all seven had made up their minds to travel about the world to seek adven­tures, and perform great deeds. But in order that they might go in secur­ity and with arms in their hands, they thought it would be advis­able that they should have one sol­it­ary, but very strong, and very long spear made for them.
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This spear all seven of them took in their hands at once; in front walked the boldest and bravest, and that was Master Schulz; all the others fol­lowed in a row, and Veitli was the last. Then it came to pass one day in the hay-making month (July), when they had walked a long dis­tance, and still had a long way to go before they reached the village where they were to pass the night, that as they were in a meadow in the twi­light a great beetle or hornet flew by them from behind a bush, and hummed in a men­acing manner. Master Schulz was so ter­ri­fied that he all but dropped the spear, and a cold per­spir­a­tion broke out over his whole body. “Hark! Hark!” cried he to his com­rades, “Good heavens! I hear a drum.” Jackli, who was behind him holding the spear, and who per­ceived some kind of a smell, said, “Some­thing is most cer­tainly going on, for I taste powder and matches.”

[image: Climate Catastrophe]

At these words Master Schulz began to take to flight, and in a trice jumped over a hedge, but as he just happened to jump on to the teeth of a rake which had been left lying there after the hay-making, the handle of it struck against his face and gave him a tre­mend­ous blow. “Oh dear! Oh dear!” screamed Master Schulz. “Take me pris­oner; I sur­render! I sur­render!” The other six all leapt over, one on the top of the other, crying, “If you sur­render, I sur­render too! If you sur­render, I sur­render too!” At length, as no enemy was there to bind and take them away, they saw that they had been mis­taken, and in order that the story might not be known, and they be treated as fools and ridiculed, they all swore to each other to hold their peace about it until one of them acci­dent­ally spoke of it.

[image: Virus Panic]

✎ Well, for chil­dren’s ears, this fairy tale is a funny farce that you can at least smile about and ask your­self: How can people be so stupid? As adults, we look more deeply at the meaning, and so here we meet again the seven won­drous prin­ciples from a sym­bolic point of view that run through so many old fairy tales and are nowhere clearly described. So here, too, we can only guess and, in view of many other fairy tales, remem­ber the seven natural prin­ciples that can be found in every human being, namely the five senses with intel­lect and reason. These Seven arm them­selves with a power­ful spear, a tool for fight­ing, attack­ing, defend­ing and even killing, a weapon that is sup­posed to promise safety and at the same time spreads a lot of fear. All seven are con­nec­ted with this spear, similar to the fight­ing will that con­nects the parts of an organ­ism in order to achieve certain goals.

Master Schulz is at the top. The name “Schulz” sup­posedly comes from “Schul­the­iss”, a small ruler like a village mayor. In this way, this figure reminds us of the mind with the fight­ing thoughts, which are an expres­sion of our self-con­scious­ness that has to defend itself as an ego against others. The last one on the pike is Mr Veitli. The name “Veit” sup­posedly comes from the Latin term “Vitus” and recalls Saint Vitus and life itself (“Vita”). From this point of view, we think of the prin­ciple of reason, which is an expres­sion of a higher intel­li­gence and is not for nothing at the end of the line in this fairy tale. In between, we could imagine the five senses that have a direct effect on the mind at the top and are also addressed in the text. However, one could also think of other prin­ciples that could be derived from bib­lical names such as Jacob, George, Michael and Johannes.

In this way, one can under­stand the seven Swa­bi­ans with their spear as a symbol of a whole person who, so to speak, “travels about this world to seek adven­tures and perform great deeds”. What is now described in a sar­castic way in the fairy tale is deepest psy­cho­logy, a won­der­ful look into the inwards of an ordin­ary person, in whom many fears and suf­fer­ings arise through ignor­ance. It can go so far that one only sees enemies every­where and devel­ops a psychotic fear. In this fear, you no longer know any reas­on­able bound­ar­ies; you jump over the useful fences in panic and create a lot of suf­fer­ing, as is clearly described in the fairy tale.

This is of course mainly due to a weak reason, so that the mind takes the lead almost exclus­ively. The mind, however, is based primar­ily on thoughts that are shaped by the sensory impres­sions, and thus builds a world of thoughts in which every fantasy can become true. This creates a very dis­tor­ted “reality” that often over­es­tim­ates unim­port­ant things and under­es­tim­ates import­ant things or com­pletely ignores them. In this way, egoism devel­ops, which nat­ur­ally over­es­tim­ates itself as a person. And as the fairy tale aptly says at the end of the above section, the illu­sion is main­tained until there is no other way. That reminds us very much of the famous story “The Emperor’s New Clothes” by Hans Chris­tian Ander­sen.

Won­der­ful to the point! What is missing or not working here is reason, the higher intel­li­gence, which grants a hol­istic view and can see through the super­fi­cial things, so to speak, in order to recog­nize the essen­tials. That is the big dif­fer­ence between mind and reason: The mind dis­sects and con­siders the partial aspects; the reason unites and sees the whole and the essen­tials. This is what we lack most today, what is not pro­moted by polit­ics, busi­ness and science and cannot be replaced by any mater­ial wealth. Because as long as one does not recog­nize the essen­tials in life, the world remains full of dangers, everything is per­ish­able and the most ter­rible danger is one’s own death:

✻ Then they jour­neyed onwards. The second danger which they sur­vived cannot be com­pared with the first. Some days after­wards, their path led them through a fallow-field where a hare was sitting sleep­ing in the sun. Her ears were stand­ing straight up, and her great glassy eyes were wide open. All of them were alarmed at the sight of the hor­rible wild beast, and they con­sul­ted together as to what it would be the least dan­ger­ous to do. For if they were to run away, they knew that the monster would pursue and swallow them whole. So they said, “We must go through a great and dan­ger­ous struggle. Boldly ven­tured, is half won,” and all seven grasped the spear, Master Schulz in front, and Veitli behind.
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Master Schulz was always trying to keep the spear back, but Veitli had become quite brave while behind, and wanted to dash forward and cried,
“Strike home, in every Swabian’s name,
Or else I wish ye may be lame.”

But Hans knew how to meet this, and said,
“Thunder and light­ning, it’s fine to prate,
But for dragon-hunting thou’rt aye too late.”

Michal cried,
“Nothing is wanting, not even a hair,
Be sure the Devil himself is there.”

Then it was Jergli’s turn to speak,
“If it be not, it’s at least his mother,
Or else it’s the Devil’s own step-brother.”

And now Marli had a bright thought, and said to Veitli,
“Advance, Veitli, advance, advance,
And I behind will hold the lance.”

Veitli, however, did not attend to that, and Jackli said,
“Tis Schulz‘s place the first to be,
No one deserves that honour but he.”

Then Master Schulz plucked up his courage, and said, gravely,
“Then let us boldly advance to the fight,
And thus we shall show our valour and might.”

Hereupon they all together set on the dragon. Master Schulz crossed himself and prayed for God’s assist­ance, but as all this was of no avail, and he was getting nearer and nearer to the enemy, he screamed “Oho! Oho! ho! ho! ho!” in the greatest anguish. This awakened the hare, which in great alarm darted swiftly away. When Master Schulz saw her thus flying from the field of battle, he cried in his joy,
“Quick, Veitli, quick, look there, look there,
The monster’s nothing but a hare!”

✎ The hare as a new great danger is cer­tainly a symbol here that one can think about for a long time. On the one hand, the hare is (in German) the epitome of an over-anxious being, the famous “Ang­sthase” (a scaredy-cat) who feels threatened by everything and quickly takes flight. On the other hand, it is said that hares sleep with their eyes open, which reminds us of the world of thoughts already men­tioned, in which one can still dream while awake. To recog­nize this delu­sional fear in ourselves, which is mainly nour­ished by thoughts, is cer­tainly an import­ant step on the path of spir­itual devel­op­ment. It is not that far-fetched, that it appears as a dan­ger­ous and wild animal, similar to a fire-breath­ing dragon, because the fear is very closely con­nec­ted with our animal nature that is usually expressed in an aggress­ive ego. Fight­ing with this animal within us is surely one of the greatest chal­lenges in human life.
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Inter­est­ingly enough, Master Schulz, as mind, ini­tially backs down, because he is actu­ally a friend of the fearful ego, and Veitli, as reason, becomes brave and wants to attack. This is an import­ant message, because prac­tic­ally only the higher reason with a hol­istic view can defeat the fearful animal being in us, and not the ego with the dis­sect­ing mind. To do this, reason would have to be power­ful and stand as king at the front of the spear, to make decisions about the thoughts and five senses. But in our fairy tale the reason is weak and over­whelmed by the argu­ments of the senses, and so Master Schulz, as mind and ego, tries to fight the fearful being that he himself created. Well, what happens? Fear escapes, hides some­where again, and the mind believes in its victory with joy, which of course can only be a mental or con­cep­tual victory by the under­stand­ing: “The monster is a rabbit!” Won­der­ful! Much better would be an essen­tial victory of reason over the animal egoism, which is a main reason for all our fears, but the fairy tale is appar­ently still a long way from that.

Another aspect is the devil, which is men­tioned in the above dis­cus­sion. Because where fear reigns, the devil is not far away, who is drawn as the enemy on the wall (of thoughts). And if it’s not the devil, then it’s his mother or his step­brother, which prob­ably means the fears of nature and death. Because with devil, nature and death you can stir up a lot of fear up to hys­teria and panic, and that is nothing new in polit­ics, because a nation full of fear can be abused for any­thing because people are no longer able to make reas­on­able decisions. Then one only has to direct the fear towards an appro­pri­ate goal, and one can wage the greatest wars against ima­gin­ary enemies or do the greatest busi­ness with ima­gined desires. What hap­pi­ness do we hope for in a world that will soon be ruled only by fears? Here, too, the problem lies in the mind, which can be men­tally manip­u­lated and shaped, because the hol­istic view of reason is missing. What happens when reason is missing, which should be man’s greatest wealth, can be observed today all over the world, and our fairy tale con­tin­ues accord­ingly.
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✻ But the Swabian allies went in search of further adven­tures, and came to the Moselle, a mossy, quiet, deep river, over which there are few bridges, and which in many places people have to cross in boats. As the seven Swa­bi­ans did not know this, they called to a man who was working on the oppos­ite side of the river, to know how people con­trived to get across. The dis­tance and their way of speak­ing made the man unable to under­stand what they wanted, and he said “What? What?” in the way people speak in the neigh­bour­hood of Treves. Master Schulz thought he was saying, “Wade, wade through the water,” and as he was the first, began to set out and went into the Moselle. It was not long before he sank in the mud and the deep waves which drove against him, but his hat was blown on the oppos­ite shore by the wind, and a frog sat down beside it, and croaked “Wat, wat, wat.” The other six on the oppos­ite side heard that, and said, “Oho, com­rades, Master Schulz is calling us; if he can wade across, why cannot we?” So they all jumped into the water together in a great hurry, and were drowned, and thus one frog took the lives of all six of them, and not one of the Swabian allies ever reached home again.
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✎ The fairy tale takes its course, and a great river appears as the third great chal­lenge. This symbol reminds us of the river of life between birth and death, which must be crossed in life in order to reach the home bank safely without sinking into the swamp of the world. There is also a won­der­ful teach­ing from Buddha in the Pal­ik­anon (Majjhima Nikaya 22):

As a raft, you monks, I want to show you the teach­ing, suit­able for escap­ing, not for holding on. Hear that, and pay close atten­tion to my speech... In the same way, you monks, if a man, on a journey, came to an immense water, the bank on this side full of dangers and terror, the bank on the other side safe, free from terror, and there would be no ship to cross, no bridge on this side to reach the other bank. Then this man would think: “That is a tre­mend­ous water, the bank on this side full of dangers and horror, the bank on the other side safe, free from terror, and there is no ship to cross, no bridge on this side to get across. What if I now col­lec­ted reeds and trunks, brush­wood and leaves, put together a raft and using this raft, working with hands and feet, safely made it to the other bank? And the man, you monks, now col­lec­ted reeds and trunks, brush­wood and leaves, put together a raft and, using this raft, working with hands and feet, crossed safely to the other bank. And, saved, crossed, he would think: “This raft is really dear to me, with this raft I have reached the other bank safely, working with hands and feet. How if I now lift this raft on my head or on my shoulders and would go where I want?” What do you think of that, monks? Would this man, by doing such a thing, treat the raft prop­erly? “Cer­tainly not, O Lord!” So what should the man do, monks, to treat the raft prop­erly? You monks, this man, saved, would then con­sider: “This raft is really dear to me, by means of this raft, working with my hands and feet, I got over safely to the other bank. What if I put this raft on the bank or con­signed it to the tide and go where I want?” By doing this, verily, monks, this man would treat the raft prop­erly. Like­wise now, you monks, I have presen­ted the teach­ing as a raft, suit­able for escap­ing, not for holding on.

What kind of teach­ing can serve as a raft? It’s about devel­op­ing a higher reason. For this, one should use the mind with the thoughts, not to accu­mu­late and hold onto a lot of con­cep­tual know­ledge, but to use the know­ledge and develop a higher insight. However, our Swabian allies knew nothing about it, and so Master Schulz had to sink with his mind and ego into the tough mud of the world and drowned all other natural prin­ciples includ­ing reason. Well, such a thing can happen to us on a small and a large scale.

And why did that happen? Because they first mis­un­der­stood the voice of nature and then the voice of life in the form of the frog. This is a won­der­ful sym­bol­ism, because living nature speaks to us all the time and always answers when we ask. But do we under­stand the message? Or are we just hearing what the ego wants to hear through the mind? As long as we only hear the voice of nature through the intel­lec­tual mind, it will always sound dis­tor­ted and one-sided. Meas­ur­ing instru­ments, stat­ist­ics, for­mu­las and numbers cannot lead us to the safe shore. Science has really brought us a lot of under­stand­ing, but hardly any reason. In order to hear the true voice of nature, we need a direct con­nec­tion to nature again, not just a con­cep­tual and sci­entific one.

In summary, one can say that this fairy tale addresses three great stages of devel­op­ment in humans, which one could also con­sider youth, adult­hood and old age:

1) Know­ledge of the nature of things so that the fear of external things dis­ap­pears.
2) Know­ledge and victory over the animal being in us, so that egoism dis­ap­pears.
3) Reach­ing the safe shore without sinking into the swamp of the world, so that all fears and dreads dis­ap­pear.

Each of these levels can only be reached if the pre­vi­ous one has been mastered. That is the real chal­lenge of nature. We shouldn’t think that nature is as weak as it seems to us and needs our help. Nature always chal­lenges us and plays its own game, and above all to help us. Here, too, reason is cer­tainly a great goal, because without reason the whole mind is useless to us. Because in the mind, there are always many argu­ments for and against, such as argu­ments for war and argu­ments for peace, for arm­a­ment and for dis­arm­a­ment, for chem­ical poisons and for envir­on­mental pro­tec­tion, for and against anti­bi­ot­ics and tons of pills, for and against drugs, for and against electro smog, for and against nuclear power, for and against wind tur­bines, for and against elec­tric cars, for and against vaca­tion flyers and drivers, etc. Whoever puts forward the better argu­ments, offers the better show, does more advert­ising and appears most con­vin­cing, people will follow like sheep. Three argu­ments in favour of toilet paper, and across the country toilet paper is sold out as if it were the most import­ant thing in life (and it really happened during the coronavirus lock­down in Germany in March 2020). Where shall we end up? First this country was turned into a big depart­ment store, then a big hos­pital, and tomor­row it’s going to be a huge nursing home...

Well, that happens when people are no longer able to make useful decisions, and this is called: Sinking into the tough mud of the world and the driving waves, when the mind sticks or clings to external things with desire or hatred. Because the mind can only “dis­tin­guish” and more or less fan­at­ic­ally take a side. Reason can “decide” and settle the appar­ent oppos­ites in a salut­ary way. There­fore, reason and not intel­lect should rule in an adult human being. Perhaps it is time to hear the message of nature hol­ist­ic­ally and to intro­duce the subject “reason” in our schools along­side all the sci­ences?

The immun­o­lo­gist Pro­fessor Dr. Stefan Hock­ertz says on Corona topic:

“The reac­tion of polit­ics is dis­pro­por­tion­ate, it is author­it­arian, it is bossy, it is beyond measure - no ques­tion about it - and we as cit­izens would rather expect to be informed and treated in a know­ledge-based, reas­on­able and modest manner...” And he says at the end: “It is not the virus that makes us sick, the fear of it makes us sick.” (Source Inter­view at RS2 24.03.2020)

An Arabic fairy tale worth taking to heart

The wise Abubekr Ben Zechariah Al Rasi was riding to Baghdad when he saw with horror that a hideous figure was mount­ing on the animal behind him. “Who are you, stranger?” He asked. “I’m Cholera and I have to go into town to let five thou­sand people die. If you take me with you, you and your dear ones will be spared.”

Abubekr inten­ded to move the cholera to mild­ness and bar­gained with it. From five thou­sand it went down to three thou­sand, then to a thou­sand, to five hundred, and finally to a hundred. When the wise man con­tin­ued his peti­tions, Cholera exclaimed, “Well, let only fifty die; but now be sat­is­fied, oth­er­wise you will be the first one I will take.”

Now he allowed it to come with him, but after a week he regret­ted his kind­ness, because more than ten thou­sand people died of the fatal disease.

When, after some time, he rode to Dam­as­cus, he met Cholera again and reproached it for keeping its word so badly. Cholera, however, replied: “By the beard of the prophet, I have not lied to you! I only killed fifty! The others did not die from my breath, but from their unne­ces­sary fear.”

(Source: Karl Friedrich May, Schacht und Hütte, Blätter zur Unter­hal­tung und Belehrung, No. 11, 1875/1876)


Thumbling

✻ There was once a poor peasant who sat in the evening by the hearth and poked the fire, and his wife sat and span. Then said he, “How sad it is that we have no chil­dren! With us all is so quiet, and in other houses it is noisy and lively.” “Yes,” replied the wife, and sighed, “even if we had only one, and it were quite small, and only as big as a thumb, I should be quite sat­is­fied, and we would still love it with all our hearts.” Now it so happened that the woman fell ill, and after seven months, gave birth to a child, that was perfect in all its limbs, but no longer than a thumb. Then said they, “It is as we wished it to be, and it shall be our dear child;” and because of its size, they called it Thum­bling. They did not let it want for food, but the child did not grow taller, but remained as it had been at the first, nev­er­the­less it looked sens­ibly out of its eyes, and soon showed itself to be a wise and nimble creature, for everything it did turned out well.

✎ A won­der­ful fairy tale that appar­ently deals with the big ques­tion of what actu­ally a “living being” or the “essence of life” is, which was formerly also referred to as the soul. The com­par­ison of the soul with a little man of the size of a thumb is a very old sym­bol­ism that we already find several times in the ancient Indian scrip­tures of the Upan­ishads, such as:
The spirit as an inner soul is as big (or thick) as a thumb and is in the heart (or essence) of people. One should clearly dis­tin­guish it from the body, as one sep­ar­ates the fibres from the Munja grass. It should be recog­nized as pure and immor­tal, truly pure and immor­tal. (Kathaka Upan­ishad 6.17)

Anyway, we could not find any­thing about the origin of this sym­bol­ism there. At least the thumb is a import­ant part of the hand that is neces­sary for action. In addi­tion, the “thumb” used to be a common basic unit of meas­ure­ment that was later called inches, as we now also use the “meter” as a basic unit for length meas­ure­ments or kilo­grams for weights. By divid­ing and mul­tiply­ing the whole dynamic range of lengths and weights can be described. Sim­il­arly, the concept of the soul may have been used as an essen­tial “basic unit” for every living being. In this regard, the ancient Indian scrip­tures also speak of the Valakhilyas as thum­blings, who have reduced their bodies, so to speak, to the most essen­tial thing, namely the soul, and who there­fore have the full power of the spirit:
The Valakhilyas are ascet­ics who have achieved per­fec­tion through renun­ci­ation and who dwell in the solar disk... They are no bigger than a thumb... Their only desire is renun­ci­ation, and through their right­eous beha­viour, they achieve the highest merits. [MHB 13.141]

People in all cul­tures have thought a lot about this soul, which mys­tic­ally brings the body to life. Obvi­ously, this fairy tale also deals with it and begins with the usual duality of man and woman as well as three forces that lead to the birth of the soul. The first force is the fire that the man stirs up, the neces­sary energy, so to speak, which we know today as an essen­tial basis for matter and life. The second power is the woman’s spin­ning, the twist­ing of fibres into a thread. This sym­bol­ism is also ancient and can already be found in Nordic mys­ti­cism in the form of the Norns, who spin the threads of fate or life at the root of the world tree. We also know spin­ning as the twist­ing of know­ledge into end­lessly long chains of thoughts, which are then woven into ideas and thought pat­terns of all kinds. There­fore, our thread of life con­sists primar­ily of know­ledge, and even modern physics is slowly becom­ing aware of the import­ance of inform­a­tion. The third force is a deeply rooted desire for cre­ation, diversity and design. We can best study the tre­mend­ous effects in our modern times. However, man has also known this wish for a long time, and already in the Upan­ishads it is set at the begin­ning just like in this fairy tale:
Only the self (= soul) was here at the begin­ning, and it was alone. It wished: “If I had a wife, then I would pro­cre­ate, then I would be rich, then I would do works”. That was its wish. Despite all desires, one does not want to achieve more than that. That is why a single person now wishes: “If I had a wife, then I would pro­cre­ate, then I would be rich, then I would do works.” (Bri­hadaran­yaka-Upan­ishad 4.17)

Whatever goal he desires, whatever desire he demands, all of this arises from his will. He wins it and grows up. (Chan­dogya-Upan­ishad)

Here we find three amazing basic forces, namely energy, know­ledge and will, which in the Middle Ages were known as the three soul forces of Memoria, Intel­lectus and Vol­un­tas (memory, intel­li­gence and will). There­fore, the wish comes true, and a child is born who, so to speak, fulfils the minimum require­ments of the mother and embod­ies the essen­tials of a person, because the mother falls ill during preg­nancy and gives birth to a pre­ma­ture baby, a little boy whose body does not develop as usual. Such ideas were pos­sible at that time because the general view of the world saw the spirit as the basis of matter. The body grew on the basis of spirit or soul and not like today, the spirit on the basis of the body. Sim­il­arly, we find the idea of the spirit in the glass, which we have already examined in the fairy tale of the same name, or the medi­eval idea of hom­un­cu­lus, as described, for example, in Goethe’s [Faust II] as a being looking for a body:

He asks thy counsel, he desires to be.
He is, as I myself have heard him say,
(The thing’s a marvel!) only born half-way.
He has no lack of qual­it­ies ideal,
But far too much of palp­able and real.
Till now the glass alone has given him weight,
And he would fain be soon incor­por­ate.

✻ One day the peasant was getting ready to go into the forest to cut wood, when he said as if to himself, “How I wish that there was any one who would bring the cart to me!” “Oh father,” cried Thum­bling, “I will soon bring the cart, rely on that; it shall be in the forest at the appoin­ted time.” The man smiled and said, “How can that be done, thou art far too small to lead the horse by the reins?” “That’s of no con­sequence, father, if my mother will only harness it, I will sit in the horse’s ear, and call out to him how he is to go.” “Well,” answered the man, “for once we will try it.” When the time came, the mother har­nessed the horse, and placed Thum­bling in its ear, and then the little creature cried “Gee up, gee up!” Then it went quite prop­erly as if with its master, and the cart went the right way into the forest.

✎ A similar sym­bol­ism of the body’s wagon is used, which is loaded with fire­wood, as we have already examined in the fairy tale of Doctor Knowall. Only no oxen are har­nessed, but a horse that is led by the little man in the ear. Here one can again recog­nize sym­bol­ic­ally the will that Mother Nature har­nesses to the body car­riage and which now listens to the com­mands of the soul. In this way, our body is moved like a cart and loaded with fire­wood, which we more or less accu­mu­late in life. This includes everything per­sonal, such as our life story, our ego, our pos­ses­sions and all merits and sins, which is called “karma” in Indian. So you can well imagine how fully laden our body car is nowadays. And what do we do with it now?

The soul, know, is the driver of the chariot, the body is the chariot, reason is the chari­oteer and the think­ing is the reins. The senses are called the horses, the sense objects their goal, and the wise call the soul “the savourer”, bound to senses and thoughts. Whoever does not have the right reason, does not use think­ing as a rein, has, like a chari­oteer bad horses, his senses not in control. (Kathaka Upan­ishad 3.3)

✻ It so happened that just as he was turning a corner, and the little one was crying “Gee up,” two strange men came towards him. “My word!” said one of them. “What is this? There is a cart coming, and a driver is calling to the horse, and still he is not to be seen!” “That can’t be right,” said the other, “we will follow the cart and see where it stops.” The cart, however, drove right into the forest, and exactly to the place where the wood had been cut. When Thum­bling saw his father, he cried to him, “Seest thou, father, here I am with the cart; now take me down.” The father got hold of the horse with his left hand, and with the right took his little son out of the ear. Thum­bling sat down quite merrily on a straw, but when the two strange men saw him, they did not know what to say for aston­ish­ment. Then one of them took the other aside and said, “Hark, the little fellow would make our fortune if we exhib­ited him in a large town, for money. We will buy him.” They went to the peasant and said, “Sell us the little man. He shall be well treated with us.” “No,” replied the father, “he is the apple of my eye, and all the money in the world cannot buy him from me.” Thum­bling, however, when he heard of the bargain, had crept up the folds of his father’s coat, placed himself on his shoulder, and whispered in his ear, “Father, do give me away, I will soon come back again.” Then the father parted with him to the two men for a hand­some bit of money. “Where wilt thou sit?” they said to him. “Oh, just set me on the rim of your hat, and then I can walk back­wards and for­wards and look at the country, and still not fall down.” They did as he wished, and when Thum­bling had taken leave of his father, they went away with him. They walked until it was dusk, and then the little fellow said, “Do take me down, I want to come down.” The man took his hat off, and put the little fellow on the ground by the wayside, and he leapt and crept about a little between the sods, and then he sud­denly slipped into a mouse-hole which he had sought out. “Good evening, gen­tle­men, just go home without me, (version of 1819: you have had me)” he cried to them, and mocked them. They ran thither and stuck their sticks into the mouse-hole, but it was all lost labour. Thum­bling crept still farther in, and as it soon became quite dark, they were forced to go home with their vex­a­tion and their empty purses.

✎ Well, the big problem is that you can’t see the soul itself. You can only recog­nize it indir­ectly through its effects, how the little man leads the horse in the ear. This makes it very dif­fi­cult, espe­cially for our sci­entific-object­ive think­ing, which only approves objects that are tan­gible to the senses as real. And what does the karma-laden soul do? First, it lets itself be sold to the world, and with that begins its adven­tur­ous but sym­bolic journey through the world in this fairy tale. It sep­ar­ates from father and mother and tries its luck. Every exper­i­ence in this fairy tale is obvi­ously con­nec­ted with an insight or a message. The first message could be phrased as follows: Whoever wants to use the soul to rep­res­ent some­thing, to enrich oneself and to adorn oneself with it extern­ally, loses it in the mater­ial and ends up empty-handed.

If someone declares some­thing other than the soul to be valu­able, one says, “He will lose what is valu­able to him!” It sure will happen. That is why one should revere the soul alone as valu­able. Whoever wor­ships the soul alone as valu­able, his valu­able is not per­ish­able. (Bri­hadaran­yaka-Upan­ishad 1.4.8)

✻ When Thum­bling saw that they were gone, he crept back out of the sub­ter­ranean passage. “It is so dan­ger­ous to walk on the ground in the dark,” said he; “how easily a neck or a leg is broken!” For­tu­nately he knocked against an empty snail-shell. “Thank God!” said he. “In that I can pass the night in safety,” and got into it.

✎ When it comes to losing our souls or our lives, the greatest fear is of course the idea of death, and we fear that our con­scious­ness will sink into eternal dark­ness. But as we read, the soul pushes again and again to light. The lighter and bigger the mater­ial world becomes, the darker and smaller the spir­itual world becomes, and the fearful soul crawls into a body that, like a snail shell, narrows with every turn. Here, in a spir­itu­ally dark and narrow world, the soul believes to be safe. This is a major problem in our twisted world­view, espe­cially today, and is prob­ably the cause of the increas­ing wide­spread disease of depres­sion. Mil­lions of people in Germany alone are now suf­fer­ing from severe depres­sion. What do you expect when the senses focus only on external things, the bright light is only sought in a mater­ial world and dark­ness and moun­tains of rubbish grow inside? Obvi­ously, envir­on­mental dis­aster and inward dis­aster are closely related. So, how does it go on in spir­itual dark­ness?

✻ Not long after­wards, when he was just going to sleep, he heard two men go by, and one of them was saying, “How shall we con­trive to get hold of the rich pastor’s silver and gold?” “I could tell thee that,” cried Thum­bling, inter­rupt­ing them. “What was that?” said one of the thieves in fright, “I heard some one speak­ing.” They stood still listen­ing, and Thum­bling spoke again, and said, “Take me with you, and I’ll help you.” “But where art thou?” “Just look on the ground, and observe from whence my voice comes,” he replied. There the thieves at length found him, and lifted him up. “Thou little imp, how wilt thou help us?” they said. “A great deal,” said he, “I will creep into the pastor’s room through the iron bars, and will reach out to you whatever you want to have.” “Come then,” they said, “and we will see what thou canst do.” When they got to the pastor’s house, Thum­bling crept into the room, but instantly cried out with all his might, “Do you want to have everything that is here?” The thieves were alarmed, and said, “But do speak softly, so as not to waken any one!” Thum­bling, however, behaved as if he had not under­stood this, and cried again, “What do you want? Do you want to have everything that is here?” The cook, who slept in the next room, heard this and sat up in bed, and listened. The thieves, however, had in their fright run some dis­tance away, but at last they took courage, and thought, “The little rascal wants to mock us.” They came back and whispered to him, “Come, be serious, and reach some­thing out to us.” Then Thum­bling again cried as loudly as he could, “I really will give you everything, just put your hands in.” The maid who was listen­ing, heard this quite dis­tinctly, and jumped out of bed and rushed to the door. The thieves took flight, and ran as if the Wild Hunts­man (version 1819: as if fire) were behind them.

✎ When the soul is in the dark and the inner light of wisdom is absent, two thieves appear. What are thieves? They reach for what is not theirs. Why two of them? You can only grasp some­thing in the world of oppos­ites. Who is the pastor? Actu­ally a cler­gy­man who should pre­serve spir­itual wealth. Church and Wealth is a very sens­it­ive topic, which has unfor­tu­nately been over­done into the absurd and is nowadays hardly under­stand­able. However, we want to think pos­it­ively and say: Where there is spir­itual wealth, worldly wealth can also flour­ish. The thieves are aiming only for worldly wealth, not spir­itual, and for this, they are betrayed by the soul. That is a won­der­ful sym­bol­ism.

The soul calls out, “Do you want to have everything?” Why do we want to be some­thing special in life when we could be everything? Why do we want only a small part when we could have everything together as a whole? Here we meet again the famous game of polar­it­ies or oppos­ites, which the soul grabs in ignor­ant dark­ness by means of desire and hatred. That is why our fairy tale also speaks of two thieves, and the soul should help them, but keep silence so that the guard­ian of wealth does not wake up.

Who pro­tects wealth? Nature itself, sym­bol­ized here in the form of a maid who serves the pastor. What chases the thieves away when nature awakens? At that time, there was talk of sin that per­se­cutes us through life to hell in order to be cleansed. It was said that one cannot with­hold this sin, perhaps still in worldly life, but not in the spir­itual world, or as one said earlier, before God.

The second message could be for­mu­lated in this way: Whoever wants to use the soul to acquire worldly wealth without spir­itual wealth will be betrayed by sin. In short, the problem of our time: we want to be rich but not reas­on­able and wise...

Indeed, wealth is not dear for the sake of wealth, but wealth is dear for the sake of the soul... Indeed, the uni­verse is not dear for the sake of the uni­verse, but the uni­verse is dear for the sake of the soul. (Bri­hadaran­yaka-Upan­ishad 4.5.6)

✻ But as the maid could not see any­thing, she went to strike a light. When she came to the place with it, Thum­bling, unper­ceived, betook himself to the granary (hayloft), and the maid, after she had examined every corner and found nothing, lay down in her bed again, and believed that, after all, she had only been dream­ing with open eyes and ears.

✎ When talking about the soul, which is also called the psyche or the self, the senses should of course also be men­tioned, their con­nec­tion with nature, so to speak. Here only the eyes and ears are spe­cific­ally men­tioned, but the soul cannot be recog­nized dir­ectly with the other sense organs, just as the thieves were not able to recog­nize it. Because it is above spir­itual prin­ciples that one can see, feel and even hear in a spir­itual way. This is why our modern science has a hard time with it. Only little can be meas­ured and cal­cu­lated on this sub­ject­ive level of nature, and the level of the soul is largely ignored and excluded from our modern view of the world. That draws ever-wider circles. Because we all hear the voice of the soul, but banish it to the realm of super­sti­tion, fantasy or the dream world. In this way, above all, intu­it­ive reason is lost, with many values and virtues that were self-evident for human­kind. The little rest of reason then only extends as far as one can cal­cu­late and exper­i­ence with the senses.

✻ Thum­bling had climbed up among the hay and found a beau­ti­ful place to sleep in; there he inten­ded to rest until day, and then go home again to his parents. But he had other things to go through. Truly there is much afflic­tion and misery in this world! When day dawned, the maid arose from her bed to feed the cows. Her first walk was into the barn, where she laid hold of an armful of hay, and pre­cisely that very one in which poor Thum­bling was lying asleep. He, however, was sleep­ing so soundly that he was aware of nothing, and did not awake until he was in the mouth of the cow, who had picked him up with the hay.

✎ What is indir­ectly addressed here used to be a sens­it­ive topic, espe­cially in Chris­tian­ity. Do animals and plants have souls like humans? Do they also feel suf­fer­ing and hap­pi­ness in the world as humans do? The tale talks about hay, dried life, so to speak, in which the soul sleeps. Won­der­ful sym­bol­ism! The ancient cul­tures knew that everything in this world is soulful - not only people, animals and plants, but also moun­tains, lakes, rivers and even the whole earth. By this, our soul comes with the food into the body of a cow:

✻ “Ah, heavens!” cried he, “how have I got into the fulling mill?” but he soon dis­covered where he was. Then it was neces­sary to be careful not to let himself go between the teeth and be dis­membered, but he was nev­er­the­less forced to slip down into the stomach with the hay. “In this little room the windows are for­got­ten,” said he, “and no sun shines in, neither will a candle be brought. (version 1819: a light is not likely to be avail­able either)”

✎ The soul comes into the walk-mill of the world, into the cycle of birth, old age and death as well as between the teeth of hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing. In this way, it also comes into a body, where it must first exper­i­ence dark­ness and becomes depend­ent on the sense organs. How is such a body created? From food, espe­cially from the bodies of other living beings that we con­sider killed. It is said, that a person at the age of 80 has con­sumed an average of over 60,000 kg of food, of which 5,000 kg are pota­toes and 7,000 kg are meat. In this process, almost all atoms in the body are com­pletely exchanged in an average of seven years.

The creatures are born of food.
All as they are on earth.
They have their life through food.
They go into food at last.
(Tait­tir­iya Upan­ishad 2.2)

✻ His quar­ters were espe­cially unpleas­ing to him, and the worst was, more and more hay was always coming in by the door, and the space grew less and less. Then, at length in his anguish, he cried as loud as he could, “Bring me no more fodder, bring me no more fodder (version 1819: no more new fodder).” The maid was just milking the cow, and when she heard some one speak­ing, and saw no one, and per­ceived that it was the same voice that she had heard in the night, she was so ter­ri­fied that she slipped off her stool, and spilt the milk. She ran in the greatest haste to her master, and said, “Oh, heavens, pastor, the cow has been speak­ing!” “Thou art mad,” replied the pastor; but he went himself to the byre to see what was there. Hardly, however, had he set his foot inside than Thum­bling again cried, “Bring me no more fodder, bring me no more fodder.” Then the pastor himself was alarmed, and thought that an evil spirit had gone into the cow, and ordered her to be killed.

✎ Well, how does the soul feel in such a body? There is now a large col­lec­tion of near-death exper­i­ences, of which many people report how ter­rible it was to have to return to the tight and dark body. That is aston­ish­ing, because our soul did not like it here either. The worst part was all the food. We have already talked about the wag­on­load of fire­wood. Similar sym­bol­ism can also be seen in the hay, which in the form of dried grass is also killed life and is used as food. On a spir­itual level, this also includes the many dead terms, images, views, defin­i­tions, etc. that we are con­sum­ing in large quant­it­ies today. We usually don’t even have the time to digest this mass of food reas­on­ably well, like a cow takes its time to rumin­ate. Then maybe our soul will call out at some point, “Don’t bring me any more food!” Anyone who sud­denly hears this voice in his own body could be as frightened as the maid doing the milking. Then one could choke this voice, or perhaps think about chasing a little less through the world and serving con­sump­tion. Just come to rest and con­sciously slow down... How much does a person actu­ally need to be happy?

Drink­ing water and eating hay,
Milked out and sterile!
Oh! This sac­ri­fice here,
It leads to unhappy worlds.
(Kathaka Upan­ishad 1.3)

The pastor’s reac­tion in our fairy tale is prob­ably ambigu­ous. The fact that he must demon­ize and kill this human impulse of a cow cor­res­ponds ini­tially to the usual dog­matic in Chris­tian­ity accord­ing to the motto: “What cannot be is not allowed to be.” No one would prob­ably have been sur­prised about a talking cow in ancient India. Beyond that, however, it is also a judg­ment of the “spir­itual father” in nature, and this is how the third message could be for­mu­lated: Whoever uses the soul to nourish himself on the dead, the soul brings death to him.

Now, of course, the big ques­tion is: How can you feed your­self without killing? Oh dear, that’s hard to answer with our world­view. However, already in the Bible there is the com­mand­ment “You shall not kill!” Which is prob­ably closely related to the second com­mand­ment “You shall not make your­self a dead picture!” This is pre­cisely where our modern machine world suffers the most, in which nature is degraded to dead matter.

All of you, as you are, under­stand this soul as if it were some­thing sep­ar­ate from you, and so you eat the food. But whoever wor­ships this thumb-sized soul as a living whole will eat food in all worlds, in all beings, in all souls. (Chan­dogya-Upan­ishad 5.18.1)

✻ She was killed, but the stomach, in which Thum­bling was, was thrown on the midden. Thum­bling had great dif­fi­culty in working his way; however, he suc­ceeded so far as to get some room, but just as he was going to thrust his head out, a new mis­for­tune occurred. A hungry wolf ran thither, and swal­lowed the whole stomach at one gulp. Thum­bling did not lose courage. “Perhaps,” thought he, “the wolf will listen to what I have got to say,” and he called to him from out of his stomach, “Dear wolf, I know of a mag­ni­fi­cent feast for thee.” “Where is it to be had?” said the wolf. “In such and such a house; thou must creep into it through the kitchen-sink, and wilt find cakes, and bacon, and saus­ages, and as much of them as thou canst eat,” and he described to him exactly his father’s house.

✎ It con­tin­ues with the most excel­lent sym­bol­ism, which of course we would like to examine more closely. A cow actu­ally has four stom­achs. The first, and largest, is called the rumen, weighs up to 12 kg, and wasn’t usually thrown on the dung. Perhaps one of the smaller stom­achs is meant here, pre­sum­ably thrown away out of proud con­tempt that often goes hand in hand with growing wealth. At least the cow was often used as a symbol of prosper­ity. That our soul gets out of the cow into an insa­ti­able and greedy wolf who can be tempted with cake, bacon and sausage is cer­tainly no coin­cid­ence. The more wealth, the more desire. You don’t have to explain that to anyone nowadays, because it can be observed and exper­i­enced every­where. How the soul uses the wolf’s hunger to come back home and still makes fun of him, is not just a bone that you can chew on for a long time, you can even rack your brain about it. But first things are moving forward with great hope:

✻ The wolf did not require to be told this twice, squeezed himself in at night through the sink, and ate to his heart’s content in the larder. When he had eaten his fill, he wanted to go out again, but he had become so big that he could not go out by the same way. Thum­bling had reckoned on this, and now began to make a violent noise in the wolf’s body, and raged and screamed as loudly as he could. “Wilt thou be quiet,” said the wolf, “thou wilt waken up the people!” “Eh, what,” replied the little fellow, “thou hast eaten thy fill, and I will make merry like­wise,” and began once more to scream with all his strength. At last his father and mother were aroused by it, and ran to the room and looked in through the opening in the door. When they saw that a wolf was inside, they ran away, and the husband fetched his axe, and the wife the scythe. “Stay behind,” said the man, when they entered the room. “When I have given him a blow, if he is not killed by it, thou must cut him down and hew his body to pieces.”

✎ We are nor­mally not aware that desire is a path on which there is some­where a point of no return. It makes sense, however, if we think of the per­sist­ent prob­lems of alcohol and drug addic­tion. And it should also be clear that this path does not end happily for the greedy wolf. For father and mother, in which we can see again the ruling prin­ciples of spirit and nature, will receive him appro­pri­ately with their respect­ive weapons. The father wields the often-men­tioned axe of the spirit, which like the famous sword of know­ledge can kill and at the same time bring to life. In prin­ciple, this refers to our thoughts, which can cut down endless living trees, split and collect fire­wood. But you can also rise to reason and cut down the tree of illu­sion with insa­ti­able desire at the root. Nature carries the famous scythe of death, a symbol for the tran­si­ence of all phys­ical things, with which it cuts off the thread of life, so to speak, but also a symbol of the harvest of the fruits that one has accu­mu­lated in life. That means here, if Father Spirit cannot kill desire with reason, then Mother Nature will try it through phys­ical suf­fer­ing. People knew this before, and accord­ingly one ima­gined the tor­ments of hell, where one would be adequately pun­ished for one’s sins. And that included cutting up the body:

There is another great hell called Nikrintana. There, oh father, big wheels roll like pottery wheels. Attached to them, the beings cease­lessly revolve around their own axis and are cut from sole to crown with ter­rible cords, which the ambas­sad­ors of Yama hold in their hands. But these, oh first of the two-born, do not perish because their bodies, which have been cut into hun­dreds of slices, are con­stantly being re-formed. So sinners will be cut up for thou­sands of years until their sin is washed away. (Markandeya Purana Chapter 12)

This is how one could for­mu­late the fourth message here: Whoever uses the soul for greedy pur­poses must exper­i­ence cor­res­pond­ing suf­fer­ing. (There is the most apt German word for passion, namely Leidenschaft; Leiden = suf­fer­ing, schaf­fen =create). Sure, in today’s age of modern medi­cine, no one should be told that suf­fer­ing has a higher meaning and may even be caused by our insa­ti­able lust. Well, let’s be honest: are we ready to live prop­erly without mental and phys­ical suf­fer­ing? Don’t we all still feel this animal desire in us, this insa­ti­able hunger of the wolf and this ter­rible unful­fil­ment in life, with which we create so much suf­fer­ing for ourselves and many other beings on this earth? Do we know Mother Nature’s inten­tion? Do we know why we live? Do we hear the voice of our spir­itual Father?

✻ Then Thum­bling heard his parents’ voices, and cried, “Dear father, I am here; I am in the wolf’s body.” Said the father, full of joy, “Thank God, our dear child has found us again,” and bade the woman take away her scythe, that Thum­bling might not be hurt with it. After that he raised his arm, and struck the wolf such a blow on his head that he fell down dead, and then they got knives and scis­sors and cut his body open, and drew the little fellow (version 1819: their dear child) forth.

✎ Wow, now some­thing incred­ible is hap­pen­ing. Perhaps one could put it this way: When we become aware that we are in the body of a hungry wolf, recog­nize the inten­tion of nature and hear the voice of the father, then the spirit rejoices and speaks to nature, “Put aside suf­fer­ing and death!” Won­der­ful! Then the spirit smashes the hard ego head and frees the soul from the narrow, dark and hungry body. This is how people used to imagine lib­er­a­tion from death, which ends the omni­present fear of losing life with the soul. That was the great goal of immor­tal­ity.

When all passion fades
Which nests in the heart of man,
Then whoever is mortal, becomes immor­tal,
Already here he reaches etern­ity.
(Kathaka Upan­ishad 6.14)

✻ “Ah,” said the father, “what sorrow we have gone through for thy sake.” “Yes, father, I have gone about the world a great deal. Thank heaven, I breathe fresh air again!” “Where hast thou been, then?” “Ah, father, I have been in a mouse’s hole, in a cow’s stomach, and then in a wolf’s; now I will stay with you.” “And we will not sell thee again, no, not for all the riches in the world,” said his parents, and they embraced and kissed their dear Thum­bling. They gave him to eat and to drink, and had some new clothes made for him, for his own had been spoiled on his journey.

✎ The happy end reminds of the return of the prod­igal son, which is also described as a parable in the Bible. So, what has the soul learned on its long journey, which one could also call the trans­mi­gra­tion of souls? We recog­nized four mes­sages here:

1) Whoever uses the soul to rep­res­ent some­thing external, loses it in the mater­ial and goes away empty-handed in the end.
2) Whoever uses the soul to acquire worldly wealth without the spir­itual wealth will be betrayed by the soul.
3) Whoever uses the soul to nourish himself on dead things, will meet death.
4) Whoever uses the soul for greedy pur­poses must exper­i­ence cor­res­pond­ing suf­fer­ing.

However, the greatest insight in this fairy tale is that the soul will never sell itself to the world again. Who has learned some­thing? The soul or the parents? At the end, there is the famous unity of spirit, nature and soul, which have reunited in true love. Now one could anxiously ask: Is this the end of life? Our fairy tale says: No, because they give the soul new nour­ish­ment and new clothes because the old clothes have been used up. Just as a person sheds worn clothes and puts on new ones, so too was the soul ima­gined shed­ding worn bodies and putting on new ones.

In this way, the soul could wander through the world as a “living being” or “being of life”. In the Indian Chan­dogya Upan­ishad, two prin­cipal ways are described for this “trans­mi­gra­tion of souls”. Inter­est­ingly, it is also men­tioned here how the soul can get into an animal body via veget­able food:

The wise, who live in the forest, prac­tice faith as asceti­cism, prac­tice worship as asceti­cism, they enter the flame (of the corpse fire), from the flame into the day, from the day into the light, from the light into the Sun, from the sun into the moon and from the moon into the light­ning. From there the pure spirit, which is not like a human being, leads you to the Brahman (the highest and imper­ish­able). This is called the way of the gods.

On the other hand, those who live in the village and prac­tice virtue, charity and gen­er­os­ity enter the smoke (of the corpse fire), from the smoke into the night, from the night into the dark­ness, from the dark­ness into the ances­tral world, from the ances­tral world into space and out of space into the moon, where they become the food of the gods. They live there until (their karma) is exhausted and return the same way they came: into space, out of space into the wind, from the wind into the smoke, from the smoke into the fog, from the mist into the cloud and from the cloud they rain down. Then they are born here as rice and barley, herbs and trees, sesame and beans. It is dif­fi­cult to escape from this. Because only if one con­sumes them as food and pours them as seed (into a mother’s womb), they can develop from it. Those who have lived vir­tu­ously achieve a good birth as human beings among cler­gy­men, kings or peas­ants. However, those who have lived sin­fully go into the wombs of dogs, pigs, or out­casts. (This is called the path of the fathers or ancest­ors).

Beyond these two paths there are the tiny living beings who are hardly born and have to die again. That would be a third way. There­fore (through this die and become) this world does not become full. There­fore, one should restrain oneself (in life). There is also the verse:

The gold thief and the alcohol drinker, the mur­derer of the clergy and the molester of the teacher, all of these and whoever asso­ci­ates with them will fall.

However, those who know or asso­ci­ate with the five fires are not defiled by sin and remain vir­tu­ous in the world of the pure. (Chan­dogya-Upan­ishad 5.10)

People used to think at least as much about this essence of the soul as we do about money today. Cer­tainly only a frac­tion of it has come down to us in his­tor­ical texts and in our every­day think­ing. The fact, that over the many mil­len­nia no com­pletely clear idea of the soul has emerged, shows how subtle this problem is. Of course, there were plenty of ideo­lo­gical systems, that claimed to be perfect, but the bound­ar­ies were often very narrow and defined by dogmas. Anyone who dared to scratch on them became an ideo­lo­gical enemy and had to be killed somehow. The problem, of course, lies in our way of think­ing, with which we can only per­ceive the world in oppos­ites and have to make appro­pri­ate dis­tinc­tions. The prob­ably most fatal dis­tinc­tion is the con­cep­tual sep­ar­a­tion between life and death. Not even the most modern medi­cine can find a clear line here. And on this shaky found­a­tion stands our whole world­view with many other oppos­ites such as spirit and matter, soul and body, mine and yours, with which the thoughts can turn end­lessly in circles.

But how to explain the basis of life without con­tra­dict­ing terms? One used to look for terms that should be free from con­tra­dic­tions, such as “God” or “Uni­verse”. Here the think­ing machine should just stop and not keep going in circles. Accord­ingly, one did not need a name for the uni­verse, because there was only one. The same should be true of God. In the Bible, the Hebrew word YHWH stands for it, which can be trans­lated as “He is”. It is not a name like Paul or Max, that serves to dif­fer­en­ti­ate. Nev­er­the­less, here, too, people do not want to accept reas­on­able limits. As we now speak of multi-uni­verses, reli­gions argue about the name of God and who owns the true God. It doesn’t get any more absurd! The term “God” is some­times so neg­at­ively charged with this delu­sion that today many people panic and imme­di­ately think of fan­at­ical sects, viol­ence and madness. You can’t blame them...


How true is our material view of the world?

Well, since we have used so many quo­ta­tions from the ancient Indian Upan­ishads with regard to the soul, we would like to finish our inter­pret­a­tion with a little closer look on this ancient Indian or Vedic view of the world. Here, too, some­thing form­less, shape­less and name­less is regarded as the basis of everything. It is called the unshaped or the “sea of causes”. It is said, the truth is without name and form. Names and forms emerge only through the knowing con­scious­ness. This unformed sea of causes is the soul that is embod­ied in the waves that arise on this sea. There­fore, one cannot see or measure the soul. That is why there is only one soul that is embod­ied in many waves.

The teacher said, “Get me a fruit from the fig tree there.” - “Here it is, ven­er­able one.” - “Split it.” - “It is split, ven­er­able one.” - “What do you see in it?” - “I see here, oh ven­er­able one, very small nuclei.” - “Split one of them.” - “It is split, ven­er­able one.” - “What do you see in it?” - “Nothing at all, oh ven­er­able one.” Then he said, “The del­ic­acy that you do not per­ceive, oh dear one, from this del­ic­acy, in fact, this great fig tree arose. Believe, oh dear one, what that del­ic­acy is, that is what this whole uni­verse con­sists of, that is the truth, that is the soul, that is you, oh Swe­taketu!” (Chan­dogya-Upan­ishad 6.12)

The simplest system that we have found in this regard in the ancient Indian scrip­tures con­sists of seven prin­ciples, which are con­tained in each other, similar to a matry­oshka. This can be illus­trated schem­at­ic­ally in the form of circles:

[image: Vedic view of the world]
hol­istic and soulful view of the world (Vedic view of the world)

Let us now try to explain these seven natural prin­ciples, which we have already men­tioned in other fairy tales, in our own words, the simplest way in the form of the usual cre­ation story: The first prin­ciple that arises from the form­less sea of causes is the great one or uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence. This is roughly, what we con­sider to be higher reason, in which there is no ego madness. Perhaps one could also speak of pure con­scious­ness or hol­istic know­ledge that unites everything in the uni­verse. Out of this arises the I-con­scious­ness, so to speak the sep­ar­at­ing or oppos­ing know­ledge or think­ing, which is mainly delim­ited by mine and yours. This then gives rise to the five great ele­ments, which in prin­ciple encom­pass everything, that clas­sical physics is con­cerned with. Because these ele­ments are all per­meated by intel­li­gence and con­scious­ness, the human senses are also assigned to these ele­ments. The first thing that arises (from the I-con­scious­ness) is the spatial element with the spatial sep­ar­a­tion and all the fields and waves that can spread in space, the “sound of the worlds” so to speak. This creates the wind element with the prin­ciple of move­ment, also “the storm of feel­ings” that moves us. This move­ment creates the heat of the fric­tion and thus the fire element with the light and the vis­ib­il­ity, so to speak “the view of things”. This creates the flowing water element with the taste when it cools down, what we call the “taste of life”. Finally, the water con­denses into a solid earth element in the form of matter, and the scent arises, the “scent of tran­si­ence”. With this, all seven prin­ciples are finally con­tained in the earth as well as all prop­er­ties of the ele­ments. One can also see clearly in this scheme that spirit and matter cannot be sep­ar­ated in prin­ciple. And this of course puts the dis­tinc­tion between life and death into per­spect­ive. (Source: Vayu-Purana 1.4 and 1.49, Vishnu Purana 2.7, Markandeya Purana 45 or Shiva Purana 10.19)

This world­view has a certain ingenu­ity. On the one hand, one recog­nizes the fun­da­mental nature of the soul, which is expressed in a great sub­lim­ity, as it is also clear in our fairy tale. For the Thum­bling does not grow, does not become entangled in the world, does not accu­mu­late any­thing, and one cannot even claim that he learns any­thing on his wan­der­ing. As in a game, he says, “Just sell me! I’ll be back again.” We find a similar sub­lim­ity, for example, in the Krishna figure of the Indian stories, who plays in the world and fulfils his task without getting entangled in the world. So very dif­fer­ent from the small, greedy and fearful ego that we know in people today.

On the other hand, it is no coin­cid­ence with this view of the world that phys­ical beings exist like us humans, but a com­pletely natural and con­sist­ent devel­op­ment. Because intel­li­gence, self-con­scious­ness and sense-con­scious­ness are essen­tial prop­er­ties of every matter, which there­fore always urges to organ­ize and embody itself accord­ing to the con­di­tions in sens­it­ive organ­isms. That means that everything is soulful and that we are always con­nec­ted with this soul, the form­less sea of causes, from which everything arises and dis­ap­pears again in it. Similar to how the waves on the sea are always con­nec­ted to the sea, arise from the sea and dis­ap­pear again in the sea. This has some advant­ages, of course, because it not only plaus­ibly explains the origin of life but also the mental abil­it­ies, reason, think­ing, memory, tele­pathy, near-death exper­i­ences, ghosts, placebo effects, homeo­pathy and similar prac­tical exper­i­ences. With this world­view, one did not have to be afraid of dis­ap­pear­ing into nothing. People were always con­nec­ted to the sea of causes, and not a word, thought or deed was lost. So they thought about what they cause and accu­mu­late with it during life and how they could escape this cycle between birth and death as well as hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing. Accord­ingly, there were dif­fer­ent ways to lib­er­a­tion that we hardly think about today.

Because our world­view has changed decis­ively in this regard. The con­scious­ness that used to be the basis has now somehow emerged from dead matter, and nobody really knows how this could happen by chance. Even the mater­ial world is based on a series of ques­tion marks, which sci­ent­ists claim that no human can know what, for example, the space, the move­ment and all the energy in the Big Bang came from. It looks some­thing like this schem­at­ic­ally:
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mater­i­al­istic-ego­centric world­view

Accord­ingly, today we suffer from a growing fear of exist­ence, despite all mater­ial prosper­ity. Because our con­scious­ness is based on dead and per­ish­able matter. The advant­age is that we don’t have to think too much about lib­er­a­tion, because our con­scious­ness ends up in dead matter anyway. There­fore, the battle cry rings out: “You only live once!” What you cannot grasp and enjoy in this life, you will never be able to grasp and enjoy again. That means, “Devil-may-care!” What does the world have to do with me after my death? So, what use is a soul that speaks to us inwardly in a dead uni­verse?

The German phys­i­cist, astro­nomer and natural philo­sopher Harald Lesch in one of his videos on youtube:
There are, for example, “struc­tural sci­ences” that deal with a phe­nomenon that we call, for example, “life”. Life is a real bor­der­line phe­nomenon of matter. So most of the uni­verse is all dead. You can write “99,” and then you can write as many “9” as you want after it (the comma), and (also write) a %, that is always true, no matter how many nines you write down, everything is dead. 99.999999999999999… percent everything is dead. This uni­verse con­sists only in tiny parts of living beings. That life lives around us, thank God, oth­er­wise we wouldn’t be there. But most of the uni­verse is not alive.

There is a similar fairy tale by the Broth­ers Grimm on this subject with the title “Thum­blings Wan­der­ing”. Here you can already per­ceive that we hardly hear the voice of the soul in our rest­less and noisy world. One recog­nizes this schem­at­ic­ally even in the new world­view, where con­scious­ness and hearing are far apart. So today, you don’t need to be sur­prised if nobody can hear the inner voice of the soul, for example when people say, “What lasts a long time doesn’t make any money!” or “Pois­on­ing is better than plough­ing!” Perhaps we should not think so much about tech­nical or bur­eau­cratic solu­tions in the face of the natural dis­aster named “humans”, but more about the causes in our world­view, which is the human basis for hearing, think­ing and acting and has become a more and more prim­it­ive mater­i­al­ism in the last few cen­tur­ies.


Quantum Physics versus Materialism

There has been a sci­entific quantum mech­an­ics for almost a hundred years, which has mean­while been con­clus­ively proven and proven thou­sands of times, but which even among sci­ent­ists has prac­tic­ally hardly had any influ­ence on their view of the world. The philo­soph­ical con­sequences of this quantum mech­an­ics are taught neither in schools nor in studies and are rarely spread in the public media either. Clearly proven know­ledge is simply ignored in life. Even a bril­liant sci­ent­ist like Albert Ein­stein could never accept the philo­soph­ical con­sequences of quantum mech­an­ics for a life­time. One wonders with concern: What are the interests of science?

That has fatal con­sequences, of course: Today we work with the tech­no­lo­gies of the 20th and 21st cen­tur­ies, but use them with the world­view of the 19th century. This is surely an import­ant reason why we are cur­rently men­tally incap­able of using these power­ful tech­no­lo­gies respons­ibly. We want to control nature, but we cannot control ourselves. Com­pared to the sci­entific and tech­nical devel­op­ment, our intel­lec­tual devel­op­ment has stopped at kinder­garten level and we are like chil­dren who play with fire. Despite better know­ledge, we blindly cling to the mater­i­al­ism of the 19th century, and that means, “To get things in a com­plete mess.”


Post materialistic science

However, there is still hope. Even among renowned sci­ent­ists, one can now find attempts to put the mater­ial world­view on a spir­itual basis again. It was not until 2014 that there was a mani­fest for a post-mater­i­al­istic science, with which a number of renowned sci­ent­ists around the world bravely opposed the mater­i­al­istic dogma of today’s science, which leads to a life in a dead nature. One speaks mean­while of a morpho­gen­etic, matrix, inform­a­tion or psi field and even of a “sea of pos­sib­il­it­ies” in the context of a quantum philo­sophy. Here one slowly senses that the huge vacuum between the tiny ele­ment­ary particles is not com­pletely empty and that there are basic­ally no “particles” at all. Hans-Peter-Dürr, a famous phys­i­cist who studied modern quantum physics in depth, even said in an inter­view:

“The fields in quantum physics are not only imma­ter­ial, but also affect com­pletely dif­fer­ent, larger spaces that have nothing to do with our famil­iar three-dimen­sional space. It is a pure inform­a­tion field - like a kind of quantum code. It has nothing to do with mass and energy. This inform­a­tion field is not only within me, but extends over the entire uni­verse. The cosmos is a whole because this quantum code has no limit. There is only one thing...

The reality in the new physics is poten­ti­al­ity, a world of can-pos­sib­il­it­ies to embody oneself mater­i­ally and ener­get­ic­ally in dif­fer­ent ways. That is why I no longer want to use the terms particle or atom and instead say “Wirks” or “Passier­chen”. A Passier­chen is a tiny little process.” (P.M. Magazin 05/2007)

There­fore, the poten­tial or the unshaped in the sea of causes, from which these little effects (Wirks, Passier­chen) happen, is again at the very bottom at the basis of a new physics with a world view that in many ways resembles the old Indian tra­di­tions. Or, as it was said in the Chan­dogya Upan­ishad above:

Believe, oh dear one, what that del­ic­acy is (which you cannot see), that is what this whole uni­verse con­sists of, that is the truth, that is the soul, that is you!

We hardly dare to believe it, but maybe even the ancient soul has a new chance again?


Parables and images for something incomprehensible

If you have now read our com­ment­ary on this won­der­ful fairy tale, you will perhaps ask: “Who should under­stand that?” Then you are very close to the truth, because the soul cannot be under­stood with ordin­ary thoughts in prin­ciple, because it is what under­stands. There­fore, one can really only speak of it in meta­phors and mirror images. The same problem exists in modern quantum physics, by the way. These, too, can only be described with math­em­at­ical equa­tions or with par­ables from our every­day exper­i­ences. The ancient fairy tales with their won­der­ful sym­bol­ism evid­ently arose from this plight of our con­cep­tual thoughts, as well as the par­ables of the Bible, the many sym­bolic stories of the ancient Indian Puranas and many other mys­tical stories all over the world, in order to clarify some­thing, which is actu­ally unex­plain­able. Because what is at the bottom of our world - what holds the world together at its core - is an unformed poten­tial, an inform­a­tion field or a sea of causes or pos­sib­il­it­ies. For this reason, the famous phys­i­cist Hans-Peter-Dürr also tried to talk about modern quantum physics primar­ily with images and par­ables. To con­clude, we would like to refer to a won­der­ful lecture he gave in 2002 at Clausthal Uni­ver­sity with the title “We exper­i­ence more than we under­stand”:


The Crystal Ball

✻ There was once an enchant­ress, who had three sons who loved each other as broth­ers, but the old woman did not trust them, and thought they wanted to steal her power from her. So she changed the eldest into an eagle, which was forced to dwell in the rocky moun­tains, and was often seen sweep­ing in great circles in the sky. The second, she changed into a whale, which lived in the deep sea, and all that was seen of it was that it some­times spouted up a great jet of water in the air. Each of them only bore his human form for two hours daily. The third son, who was afraid she might change him into a raging wild beast a bear perhaps, or a wolf, went secretly away. He had heard that a King’s daugh­ter who was bewitched, was imprisoned in the Castle of the Golden Sun, and was waiting for deliv­er­ance. Those, however, who tried to free her risked their lives; three-and-twenty youths had already died a miser­able death, and now only one other might make the attempt, after which no more must come. And as his heart was without fear, he caught at the idea of seeking out the Castle of the Golden Sun.

✎ We would first like to try to look at this fairy tale from a psy­cho­lo­gical point of view in the simplest pos­sible terms. As a frame­work, you could imagine three broth­ers who love each other but are a few years apart. At some point, the young­est of them real­izes how his older broth­ers trans­form strangely and are often very dif­fer­ent from how he sees himself. The eldest may already live in an intel­lec­tual world that the younger can no longer follow and appears like an eagle on an inac­cess­ible rock. The middle one may live in a bub­bling world of emo­tions that the young­est can no longer under­stand, and appears as mighty as a whale in the unfathom­able depths of the sea. Only now and then, they are the way he sees himself. Then they can talk or play again as they used to. But mostly the older broth­ers seem to him as if enchanted by a higher power. Perhaps he also sees that they are not always happy, or fears that he will develop in a similar way, or becomes aware of a chal­lenge that he would rather escape. Perhaps he even feels betrayed by his mother for bring­ing up his broth­ers in such a way that they became strangers to him. Perhaps he is also aware of his growing ego that often behaves like a wild pred­ator, unfolds greed that he cannot control, and thus even hurts other people he does not want to hurt at all. Perhaps he even begins to fear this uncon­trol­lable animal inside, which he is increas­ingly aware of, and seeks to flee. And where does a child escape to? Perhaps in a won­der­ful magical world of ima­gin­a­tion. He might slip into the role of a great hero who becomes king in a golden castle, who wins com­plete rule and has no more worries. He wishes to get away from his worried world to the golden sun, where there are no more dark clouds. He may have already heard a fairy tale about such a king that his own mother may even told him. That is good, because now the child takes courage and dares his life to go this way, to redeem the soul in the form of a beau­ti­ful prin­cess and to free himself from all worries. In the same way that the child has learned about the path to the golden castle, he learns everything that he could encounter on this path in the fol­low­ing fairy tale and how he should deal with it. It is a path, typical of the old fairy tales, that can extend through­out life and the most import­ant thing is that the child begins to walk:

✻ He had already trav­elled about for a long time without being able to find it, when he came by chance into a great forest, and did not know the way out of it. All at once he saw in the dis­tance two giants, who made a sign to him with their hands, and when he came to them they said, “We are quar­rel­ling about a cap, and which of us it is to belong to, and as we are equally strong, neither of us can get the better of the other. The small men are cleverer than we are, so we will leave the decision to thee.” “How can you dispute about an old cap?” said the youth. “Thou dost not know what prop­er­ties it has! It is a wishing-cap; who­so­ever puts it on, can wish himself away wherever he likes, and in an instant he will be there.” “Give me the cap,” said the youth, “I will go a short dis­tance off, and when I call you, you must run a race, and the cap shall belong to the one who gets first to me.” He put it on and went away, and thought of the King’s daugh­ter, forgot the giants, and walked con­tinu­ally onward. At length he sighed from the very bottom of his heart, and cried, “Ah, if I were but at the Castle of the Golden Sun,” and hardly had the words passed his lips than he was stand­ing on a high moun­tain before the gate of the castle.

✎ So, he ini­tially wanders through the big world and cannot find the path he heard about in the fairy tale. In the case of a child, this is primar­ily the inner world, which adults refer to as the “fantasy world”. This world is com­pletely normal for a child, and so here, he may meet his own broth­ers in the form of two giants, who first magic­ally attract him. One could speak of intel­lect and feeling, arguing among them­selves about who should be in charge (in German: who should wear the hat). A being that we call the ego usually rises above them and spon­tan­eously takes the hat and thus domin­ion over our desires. If mind and feeling quarrel, the ego does not care. Why? It only wants to go to the castle of the golden sun, where great luck beckons.

✻ He entered and went through all the rooms, until in the last he found the King’s daugh­ter. But how shocked he was when he saw her. She had an ashen-gray face full of wrinkles, blear eyes, and red hair. “Are you the King’s daugh­ter, whose beauty the whole world praises?” cried he. “Ah,” she answered, “this is not my form; human eyes can only see me in this state of ugli­ness, but that thou mayst know what I am like, look in the mirror it does not let itself be misled it will show thee my image as it is in truth.” She gave him the mirror in his hand, and he saw therein the like­ness of the most beau­ti­ful maiden on earth, and saw, too, how the tears were rolling down her cheeks with grief. Then said he, “How canst thou be set free? I fear no danger.” She said, “He who gets the crystal ball, and holds it before the enchanter, will destroy his power with it, and I shall resume my true shape. Ah,” she added, “so many have already gone to meet death for this, and thou art so young; I grieve that thou shouldst encounter such great danger.” “Nothing can keep me from doing it,” said he, “but tell me what I must do.” “Thou shalt know everything,” said the King’s daugh­ter; “when thou des­cend­est the moun­tain on which the castle stands, a wild bull will stand below by a spring, and thou must fight with it, and if thou hast the luck to kill it, a fiery bird will spring out of it, which bears in its body a burning egg, and in the egg the crystal ball lies like a yolk. The bird will not, however, let the egg fall until forced to do so, and if it falls on the ground, it will flame up and burn everything that is near, and melt even ice itself, and with it the crystal ball, and then all thy trouble will have been in vain.”

✎ What does the little ego find in this big castle? It walks impa­tiently through all the rooms and is ser­i­ously dis­ap­poin­ted in the end by what it sees here. Well, what does a person find when he looks inside himself? First of all, a lot of pic­tures, views and exper­i­ences. They are not always beau­ti­ful, even if that is the big desire of the little ego.

Let us first try to look at this section at the child-rearing level. Who is the child’s most import­ant mirror here? The people in his sur­round­ings and, above all, of course, the parents. If they could show the child the beauty of a pure soul through their own being, then we could save ourselves almost any edu­ca­tion. Which child would then not highly motiv­ated follow his parents path? That would be the ideal case of bring­ing up chil­dren, namely through an authen­tic example. Of course, this assumes that the parents have already suc­cess­fully fol­lowed this path. Well, such a path is out­lined in this fairy tale. It is the famous fight with the stub­born ox or fire-breath­ing dragon, so to speak, with the wild animal in us that has to be defeated. One recog­nizes this animal in us above all by desire, hatred and egoism, which over­whelm us with irre­press­ible passion. All parents know this common struggle, out­wardly with their chil­dren and inwardly with them­selves.

However, the great thing about this fairy tale lies in the second message: you should kill the animal in this fight, but not the fertile and cre­at­ive life. If the child loses this live­li­ness, then all edu­ca­tional effort was in vain. That is the great danger, and many young­sters have really died from it. This was a big problem, espe­cially in the past, when the upbring­ing was much harder and more con­sist­ent and some chil­dren were really suf­foc­ated and became a dead machine. We are afraid of this hard­ness today, so we have taken a step back and prefer to let the animal grow in order to pre­serve fertile life. Nev­er­the­less, the values that we pass on to the chil­dren are very alarm­ing. One wonders whether, with this step, we are not back at the begin­ning of the fairy tale, when the mother charmed her own chil­dren into animals because she did not want to restrain or restrict herself. Are we not becom­ing more and more animal on this path and even boast of being animals? - Lime­light hog, bar­racuda, work horse, hamster in the wheel, cheeky monkey, party animal, booze hound, alley cat… (The German list is even longer…) Alcohol, drugs, sex and viol­ence! - Are these our modern human values that we pass on to our chil­dren? Will our chil­dren and grand­chil­dren soon ask; “Why did you turn us into animals? We wanted to become reas­on­able people...”

Oh dear, that was prob­ably not the way to the castle of the golden sun. One can also think about a mar­riage rela­tion­ship in a similar way. Here, too, it often happens that the expec­ted beauty and love turn into ugly tran­si­ence, and bull and cow become two raging bulls that pas­sion­ately clash. Even two stub­born oxen are dif­fi­cult to harness to a wagon. They argue, every­one has his own way and tries to control the other without ever having learned to control himself. Then the initial fire of love quickly turns into a fire of passion and threatens to burn up all married life. This is called a dead mar­riage, after all. The main reason, of course, is that none of the part­ners managed to defeat the wild animal within himself. Without this victory, however, there can be no true love...

So we have to take a step back and examine an even deeper level of the fairy tale that takes place within us alone. The prin­cess or soul speaks, “The eyes of people can only see me in this ugli­ness.” Where does the ugly in the world come from? - We usually believe that we see the pure truth with our eyes. Perhaps it would be better to speak of “effects” here, because what our senses “per­ceive” are primar­ily effects. If we could see the cause to the true source through the effects, then we could perhaps speak of truth. Usually we only look at the surface and see the fading and con­stantly chan­ging. And what is uglier than a withered flower or a withered beauty? - Oh, if we could only take a real look at the inner being of the creatures, then we would no longer allow ourselves to be seduced by super­fi­cial beau­ties that have to turn again and again into ugly and painful things. If someone were to hand us a mirror in order to recog­nize the pure beauty of our soul, then a higher love would imme­di­ately awaken with the big ques­tion: How can I redeem the soul from this ugly tran­si­ence? What should I do?

The soul itself can whisper the answer to us. However, death threatens here! Why did so many young men have to die? Yes, it really takes a lot of courage. Perhaps young people and chil­dren in par­tic­u­lar have a lot more courage for this path than adults because they have much less to lose. An adult has perhaps to become a child again in order to even hear the soft voice of the soul that speaks to us and explains the way to her sal­va­tion. What is she explain­ing? Perhaps one could inter­pret it this way: we must first go down into the depths to the source of life. There the great fight with the wild animal awaits us. But now it gets excit­ing: If the animal dies, then the whole life burns, and a mighty, flaming fire bird rises into the air and carries the fertile life away forever, sym­bol­ized as a glowing egg. However, it is pre­cisely in living things that the key to redemp­tion for the soul lies. So the big ques­tion arises: How could one manage to keep this life on earth and not burn up in fire? And that is a really big ques­tion: How can you free the soul from the ugly tran­si­ence of the world and at the same time pre­serve the fruit­ful and cre­at­ive life?

This essence of life, the yellow egg yolk, so to speak, the incom­par­able sun jewel, the crystal ball in which the whole world is reflec­ted, is there­fore the great key with which enchanter and enchant­ress lose their power of illu­sion, the spirit is pur­i­fied and the soul redeemed. Wow!

✻ The youth went down to the spring, where the bull snorted and bel­lowed at him. After a long struggle he plunged his sword in the animal’s body, and it fell down. Instantly a fiery bird arose from it, and was about to fly away, but the young man’s brother, the eagle, who was passing between the clouds, swooped down, hunted it away to the sea, and struck it with his beak until, in its extremity, it let the egg fall. The egg did not, however, fall into the sea, but on a fish­er­man’s hut which stood on the shore and the hut began at once to smoke and was about to break out in flames. Then arose in the sea waves as high as a house, they streamed over the hut, and subdued the fire. The other brother, the whale, had come swim­ming to them, and had driven the water up on high. When the fire was extin­guished, the youth sought for the egg and happily found it; it was not yet melted, but the shell was broken by being so sud­denly cooled with the water, and he could take out the crystal ball unhurt.

✎ So now begins the struggle that takes place more or less con­sciously in all of us. This section can also be seen from the per­spect­ive of bring­ing up chil­dren. Every­one here knows the problem of the “stub­born ox”. However, this is not yet the big ox at the source, but many small ones, similar to the many heads of the dragon, which grow back repeatedly. But the prin­ciple of the struggle is similar. One should be aware that every child intern­ally goes through this struggle more or less suc­cess­fully. The par­ent­ing ques­tion is, what is the best way to help the child in this struggle? Here we meet the two broth­ers again in the fairy tale, who inter­vene in the event of their own accord and ensure that the fire does not burn everything: the reas­on­able under­stand­ing limits the fire, and loving feel­ings extin­guish it. Won­der­ful sym­bol­ism! Under­stand­ing and feeling are cer­tainly crucial tools in raising chil­dren. It is import­ant to find a middle way. Some­times it says: “If you don’t want to hear, you have to feel!” And some­times: “If you don’t want to feel, you have to hear!”

In addi­tion, of course, there is the great struggle that takes place within ourselves at the source of life, which one must first find. This is prob­ably about the highest victory that humans can achieve, namely not only to restrain the animal, but to kill it and still pre­serve the fertile and cre­at­ive life. The famous sword, which kills and brings to life at the same time, is used for this purpose. The under­stand­ing serves this purpose, which should rise to reason as the great king, together with the feeling, which rises from com­pas­sion to pure love, which knows no more egoism. The phys­ical or mater­ial shell of life crumbles, the true being becomes visible, and the spirit recog­nizes the mys­tical crystal ball in which the whole world is reflec­ted.

✻ When the youth went to the enchanter and held it before him, the latter said, “My power is des­troyed, and from this time forth thou art the King of the Castle of the Golden Sun. With this canst thou like­wise give back to thy broth­ers their human form.” Then the youth hastened to the King’s daugh­ter, and when he entered the room, she was stand­ing there in the full splend­our of her beauty, and joy­fully they exchanged rings with each other.
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✎ You may have wondered why the broth­ers had no father and the prin­cess no mother. This is cer­tainly not about today’s “gender mania”. We suspect that this emphas­izes sym­bolic polar­it­ies in this fairy tale, so that the sor­ceress enchants the broth­ers and the magi­cian the prin­cess. Accord­ingly, nature enchants the mind, and the mind enchants nature. This is the eternal dance in the cosmos, which is sym­bol­ized with the polar­it­ies of male and female or, in Chinese, yin and yang. And the fairy tale could tell us: when the mind is pur­i­fied through know­ledge, then the power of illu­sion dis­ap­pears that enchants us, the illus­ory ego dies, pure reason becomes king and pure soul becomes queen, and everything shines in perfect beauty. The ring of true love unites the fem­in­ine and the mas­cu­line, yin and yang, which has only been sep­ar­ated out­wardly in dif­fer­ent forms and terms by the power of illu­sion. There is this won­der­ful symbol of Yin and Yang, how polar­ity becomes a living, flowing wave and the wave becomes a circle. And as soon as one can look through the super­fi­cial shell of our phys­ic­al­ity, this circle becomes a crystal ball in which one recog­nizes the essence of life.
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A fairy tale? Cer­tainly, it sounds very dif­fer­ent from the for­mu­las of clas­sical science, psy­cho­logy or the prin­ciples of the market economy. This is about ancient ways that were even told as folk tales by the common people and there­fore kept alive. They have become very strange to us today, although there has been sci­en­tific­ally proofed quantum physics for almost a hundred years that con­firms some­thing similar. But the mater­i­al­istic-ego­istic view of the world has become so hardened that the very idea of living without an ego is com­pletely absurd for many people. And to look for a living hap­pi­ness in ego­less­ness seems even more absurd.

Our ego, oddly enough, bears a great resemb­lance to what we call “money”. We think: without money we cannot exist, without money there is no life. And the more money, the more life and the more wishes “I” can fulfil. Yet, there are only printed papers or shaped metal. However, because most people believe in it, it becomes the truth. A very ques­tion­able truth, and some­times it resembles a spir­itual lib­er­a­tion if one has the courage to simply burn such a paper, which usually makes us slaves...

So much for this won­der­ful magical fairy tale full of con­cen­trated sym­bol­ism, which the Broth­ers Grimm claim to have taken from another fairy tale and appar­ently pro­cessed it from a psy­cho­lo­gical point of view with their excel­lent exper­i­ence. A similar plot can also be found in the “Chronik der drei Schwest­ern” by Johann Karl August Musäus (Chron­icle of the three sisters), from which the fairy tale “The Three Sisters” by the Broth­ers Grimm arose in a similar way.

With this we have tried to inter­pret some levels of this fairy tale. In order to invest­ig­ate the intel­lec­tual or spir­itual level even more deeply, we want to turn to the ori­ginal, which was pub­lished in 1844 in the book “Hundert neue Mährchen im (Riesen) Gebirge ges­am­melt von Fried­mund von Arnim” (Hundred new fairy tales in the Giant Moun­tains col­lec­ted by…). The ori­ginal has a second part that con­trib­utes sig­ni­fic­antly to under­stand­ing. In addi­tion, it is written short and crisp and resembles the style of the old Zen masters, who used their words like thun­der­bolts, accord­ing to the motto: “Brevity is the soul of wit!” Not an easy chal­lenge, but take courage, we want to try...

From the Castle of the Golden Sun

✻ There was a mother, who had three sons. She had cursed the first to be an eagle king who had to be an eagle for 22 hours and a human for 2 hours every day. She had cursed the second to be a fish king, again 22 hours of fish, 2 hours of human. The third had gone away, so as not to be cursed by his mother, and had heard stories from the Castle of the Golden Sun that there was a prin­cess there who could be redeemed; that already 23 found their death there, and that a field would still be open for the 24th.

✎ This fairy tale starts again with the three broth­ers who, as male beings, are remin­is­cent of the spirit of the animals of air, water and earth. So it is obvious, that the third and young­est brother should be cursed into a bear as the king of the earth animals which the Broth­ers Grimm later added. It is aston­ish­ing that the close rela­tion­ship with humans was already recog­nized in all animals, so that they only took on their animal form and nature for a certain time due to a magic or an illu­sion of the great Mother Nature. This is of course an extremely com­pre­hens­ive view of the human being, which not only unites the three broth­ers with one another, but also the human being with all animals, even if man likes to think of himself as some­thing special. In addi­tion, the fairy tale means: He could even be some­thing special if he does not allow himself to be cursed by nature to be the king of the earth animals, but goes a special way instead, as out­lined here in the fairy tale, to redeem the soul from the illu­sion.

Well, right at the begin­ning we find two basic spir­itual prin­ciples. The first unites all beings with one another, which is what the blood rela­tion­ship of the broth­ers stands for who were born of a common mother. You could call it a uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence that con­nects all creatures. Those who were aware of this and expan­ded their con­scious­ness accord­ingly could speak to animals and plants and even to rivers and stones. The second prin­ciple sep­ar­ates living beings, just as the broth­ers are sep­ar­ated. Here we find the I-con­scious­ness, which can harden down to the ego and is embod­ied above all in the animal attrib­utes of desire and hate. With this, we recog­nize ourselves as sep­ar­ate indi­vidu­als. How does that happen? The fairy tale speaks of “cursed” (in German: ver­wün­schen, wün­schen = to wish). Well, maybe we just wish the wrong thing, so that insa­ti­able desires make us des­potic kings on earth who cannot, indeed, do not even want to control their animal instincts. This has a lot to do with illu­sion, of course, and so the Grimm version of the fairy tale above speaks of an enchant­ress. Of course, there is prob­ably nothing that can enchant us more than nature, but we only “curse” ourselves.

There are also two mys­tical number games (22 and 2) by which one could first under­stand the two hours of twi­light between day and night. In the past, twi­light was often a mys­tical time, when oppos­ites meet, so to speak, and the spirit can come to life. Accord­ingly, they were used for rituals and prayers. One can also think of the famous “witch­ing hour” at mid­night. This seem­ingly small space between the oppos­ites, where the spirit par­tic­u­larly unfolds, will be men­tioned several times in this fairy tale.

The 24 fields of the soul could mean a devel­op­ment cycle similar to a 24-hour day, on which the pre­vi­ous 23 levels of birth and death were marked, but now the time for some­thing higher is ripe. Such cycles were normal in ancient cul­tures, because they could be found every­where in nature: in the course of the sun, the moon, the stars and the seasons as well as in birth and death, bloom­ing and with­er­ing, or hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing. Everything took place in cycles, includ­ing intel­lec­tual devel­op­ment. There is always a field open in this cycle, which is already sym­bol­ized by the famous Zen circle, the fig­ure­head of Zen Buddhism, so to speak:
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And of course, all the pre­vi­ous stages somehow meet death as long as one remains trapped in this “hamster wheel” of the outer world and searches for one’s own soul in the per­ish­able. The main aim of the spir­itual path to sal­va­tion is to over­come the worldly attach­ment to loss and death.

✻ So he trav­elled along and came into a large forest, got lost in it and as he looked around he saw two giants stand­ing, they waved to him. When he approached them, the two quar­relled over a hat. Then the giants said to him that they were all equally strong and that they couldn’t agree who should get the hat, he should decide that. He has the hat given to him and says to them: He would go a little further away; then they should come running to him: whoever came first should get the hat. But they had told him it was a wishing hat; if you put it on, you could go where you wanted to go. As he ran on and on without calling the giant, all of a sudden he put on the hat and wished himself at the castle of the golden sun.

✎ The large forest is a common symbol of our world of names and shapes in which we usually get lost. Here we meet, so to speak, the great oppos­ites of nature, which you can imagine as giants fight­ing against each other, such as day and night, fire and water, life and death, under­stand­ing and emotion or hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing. Like the poles of a battery, they are equally strong and support the order of the world within narrow limits. We usually cling to these oppos­ites with greed and hatred. It is said, that between these oppos­ites there is a small space where the spirit can come to life and fulfil its desires. Let us think of the gigantic con­trast between our extremely hot sun and the extreme cold of space. In between there is a tiny little zone where our way of life is pos­sible. And the tol­er­ated range of our body tem­per­at­ure is even smaller. Accord­ingly, there are also many sens­it­ive bal­ances on earth that are neces­sary so that we can live within rel­at­ively narrow natural bound­ar­ies. This natural space of our human exist­ence appears tiny and narrow com­pared to the gigantic extremes and expanses of the uni­verse. Even our earth is just an unre­mark­able speck of dust, and we live on its surface.

By the way we cur­rently live, this living space, which one could also call a feel-good area or comfort zone, is becom­ing very small and the natural balance more and more fragile. We are ever­more locking ourselves into tight arti­fi­cial shells in order to defend ourselves against a nature that appears more and more hostile because we make it so through our mater­i­al­istic-ego­istic point of view. Many people already live prac­tic­ally like potted plants in an arti­fi­cial envir­on­ment with a sci­en­tific­ally worked out plan for water­ing, fer­til­iz­ing, topping, har­vest­ing and finally dis­pos­ing. To this end, an eco­nom­ic­ally ori­ented science together with an eco­nom­ic­ally ori­ented health system should help us, which are more and more turning into a blind dic­tat­or­ship, because money makes blind. In this way, we are sep­ar­at­ing ourselves further and further from a sens­ible, natural life, and will soon only be able to exist arti­fi­cially cared for as “indoor plants” or “flower pots” in sterile rooms in order to protect ourselves from a hostile nature that we made to a threat­en­ing enemy through our own thoughts and actions. May we slowly begin to expand our narrow con­scious­ness again and look beyond the edge of the mater­ial pot.

Perhaps this is the meaning of the wishing hat found among the giants, which through its sym­bol­ism already has a close con­nec­tion to our head with think­ing. What we need dead machines for today, such as cars, air­planes or rockets, people used to be able to achieve with their mind or con­scious­ness alone. And the further one recon­ciles these great con­trasts of nature, the more one can rise spir­itu­ally from them, the closer one comes to the “Castle of the Golden Sun”. This way beyond oppos­ites also reminds us of the “middle way” much talked about in Buddhism:

The highest truth is not dif­fi­cult.
Indeed; it leaves no choice between two things...
Don’t stay with oppos­ing thoughts.
Beware of looking for them...
At once cast aside the parts and the oppos­ites,
Every advant­age and every dis­ad­vant­age...
Who retains only a touch of the oppos­ite,
His mind remains con­fused ...
(The Sutra of Seng-Tsan)

This path beyond con­trasts can lead to the “Castle of the Golden Sun”, a won­der­ful sym­bol­ism that one can think about for a long time. We already know the gold as a symbol of truth, the radiant sun as pure energy or a spirit uni­fy­ing everything, and a castle is some­thing that requires a key to get into. Who lives in this castle? It is said, that the pure soul lives there, the highest thing we can find in the world and which all beings are looking for, the essence of our life.

✻ When he got there, he looked at the prin­cess, but she looked very bad. He said to her, “If I had known that you looked so dread­ful, I would not have come here at all.” But she got a mirror so that he could look in it and he would know how beau­ti­ful she would be if she were saved.

✎ This exper­i­ence is not unusual. We often face the ugly through the tran­si­ence of nature in the form of loss, old age, illness and death. Just think of a bunch of flowers that have faded and that we throw in the garbage because it no longer looks pretty. If we could be able to see the beauty in the withered blossom, in the fruit and in the seed, then we would have a much deeper world­view. We would chase less after per­ish­able things, imper­man­ence would lose power and maybe even death.

A monk asked, “What if the tree withers and the leaves fall?”
The master spoke, “Perfect mani­fest­a­tion of the golden wind.”
(Yün-men (864-949), Zen Master)

Also men­tally, many people who at some point look inside see a lot of ugli­ness. It used to be spoken of as a dark soul defiled by sin. These are the moun­tains of garbage that we accu­mu­late and never recycle, not only extern­ally in nature, but also intern­ally. This is prob­ably also the reason why we prefer to focus on beau­ti­ful external things. Nobody wants to look at this hor­rible thing inside. Espe­cially these days we see no point in clean­ing here. Because we no longer know any­thing about the actual beauty of the soul, we don’t even suspect it and even deny that there is a soul at all. So why should we clean up inside? It’s enough if we’re fine on the outside. Our cata­logues are full of beau­ti­ful pic­tures of things we are meant to desire and buy. Modern art coun­ter­acts this and loves the ter­rible. This is cer­tainly no coin­cid­ence, because it already reflects our inner being. Who still shows us the beauty of the soul in pure harmony? Where are the paint­ers with the magic mirror? They say, just one look at the pure soul and we are in love forever. And that’s a whole dif­fer­ent kind of love than we’re used to. Then you also go com­pletely dif­fer­ent ways than we usually go:

✻ So, he said when he looked inside, “That’s good! What’s my job?” - “There’s an ox down by the spring,” said the prin­cess: he would have to kill it first. If the ox were dead, he should be careful. A fiery bird would fly away, car­ry­ing a glowing egg; if the bird were greatly dis­tressed, it would drop the egg, and where it fell everything would be burned until the egg had melted and could no longer be found. But there was a ball in the egg, if he could get it, it would satisfy the spirit that is now holding her in chains. She would be redeemed and he would be king of the palace of the golden sun.

✎ Wow, awesome sym­bol­ism! We want to try it. First, a spring is men­tioned. That must be some­thing import­ant, and so we would assume the source of life here, the origin where our person arises. Even this search can be a long way, because we usually look for the solu­tion to our prob­lems some­where outside. It is even more aston­ish­ing that we find an ox here inside the spring. We already know the ox as a symbol from the fairy tale “Doctor Knowall” for the I-will that pulls the chariot of life on which we load our life story. This also includes the moun­tains of rubbish men­tioned above, for which the symbol of fire­wood is often used. But in this fairy tale there is only a single ox, so to speak “All in One”, which should be killed.

What do we usually mean when we say: You’re as stub­born as an ox!? It’s prob­ably about this stub­born self-will, which we also call “ego”, so to speak, the wild and greedy animal in us. At least this ego is an import­ant basis of our person, and it was known in the past: whoever defeats this ego can free the soul.

My sins and lacks dis­ap­pear with my I.
(Ikkyu (1394-1481), Zen Master)

The battle against the ego is a com­plic­ated subject, however. The big ques­tion is who is fight­ing whom here? Moreover, with what weapons? As long as “I” fight with the ego, the ego fights with itself and is like an athlete on the way to becom­ing an “Iron Man” who only gets stronger through train­ing and com­pet­i­tion. There­fore, you need some other force beyond “I”. And this is where common sense usually comes in, which one needs and devel­ops already in the search for the source. One could defeat the ego with reason. This sounds simple at first, but the ego is not like a louse you can easily scrape off your head, but a tre­mend­ous moun­tain of energy that we have per­son­ally accu­mu­lated in life, the men­tioned truck­load of fire­wood, so to speak: all sins and merits, what is called the Karma Moun­tain in India. This mighty, unpre­dict­able and explos­ive energy is sym­bol­ized by the wild bull or, in a more tamed form, the ox. And, this energy cannot simply be lost, as we know from physics and the the famous law of con­ser­va­tion of energy.

What now? A common idea is to burn up this karma like a moun­tain of wood. Can you imagine that? Then with the dying ox, a huge fire rises like a bird in the sky. This fire carries with it the seed of life along with karma. Even if this seed were to fall again on fertile soil, it will no longer ger­min­ate but will be com­pletely burned up. So there is no longer any rebirth, as one used to imagine the con­tinu­ation of one’s own life. That would be the end of the prince, a kind of suicide and actu­ally no sal­va­tion, because there is still a problem: the prin­cess in the castle of the golden sun remains unre­deemed. - Very inter­est­ing, because this is how the ego usually ima­gines its sal­va­tion: “I am redeemed! What does the world have to do with me any longer?” That is of course a very narrow-minded idea of sal­va­tion or great lib­er­a­tion from worldly con­straints, at least not in the sense of our prin­cess.

Our fairy tale asks the really big ques­tion: How can one burn off karma and at the same time pre­serve the fruit­ful and cre­at­ive life, in order to free the soul in the castle of the golden sun?

And, what does “to satisfy the spirit that now binds the soul” mean? This is obvi­ously not about any mater­ial or tech­no­lo­gical achieve­ments, but about a spir­itual real­iz­a­tion that leads to peace. The fairy tale describes this path in bril­liant brevity. But, today we have a hard time with the sym­bol­ism, because the nature of a stub­born ox or a living fire is no longer part of our every­day exper­i­ence that has passed over into flesh and blood. Cars, tract­ors, elec­tric stoves and dis­trict heating have a dif­fer­ent nature. Above all, we can hardly under­stand the deep meaning of a blazing fire today. For things, that burn in the fire change their essence. Today we speak of dead energy, but in the past people also thought of spir­itual and living forces. Accord­ingly, the sac­ri­fi­cial fire had an import­ant meaning, whereby the being could rise from the solid and heavy earth into the spir­itual realms of the wide and light sky. That is why the dead were cremated so that their spirit or soul could rise and the bodily remains could return as ashes to the ele­ments of earth and water. Fire was an import­ant element of puri­fic­a­tion. And just as one sac­ri­ficed various fruits in the fire extern­ally, one could also burn up karma (the accu­mu­lated fruits of deeds) intern­ally. This process was prob­ably known in all cul­tures, only today we hardly care about it.

So, this is not about a trigger-happy prince sport­ingly hunting to kill some wild animal, but about the greatest sac­ri­fice that a human being can make, namely one’s own ego with all per­sonal belong­ings. That’s just fair: Because only those who give everything can achieve everything:

✻ He did as the prin­cess told him and killed the ox. But when the fiery bird was about to fly away, his brother the eagle came and struck the bird with his beak, so that the bird dropped the egg. That just fell into a fish­er­man’s hut near a water, because the eagle had just urged the bird towards the water. The hut was about to catch fire, and there was already a strong smell of it, but Brother Whale came to the rescue and spat out wave after wave over it, so that the egg cooled and could no longer burn. However, the rapid cooling had made the thick shell very brittle, so that he could easily remove the ball. He brought it to the spirit; the prin­cess was redeemed, and he was now king of the Castle of the Golden Sun.

✎ Now the ques­tion is how to pre­serve pro­duct­ive and cre­at­ive life in this process of burning. This is where the two broth­ers come into play. That is a very import­ant message on the spir­itual path: one must never lose touch with the whole. This is the only way to prevent the fire of puri­fic­a­tion from burning everything and the spir­itual path to lib­er­a­tion ending in nothing. Just as the saying goes, (don’t) throw the baby out with the bath water.

Sim­il­arly, it is related in the Samy­utta Nikaya of the Buddha, that at the very moment, when he attained enlight­en­ment and sal­va­tion and was about to with­draw com­pletely from the world, God Brahma appeared before him, bowed down and asked him to con­tinue to work in the world and to spread the sacred doc­trine for the good of the world and all beings. Accord­ingly, in Buddhism, everything mer­it­ori­ous is ded­ic­ated with prayers such as, “Through this whole­some thing, may I quickly attain the Buddha state; and may I then lead all living beings to the same state.” (The Seven Branches)

This con­nec­tion with all is bril­liantly illus­trated here in the play of the ele­ments, with the fire of anni­hil­a­tion limited by the wind element from above and the water element from below, to pre­serve the fish­er­man’s hut on earth, which is maybe a symbol of our phys­ic­al­ity. From the point of view of spir­itual prin­ciples, the eagle and the whale come to our aid here. The eagle then stands for the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence with pure reason, which limits the burning I-con­scious­ness at the top, and the whale for the feeling with the pure com­pas­sion of true love, with which the fire is extin­guished from below. This could burn the wild animal in us, the ego with all its karma, and at the same time, life between pure reason and true love in the form of a higher self-exist­ence could be pre­served. While the ordin­ary “I” is a sep­ar­at­ing prin­ciple closely related to the oppos­ing thoughts, the higher “I” is a uni­fy­ing prin­ciple cor­res­pond­ing to a uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence, reason or wisdom and recog­niz­ing itself as a whole. This higher “I” prob­ably also meant Jesus when he said: “I am the way, the truth and the life.”

In Buddhism, one would speak of wisdom and com­pas­sion in rela­tion to the eagle and whale, which one should develop and never lose on the spir­itual path to sal­va­tion. This is the only way to avoid falling into the extremes of nihil­ism or eter­n­al­ism, i.e. into abso­lute non-being or abso­lute being. This is the famous “Middle Way” on which the fertile and cre­at­ive life is pre­served, and the egg as a symbol of our fer­til­ity does not burn. On the con­trary, the hard shell of matter breaks and reveals the inner being. This is very import­ant, because the core of life is hidden here, so to speak, the essence of life, our inner golden sun that illu­min­ates us. When one brings this know­ledge or enlight­en­ment to the spirit, not only the­or­et­ic­ally but also liv­ingly, the pur­i­fied spirit can also redeem the soul from ugly imper­man­ence. With that, we become the king of the Castle of the Golden Sun, and that is the mys­tical mar­riage of soul, spirit and nature, their unity and the great redemp­tion and lib­er­a­tion.

Of course, this is about a com­pletely dif­fer­ent kind of freedom than we usually imagine when we talk about eman­cip­a­tion, for example, where the husband sep­ar­ates from his wife or the wife from her husband and fam­il­ies break up because the ego desires unlim­ited freedom. However, this is not freedom, but pas­sion­ate self-indul­gence. Here ego tri­umphs over reason and not reason over ego.

Taming this stub­born and highly power­ful ox, bull, or buffalo has always been a great chal­lenge. Just think of the ox images of Zen Buddhism, which we want to talk about briefly at the end, or the bull of heaven in the epic of Gil­gamesh. The notori­ous bull­fights in Spain are also an outward expres­sion of this. In Indian mys­ti­cism, the bull even serves as a mount for the gods, such as the white bull of Shiva, the god of dis­sol­u­tion, or the black bull of Yama, the god of death. Accord­ingly, the ox also plays a central role in old fables, such as in the Pan­chatan­tra. Even the Sanskrit term yoga, which is on every­one’s lips today, means some­thing like “to yoke” and points to the stub­born ox that has to be tamed on this path.

How long or dif­fi­cult is the path? Some speak of bliss­ful victory within an hour, some of thou­sands of lives and ter­rible hells. It cer­tainly depends on how far you have already gone, and exper­i­ence has shown that it doesn’t feel good when the ego is attacked or even hurt. It is import­ant that you go in the right dir­ec­tion step by step. Too much impa­tience or desire is inap­pro­pri­ate here.

The little snail;
very slowly it climbs up
to the great moun­tain Fujiyama.
(Kobay­ashi Issa, 1763 - 1828)

Because as long as the pas­sion­ate ego tries to tame or even defeat the bull, the bull may die, but prob­ably only of laughter. That is why this fairy tale goes even further and explains a few fun­da­mental prob­lems and hints for the path that has been shown so bril­liantly and simply up to now, with sim­il­arly mys­tical and compact sym­bol­ism.

✻ But he had to promise her that he would not take her away into other company. Once he boasted after all, when he had wished himself alone in a company, and said that he had the queen of the Castle of the Golden Sun. Nobody wanted to believe him. To prove it, he prom­ised to be there with her in half an hour and did so. But the prin­cess was offen­ded that he acted con­trary to his promise in a moment. So, when she had to walk in the garden and he fell asleep, she was gone with the wishing hat. When he awoke, there stood a pair of iron shoes with the words: “You will no more be called king of the Castle of the Golden Sun than you will wear off the iron shoes.”

✎ This imme­di­ately addresses the greatest problem of the mys­tical know­ledge of truth. Why hasn’t anyone written down this supreme know­ledge about the essence of life clearly and dis­tinctly or carved it in stone? Neither Jesus nor Buddha did it. Their teach­ings were not crys­tal­lized and written down until many years or gen­er­a­tions later. They only spoke about it accord­ingly to the respect­ive under­stand­ing of the audi­ence and pointed the way. Buddha repeatedly emphas­ized that the soul cannot be grasped as an object, for it does exist and does not exist.

This is the great mystery.
You exist and yet you don’t exist.
(Shen-Ts’ing, Zen Master)

Jesus also said: “Whoever wants to hold on to his soul will lose it...” So it was known for a long time that this truth, the essence of everything, cannot be known and seized with words and thoughts.

When an ignor­ant under­stands, he becomes a saint.
But when a saint under­stands, he becomes an ignor­ant.
(Mumon Ekai (1183-1260), Zen Master)

Sim­il­arly, our prince falls back into the world and wants to be impress­ive before others. Now, of course, the ego awakens again, and bang, it’s over with being king in the Castle of the Golden Sun. He falls asleep and sinks back, so to speak, into the dream state of worldly illu­sion. With that he falls back into the world of oppos­ites and through ignor­ance also loses his spir­itual power to fulfil all his wishes.

How can this happen when he had already killed the ego in the form of the ox? In this regard, it is often dis­cussed whether one should speak here of killing or taming the ox. This topic also existed in Chris­tian­ity, only here one spoke of a dragon. For example, Saint George killed the dragon, and Saint Martha tamed it. Both symbols cer­tainly mean the same thing. Both ideas are also treach­er­ous. When killing, one could think of some­thing that is outside of us and simply dis­ap­pears through an act of viol­ence. When it comes to taming, one might think of an inner sup­pres­sion, an eternal struggle that one can wage with all love, but can never com­pletely win. We are also famil­iar with this problem from raising chil­dren: should one counter the stub­born little ego with con­sist­ent rigour or with tire­less angelic tongues? Here, too, the truth prob­ably lies some­where in the middle and is dif­fi­cult to grasp in words, the famous “middle way”.

“Mu” is the third pos­sib­il­ity beyond “yes” and “no”. It says that yes or no cannot answer the ques­tion. Such answers do not capture the truth. (Shan-Ts’ing, Zen Master)

In any case, our prince wakes up again in the ordin­ary world of oppos­ites, severely pun­ished with the iron shoes. Sup­posedly, there is an iron shoe in the “Museum of medi­eval Torture Instru­ments” in Prague, which says:
It was shaped like a normal shoe and had a bell at the top. It encircled the foot of the person to be pun­ished and was able to squeeze it with the help of screw threads. The convict to be pun­ished had to walk through the whole town in these shoes and ring the bell to attract the atten­tion of the pop­u­la­tion. Every­one who saw and heard him walking knew imme­di­ately that a public pun­ish­ment was being carried out here. The iron shoe thus also had a fin­an­cial advant­age for the judi­ciary. After putting on the shoes, the delin­quent prac­tic­ally pun­ished himself. He suffered phys­ical pain from his run and was pub­licly pil­lor­ied due to the bells.

In addi­tion, this sym­bol­ism also reminds us that the prince is now again bound to the earth, wan­der­ing through the dark forest and can no longer rise to the Castle of the Golden Sun. His memory, however, that lies dormant in all of us, is still awake, and so the great search begins again.

✻ He ran with his shoes every­where through forest and valley. No one could give him any inform­a­tion until at last he came to a villain’s house; he shouldn’t get any quar­ters there. There was an old woman, and she said, there was a gang of robbers there and they would wring his neck; he would have to crawl straight into the chimney. She wanted to light a fire so they wouldn’t smell him. Now my thieves are coming home. When they came, they said, “It smells of people.” The woman said that there had been some, but they had gone again. The robbers went looking, but they didn’t find him. He stayed in the chimney. After­wards they came back and talked to each other. Then one said, “I have a boot, if I put it on and say, ‘Boot run!’, then I am able and make a mile every step.” - “And I have a coat,” said the other, “if I put it on, so nobody will see me.” The third said, “I have a saddle and when I say “Fly!” it goes even faster than the wind.” Then they went to sleep. Then he got down, put on the boot and the coat, sat on the saddle and flew away.

✎ This part of the story reminds us of the fairy tale of the “Devil with the three golden hairs”. There is an old woman here who helps the prince, just as Mother Nature sup­ports us in all ways. Here, too, there are three valu­able and mys­tical tools to win, which, however, are asso­ci­ated with great danger. We find some­thing similar in the fairy tale of the “Six Ser­vants”, where we have already spoken of the siddhis, the super­nat­ural abil­it­ies that can be attained on the path of yoga. However, what do these things have to do with vil­lains or robbers? A lot, because they are also very dan­ger­ous. This is expressed here again with ingeni­ous sym­bol­ism. As soon as these extraordin­ary means are used for phys­ical or sensual goals, that is, as soon as we smell of human flesh, they rob us of life.

These “super­nat­ural abil­it­ies” can be achieved through med­it­at­ive con­cen­tra­tion, certain phys­ical exer­cises or even through drugs. Cer­tainly, the old yogis, monks or shamans knew about the effects of various drugs and could use them accord­ingly. In the “flower power” era of the 1960s, attempts were made to shorten the path to great hap­pi­ness with drugs, which obvi­ously did not end well. Why? Well, that’s prob­ably due to our modern, mater­i­al­istic, ego­centric world view, with which we are not at all capable of using such drugs respons­ibly and health­ily. But more on that later...

On this subject there is also an inter­est­ing story in the ancient Indian Markandeya Purana [Chapter 61] about the use of a so-called magic salve or witches flying oint­ment, i.e. a drug that was absorbed through the skin. There, too, it becomes clear what we could find in all Indian tra­di­tions, that such “super­nat­ural abil­it­ies” can be helpful under certain cir­cum­stances, but are not the actual goal on the spir­itual path. On the con­trary, as in Markandeya Purana [Chapter 40], it is warned every­where: As soon as desire con­nects with them, they become an obstacle and very dan­ger­ous. It is a game with fire, just as the prince has to hide in the chimney and nature kindles a fire beneath him. Anyone who still has a lot of mater­ial phys­ic­al­ity and is attached to it has poor chances. In addi­tion, drugs are par­tic­u­larly prob­lem­atic because they are now easy to obtain and do not require mental train­ing. In prin­ciple, one should be careful with any promise to shorten the spir­itual path to great hap­pi­ness. This is where advert­ising appeals to our desire, and that is cer­tainly not the path to true hap­pi­ness. The yoga paths of med­it­a­tion and phys­ical exer­cise are far more reli­able. They can also be used to gain “super­nat­ural abil­it­ies”. But, of course, you have to prac­tice with a lot of dili­gence and patience, because success never comes easily.

✻ Now he made every effort in the world, flew to the sun, to the moon, and to the star, and asked if they knew nothing about the Castle of the Golden Sun. Nobody knew any­thing. So he went to the wind, first to the midday wind, then to the morning wind, to the evening wind, to the mid­night wind; no one knew any­thing. He went to the big whirl­wind, but he didn’t know any­thing either. However, he said: He had a little brother, maybe, he knew some­thing. When the prince came to him, he said: Yes, he would have to dry laundry. The queen would be bride.

✎ That sounds very modern at first, because today we like to try our luck some­where on the moon, fly to the stars or hunt around in the four car­dinal points. For the midday wind used to be the south wind, the morning wind came from the east, the evening wind from the west, and the mid­night wind from the north. The whirl­wind ori­gin­ated from two oppos­ite wind dir­ec­tions. But this fairy tale is prob­ably about a sym­bol­ism that we find within us and is well known in yoga. Because there we find a sunny side and a moon side with subtle energy chan­nels that relate to the brain and body halves. The star could denote the mys­tical third eye between the eye­brows and the yogi also knows the five inner body winds and the energy swirls of the chakras. In addi­tion, the fairy tale speaks of a “little brother of the whirl­wind” who takes care of drying the laundry and knows the Castle of the Golden Sun. Yoga speaks of a ser­pent­ine force called Kunda­lini, which is closely con­nec­ted to the energy swirls of the chakras and which can be awakened through prac­tice. It causes a clean­ing process and can lead to clair­voy­ant abil­it­ies and higher know­ledge. It may be that these inter­pret­a­tions are far-fetched and the nar­rator of this fairy tale has never atten­ded a yoga class. However, we should keep in mind: Yoga is not a the­or­et­ical science but a prac­tical exper­i­ence that anyone can have, even if one has never heard of India or yoga...

At least our hero learns the way and that his wife is now engaged to someone else. Wow! The soul plays around! Aston­ish­ing! Nev­er­the­less, he seems to take it easy. That’s a good thing, because with envy and jeal­ousy, he would cer­tainly never have gotten this far. Now, it’s time to use the special abil­it­ies.

✻ As he heard it, he sits down on the saddle. The wind thinks he prob­ably won’t be able to follow. But he says, “Now, we will see.” So he said, “Hello saddle, forward!” Then the wind spoke, “Oh ha, just not so fast!” So they con­tin­ued. - When he would come there, said the wind, the queen would sit at table. If she began to eat the soup, he should wear his coat and invis­ibly eat the soup out of her spoon and all the dishes. Then she would be grieved and go out. Outside he should reveal himself to her, and if she asked what she should do, he would have to say, that she once lost a key; now she has found that old key again. She would prefer the old to the new. Then the new king would go away. - That’s, how it happened. “If the old one were there,” said the new king, “then I would be of no use,” and went. There­fore, he was king again and had his wishing hat back.

✎ Well, that was fast. Let’s take a closer look at the sym­bol­ism: the saddle is often used as a symbol, because this is where the leader sits. This is usually our ego, but that doesn’t get you to the Castle of the Golden Sun. This requires a higher leader, a higher intel­li­gence that can also be called reason. The saddle is now the “tamed or van­quished ego” on which we ride home. Of course, this pure spirit in the form of pure con­scious­ness is always faster than the wind and can rise to unima­gined regions.

The sym­bol­ism of how to lib­er­ate the soul from the foreign king is of course bril­liant again. First, you have to make your­self invis­ible. The dragon slayer Siegfried also acquired this ability in the Nibe­lun­gen saga. This pre­sum­ably means above all that one can discard one’s phys­ic­al­ity. How can one win the soul as long as one iden­ti­fies with the external body? Then it is a matter of stop­ping the flow of food and thus dis­solv­ing the illu­sion. That is why the yogis fast and prac­tice asceti­cism in solitude until the soul leaves the dining room in despair. Con­scious­ness and soul meet, so to speak, outside of the phys­ical world. Here they recog­nize them­selves again, as one also speaks of the highest know­ledge, the key to the Castle of the Golden Sun, which we have lost or for­got­ten and have now found again. It is the ancient key that was already found in the egg yolk. That means: key and lock are one. And not only key and lock, but also king and key. Won­der­ful! The false king dis­ap­pears by himself. How can some­thing just dis­ap­pear like that? There’s really only one thing that can dis­ap­pear without a trace, and that’s illu­sion. And you ask: Was it there at all? So one often speaks of a dream from which we can wake up.


The ten Ox Images

At the end of this fairy tale inter­pret­a­tion, we would like to briefly present the ten ox images of Zen Buddhism that we men­tioned above and that describe a similar path to our two fairy tales.
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1. Search­ing for the Bull

In search of the bull,
I fight my way through forests,
fol­low­ing the course of unnamed rivers,
lost on mean­der­ing moun­tain paths.
Exhausted and des­pair­ing,
I can find nothing but rust­ling leaves,
and the singing of cicadas at night­fall.

2. Finding the Foot­prints

Foot­prints
under trees by the riverb­ank,
amongst the fra­grant grasses,
in the distant moun­tains.
These tracks are as omni­present as the sky
and as obvious as my own nose.

3. Seeing the Bull

Bird­song from within the branches,
warm sun and cool breeze,
green willows by the riverb­ank.
There is nowhere for the bull to hide.
Who could paint such a huge head
and such pen­et­rat­ing horns?

4. Catch­ing the Bull

I battle bravely to seize the bull
strug­gling with its fero­cious will
and inex­haust­ible strength,
as it charges high into misty moun­tains
and deep into inac­cess­ible ravines.

5. Taming the Bull

With whip and tether
to prevent it wan­der­ing of in the wil­der­ness,
the bull will become well trained
and nat­ur­ally meek —
obeying without need of restraint.
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6. Riding Home on the Bull

I ride the bull unhur­riedly home­ward.
The melody of my song greets the evening.
I beat the pulse. I am the harmony.
There is no need to say
that I am now one of those that know.

7. No Bull

Arriv­ing home,
the bull sud­denly dis­ap­pears.
I sit alone at peace.
In bliss­ful release. I greet the dawn sun,
with whip and tether aban­doned
in my humble homestead.

8. No Any­thing

Whip and tether, self and bull —
everything is no thing.
The clear blue sky is unmarked by a message.
Could a snow­flake persist in a flaming fire?
This is the place of the ancient masters.

9. Return­ing to the Source

I have returned to the root and effort is over.
From the first, there has been no one
to see or hear any­thing.
There is nothing outside of my true home.
Rivers quietly flow and red flowers bloom.

10. Return­ing to the World

Bare­foot and plain, I mingle in the market place.
My clothes may be ragged, but I am smiling.
I need no magical powers.
Before my eyes, the withered trees bloom.

(Kuoan Shiyuan around 1150, Source: „Zen Wisdom“ von Tim Freke, 1997)

That’s won­der­ful, our fairy tale comes from the Silesian Giant Moun­tains and these ox pic­tures from China on the other side of the world. And yet there are so many sim­il­ar­it­ies, and basic­ally the same path is described. It explains how dif­fi­cult it is already to get to the source of the ego. Its effects can be found every­where, but the battle can only be won at the source. There the ox can be tamed and, in the form of reason and wisdom, becomes the way home, which is the Castle of the Golden Sun. Whip and reins sym­bol­ize con­sist­ent self-control and tire­less lead­er­ship through mind­ful­ness. The old Zen masters also mastered this art with their stu­dents, and it was not uncom­mon to say for care­less speeches: “Give him flaps to the beat of his words!” At some point the ox sud­denly dis­ap­pears, and with it the ques­tion of reining or killing. Here, too, the point is not to destroy life, but to pre­serve life on a much higher level, to return to the world and to see life flour­ish­ing even in withered trees.

Of course, only a few people are inter­ested in such paths today. All this ancient know­ledge of how to tame and van­quish the wilful ego could become an exist­en­tial ques­tion in the near future as we realize how this extremely growing, unbridled and greedy ego is leading us into a hor­rific natural dis­aster, external and internal. Even­tu­ally neither tech­no­logy nor bur­eau­cracy nor money will help. Then at the latest, we “modern people” have to think about how we can at least tame the ox a little. It won’t be about the great lib­er­a­tion right away, but maybe about the sur­vival of mankind on this blue-green planet.

The bound­less sky of med­it­a­tion,
The clear moon­light of wisdom.
The truth revealed as eternal silence.
This earth is the pure lotus land,
This body is the body of the Buddha.
(Hakuin, Zen Master)


The problem of the twisted worldview

Finally, perhaps a few more thoughts on the two world­views that we men­tioned in the text above and that we have already described in more detail in the last fairy tale of the “Thum­bling”. The schem­atic rep­res­ent­a­tion of the hol­istic-ensouled world­view shows how the natural prin­ciples with their prop­er­ties emerge from the whole and from the outside to the inside. Cor­res­pond­ingly, one must, con­versely, first dis­solve the mater­ial phys­ic­al­ity from the inside to the outside in order to be able to reach the self-con­scious­ness or ego at all. This process of mater­ial dis­sol­u­tion is not as impossible as it might appear. Modern science has also laid the found­a­tions for this with the dis­cov­er­ies of quantum physics. Even the TV-famous astro­phys­i­cist Harald Lesch talks about this in his video “Matter does not consist of matter”. He talks there of at least 99.8% of our world that is not mater­ial phys­ic­al­ity, and what he calls the “energy of bonding” through “hate and love” reminds us very much of the prop­er­ties of self-con­scious­ness. Werner Heis­en­berg, one of the pion­eers of quantum physics, said: “The first sip from the cup of science leads to atheism, but God is waiting at the bottom of the cup”. This path of know­ledge of dis­sol­u­tion or redemp­tion to the whole and, if you will, to God, is described in this fairy tale as well as in count­less Eastern lore. And when the ego-con­scious­ness is defeated and redeemed, the living soul with the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence or reason remains:
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hol­istic and soulful view of the world

It looks com­pletely dif­fer­ent in our usual mater­i­al­istic-ego­centric world view, as it has been propag­ated by most sci­ent­ists for several cen­tur­ies and even today con­trary to the find­ings of modern quantum physics (see e.g. video: Harald Lesch - emer­gence of life from dead matter). As you can see in the fol­low­ing diagram, in this world view, one must first dis­solve reason in order to gain ego-con­scious­ness. Then one could dis­solve the ego, leaving an inan­im­ate dead uni­verse. Nobody wants that! For in this way the dis­sol­u­tion of the ego resembles a typical suicide, which we reas­on­ably shy away from.
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mater­i­al­istic-ego­centric world­view

Inter­est­ingly, this scen­ario is also similar to what we are cur­rently exper­i­en­cing in science in general and espe­cially in the Corona crisis of 2020. It’s not about dis­solv­ing egoism with a whole­some motiv­a­tion, but trying viol­ently to remove the sub­ject­ive I-con­scious­ness from nature in order to object­ively dom­in­ate nature. That sounds absurd, and it is absurd when you look at the hol­istic-ensouled world­view. However, some­thing like this is hap­pen­ing now: the higher reason, which looks at nature as a whole, dis­ap­pears, short sighted­ness and fear rule, the intel­lec­tual mind becomes the dic­tator and kills itself out of fear because it is unable to see the whole and essen­tial and to make sens­ible decisions. This process is like a dis­eased or out­lived organ­ism that even­tu­ally kills itself. If things con­tinue like this, we face a social, cul­tural and eco­nomic suicide, similar to the extinc­tion of the “Seven Swa­bi­ans”.

Various devel­op­ments of human­ity can be derived from this dis­tor­tion of our world view, above all the tech­nical-sci­entific revolu­tion, which has filled our world with dead machines because life is now based on dead matter. In addi­tion, a cap­it­al­ist social system emerged that is fun­da­ment­ally ori­ented towards mater­ial values. At the same time, many people could no longer under­stand the old fairy tales that had been passed down alive for many cen­tur­ies or even mil­len­nia, and in the 19th century the Broth­ers Grimm were trying to save what could be saved. Because with the mater­i­al­istic-ego­centric world­view, one can no longer under­stand the deeper meaning of these ancient stories, since there is no more spirit-based life in this world­view, and so they were finally degraded to chil­dren’s fairy tales.

Another devel­op­ment that can be derived from our twisted world­view is the growing egoism that became the basis of our eco­nomic system and increas­ingly mani­fests itself in passion, desire and morbid addic­tion that are hardly con­trol­lable. In addi­tion, there is a growing exist­en­tial fear, because our life is now based on dead matter and is built on sand, so to speak. The demise of many social­ist states, that were mater­i­al­ist­ic­ally ori­ented in the same way, has shown that such a devel­op­ment cannot go well for long, and things are not much better for us at present. May we remem­ber the higher reason again and turn our world view upside down!

One and All
J.W. von Goethe

To find ourselves in bound­less being
Who would not vanish, gladly fleeing
From all that wearied and annoys;
No ardent wants, no wild desir­ing,
No duties strict, no orders tiring,
Such self-sur­render each enjoys.

World-soul, come, let your force pervade us!
To combat the world-spirit aid us
And match our powers to these high stakes.
Then sym­path­etic spirits guide us,
As gentle masters walk beside us
To him who all things made and makes.

To take what’s made and then re-make it,
To fight rigid­ity and break it,
Eternal living action quest.
What never was grows real and fuller,
As pure clean suns, as worlds with colour,
And in becom­ing never rest.

It all must move, make new cre­ations,
First take form, then trans­form­a­tions;
For moments it just seems held fast.
In all things life’s per­petu­ated,
And all must be anni­hil­ated
That exist­ence strives to last.

For more inform­a­tion on the men­tioned phys­i­cist and Nobel Prize winner Werner Heis­en­berg, who incid­ent­ally was also a great admirer of Goethe, we can recom­mend his highly inter­est­ing auto­bi­o­graphy “The Part and the Whole” or, more briefly, the fol­low­ing video about his great life ques­tion: What is it “whatever holds the world together in its inmost folds?” Here, for example, you can hear from 1:18:40 Dr. Rembser, a phys­i­cist at CERN:
Werner Heis­en­berg would still say about what we measure today, “Exactly, I was right.” Ele­ment­ary particles are described by so-called wave func­tions. That means you can’t tell where the particle is right now. They are basic­ally clouds, if you want to put it that way. There are prob­ab­il­it­ies of stay. Only when I look, when I give the particle some­thing to inter­act with, then when forces are at work, only then does the particle become visible and is what fits into my so-called world view. But it’s true: a particle is a wave, not a ball. [1:20:35] Phys­i­cists are con­stantly devel­op­ing new tech­no­lo­gies in which quantum physics can be used and applied. But the con­sequences for our world view are hardly ever ques­tioned... I have to say that these fun­da­mental ques­tions are not dealt with at all in under­gradu­ate studies. That’s a topic that doesn’t come up when you start learn­ing physics... and during your studies you don’t actu­ally touch on these ques­tions at all. [1:21:20]

Werner Heis­en­berg said at an advanced age: “Most people prob­ably think that atomic tech­no­logy is the most import­ant con­sequence (of quantum physics). It’s always been dif­fer­ent for me. I believed that the philo­soph­ical con­sequences of physics would change even more in the long run than the tech­nical con­sequences...”


The emperor’s new clothes

✻ Fairy tale by Hans Chris­tian Ander­sen (1837)

Many years ago, there was an Emperor, who was so excess­ively fond of new clothes, that he spent all his money in dress. He did not trouble himself in the least about his sol­diers; nor did he care to go either to the theatre or the chase, except for the oppor­tun­it­ies then afforded him for dis­play­ing his new clothes. He had a dif­fer­ent suit for each hour of the day; and as of any other king or emperor, one is accus­tomed to say, “He is sitting in council,” it was always said of him, “The Emperor is sitting in his ward­robe.”

Time passed merrily in the large town which was his capital; strangers arrived every day at the court. One day, two rogues, calling them­selves weavers, made their appear­ance. They gave out that they knew how to weave stuffs of the most beau­ti­ful colours and elab­or­ate pat­terns, the clothes man­u­fac­tured from which should have the won­der­ful prop­erty of remain­ing invis­ible to every­one who was unfit for the office he held, or who was extraordin­ar­ily simple in char­ac­ter.

“These must, indeed, be splen­did clothes!” thought the Emperor. “Had I such a suit, I might at once find out what men in my realms are unfit for their office, and also be able to dis­tin­guish the wise from the foolish! This stuff must be woven for me imme­di­ately.” And he caused large sums of money to be given to both the weavers in order that they might begin their work dir­ectly.

So the two pre­ten­ded weavers set up two looms, and affected to work very busily, though in reality they did nothing at all. They asked for the most del­ic­ate silk and the purest gold thread; put both into their own knap­sacks; and then con­tin­ued their pre­ten­ded work at the empty looms until late at night.

“I should like to know how the weavers are getting on with my cloth,” said the Emperor to himself, after some little time had elapsed; he was, however, rather embar­rassed, when he remembered that a sim­pleton, or one unfit for his office, would be unable to see the man­u­fac­ture. To be sure, he thought he had nothing to risk in his own person; but yet, he would prefer sending some­body else, to bring him intel­li­gence about the weavers, and their work, before he troubled himself in the affair. All the people through­out the city had heard of the won­der­ful prop­erty the cloth was to possess; and all were anxious to learn how wise, or how ignor­ant, their neigh­bours might prove to be.

“I will send my faith­ful old min­is­ter to the weavers,” said the Emperor at last, after some delib­er­a­tion, “he will be best able to see how the cloth looks; for he is a man of sense, and no one can be more suit­able for his office than he is.”

So the faith­ful old min­is­ter went into the hall, where the knaves were working with all their might, at their empty looms. “What can be the meaning of this?” thought the old man, opening his eyes very wide. “I cannot dis­cover the least bit of thread on the looms.” However, he did not express his thoughts aloud.

The impost­ors reques­ted him very cour­teously to be so good as to come nearer their looms; and then asked him whether the design pleased him, and whether the colours were not very beau­ti­ful; at the same time point­ing to the empty frames. The poor old min­is­ter looked and looked, he could not dis­cover any­thing on the looms, for a very good reason, viz there was nothing there. “What!” thought he again, “Is it pos­sible that I am a sim­pleton? I have never thought so myself; and no one must know it now if I am so. Can it be, that I am unfit for my office? No, that must not be said either. I will never confess that I could not see the stuff.”

“Well, Sir Min­is­ter!” said one of the knaves, still pre­tend­ing to work. “You do not say whether the stuff pleases you.”

“Oh, it is excel­lent!” replied the old min­is­ter, looking at the loom through his spec­tacles. “This pattern, and the colours, yes, I will tell the Emperor without delay, how very beau­ti­ful I think them.”

“We shall be much obliged to you,” said the impost­ors, and then they named the dif­fer­ent colours and described the pattern of the pre­ten­ded stuff. The old min­is­ter listened attent­ively to their words, in order that he might repeat them to the Emperor; and then the knaves asked for more silk and gold, saying that it was neces­sary to com­plete what they had begun. However, they put all that was given them into their knap­sacks; and con­tin­ued to work with as much appar­ent dili­gence as before at their empty looms.

The Emperor now sent another officer of his court to see how the men were getting on, and to ascer­tain whether the cloth would soon be ready. It was just the same with this gen­tle­man as with the min­is­ter; he sur­veyed the looms on all sides, but could see nothing at all but the empty frames.

“Does not the stuff appear as beau­ti­ful to you, as it did to the min­is­ter?” asked the impost­ors the Emperor’s second ambas­sador; at the same time making the same ges­tures as before, and talking of the design and colours which were not there.

“I cer­tainly am not stupid!” thought the mes­sen­ger. “It must be, that I am not fit for my good, prof­it­able office! That is very odd; however, no one shall know any­thing about it.” And accord­ingly he praised the stuff he could not see, and declared that he was delighted with both colours and pat­terns. “Indeed, your Imper­ial Majesty,” said he to his sov­er­eign when he returned, “the cloth which the weavers are pre­par­ing is extraordin­ar­ily mag­ni­fi­cent.”

The whole city was talking of the splen­did cloth which the Emperor had ordered to be woven at his own expense.

And now the Emperor himself wished to see the costly man­u­fac­ture, while it was still in the loom. Accom­pan­ied by a select number of officers of the court, among whom were the two honest men who had already admired the cloth, he went to the crafty impost­ors, who, as soon as they were aware of the Emperor’s approach, went on working more dili­gently than ever; although they still did not pass a single thread through the looms.

“Is not the work abso­lutely mag­ni­fi­cent?” said the two officers of the crown, already men­tioned. “If your Majesty will only be pleased to look at it! What a splen­did design! What glor­i­ous colours!” and at the same time they pointed to the empty frames; for they ima­gined that every­one else could see this exquis­ite piece of work­man­ship.

“How is this?” said the Emperor to himself. “I can see nothing! This is indeed a ter­rible affair! Am I a sim­pleton, or am I unfit to be an Emperor? That would be the worst thing that could happen--Oh! The cloth is charm­ing,” said he, aloud. “It has my com­plete approb­a­tion.” And he smiled most gra­ciously, and looked closely at the empty looms; for on no account would he say that he could not see what two of the officers of his court had praised so much. All his retinue now strained their eyes, hoping to dis­cover some­thing on the looms, but they could see no more than the others; nev­er­the­less, they all exclaimed, “Oh, how beau­ti­ful!” and advised his majesty to have some new clothes made from this splen­did mater­ial, for the approach­ing pro­ces­sion. “Mag­ni­fi­cent! Charm­ing! Excel­lent!” resoun­ded on all sides; and every­one was uncom­monly gay. The Emperor shared in the general sat­is­fac­tion; and presen­ted the impost­ors with the riband of an order of knight­hood, to be worn in their button-holes, and the title of “Gen­tle­men Weavers.”

The rogues sat up the whole of the night before the day on which the pro­ces­sion was to take place, and had sixteen lights burning, so that every­one might see how anxious they were to finish the Emperor’s new suit. They pre­ten­ded to roll the cloth off the looms; cut the air with their scis­sors; and sewed with needles without any thread in them. “See!” they cried, at last. “The Emperor’s new clothes are ready!”
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And now the Emperor, with all the grandees of his court, came to the weavers; and the rogues raised their arms, as if in the act of holding some­thing up, saying, “Here are your Majesty’s trousers! Here is the scarf! Here is the mantle! The whole suit is as light as a cobweb; one might fancy one has nothing at all on, when dressed in it; that, however, is the great virtue of this del­ic­ate cloth.”

“Yes indeed!” said all the courtiers, although not one of them could see any­thing of this exquis­ite man­u­fac­ture. “If your Imper­ial Majesty will be gra­ciously pleased to take off your clothes, we will fit on the new suit, in front of the looking glass.” The Emperor was accord­ingly undressed, and the rogues pre­ten­ded to array him in his new suit; the Emperor turning round, from side to side, before the looking glass. “How splen­did his Majesty looks in his new clothes, and how well they fit!” every­one cried out. “What a design! What colours! These are indeed royal robes!”

“The canopy which is to be borne over your Majesty, in the pro­ces­sion, is waiting,” announced the chief master of the cere­mon­ies. “I am quite ready,” answered the Emperor. “Do my new clothes fit well?” asked he, turning himself round again before the looking glass, in order that he might appear to be examin­ing his hand­some suit. The lords of the bed­cham­ber, who were to carry his Majesty’s train felt about on the ground, as if they were lifting up the ends of the mantle; and pre­ten­ded to be car­ry­ing some­thing; for they would by no means betray any­thing like sim­pli­city, or unfit­ness for their office.

So now the Emperor walked under his high canopy in the midst of the pro­ces­sion, through the streets of his capital; and all the people stand­ing by, and those at the windows, cried out, “Oh! How beau­ti­ful are our Emperor’s new clothes! What a mag­ni­fi­cent train there is to the mantle; and how grace­fully the scarf hangs!” in short, no one would allow that he could not see these much-admired clothes; because, in doing so, he would have declared himself either a sim­pleton or unfit for his office. Cer­tainly, none of the Emperor’s various suits, had ever made so great an impres­sion, as these invis­ible ones.

“But the Emperor has nothing at all on!” said a little child. “Listen to the voice of inno­cence!” exclaimed his father; and what the child had said was whispered from one to another.

“But he has nothing at all on!” at last cried out all the people. The Emperor was vexed, for he knew that the people were right; but he thought the pro­ces­sion must go on now! And the lords of the bed­cham­ber took greater pains than ever, to appear holding up a train, although, in reality, there was no train to hold.


MONEY-MAKES-BLIND - Memorial 2020

Dear readers, we would like to ask you to read this mem­or­able fairy tale, which was written almost 200 years ago, in its entirety and to open up for it for a while before you look at our inter­pret­a­tion below. This fairy tale is cur­rently being inter­preted a thou­sand times in the world and in the public media, and we could also call it “The Emperor’s new media, money or numbers”. In view of the dubious role played by many sci­ent­ists and politi­cians and the madness that cur­rently pre­vails, we propose this fairy tale to be erected as the “Memorial 2020”, together with three terms that now appar­ently rule our entire world: MONEY-MAKES-BLIND.


The emperor’s new clothes - Media, Money, Numbers

Well, anyone who has read this fairy tale will recog­nize the big ques­tion: “How can you see some­thing that isn’t there?”

If we look around the world at the moment (May 2020), we increas­ingly find so-called “con­spir­acy the­or­ists”, accord­ing to their view this fairy tale should be inter­preted as follows:

The emperor sym­bol­izes a band of selfish politi­cians who love to glorify them­selves in public and only mar­gin­ally care about the real prob­lems of the people. The two impost­ors sym­bol­ize their expert advisers, e.g. certain sci­ent­ists who have gained a special favour and are now selling an invis­ible fear product woven from chains of thoughts. With this they want to earn a lot of money and fame and provide their insti­tutes with gigantic sub­sidies over a long period of time, and anyone who does not believe in this delu­sion is con­sidered anti­so­cial and dan­ger­ous for all fellow cit­izens. There are also many min­is­ters, con­sult­ants and media who see the fraud but play along out of fear for their jobs and offi­cial priv­ileges. The big people’s parade is pulled off, and the people are ini­tially enthu­si­astic about it, until a child cries: “There’s nothing there!” The child sym­bol­izes a few doctors who can def­in­itely be described as chil­dren on the polit­ical stage, because they still live in a prac­tical world and just follow the exper­i­ences that have come from years of working with patients and their dis­eases. That’s why they can’t under­stand the theatre show on the polit­ical stage and speak up in aston­ish­ment. Their appeal hits a big wave through the whole nation, and at the end of the fairy tale it says: The emperor was moved because the people seemed to be right, but he thought to himself: “Now I have to endure the pro­ces­sion.” And so he holds his ground even more proudly, and the ser­vants went and carried the train, which was not there.

Now it is not our task here to row out on the bound­less sea of so-called “facts” which is cur­rently so stormy, fight­ing the waves like Don Quixote fight­ing the wind­mills. We’d rather dig a little below the surface and examine what actu­ally causes the fairy tale we’re wit­ness­ing today. Because the roots of the evil are cer­tainly much deeper and have been devel­op­ing and anchor­ing in science and polit­ics for a long time. What we learn here is just the tip of the iceberg. If we really want to change some­thing, we should identify the causes and work on them. So let’s start again from the begin­ning:

Many years ago, there was an Emperor, who was so excess­ively fond of new clothes, that he spent all his money in dress. He did not trouble himself in the least about his sol­diers; nor did he care to go either to the theatre or the chase, except for the oppor­tun­it­ies then afforded him for dis­play­ing his new clothes. He had a dif­fer­ent suit for each hour of the day; and as of any other king or emperor, one is accus­tomed to say, “He is sitting in council,” it was always said of him, “The Emperor is sitting in his ward­robe.”

Time passed merrily in the large town which was his capital; strangers arrived every day at the court. One day, two rogues, calling them­selves weavers, made their appear­ance. They gave out that they knew how to weave stuffs of the most beau­ti­ful colours and elab­or­ate pat­terns, the clothes man­u­fac­tured from which should have the won­der­ful prop­erty of remain­ing invis­ible to every­one who was unfit for the office he held, or who was extraordin­ar­ily simple in char­ac­ter.

“These must, indeed, be splen­did clothes!” thought the Emperor. “Had I such a suit, I might at once find out what men in my realms are unfit for their office, and also be able to dis­tin­guish the wise from the foolish! This stuff must be woven for me imme­di­ately.” And he caused large sums of money to be given to both the weavers in order that they might begin their work dir­ectly.

So the two pre­ten­ded weavers set up two looms, and affected to work very busily, though in reality they did nothing at all. They asked for the most del­ic­ate silk and the purest gold thread; put both into their own knap­sacks; and then con­tin­ued their pre­ten­ded work at the empty looms until late at night.

That is already very mem­or­able, because today there are many more ways in which rulers and politi­cians can present them­selves in public, such as the modern media of tele­vi­sion, radio and the Inter­net, so that one could speak of “The Emperor’s new media”. And it’s nothing unusual that they forget their actual job because of all the present­a­tion. The “mater­ial” used for this is primar­ily “inform­a­tion”. This is what modern rulers wear, and the media are cur­rently weaving dubious images of the enemy, with which nature is declared public enemy number one and at the same time all people who hold a dif­fer­ent opinion. Well, if you make an enemy of nature, you make an enemy of life. And those who make enemies of those who think dif­fer­ently make them­selves the blind dic­tator of a ter­rible mono­cul­ture. Actu­ally, we should have learned from history and espe­cially from the last two world wars, what can arise from images of the enemy that get stuck in the minds of many people...

One could also think about the illu­sion of money, i.e. “The Emperor’s new moneys”. This delu­sion also haunts people’s heads. Regard­ing the last eco­nomic crisis, people asked: “Where did all the money go?” And some chil­dren asked back: “Was it there at all?” There is a very mem­or­able article by Chris­toph Pfluger on this subject entitled “Money from nothing makes you poor”. The money print­ing machines for the “paper spectre of the guild­ers” are cur­rently running at full speed, and it would be much easier if there were only elec­tronic money. So our world is appar­ently ruled by three terms: MONEY-MAKES-BLIND
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Science provides a very import­ant basis for this strange illu­sion, which we would like to take a closer look at here, namely the belief in numbers and stat­ist­ics, i.e. “The Emperor’s New Numbers”. Who doesn’t believe in numbers these days? Every­one knows that 1 is much less than 100. Numbers and math­em­at­ics became the bulwark of modern science against medi­eval super­sti­tion, but unfor­tu­nately often against human reason as well. Just think of the many studies with years of series of meas­ure­ments that may at some point in the future determ­ine what great damage the many tons of toxins cause on fields, in food, in the ground­wa­ter and in the entire eco­lo­gical balance of nature. Why don’t we just listen to the inner voice of reason that clearly says not to overdo any­thing (Ne quid nimis)? Then we would know that the massive, exag­ger­ated use of anti­bi­ot­ics is leading to a crisis, that more and more medi­cines are not making us health­ier, and that extens­ive mass pro­duc­tion is dam­aging the envir­on­ment and the climate. Why does agri­cul­ture and animal hus­bandry have to produce more and more when we throw away most of it and the rest is still suf­fi­cient, so that obesity has become a wide­spread disease? If you can live reas­on­ably with one Euro, what’s the point of a hundred?

The art is old and new, for verily
All ages have been taught the matter,
By Three and One, and One and Three,
Error instead of Truth to scatter. [Faust I]

Why do we believe in numbers so blindly? Science even speaks of “natural numbers”. What’s natural about it? There is prob­ably nothing more abstract and life­less. Math­em­at­ics says that you can only add the same things or homo­gen­eous objects, i.e. not apples and pears, unless you abstract them into fruits, for example. To add real apples, one would have to assume that all apples are the same. But where do you really find identical apples in nature? They’re always dif­fer­ent in some way. Is it even pos­sible to find two com­pletely identical objects any­where in nature that could truly be added? Exper­i­ence has shown that not, because only the sci­entific mind creates some­thing like this through abstrac­tion, in which one only con­siders men­tally limited char­ac­ter­ist­ics. This is very useful in some things, but this abstrac­tion has been elev­ated to an all-encom­passing truth, as well as the stat­ist­ics used by polit­ics, busi­ness and science. And those who don’t believe in it are still con­sidered “stupid and incap­able of their office”. Neither the economy nor science need such people, because they are “unus­able” in the truest sense of the word. You can’t “count” on them. In other words, they cannot be easily manip­u­lated.

There­fore, we find the role of today’s science very ques­tion­able, because it is increas­ingly becom­ing a misused tool for polit­ics and busi­ness and for this purpose it still propag­ates a mater­i­al­istic-ego­centric world view, which in prin­ciple cor­res­ponds to the views of clas­sical physics of the 19th century (see Thum­bling). However, since the dis­cov­er­ies of quantum physics, this world view is no longer tenable (see Mani­festo for a post-mater­i­al­istic science). This is also con­firmed by the increas­ing fan­at­icism with which the dying world view is defen­ded against every other opinion. The situ­ation is similar to that of the medi­eval Inquis­i­tion, and those who were accused of being heretics are now accused of eso­ter­ics or con­spir­acy the­or­ists. Things are really in a mess and the mud fight is on. We do not believe that our current prob­lems of health, climate, nature and the envir­on­ment can really be solved in this way with the current world view. When young people today take to the streets in des­per­a­tion and demand “Listen to the sci­ent­ists!” one must cer­tainly also ask to what extent science was respons­ible for this cata­strophic devel­op­ment and whether one is not putting the fox in charge of the hen­house here.

So one could first look at this fairy tale from a social point of view and reflect on the role of the scam­mers, and espe­cially on the last sen­tence: “... they deman­ded the finest silk and the most mag­ni­fi­cent gold, but they put that in their own pockets and worked on the empty looms late into the night.”

But even more inter­est­ing is the psy­cho­lo­gical level with the ques­tion of the causes: How does this decept­ive illu­sion arise in a person? The fairy tale says:

“I should like to know how the weavers are getting on with my cloth,” said the Emperor to himself, after some little time had elapsed; he was, however, rather embar­rassed, when he remembered that a sim­pleton, or one unfit for his office, would be unable to see the man­u­fac­ture. To be sure, he thought he had nothing to risk in his own person; but yet, he would prefer sending some­body else, to bring him intel­li­gence about the weavers, and their work, before he troubled himself in the affair. All the people through­out the city had heard of the won­der­ful prop­erty the cloth was to possess; and all were anxious to learn how wise, or how ignor­ant, their neigh­bours might prove to be.

“I will send my faith­ful old min­is­ter to the weavers,” said the Emperor at last, after some delib­er­a­tion, “he will be best able to see how the cloth looks; for he is a man of sense, and no one can be more suit­able for his office than he is.”

So the faith­ful old min­is­ter went into the hall, where the knaves were working with all their might, at their empty looms. “What can be the meaning of this?” thought the old man, opening his eyes very wide. “I cannot dis­cover the least bit of thread on the looms.” However, he did not express his thoughts aloud.

The impost­ors reques­ted him very cour­teously to be so good as to come nearer their looms; and then asked him whether the design pleased him, and whether the colours were not very beau­ti­ful; at the same time point­ing to the empty frames. The poor old min­is­ter looked and looked, he could not dis­cover any­thing on the looms, for a very good reason, viz there was nothing there. “What!” thought he again, “Is it pos­sible that I am a sim­pleton? I have never thought so myself; and no one must know it now if I am so. Can it be, that I am unfit for my office? No, that must not be said either. I will never confess that I could not see the stuff.”

“Well, Sir Min­is­ter!” said one of the knaves, still pre­tend­ing to work. “You do not say whether the stuff pleases you.”

“Oh, it is excel­lent!” replied the old min­is­ter, looking at the loom through his spec­tacles. “This pattern, and the colours, yes, I will tell the Emperor without delay, how very beau­ti­ful I think them.”

“We shall be much obliged to you,” said the impost­ors, and then they named the dif­fer­ent colours and described the pattern of the pre­ten­ded stuff. The old min­is­ter listened attent­ively to their words, in order that he might repeat them to the Emperor; and then the knaves asked for more silk and gold, saying that it was neces­sary to com­plete what they had begun. However, they put all that was given them into their knap­sacks; and con­tin­ued to work with as much appar­ent dili­gence as before at their empty looms.

“The emperor thought... he is a man of sense... saw through his spec­tacles... pat­terns and colours...” If you read this text care­fully, you will quickly find a ref­er­ence to the thought factory that works in every human being. To do this, we first use the five senses to see the world. And as we all know, these are already very decept­ive. But even more decept­ive is our think­ing as a func­tion of the mind, which looks at the sensory impres­sions through the glasses of accu­mu­lated exper­i­ence and breaks them down into certain pat­terns and abstracts them. The glasses act like a mag­ni­fy­ing glass, allow­ing you to see only a small part of the whole picture in focus, and the rest blurs and fades out.

Truly the fabric of mental fleece
Resembles a weaver’s mas­ter­piece,
Where a thou­sand threads one treadle throws,
Where fly the shuttles hither and thither,
Unseen the threads are knit together,
And an infin­ite com­bin­a­tion grows.
Then, the philo­sopher steps in
And shows, no oth­er­wise it could have been:
The first was so, the second so,
There­fore the third and fourth are so;
Were not the first and second, then
The third and fourth had never been.
The schol­ars are every­where believ­ers,
But never succeed in being weavers. [Faust I]

This weaving of thoughts creates the “stuff” that we ordin­ar­ily believe in and that seems so real and mater­ial to us. But they “did not become weavers”, that is to say, man does not rule the weave, but the weave rules him. And whoever is ruled by and entangled in this web of thoughts and ideas is ruled by illu­sion. Part of this illu­sion is primar­ily the idea of “I” and “mine” and from this arises pas­sion­ate desire, and so it is said: “Now the swind­lers asked for more money, more silk and more gold to use for weaving, and put everything in their own pockets.”

Eckhart Tolle says some­thing similar in his book “The Power of Now” regard­ing our world today:

The philo­sopher Descartes believed he had found the most fun­da­mental truth when he made his famous state­ment, “I think, there­fore I am.” In fact, he was express­ing the most basic error... Iden­ti­fic­a­tion with your mind creates a dark veil of con­cepts, labels, ideas, words, judg­ments and defin­i­tions that obstruct any true rela­tion­ship... Think­ing has become a disease. Illness comes when things get out of balance... The mind is a for­mid­able tool when prop­erly used. However, if used incor­rectly, it can become very destruct­ive. More spe­cific­ally, it’s not that you misuse your mind - you don’t usually use it at all. It uses you. That’s the disease. You think you’re the mind. That’s the delu­sion. The instru­ment has gained power over you.

The Emperor now sent another officer of his court to see how the men were getting on, and to ascer­tain whether the cloth would soon be ready. It was just the same with this gen­tle­man as with the min­is­ter; he sur­veyed the looms on all sides, but could see nothing at all but the empty frames.

“Does not the stuff appear as beau­ti­ful to you, as it did to the min­is­ter?” asked the impost­ors the Emperor’s second ambas­sador; at the same time making the same ges­tures as before, and talking of the design and colours which were not there.

“I cer­tainly am not stupid!” thought the mes­sen­ger. “It must be, that I am not fit for my good, prof­it­able office! That is very odd; however, no one shall know any­thing about it.” And accord­ingly he praised the stuff he could not see, and declared that he was delighted with both colours and pat­terns. “Indeed, your Imper­ial Majesty,” said he to his sov­er­eign when he returned, “the cloth which the weavers are pre­par­ing is extraordin­ar­ily mag­ni­fi­cent.”

Well, every­one knows how decept­ive thoughts can be. But who could decide what is true and false? This is prob­ably where we face the biggest chal­lenge in life. Chil­dren can ask their parents, stu­dents can ask their teach­ers, workers can ask sci­ent­ists, and cit­izens can ask politi­cians. But who has good advice? Because if you look around, it becomes increas­ingly clear that you can hardly rely on so-called “facts”. Every “fact” is basic­ally a matter of believ­ing in thoughts, and at this level there can only be rel­at­ive truth, which must never be blindly relied on, or as Herman Hesse wrote: “Of every truth, the oppos­ite is just as true!” What now? Now it’s about working on your­self and devel­op­ing a higher spir­itual level above the intel­lec­tual mind, which is called reason or uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence. Uni­ver­sal because it is no longer limited to the little “me” or narrow, greedy thoughts. What the mind dis­sects or dis­tin­guishes and regards as “facts” can be settled or decided by reason, just as a good judge decides in the sense of truth. In this sense, reason should be the emperor in us and thoughts should be the states­men or min­is­ters whose job it is to help the emperor in his decisions. But if the Emperor is corrupt, blind, and allows himself to be deceived, what kind of decisions should one expect? Then the whole state sinks into lies and deceit.

The whole city was talking of the splen­did cloth which the Emperor had ordered to be woven at his own expense.

And now the Emperor himself wished to see the costly man­u­fac­ture, while it was still in the loom. Accom­pan­ied by a select number of officers of the court, among whom were the two honest men who had already admired the cloth, he went to the crafty impost­ors, who, as soon as they were aware of the Emperor’s approach, went on working more dili­gently than ever; although they still did not pass a single thread through the looms.

“Is not the work abso­lutely mag­ni­fi­cent?” said the two officers of the crown, already men­tioned. “If your Majesty will only be pleased to look at it! What a splen­did design! What glor­i­ous colours!” and at the same time they pointed to the empty frames; for they ima­gined that every­one else could see this exquis­ite piece of work­man­ship.

“How is this?” said the Emperor to himself. “I can see nothing! This is indeed a ter­rible affair! Am I a sim­pleton, or am I unfit to be an Emperor? That would be the worst thing that could happen--Oh! The cloth is charm­ing,” said he, aloud. “It has my com­plete approb­a­tion.” And he smiled most gra­ciously, and looked closely at the empty looms; for on no account would he say that he could not see what two of the officers of his court had praised so much. All his retinue now strained their eyes, hoping to dis­cover some­thing on the looms, but they could see no more than the others; nev­er­the­less, they all exclaimed, “Oh, how beau­ti­ful!” and advised his majesty to have some new clothes made from this splen­did mater­ial, for the approach­ing pro­ces­sion. “Mag­ni­fi­cent! Charm­ing! Excel­lent!” resoun­ded on all sides; and every­one was uncom­monly gay. The Emperor shared in the general sat­is­fac­tion; and presen­ted the impost­ors with the riband of an order of knight­hood, to be worn in their button-holes, and the title of “Gen­tle­men Weavers.”

The sad problem is that the market economy in which we live has prac­tic­ally no interest in cit­izens devel­op­ing a higher level of reason in order to be able to decide between true and false. Because then the mono­poly of power of advert­ising and public media would dis­ap­pear, and people would be much less manip­ulable. That is why the oppos­ite happens: through science, the intel­lec­tual mind is pro­moted and not reason. This devel­op­ment can be traced back many cen­tur­ies, and you can recog­nize it above all by the fact that the more reason dwindles, the more damage man causes in the organ­ism of nature, because the hol­istic view is lost, egoism grows and only pursues short-sighted and selfish goals that are harmful in the long run. It goes so far that today hardly anyone knows what reason actu­ally is. It is also no longer part of the school cur­riculum, and the term is even increas­ingly being used as a swear word. Busi­ness con­sult­ants ser­i­ously ask: “How often has life got you any­where if you were reas­on­able?” Long live selfish­ness!

But well, this is cer­tainly a never-ending topic. We would now like to go into the spir­itual level of this fairy tale. The core of such sym­bolic stories is ancient. A similar sym­bol­ism can already be found in ancient Indian writ­ings, such as the Mahabharata epic:

The body is com­pared to a city. Reason is its king, and the indwell­ing mind is like a min­is­ter bring­ing matters before the king, who should decide them. The sense organs are the cit­izens employed by thoughts (to serve the king). In order to cherish the cit­izens, think­ing with sense objects con­stantly impels them to action. For this it uses two ques­tion­able fellows called passion and ignor­ance (rajas and tamas). All res­id­ents live from the fruits of this activ­ity together with the lords of the city, but the dubious fellows also gain strength in their insi­di­ous power. Thereby reason, hitherto king, sinks to the same level as thoughts (coming under the influ­ence of passion and ignor­ance). When reason is weak, the senses lose their clarity and thoughts their reli­ab­il­ity, just as the min­is­ters become corrupt and the cit­izens insec­ure when the king has no strength. [MHB 12.254]

Here, too, two deceiv­ers are described, and it is clearly stated that one should look for these deceiv­ers not so much in the outer world as within oneself. Inter­est­ingly, when the ancient Indian texts speak of “ignor­ance,” they mean so-called schol­ar­li­ness, intel­lec­tual know­ledge that always remains ques­tion­able. Thou­sands of years ago people real­ized that one cannot rely on the five senses and thoughts. These exper­i­ences are good and useful in this world, but they are mostly abstrac­tions that always capture only a small part of the whole. In the end it is about a higher level of know­ledge, above the sensory-mental level. The ancient Indians already knew, that matter, which appears so solid to us, is only a sensory-mental abstrac­tion, just as modern physics actu­ally knows, that matter con­sists only of energy or even only of inform­a­tion. And from this point of view, we are con­stantly being deceived by the senses and thoughts until reason can rise above the mind and put a stop to the decep­tion.

Until then, the ego wraps itself in a mater­ial body and believes in the mater­ial that makes it so beau­ti­ful and special. And for this we often work our whole lives:

The rogues sat up the whole of the night before the day on which the pro­ces­sion was to take place, and had sixteen lights burning, so that every­one might see how anxious they were to finish the Emperor’s new suit. They pre­ten­ded to roll the cloth off the looms; cut the air with their scis­sors; and sewed with needles without any thread in them. “See!” they cried, at last. “The Emperor’s new clothes are ready!”

And now the Emperor, with all the grandees of his court, came to the weavers; and the rogues raised their arms, as if in the act of holding some­thing up, saying, “Here are your Majesty’s trousers! Here is the scarf! Here is the mantle! The whole suit is as light as a cobweb; one might fancy one has nothing at all on, when dressed in it; that, however, is the great virtue of this del­ic­ate cloth.”

“Yes indeed!” said all the courtiers, although not one of them could see any­thing of this exquis­ite man­u­fac­ture. “If your Imper­ial Majesty will be gra­ciously pleased to take off your clothes, we will fit on the new suit, in front of the looking glass.” The Emperor was accord­ingly undressed, and the rogues pre­ten­ded to array him in his new suit; the Emperor turning round, from side to side, before the looking glass. “How splen­did his Majesty looks in his new clothes, and how well they fit!” every­one cried out. “What a design! What colours! These are indeed royal robes!”

“The canopy which is to be borne over your Majesty, in the pro­ces­sion, is waiting,” announced the chief master of the cere­mon­ies. “I am quite ready,” answered the Emperor. “Do my new clothes fit well?” asked he, turning himself round again before the looking glass, in order that he might appear to be examin­ing his hand­some suit. The lords of the bed­cham­ber, who were to carry his Majesty’s train felt about on the ground, as if they were lifting up the ends of the mantle; and pre­ten­ded to be car­ry­ing some­thing; for they would by no means betray any­thing like sim­pli­city, or unfit­ness for their office.

So now the Emperor walked under his high canopy in the midst of the pro­ces­sion, through the streets of his capital; and all the people stand­ing by, and those at the windows, cried out, “Oh! How beau­ti­ful are our Emperor’s new clothes! What a mag­ni­fi­cent train there is to the mantle; and how grace­fully the scarf hangs!” in short, no one would allow that he could not see these much-admired clothes; because, in doing so, he would have declared himself either a sim­pleton or unfit for his office. Cer­tainly, none of the Emperor’s various suits, had ever made so great an impres­sion, as these invis­ible ones.

“But the Emperor has nothing at all on!” said a little child. “Listen to the voice of inno­cence!” exclaimed his father; and what the child had said was whispered from one to another.

Who is the father? One could see the higher reason in him, that is, a pure con­scious­ness that can hear the voice of inno­cence. And what is the inno­cence of a child? A child has not yet gone through the school of the mind and is little gov­erned by mental abstrac­tions. It still knows nothing about the abstract value of money, secur­it­ies, prop­erty deeds and iden­tity cards. The intel­lec­tual abstrac­tions as well as our value system are only developed in the course of life, as for example many chil­dren in the fol­low­ing picture still recog­nize the two reddish circles of the same size, but adults are usually deceived by the external rela­tion:
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It is not for nothing that the Bible says: “Truly I say to you, unless you turn and become like chil­dren, you will not enter the kingdom of heaven. (Matthew 18:3)” It does not say here that man should remain like a child and not develop his mind. That’s the right way in the begin­ning. But after that he should turn back and become like a child. And this cer­tainly also means revers­ing the process of mental abstrac­tion and devel­op­ing a hol­istic and direct view that is not dis­tor­ted and divided by the glasses of thoughts. In addi­tion, man can trans­form the mind with all his accu­mu­lated know­ledge into reason and wisdom. That would be the real wealth of the people. Thus they free them­selves from the bonds of thought, cast off the heavy burden of worldly cares, most of which are self-made, and can lit­er­ally ascend to heaven with ease. Life becomes easy and friendly, because the greatest abstrac­tion that a man ima­gines in the course of his life is the person with “I” and “mine”. It is not for nothing that the term “person” derives from the Latin word “persona”, which ori­gin­ally referred to an actor’s mask. And so it goes on in the Bible: “Whoever humbles himself like this child is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven.”

“But he has nothing at all on!” at last cried out all the people. The Emperor was vexed, for he knew that the people were right; but he thought the pro­ces­sion must go on now! And the lords of the bed­cham­ber took greater pains than ever, to appear holding up a train, although, in reality, there was no train to hold.

Whoever devel­ops wisdom within himself makes reason emperor, and when the emperor is reas­on­able, the min­is­ters and the whole people become reas­on­able, that is, our senses, thoughts and all accu­mu­lated know­ledge. Then one can use the mental mind as a useful tool without being dom­in­ated or over­whelmed by it.

And what speaks against it? Two great, elo­quent deceiv­ers, namely egoism and thoughts, which can paint images of enemies where there are no enemies, and can see where there is nothing. This leaves the emperor blind and unable to reason. Then the illu­sion of the ego will increas­ingly take over and the min­is­ters or thoughts will serve this delu­sion and see things that are not there. And what happens inside people nat­ur­ally also happens in the outer world, as can be clearly observed today. So it would cer­tainly be salut­ary if we not only develop the mind with more and more know­ledge, but also reason with wisdom, which can bring us sig­ni­fic­antly more bless­ings in life than all the money in the world.


Rat King Birlibi

✻ I want to tell the story of the Rat King Birlibi: In the Stralsund village of Alten­kamp, which lies side­ways on the beach between Garz and Putbus, there used to be a rich peasant whose name was Hans Burwitz. He was a decent, clever man, who suc­ceeded in everything he under­took, and who was a man of influ­ence in his village. He had sixteen cows, forty sheep, eight horses and two foals in the stable and in the pad­docks, smooth as eels and so well bred that his foals were always paid with eight to ten gold coins each at the Berger horse market. He also had six pretty chil­dren, sons and daugh­ters, and he was doing so well that people used to call him the rich farmer from Alten­kamp. This man lost all his fortune by walking through the woods at night.

✎ The fairy tale begins with a “decent and clever” farmer who made it into a respect­able and wealthy family, at least by village stand­ards. But by going into the forest at night, he had lost all his fortune. “Fortune” is a very old term, ori­gin­ally used to mean “ability” and only later to mean having money. Appar­ently, these abil­it­ies included some intel­li­gence, dili­gence, skill, and a sense of order. Do we still want to be a “decent person” today? It’s not just about straight­en­ing your shoes, it’s also about recog­niz­ing a larger order in this world and how to place your­self in it. One can develop a certain trust in such a higher order, and they say that whoever finds his right place here will succeed in everything, as if by himself, which means: You don’t need a strong ego or deceit to achieve some­thing. But when our farmer left this order, it all went down­hill.

✻ Hans Burwitz was also a strong hunter, he had a par­tic­u­larly good scent for foxes and martens and was there­fore often at night in the forest, where he laid his irons and waited for the catch. In the dark and in the twi­light of the moon­light he saw and heard many things that he did not want to retell, how many strange and won­drous things happen in the forest at night. But the story of the Rat King Birlibi was learned from him.

✎ Well, first of all, the farmer increas­ingly begins to fight against his enemies, the foxes and martens, which par­tic­u­larly threaten the hen­house. And because these animals are primar­ily active at night, he begins to fight this battle at night as well. However, twi­light and night are also sym­bolic terms for increas­ing ignor­ance, which now over­shad­ows and darkens the clev­erness or wisdom of the farmer. One could also say that he loses himself in an illu­sion­ary world of super­sti­tion, and in this dark­ness his thoughts paint pic­tures for him, which are described here as “won­drous and strange”. The term “wonder” is said to be closely related to the term “wish” (in German: Wunder and Wunsch) and expresses a spir­itual desire. In addi­tion, there is “sep­ar­a­tion”, which means that people want to be some­thing “special” and no longer want to fit into their place in the great order of nature. As a result, he increas­ingly begins to fight enemies he finds in nature, believ­ing that killing enemies will bring him hap­pi­ness, at least what he thinks of as hap­pi­ness. And of course, the greater his ignor­ance, the stranger his idea of hap­pi­ness in life.

This theme of the fight against nature runs through­out the fairy tale and reminds us very much of the fight that our modern farmers are waging, with the help of science and vast amounts of poison, against the diverse herbs, insects, worms, bac­teria and viruses, that Mother Nature opposes to a live­stock and agri­cul­tural mono­cul­ture. This is how a diabolic image of the enemy emerges, like here in the fairy tale the “Rat King”, who had con­spired with all sorts of rabble against the interests of the farmers. But in the forest, i.e. in nature itself, he could not find this Rat King at first.

✻ In his child­hood Hans Burwitz had often heard stories about a Rat King who wore a golden crown on his head and ruled over all weasels, ham­sters, rats, mice and other such easy-going rabble and was a mighty king of the forest; but Hans had never wanted to believe it. For many a dear year he had also wandered around in the forest catch­ing foxes and martens and hunting birds, and had neither seen nor heard the least bit about the Rat King. But the Rat King might have been doing his thing in a dif­fer­ent area. Because he has many castles in all the coun­tries under the moun­tains and almost every year he moves to a dif­fer­ent castle, where he has fun with his lords and court ladies. For he lives like a very noble gen­tle­man, and the Great Mogul and King of France can’t have better days, and the Queen of Antioch hasn’t had them, who spent her fortune in the hearts of birds of para­dise and the brains of night­in­gales. And just don’t think that this Rat King and his friends ever put nuts and wheat grains and milk in their mouths; nay, sugar and mar­zipan is their daily food, and sweet wine is their drink, and they live better than King Solomon and Captain Holofernes.

✎ One com­pares the Rat King with extra­vag­antly living nobles, who prob­ably became a plague for the people because they had lost all con­nec­tion to living nature and lived in an arti­fi­cial world that was getting crazier and crazier. We don’t need to explain this further here, but the allu­sion to King Solomon, who was con­sidered the wisest of all kings of Israel and was even­tu­ally seduced into wor­ship­ing idols by his beloved, the daugh­ter of the Moors and Queen of Sheba, is inter­est­ing. In con­trast to this is Field Captain Holofernes, who, after much robbery, murder and plunder, was intox­ic­ated, deceived and beheaded by a woman. From a sym­bolic point of view, one can already sense the female role of Mother Nature, which we will talk about later.

✻ Now Hans Burwitz once again went into the forest after mid­night and was on the fox stalk. Then in the dis­tance he heard a shriek­ing, many-voiced roar, and a clear voice rang out: “Birlibi! Birlibi! Birlibi!’ Then he remembered the tale of the Rat King Birlibi, which he had often heard, and he thought: ‘You want to go and see what it is!’. And he was about to leave when he thought of the proverb: “Stay away when you have nothing to do with it, then you’ll keep your nose!” But the “Birlibi” echoed after him as long as he was in the forest. And the other night and the third night it was the same again. But he didn’t allow himself to be chal­lenged and said: “Let the devil and his rabble do as they please! They can’t hurt anyone who doesn’t bother with them. ” Would that Hans had always done it that way! But by the fourth night it over­powered him and he really got into snares.

✎ The classic enemy of nature used to be the devil, whose nature was described in an excel­lent way by Goethe in his Faust poem. This con­nec­tion between the devil and Mother Nature can be found in many old fairy tales (e.g. “The Devil with the Three Golden Hairs”), and the devil’s grand­mother is often men­tioned. One could also regard the devil as a being or tool of nature that chal­lenges people. Goethe also lets God speak to the devil:

The like of thee have never moved My hate.
Of all the bold, denying Spirits,
The waggish knave least trouble doth create.
Man’s active nature, flag­ging, seeks too soon the level;
Unqual­i­fied repose he learns to crave;
Whence, will­ingly, the comrade him I gave,
Who works, excites, and must create, as Devil,...

And what is the devil’s call? Here it says “Birlibi!”, a term that could be trans­lated as insa­ti­able desire and a call for “Money!”. Behind this is of course the idea of “I” and “mine”, which is so deeply anchored in our human memory that there is prob­ably no person who is not over­whelmed by it at some point. The devil also speaks to Faust in mys­tical words of this “ego delu­sion” as part of nature:

Part of that Power, not under­stood,
Which always wills the Bad, and always works the Good…
I am the Spirit that Denies
And justly so: for all things, from the Void
Called forth, deserve to be des­troyed:
‘Twere better, then, were naught created.
Thus, all which you as Sin have rated,
Destruc­tion, - aught with Evil blent, -
That is my proper element.

✻ It was Walpur­gis evening and his wife asked him not to go into the forest that night, because it was too scary and all the sor­cer­ers and weather makers were on their feet, they could do some­thing to him; for in that night, which the whole army of hell unleashed, many a Chris­tian had been harmed. But he laughed at her and called it a woman’s fear and went his usual way into the forest when the others were in bed. King Birlibi, however, had become too power­ful for him.

✎ What is the woman’s fear? Today, in our mater­i­al­istic world­view, we believe that nature is a dead machine and that life is just a tiny phe­nomenon in the big uni­verse on a tiny speck of dust that we call earth. Our know­ledge about it is based on sup­posedly reli­able found­a­tions of sci­entific know­ledge about the laws of nature. Anyone who is still afraid of witches and ghosts is con­sidered crazy and should see a psy­chi­at­rist. In this mas­cu­line pride we no longer listen to the fem­in­ine voice of intu­ition or reason that speaks to us and warns us through­out nature. On the con­trary, we laugh at such warn­ings and go the well-trodden paths of our habit. And mean­while we have almost com­pletely for­got­ten how to listen to the voice of nature at all. What did nature want to tell us when people increas­ingly gave up their village life, moved to over­crowded cities and the pes­ti­lence broke out? What did nature want to tell us when the Spanish flu raged after the First World War? And what does nature want to tell us about the AIDS virus, swine flu, mad cow disease, bird flu, corona, aller­gies, depres­sion, cancer, heart disease, obesity, addic­tions and, and, and...? One should have woken up at the latest after the real­iz­a­tion of the social back­ground of AIDS. But most sci­ent­ists see disease only as a chal­lenge to invent and sell some means to combat the unloved effects. Only few think about the deeper causes. Is it pos­sible to defeat nature in this way? So, we go deeper and deeper into the noc­turnal forest, where the Rat King Birlibi reigns and the call for “money” rings out, and we do not believe in the message of nature.

✻ At first this night in the forest was just like the pre­vi­ous nights, there was a roar and noise from afar, and the “Birlibi” sounded brightly under­neath; and what was buzzing and whist­ling and rust­ling above his head through the tree­tops didn’t bother Burwitz much, because he didn’t believe in witch­craft at all and said they were only night spirits, which people dread because they didn’t know them, and all sorts of decep­tion and illu­sions of dark­ness, which can do nothing to those who have no faith in them. But when it was mid­night and the bell had struck twelve, a com­pletely dif­fer­ent “Birlibi!” came out of the forest, making Hansen’s hair tingle and whoosh, and he wanted to run away. But they were too quick for him, and he was soon in the midst of the mob and could not get out.

✎ Well, over a few cen­tur­ies modern science has really managed to abolish the faith in a hol­ist­ic­ally ensouled nature and estab­lish a mater­i­al­istic, ego­centric world­view that hardly anyone can escape today. And why night and dark­ness? Because people today are increas­ingly lacking in inner light and inner peace, because they are looking for light above all in external, mater­ial things and love the noise of the world. Accord­ingly, the wide­spread disease of depres­sion con­tin­ues to increase.

✻ For when twelve had struck, the whole forest sud­denly sounded like drums and ket­tle­drums and whistles and trum­pets, and it was so bright in it as if it had sud­denly been lit up by many thou­sands of lamps and candles. But that night was the great main fest­ival of the Rat King, and all his sub­jects and people and men and vassals were summoned to cel­eb­rate it. And all the trees seemed to rustle and all the bushes to whistle and all the rocks and stones to jump and dance, so that Hansen became ter­ribly afraid. But when he tried to run away, so many animals barred his way that he could not get through and had to resign himself to stand­ing where he was. There were foxes and martens and pole­cats and weasels and dormice and marmots and ham­sters and rats and mice in such count­less numbers that it seemed they had been drummed up for this fest­ival from all over the world. They ran and jumped and hopped and danced about each other as if they were mad; but they all stood on their hind feet, and with their front feet they carried green may branches, and cheered and roared and howled and shrieked and whistled each in his own way. In short, all the easy rabble of nightly thieves was together and made a hideous ringing and jingling and tumult. It was just as wild in the air as it was on earth; the owls and crows and bats and dung beetles flew all over the place and announced the joy of the high day with their shriek­ing and screech­ing throats and with their buzzing and whirr­ing wings.

✎ Won­der­ful! And why did the “rabble of thieves” stand on their hind legs? This also reminds us that it is not about any enemies or plagues out there in nature, but about our human being with all the raging thoughts inside us that are whirl­ing around in con­fu­sion. As long as we cannot control our thoughts, passion reigns, which is known to create much suf­fer­ing.

✻ When Hans, frightened and aston­ished, found himself in the midst of the throng and tumult and roar and did not have a clue what to do, behold, it sud­denly shone brighter, and now many thou­sands of voices sang at the same time, so that it rang through with ter­rible, hor­rible solem­nity. The forest resoun­ded and Hansen’s heart trembled:

Open up, open up, open up the gates!
And cometh from all places!
You are invited all at once;
The king moves through his kingdom.

I am the great Rat King.
Come to me, if you have too little!
My house is of gold and silver,
I measure the money with bushels.

✎ Yes, that’s the call of our modern world: “I’ll hand out the money in bushels!” There is now hardly any area in our society that is not ruled by money. Kinder­gartens, schools and uni­ver­sit­ies have to “pay off” - we even want to earn money from our chil­dren. Also, hos­pit­als and nursing homes have to be “eco­nom­ical” and patients are increas­ingly viewed as a means to an end of earning money. The whole of science is almost exclus­ively ruled by the subsidy demon, and people like to lie and cheat for that. Because wherever a lot of money plays a role, there is also cor­rup­tion, fraud, lies and blind­ness.

Due to the glob­al­iz­a­tion of the economy, more and more money is getting into the hands of fewer and fewer people, some of whom already have “private assets” of a whop­ping $100 billion. You could call them the modern rat kings, because with the same spirit that they amassed so much money, they also work with it and want to wield their power as great kings. Of course, they are also trying to do good in the world, but of course their work cor­res­ponds to their spirit and their selfish interests. They speak of char­it­able “found­a­tions”, but even this term is remin­is­cent of “reg­u­la­tions” and “dic­tates”. Anyhow, these are our great role models in life, the world loves them and every­where is heard the jubil­ant call “Money! Money! And more money!”, so that they are cel­eb­rated as the greatest of kings.

✻ So, it con­tin­ued to sound in a solemn and slow song, and then again and again indi­vidual screech­ing and shriek­ing voices resoun­ded with a dis­gust­ing sound: “Birlibi! Birlibi!’ and the whole crowd also called out ‘Birlibi!’ so that it echoed through the forest. Now the Rat King came along. He was enorm­ously tall as a fattened ox and sat on a golden chariot and had a golden crown on his head and held a golden sceptre in his hand. His queen sat beside him and she also had on a golden crown and was so fat that she shined, and they had inter­twined their long bare tails behind them and were playing with them, for they felt very com­fort­able. And those tails were the most hideous thing you saw there; but the King and Queen were hideous enough. The chariot in which they sat was drawn by six skinny wolves, baring their teeth, and two long tomcats stood up behind as haiduks (plun­der­ers or high­way­men) and held burning torches and meowed hor­ribly. But the Rat King and Rat Queen were not afraid of them, because they seemed to be too power­ful lords and kings over every­one here. Twelve swift drum­mers also went in front of the chariot and drummed. Those were rabbits; they have to beat the drum and encour­age others because they don’t have any courage them­selves.
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✎ Here we find a won­der­ful sym­bol­ism in the form of a body chariot with a fat-fed couple con­sist­ing of a male and female half playing with each other and entwined tightly. Both wear a crown and the man holds the sceptre. Actu­ally, one could again think of spirit and nature as a unit, where reason should rule. But over­whelmed by glut­tony, it is now more the greedy ego that wears the crown and reigns along with ignor­ance. Ignor­ance arises from the intel­lec­tual mind, which becomes more and more lost in illu­sion without the higher reason, and its close con­nec­tion with the ego-con­scious­ness can, accord­ing to exper­i­ence, produce the most ter­rible acts of viol­ence, the most hideous things to be found on earth. Cor­res­pond­ingly, the chariot of the body, which is actu­ally made of gold - thus embody­ing a certain truth - is drawn by six hungry wolves, by which one might under­stand the five senses with think­ing. The two hungry tomcats could stand for desire and hate, light­ing up the con­scious­ness with the torch of passion only in a narrow circle and com­plain­ing hor­ribly about everything that doesn’t please them. The twelve rabbits pre­ced­ing the body chariot are remin­is­cent of the twelve months and the fleet­ing time that passes to the beat of a drum. This is asso­ci­ated with a con­stant exist­en­tial fear because death is unstop­pably approach­ing. And the courage we give each other is prob­ably holding on to a mater­ial phys­ic­al­ity that you can’t hold on to.

✻ Hansen had been scared enough; but now, when he saw the Rat King and the Rat Queen and the wolves and tomcats and hares together like this, his skin shuddered all over his body, and his usually brave heart almost gave up, and he said to himself: “Here may the hangman stay longer, where everything goes so against nature! I have also read and heard of mir­acles; but they always happened to be somehow nat­ur­ally. Clearly you can see that this is a col­our­ful devil’s game and a dev­il­ish pack. Who would be out here!”

✎ Well, when at some point one begins to wake up and to look within, and see one’s own animal nature, one is usually seized by a horrid despair. At first you don’t want to believe that your own nature can be so dev­il­ish or demonic and you don’t want to have any­thing to do with it. You think you can stay away from it and just get on with life. But what you see there is part of our natural being and there­fore part of nature as a whole. So, the above quote from Goethe about the “spirit that denies” con­tin­ues as follows:

The modest truth I speak to thee.
If Man, that micro­cos­mic fool, can see
Himself a whole so fre­quently,
Part of the Part am I, once All, in primal Night,
Part of the Dark­ness which brought forth the Light,
The haughty Light, which now dis­putes the space,
And claims of Mother Night her ancient place.
And yet, the struggle fails ; since Light, however it weaves
Still, fettered, unto bodies cleaves:
It flows from bodies, bodies beau­ti­fies;
By bodies is its course impeded;
And so, but little time is needed,
I hope, ere, as the bodies die, it dies!

The sages of the ancient reli­gions say: Accept­ing this chal­lenge is the greatest task in life, and victory is the greatest victory one can ever achieve. This is the very purpose why Mother Nature con­stantly oppresses us with dis­eases, vermin and other worries so that we finally wake up and search for the real causes within ourselves. This is the begin­ning of a hard fight against our animal nature, which has formed into a body out of egoism and ignor­ance with the help of the five senses, think­ing, desire and hatred, which is con­stantly threatened by death and imper­man­ence. We are usually so depend­ent on this phys­ical being that there is no stop­ping when passion calls.

✻ Well, Hans made another attempt to push himself out; but the train kept roaring through the forest, and Hans had to go with it. This went on until they came to an outer corner of the forest. There was an open field and many hun­dreds of wagons had stopped there laden with bacon and meat and corn and nuts and other edible things. A farmer drove each wagon with his horses, and other farmers carried the sacks of grain and bacon and ham and saus­ages and whatever else they had loaded down into the forest. When they saw Hans Burwitz stand­ing there, they called out to him: “Come! Help carry it, too!’ And Hans went and unloaded and carried with them; but he was so con­fused that he did not know what he was doing. However, it seemed to him in the twi­light that he saw famil­iar faces among the farmers, and among others the mayor from Krak­vitz and the black­smith from Cas­nevitz. Well, he didn’t let show any­thing, and they also behaved like unknown people. But the case with the farmers was as follows: they had sur­rendered them­selves to the service of the Rat King and his fol­low­ers and had to drive their plunder to the forest on Walpur­gis Night, when the Rat King had a big fest­ival, and what the Rat King’s sub­jects had pilfered and stolen one by one from all over the world.
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✎ Who are the ser­vants of the Rat Kings who bring them the fat riches? How can you become the richest man in the world in a few years with “soft­ware” or “Face-Book”? You def­in­itely can’t manage that with hard work. The keyword is advert­ising and selling related data. (Anyone who wants to learn more about this global swamp should read Schlecky Sil­ber­stein’s book “The Inter­net Must Go: A Reck­on­ing”.) Nowadays all public media serve advert­ising more or less dir­ectly, and the people obsess­ively follow advert­ising and the asso­ci­ated visions and prom­ises. At first you can’t find any­thing bad about it. Why not promote a good product? But in the back­ground, of course, everything revolves around money, and as was already said, where a lot of money plays a role, cor­rup­tion, fraud, lies and blind­ness rule. From this the greedy ego feeds, and the higher reason dis­ap­pears.

✻ So, Hans joined quite inno­cently and didn’t know how. As soon as the sacks and the other things were carried into the forest, the wild rabble of thieves went for it, and it went grip! grap! and snatch! snitch! as fast as pos­sible, and every­one grabbed and dragged his share away, so that the goods were fewer and fewer. But the king was still stand­ing there in his high and mag­ni­fi­cent car­riage, and some were still dancing and roaring and making noise around him. But when all the wagons were unloaded, a hundred large rats came and poured gold out of bushels into the field and onto the road, and sang:

Hands here! Hats fro!
Who wants more? Who wants more?
Merry! Merry! It’s great today!
Merry! Hands and hats are full!

And the farmers fell on the spilled gold like hungry ravens and grabbed and pushed each other, and every­one snatched up as much of the red prey as he could get his hands on, and Hans was not lazy either and helped vig­or­ously to. And when they were at their best work like doves, under which peas were thrown, behold, the morning cock crowed, where the pagan and hellish realm on earth has no more power - and in a moment everything was gone as if it had been only a dream, and Hans was stand­ing there all alone in the forest. Morning broke, and he went home with a heavy heart. But he also had heavy bags and beau­ti­ful red gold in them; he didn’t pour it out. His wife had become very anxious that he was coming home so late, and she was startled when she saw him so pale and dis­traught, and asked him all sorts of ques­tions. But he answered her with a joke, as he usually did, and did not tell her a single word of what he had seen and heard.

✎ Why is man so easily over­come by desire? Gold or money is actu­ally neither good nor bad, or as William Shakespeare wrote: “In itself, nothing is neither good nor bad. Think­ing makes it so.” With this, our thoughts become a cre­at­ive force, and one could even say: money is only a human thought con­struct, whereby the gold becomes the “red gold” of burning passion. This brings a mental phe­nomenon into play that we call desire and even addic­tion. Our modern world in par­tic­u­lar is increas­ingly full of addic­tions, not only to money, alcohol, drugs and sex, but in almost all areas of society. And the biggest addic­tion we cul­tiv­ate is the “I”. An alco­holic can at least imagine to live without alcohol. But who can still imagine living without “I”? This ego addic­tion is very deeply anchored in us and usually determ­ines everything in our life, even if higher reason opposes it. There­fore, we live in the dark night, falling from one dream to the next and lying to ourselves. And as the fairy tale says: We could open our eyes and wake up from this dream, but for that we would have to leave the beau­ti­ful red gold in our pockets behind. Here, too, nature comes into play as the female aspect of the spirit, observing us with concern and asking many ques­tions that, out of usual pride, we do not want to answer and ignore as far as pos­sible.

✻ Hans counted his gold - it was a pretty little pile of ducats - put it in the cup­board and did not go into the forest for the first few months after this adven­ture. He had a secret dread of it. Then he gradu­ally forgot, how it is with people, the Walpur­gis Night and its hor­rible tumult and con­tin­ued to go hunting for foxes and martens in the moon­light and star­light. He saw and heard nothing more of the Rat King and his Birlibi, and in the end he seldom thought about it. But as spring approached, everything changed. Some­times around mid­night he heard the “Birlibi” ringing again, so that the limpest hair on his head came alive, and then he always ran quickly out of the forest, but he still had his secret thoughts about Walpur­gis Night. However, what people think during the day comes back to them in their dreams at night and plays all sorts of games and mirrors and tricks. There­fore, the Rat King was not absent with his night tricks, and Hans often dreamed as if the Rat King was stand­ing in front of his door knock­ing; and he opened it up for him and saw him in the flesh, as he was sitting in the car­riage at that time, and he was now all pure gold and not as ugly as he had appeared to him then, and the rat king sang to him the fol­low­ing verse in the sweetest voice, about you didn’t want to believe that a rat’s throat could have it:

I am the great Rat King.
Come to me, if you have too little!
My house is of gold and silver,
I measure the money with bushels.

And then he came close to him and whispered in his ear: “You’re coming back to Walpur­gis Night, Hans Burwitz, and help carry sacks and get your pockets full of ducats, will you?”

✎ Here the topic of “dream­ing” is described in an excel­lent way. In the begin­ning there is the idea of “I” and “mine” in the form of per­sonal pos­ses­sions. From this exist­en­tial fear follows and a fight starts against all enemies who threaten per­sonal prop­erty. At some point you live in a world of thoughts like in a dream state and you get used to it more and more. Through the glasses of thoughts you see a cor­res­pond­ing world, and a so-called world view emerges. And if we are honest with ourselves, we all know that this lim­it­less greed for more and more wealth cannot go well in this world. And yet we are already so addicted and used to it that hardly anyone can resist the cry for “Money!”.

✻ It is true that Hans, when he awoke from such dreams, always had a dread in addi­tion to his joy at the gold, and he would say: “Just wait, Prince Birlibi, I won’t come to your party!” But it happened to him, as it has happened to other people, and the old proverb should also come true with him: Whoever the devil has by a thread, he will soon lead him by a rope. Enough, the closer Walpur­gis Night came, the more Hans grew greedy to be there too. But he firmly resolved not to follow the will of the evil this time, and he went to bed happily with his wife on Walpur­gis Eve. But he couldn’t sleep; he kept think­ing about the wagons with the sacks and the farmers and the big rats pouring the gold out of bushels on the floor, and he couldn’t stand it any longer in bed, he had to get up and sneak away from the woman and walk in the dark forest. And then he exper­i­enced this second night just as the first time. He had taken a little bag with him for the gold and col­lec­ted much more than the year before.

✎ Why is our modern world so threatened by addic­tion? Well, on the one hand we are getting further and further away from nature, or as the fairy tales say: we are sneak­ing away from the women. On the other hand, more and more natural bound­ar­ies are being broken, which ensure a natural control of desire, as is normal in the animal and plant realms. There you can only build up a certain amount of sup­plies, and after times of plenty there are times of short­age again and again. This is how nature works in a huge organ­ism and ensures that the diverse life systems remain in a certain balance. Because the basis of all life are sens­it­ive bal­ances, and what loses its balance dies. Now modern men believe that all this can be cal­cu­lated with science and mastered in such a way that it can be used to one’s advant­age. For this purpose, a mater­i­al­istic, ego­centric world­view was propag­ated for several cen­tur­ies, which turns nature into a dead machine and devel­ops egoism more and more intens­ively. The great trust in a spir­itual world that the old reli­gions still had is dis­ap­pear­ing. Accord­ingly, exist­en­tial fear increases and, together with egoism, becomes the basis of a cap­it­al­ist social order in which addic­tion plays an import­ant role, and people are happily turned into addicted con­sumers. How do you get out of there?

✻ Now it seemed to him that he had enough of the gold, and he swore a high oath that he would never give himself into tempta­tion again, nor would he ever go into the forest again. And he kept his oath and over­came himself that he didn’t go into the forest and didn’t keep up with Walpur­gis Night again, no matter how often he dreamed of Birlibi and the golden Rat King. But he didn’t let that sit in his heart, but drove it out with fervent prayer and finally made the wicked tired that he left him. Then many a year had passed, and Hans was called a very rich man. He had bought vil­lages and estates with his ducats and had become a lord. It was rumoured among the people that things weren’t going right with his wealth; but no one could prove it to him. But even­tu­ally the proof came.

✎ Well, the first step, of course, is recog­niz­ing the diabol­ical delu­sion and trying to tame and break the addic­tion. This is primar­ily a mental battle against accu­mu­lated memory and seduct­ive thoughts. In the past, the great remedy of prayer was used for this. What is prayer? Nowadays, this term is often con­fused with an appeal, i.e.: I would like this or that... But actu­ally, prayer is more about dis­solv­ing the concept of “I” and “mine” and con­nect­ing your­self with a hol­istic being. That is why the Lord’s Prayer says: “Thy will be done...” This attacks the fun­da­mental evil of all addic­tions, namely ego addic­tion. To date, there is vir­tu­ally no better remedy for addic­tion, and the “Twelve-Step Program” of trust­ing God is still recom­men­ded as the most effect­ive method for alco­hol­ics. And then? Can we just go on living like before?

✻ The evil lied in wait for the poor man, over whom he had already gained some power. He was angry with him because he stayed away from his high fest­ivals on Walpur­gis Night, and when Hans once again thought with sinful lust of col­lect­ing gold and forgot his evening prayer because of it, and he also cursed a few unchris­tian things about a trifle, the evil could break out with his rabble, and Hans has now learned what King Birlibi’s golden puppet is all about. Since that time, Hans has had neither star nor luck in his busi­ness. No matter how hard he strived, he could no longer bring forth any­thing, but was going back­wards from day to day. But his worst enemies were the mice that ate his grain in the fields and in the barns, the weasels, rats and martens that slaughtered his chick­ens, ducks and doves, the foxes and wolves that killed his lambs, sheep, colts and calves. In short, the rabble made it so bad that Hans lost prop­erty and farms, horses and cattle, sheep and calves in a few years, and in the end he couldn’t call a single chicken his own. He had to leave house and yard with his wife and chil­dren as a poor man, staff in hand, and had to support himself as a day labourer in his old age.

✎ This is cer­tainly not the happy ending we would like to have after a long struggle against desire and addic­tion. And yet it is the exper­i­ence that many people made on this path in the past and passed on in such stories. The ques­tion is: Can you just con­tinue living after a crisis like before? Well, as long as the fun­da­mental causes have not been elim­in­ated, such crises will of course occur again and again and even more rapidly. Because the causes of our suf­fer­ing in this world are anchored incom­par­ably deep in our spir­itual being. Anyone who has once imprin­ted and accu­mu­lated the image of nature’s enemy sees evil in nature and will be pursued by it for a long time to come. Because if you make an enemy of nature, you make an enemy of life and in the end you have to lose everything. People have known this for a long time, but modern science doesn’t believe in it, so again we go down that hor­rible path, making the enemy of nature and blindly fight­ing unloved herbs, insects, worms, bac­teria and viruses that Mother Nature sends to prevent a deadly sterile mono­cul­ture and to main­tain the natural balance on this earth. As if you could conquer illness, old age and death with a lot of money. What madness?!

The Bible also addresses this issue of selfish enmity with one’s envir­on­ment and teaches:

You have heard that it was said, “An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.” But I tell you not to resist evil; but if someone strikes you on your right cheek, offer the other one to him as well. And if someone wants to argue with you and take your coat, leave him your cloak too. And if anyone forces you to go one mile, go two with him. Give to those who ask you, and do not turn away from those who want to borrow from you.

You have heard that it was said, “You shall love your neigh­bour and hate your enemy.” But I say to you: Love your enemies; bless those who curse you; do good to those who hate you; pray for those who offend and per­se­cute you, that you may be chil­dren of your Father in heaven; for He causes his sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and sends rain on the just and the unjust. For if you love those who love you, what reward will you have? Don’t the tax col­lect­ors do the same? And if you are only kind to your broth­ers, what are you doing special? Don’t the tax col­lect­ors do the same?

There­fore, you should be perfect, just as your Father in heaven is perfect. [Matthew 5:38]

How a society devel­ops that cannot live peace­fully with nature, but pro­motes and cul­tiv­ates ego­istic enmity, was already pre­dicted in the ancient Indian Puranas for the dark age of Kali:

The Kali Age is char­ac­ter­ized by viol­ence, jeal­ousy, false­hood, deceit and a decline in asceti­cism. As a result, dharma (virtue and right­eous­ness) is fading, and it is doubt­ful whether people can still make a living even with great mental and phys­ical exer­tion or prayer. In the Kali Age, fatal dis­eases and a con­stant fear of hunger reign supreme. There is a ter­rible fear of drought, and the spir­itual vision is dim and per­ver­ted. The author­it­arian wisdom of the scrip­tures is no longer respec­ted... As the age advances, thieves and robbers rule the king­doms, and kings act like thieves and robbers. The ser­vants have no more love, friend­ship and loyalty (to their masters). Women become unchaste and dis­in­ter­ested in sacred rites, love wine and meat, and resort to deceit­ful means... In the Kali Age, people increas­ingly become traders, cheat­ing their buyers with false meas­ure­ments. Society abounds with ungodly people full of deceit, unwhole­some deeds and unvir­tu­ous beha­viour. The men will be in the minor­ity and the women will be super­ior. People will beg excess­ively, eat too much meat, use harsh words, and be dis­hon­est and jealous. Nobody helps the others, even if you have received help your­self. Men grow weary and weak, and unhes­it­at­ingly turn to the deeds that cause their own down­fall... In savage struggle, people kill each other, think­ing to achieve their goals. Worried, they die pre­ma­turely, king­doms perish, and sick­ness, madness, depres­sion, dis­con­tent, and sloth take over... Few people survive this time, scattered here and there on the earth. When they come together in groups, their nature comes out and they hate and hurt each other. Anarchy reigns as a result of the Kali Age, and filled with doubt and inner tension, fear reigns among sub­jects every­where. Extremely tor­men­ted and exhausted, they try to save their selfish lives, leave their wives, chil­dren and home, become increas­ingly unhappy and die... But in their greatest des­per­a­tion and apathy to the outside world, they begin to look within. And as they look within, they attain a state of calmness. They are enlightened by calmness, and by enlight­en­ment they recog­nize the divine and become pious. And when those, who sur­vived the end of the Kali age, attain this enlight­en­ment, the age is trans­formed in a single day. Once their spirit is dis­en­chanted, the golden age of Krita begins through the power of inev­it­able fate. [Vayu Purana 1.58]

Our farmer in the fairy tale comes to a similar ending on a small scale:

✻ He often told the story of how he got rich and how the farmer became a noble­man, and thanked God that he sent rats and mice to convert him and made him so poor. “Because oth­er­wise,” said the poor man, “I prob­ably wouldn’t have gone to heaven, and the devil would have retained his power over me, and I would finally have had to dance to the Rat King’s piping there too.” And he also said that such gold, which one wins in such a won­drous and secret way, has no bless­ing in it; for despite all his treas­ures his heart had never been so good as after­wards in the direst poverty. Yes, he was a miser­able man when he drove with six as a squire than after­wards, when he was often glad if he only had salt and pota­toes in the evening.

✎ That is prob­ably a sal­va­tion that a mater­i­al­ist­ic­ally ori­ented person cannot even imagine, because he does not know any spir­itual life and does not want to see this higher meaning in nature. But earlier people knew about it, and so it says in the Bible:

Truly I say to you, it is dif­fi­cult for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven. And further I say to you: It is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of God. [Matthew 20:23]

Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. [Matthew 5.3]

If anyone wants to follow me, deny your­self and take up the cross and follow me. For whoever wants to pre­serve his life will lose it; but whoever loses his life for my sake will find it. What use is it to man if he gains the whole world and suffers damage to his soul? Or what can man give so that he can free his soul again? [Matthew 16:24]

“They have become rich in all virtues,” so it is written. Truly, that can never happen unless one first becomes poor in everything. Whoever wants to receive all things must also give all things. This is a fair trade and an equal exchange, as I said a long time ago. There­fore, because God wants to give us himself and all things to be our own, he wants to take everything that belongs to us com­pletely. Yea, verily, God will not at all that we should have as much of our own as I can see in my eyes. For all the gifts that he ever gave us, both gifts of nature and gifts of grace, he never gave with any other will than that we should have nothing for our own; and as his own, he gave nothing in any way to his mother, or to any man or creature. And in order to teach us and to provide us with it, he often takes both phys­ical and spir­itual goods from us. For the pos­ses­sion of honour shall not be ours, but only his. Rather, we should have all things (only) as if they were lent to us and not given to us, without any pos­ses­sion of our own, whether body or soul, senses, powers, external goods or honour, friends, rel­at­ives, house, home, and all things. [Meister Eckhart, Tracts 23]

What is this wealth in poverty? It is nothing other than the end of mater­ial phys­ic­al­ity and Ego-con­scious­ness, the dis­sol­u­tion of the idea of “I” and “others”, a pure con­scious­ness and a com­plete oneness with everything. Could there be greater riches? Cer­tainly, in our mater­i­al­istic, ego­centric world view, this is com­pletely impossible. But if you look at current devel­op­ments in the world with open eyes, there are increas­ing doubts about this world view. The set­tings still look reas­on­ably friendly, but they are crum­bling more and more and behind them you can find an extremely ter­rible swamp where only three terms rule: MONEY-MAKES-BLIND. And if we con­tinue like this, people will be talking in a few cen­tur­ies about the dark ages of sci­entific mater­i­al­ism and how selfish, greedy and blind people were back then.

[image: ]
Slaves of Money, satir­ical illus­tra­tions by Al Margen


What can we do? What is our freedom?

We will cer­tainly have to live with the laws of nature. As long as there is birth, there will be old age, sick­ness and death in nature, and no money in the world can conquer them. So, are we slaves to nature? No, we have freedom, freedom of thought. Thoughts have a cre­at­ive power and it is up to us how we use them to see this world. If we want to see particles, then we see particles, if we want to see waves, then we see waves. People knew this before, and quantum physics has even con­firmed it sci­en­tific­ally. This gives us the freedom to decide whether we follow a mater­i­al­istic, ego­centric world view and see dead particles, or a hol­istic, ensouled world view and with living waves. The main dif­fer­ence is that you can capture and own particles, but not waves. That is the essence and the freedom of thought. Viewed as a particle, money leads to selfish pos­sess­ive­ness and ruined invest­ments; viewed as a wave, money comes and goes in a hol­istic eco­nomic process and can even become a source of vibrant cre­ativ­ity. Because money is neither good nor bad, only our think­ing makes it so. The same applies to everything else, as well as to viruses: if you look at a dan­ger­ous virus as a particle, it imprints itself in your mind as an eternal enemy, if you look at the virus as a wave, it comes and goes in the process of a hol­istic living nature, where it ful­fills its task, con­stantly trans­forms and doesn't even need a special name. The same applies to our own body, which is also more like a wave than a particle. Modern science has known this for almost a hundred years, but most sci­ent­ists are still 19th-century mater­i­al­ists and love their dead particles more than any­thing, pre­sum­ably because they are as easy to count and hold as dear money.


Crisis of confidence in our science

“Listen to the sci­ent­ists!” This is what our youth move­ment “Fridays for Future” is cur­rently demand­ing in order to pre­serve a future worth living with a better climate policy that “is based on sci­entific know­ledge”. That’s good and badly needed! But which sci­ent­ists should you listen to? There are now so many “wolves in sheep’s cloth­ing” who call them­selves sci­ent­ists, but are actu­ally money and funding slaves. And the best thing they can think of to protect the envir­on­ment is tax increases and the sale of indul­gences. Dear young people, please take a close look at which sci­ent­ists and politi­cians you entrust your future to. Do you really want to listen to the “particle hunters” selling their souls to the rat kings? Con­sider it well! With the belief that our life con­sists of dead matter particles, how could one ever be able to pre­serve the sens­it­ive balance of a worth living nature? Those who fun­da­ment­ally regard nature as some­thing dead can never protect its vital­ity. In addi­tion, there is a growing number of sci­ent­ists who follow the call of “Birlibi” instead of looking for truth, selling them­selves to the media, being har­nessed for polit­ical pur­poses and getting paid by the rat king. Then it says: “Whose bread I eat, his song I sing!” And what comes out of it?


New in the play-along theatre: “The Conspiracy”

Dear theatre friends! In March 2020, we wit­nessed the premiere of a multi-billion dollar public tele­vi­sion and radio pro­duc­tion led by leading politi­cians and sci­ent­ists. In the mean­time, the screen­play (ori­ginal link) for this pro­duc­tion has also been pub­lished in the play-along theatre, in which it was already pointed out that this pro­duc­tion was “the greatest chal­lenge for polit­ics, society and the economy in Germany since the end of the Second World War”. Appar­ently little thought was given to the great chal­lenge for the spec­tat­ors playing along. The main role is played by a hitherto little-known actor named “Covid”. The theme of the play that led to the title “The Con­spir­acy” was briefly sum­mar­ized by Mephisto in Goethe’s Faust:

In every way shall ye be stran­ded.
The ele­ments with us are banded,
And ruin is the certain fate.

The first reac­tions among viewers and critics were prom­ising, and only some thought: “Too much horror and not enough reas­on­able message.” But after just a few weeks, the number of infec­ted viewers fell drastic­ally. A member of the pro­duc­tion team expressed acute doubts and explained that the damage of this pro­duc­tion will far exceed any benefit and the pro­duc­tion should be stopped imme­di­ately. It was prob­ably a big cheek to speak of pro­por­tion­al­ity and maybe even reason in a horror per­form­ance! He was there­fore imme­di­ately sus­pen­ded by the pro­duc­tion team, because the script does not allow going back, and they are now trying to drastic­ally increase the number of infec­ted viewers by increas­ing the advert­ising budget. But the number con­tin­ued to fall, undeterred. At the same time, the prac­ti­tion­ers of the “con­spir­acy” increas­ingly began to scold the the­or­ists, who simply thought too much and no longer wanted to be part of this play. A ver­it­able war broke out between “con­spir­acy prac­ti­tion­ers” and “con­spir­acy the­or­ists”. And to further increase the horror of the play, a lot of fear was now impor­ted from other coun­tries, which was rel­at­ively cheap to get there. This was also required by the screen­play, which lit­er­ally says: “In order to achieve the desired shock effect, the con­crete effects of a con­ta­gion on human society must be made clear.” The chil­dren must not be spared as co-players either, and the screen­play says it lit­er­ally: “Chil­dren will hardly suffer from the epi­demic.”: Wrong! (That means you can’t say some­thing like that in public. The pro­pa­ganda has to be:) “Chil­dren will be easily infec­ted, even with exit restric­tions, e.g. from the neigh­bours’ chil­dren. When they then infect their parents and one of them dies in agony at home and they feel guilty about it because they forgot to wash their hands after playing, for example, it’s the most ter­ri­fy­ing thing a child might ever exper­i­ence.” Well, dear chil­dren, from now on you will be con­sidered as poten­tial mur­der­ers of your parents and grand­par­ents as soon as you cuddle or kiss them, maybe even a breath or the touch with unwashed hands is enough! Such dev­il­ish thoughts can actu­ally only be injec­ted into the minds of chil­dren from those, who have no chil­dren of their own. Isn’t that insanely awful? Yes, more and more theatre critics now fear that this para­noid horror pro­duc­tion will be a ter­rible dis­aster...

Karl-Marx wrote as early as 1867: Capital is ter­ri­fied of the absence of profit or very little profit, like nature is of empti­ness. With cor­res­pond­ing profit, capital becomes bold. Ten percent safe and you can use it any­where; 20 percent, it’s getting lively; 50 percent, pos­it­ively daring; for 100 percent it stamps all human laws under its foot; 300 percent, and there’s no crime that doesn’t risk it, even at the risk of the gallows. If tumult and strife bring profit, it will encour­age them both. [Marx, Capital I]

To con­clude, we would like to take a little look behind the scenes men­tioned. The fol­low­ing report “The WHO ruined: Bill Gates decides what is healthy” was pub­lished by SWR2 (Süd­westrund­funk as part of ARD) in 2017, but the situ­ation has prob­ably not improved sig­ni­fic­antly since then, on the con­trary, it still seems to be a lot worse. Because today no public broad­caster dares to report so hon­estly about the ter­rible abuses behind the scenes.


The Ditmarsh Tale of Wonders

✻ I will tell you some­thing. I saw two roasted fowls flying; they flew quickly and had their breasts turned to heaven and their backs to hell, and an anvil and a mill-stone swam across the river Rhine pret­tily, slowly, and gently, and a frog sat on the ice at Whit­sun­tide and ate a plough­share. Three fellows who wanted to catch a hare, went on crutches and stilts; one of them was deaf, the second blind, the third dumb, and the fourth could not stir a step. Do you want to know how it was done? First, the blind man saw the hare running across the field, the dumb one called to the lame one, and the lame one seized it by the neck.

✎ There were certain men who wished to sail on dry land, and they set their sails in the wind, and sailed away over great fields. Then they sailed over a high moun­tain, and there they were miser­ably drowned. A crab was chasing a hare away, and high up on the roof lay a cow which had climbed up there. In that country the flies are as big as the goats are here. Open the window, that the lies may fly out.

Well, maybe we’re think­ing now of a silly beer-pub story. Yes, it often happens that we greatly under­es­tim­ate the spirit of our ancest­ors out of our own arrog­ance. Are fried chick­ens still alive? What is the line between life and death? Is our life ori­ented towards happy heaven or sor­row­ful hell? Can dead matter float like waves on the sea of life? Can one attain a Holy Spirit of the kind that is to descend at Pente­cost by feeding on dead things and dogmas frozen in ice? Can we conquer the scaredy-cat in us with our thoughts (in German: der Ang­sthase - the scared hare)? When is our mind blind, deaf, dumb and lame? Can one set the sails of life on the firm ground of matter? Why do we love the “great fields” of a mono­cul­ture? Are we also threatened by a painful down­fall on a poisoned and littered earth? Where does the fear of cancer come from? And how did the cow get on the roof? Why have we reversed our world view and made flies into goats, even mos­qui­toes into ele­phants or tiny viruses into the greatest enemy of the state?

Open your senses, expand your narrow-minded con­scious­ness from ego-con­scious­ness to uni­ver­sal con­scious­ness, so that the lies dis­ap­pear! Because we are increas­ingly living in a pro­pa­gand­istic advert­ising world and are envel­oped in filter bubbles and echo cham­bers in which we can hardly dis­tin­guish between truth and lies. That is, we live in a world that is “built on sand,” just as the “Dit­marsh Land”, a marsh­land or bottom land on the North Sea that was said to be a peasant repub­lic from 1227 to 1559 that had expelled its noble rulers. From a sym­bolic point of view, here we can con­sider the peas­ants as our senses and thoughts and the king as our reason. And how this becomes a made-up story, we would like to examine in more detail below.

What is truth?

Science has also asked itself this ques­tion and then determ­ined that it cannot find any reli­able truth at all. Even the TV-famous Prof Harald Lesch thinks that sci­ent­ists cannot say any­thing about truth.

Video Lesch ZDF Physics and Truth:
“Now the big ques­tion is, if you think about how import­ant the sci­ences are today and how big the truth char­ac­ter is that we assign to them, can they find any­thing like truth at all? ... And now it gets really inter­est­ing... I talk about truth all the time... but the truth is, we can’t say any­thing about truth.”

That sounds plaus­ible at first, because science is primar­ily about the level of thoughts and senses. From a mater­i­al­istic point of view, one could build the fol­low­ing pyramid:
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This means, that living bodies with sens­it­ive organs emerge from matter, indeed purely by chance, because there is no pur­pose­ful spirit. Then the sensory inform­a­tion is pro­cessed by the thoughts in the brain organ, similar to the data in a com­puter, and reason can arise from this, or as Wiki­pe­dia says: “In its modern use, the concept of reason denotes a mental human faculty of know­ledge determ­ined by think­ing.” That is why modern science is primar­ily limited to the level of thoughts, and because thoughts are always dis­tinc­tions, they must of course always be rel­at­ive because they relate to dif­fer­ences. Logical! Only rel­at­ive truths can be found with it, and accord­ingly the Pres­id­ent of the Leibniz Asso­ci­ation recently said: “Science does not create abso­lute truths, but know­ledge that is valid until it is con­firmed, sup­ple­men­ted or dis­con­firmed by new find­ings. This is com­pletely normal in today’s science and research... There can there­fore be no talk of a crisis of trust in science in the current coronavirus crisis... Trust increases when sci­ent­ists present their current know­ledge pro­cesses in front of running cameras and explain where and how they learned...” Well, that’s as far as you can trust today’s science, namely until the next TV show...

Or should that be a self-issued cer­ti­fic­ate of inca­pa­city to avoid respons­ib­il­ity?

Well, what used to be called “human reason” has been going down­hill rapidly in science since the sci­entific inven­tion of chem­ical weapons and atomic bombs at the latest. Because a thought-based reason pro­motes above all ego­istic think­ing, or as Goethe said in [Faust I]:

He calls it Reason thence his power’s increased,
To be far beast­lier than any beast.

Nev­er­the­less, science believes that this type of “mental reason” is increas­ingly approach­ing an abso­lute truth, as Prof. Harald Lesch also claims in the con­tinu­ation of the video above. If that were so, the illu­sion in our world would have to decrease stead­ily. In prac­tice, however, we are increas­ingly living in a pro­pa­gand­istic advert­ising world and are becom­ing zombies of digital media, which mean­while have global pro­pa­ganda firmly under control. In view of current polit­ics and science, one can hardly speak of growing honesty and truth­ful­ness, because prac­tic­ally we are sinking into a mental world of lies in which people are becom­ing more and more incap­able of making really reas­on­able decisions. And by “reas­on­able” we don’t mean modern thought-based reason, but classic reason, as it is still explained in older books, such as the dic­tion­ary Duden: “A human mental ability to gain insights, to form an opinion, to recog­nize the con­nec­tions and the order of what is per­ceived and to act accord­ingly.”

Why do we no longer want this classic reason in the modern age?

As already stated and sci­en­tific­ally con­firmed: The dif­fer­en­cing know­ledge of thought is only rel­at­ively true and cannot grasp abso­lute truth. This also includes our beloved “facts” and all sensory per­cep­tions, which are only assumed to be true. So they are assump­tions, views, the­or­ies, abstrac­tions, etc. This dis­tin­guish­ing know­ledge can of course be useful, but never reli­able.

Now what would be a know­ledge that does not dis­tin­guish?

This brings us to what is also called uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence and what can provide a hol­istic view. You can also call it classic reason, which turns views into insights and, instead of many dif­fer­ences, recog­nizes the con­nec­tions in a hol­istic system in order to make cor­res­pond­ingly reas­on­able decisions for long-term bene­fi­cial action, as explained in the above quote from the dic­tion­ary. In this way, reason as a uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence has a much higher quality than the intel­lec­tual think­ing. While think­ing dis­crim­in­ates, reason can decide. One could compare the intel­lec­tual thoughts with lawyers who rep­res­ent the interests of a person, the five senses would then be the wit­nesses in this case, and reason would be the judge who decides and settles the dispute of oppos­ites in a hol­istic sense. With that, humans could at least be able to make decisions in the sense of an abso­lute truth, and on a com­pletely dif­fer­ent level than the thoughts. Because we know, when the judge speaks, the lawyers and wit­nesses must remain silent and accept the verdict. So if reason wants to speak, thoughts and senses must be silent. That’s good...

But at first we shy away and ask: What is left when senses and thoughts are silent? Well, after the above pyramid from a mater­i­al­istic point of view, only dead matter remains, because even the little tip of reason is only thought-based. So how could a higher reason func­tion in this world­view? And why should one develop a higher reason at all? Perhaps it is no coin­cid­ence that mater­i­al­istic soci­et­ies such as social­ism and cap­it­al­ism have developed so little higher reason. This means that they can realize intel­lec­tual or one-sided interests in the form of mono­cul­tures with a lot of strength, but they are obvi­ously not capable of hol­istic decisions that would be useful for the entire organ­ism of nature.

What now?

Let’s just turn the pyramid around accord­ing to the hol­istic-souled world view that we have already described in the fairy tale “Thum­bling”:
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The pyramid thus cor­res­ponds to a hol­istic-souled world­view, as it has been cul­tiv­ated by mankind for many thou­sands of years. Here reason as a uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence is the integ­ral and living basis for all creatures. From the prin­ciple of unity devel­ops the dis­tin­guish­ing think­ing, which pro­duces mental sep­ar­a­tions and thus also the self-aware­ness with the idea of “I” and “You” or “Mine” and “Yours”. Then, on the basis of this con­scious dis­tinc­tion, sense-con­scious­ness arises, and on the basis of the five senses, the idea of mater­ial cor­por­eal­ity and the particle char­ac­ter of matter appears. Matter would then be an inert or hardened spirit, as quantum physics also sug­gests, and many prac­tical exper­i­ences would be much easier to explain, such as the numer­ous psycho­so­matic dis­eases, the func­tion of placebos and homeo­pathy, intu­ition, com­pas­sion, déjà-vu, near-death exper­i­ences, tele­pathy, spirit worlds, and also why no loc­al­iz­able data store has been found in the brain to this day.

In this pyramid you can also see that matter is only a tiny part of the uni­verse, as con­firmed by modern physics. But much more import­ant is the ques­tion of the way to reason and thus also to truth. While in the pre­vi­ous pyramid one tries to build up a higher reason through thoughts and sensory per­cep­tion on the basis of dead matter, in this hol­istic-souled world view it is about dis­solv­ing the sensory and mental attach­ment to matter, and what then remains is the higher reason, i.e. a judge who is depend­ent neither on mater­ial wealth nor on intel­lec­tual and sensual or per­sonal interests. Because only a judge who is not corrupt and brib­able can rep­res­ent the truth.

That would be the way to reason, and that’s why devel­op­ment used to be under­stood not as wrap­ping in new shells, but rather as unwrap­ping some­thing wrapped up. So reason cannot be “trained” or “built up” but only “dis­covered”, or as the saying goes: “Seek and you will find!”

What is it that hides reason? As seen in the pyramid above, the cov­er­ing shells include the know­ledge of oppos­ing thoughts and the idea of dead matter. In the past, the spir­itual path was about the puri­fic­a­tion from intel­lec­tual know­ledge, which was also referred to as ignor­ance, so that reason and thus the truth came out again or was dis­covered. And this ignor­ance is above all the sensual and mental attach­ment to matter, so in short with quantum physics: seeing dead particles where there are living waves.

Which world­view is the right one?

A world view can never be the abso­lute truth, because it is an image, a view i.e., a rel­at­ive truth. Above all, it should be a path that one walks in life in order to reach the higher reason. And exper­i­ence has shown that there are many ways to the top of a moun­tain. However, in our opinion, the mater­i­al­istic world view has it much more dif­fi­cult to come closer to a true reason. But prac­tic­ally one should not cling to any world­view dog­mat­ic­ally, because then one would cling to the path and never reach the goal. Exper­i­ence has shown that you have to leave the path behind in order to reach your goal. And the big goal is, of course, a freely moving spirit that can think and move in dif­fer­ent world views, sitting on the summit, so to speak, and being able to survey all the paths around.

✻ I will tell you some­thing. I saw two roasted fowls flying; they flew quickly and had their breasts turned to heaven and their backs to hell.

✎ What is life? What is death? And, who draws the line between the two? We have already dis­cussed the two roasted chick­ens in the fairy tale “The Clever Gretel”, and there we also spoke about reason and thoughts, and how thoughts, through hungry desire, manage to make some­thing dead out of some­thing living, which nat­ur­ally always occurs in oppos­ites. Well, here we can read: As far as we manage to let the sup­posedly dead come alive and move, we turn our backs on the painful hell and face heav­enly hap­pi­ness. Death is suf­fer­ing, life is bliss. And the more the ego-con­scious­ness in a dead world dis­ap­pears, and the further one can develop the all-con­scious­ness in a living world, the greater life becomes, and it is said that in this way one can even reach eternal life.

For whoever wants to pre­serve his life will lose it; but whoever loses his life for my sake will save it - and eternal life with it. [Bible Matthew 16.24 / John 12.24]

✻ An anvil and a mill-stone swam across the river Rhine pret­tily, slowly, and gently, and a frog sat on the ice at Whit­sun­tide and ate a plough­share.

✎ Water has always been a symbol of life, and rivers were seen as flowing life. How can heavy and solid matter be carried by easily mobile life? The Bible tells how Jesus once walked on water and his dis­ciple, who wanted to do the same, sank after a few steps. Jesus stretched out his hand and said: “You of little faith, why do you not trust?”

Why do we live as if our bodies are made of dead matter? Because we feed it on sup­posedly dead matter, like the fried chick­ens men­tioned above. We trust the dead more than the living. And that’s how our mater­ial world view came into being, which regards dead matter as the basis of everything and thus also of life. We usually take matter as abso­lute truth and try to feed life on dead matter, just as the frog, which is also an ancient symbol for life, is sup­posed to live on a plough­share. Today one would speak of machines, tech­no­logy and chem­istry, which is what we want to live on. Well, with that, the Holy Spirit cannot come down at Pente­cost either, because as dead as our phys­ical food is, our spir­itual food can no longer be living water, but an end­lessly growing moun­tain of defin­i­tions and dogmas crys­tal­lized to ice in a world of “ sci­entific mater­i­al­ism”.

We know where dogmas lead to from the devel­op­ment of the Chris­tian Church, which for a long time tried to estab­lish a spir­itual mono­cul­ture all over the world with great viol­ence. Even though it knows the bib­lical parable of the Tower of Babel and should know that God himself smashes every mono­cul­ture, because living nature needs a living variety of mul­ti­cul­tures, inside and outside. It was not for nothing that the Holy Spirit came down at Pente­cost in a variety of lan­guages, so that every culture could find itself in them. So no matter how many arti­fi­cial edi­fices of ideas you build, like in the Tower of Babel, you don’t get any closer to heaven and thus to the truth with one-sided views. The road to truth is a break­ing down of views, not build­ing them up. This also con­firms the second com­mand­ment of Moses:

You shall not make for your­self an image, or any like­ness of any­thing that is in heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in the water under the earth. [Bible, Exodus 20:4]

Because one-sided views can quickly freeze and become dogmas. This results in a violent struggle against all other views and those who think dif­fer­ently, as we know it from the Chris­tian cru­sades and the Inquis­i­tion against heretics from history and today again in the form of falsi­fic­a­tion and defam­a­tion against con­spir­acy the­or­ists, eso­ter­i­cists and uncon­ven­tional thinkers in modern science and polit­ics. What is the­or­et­ic­ally not pos­sible cannot be allowed to stand in prac­tical. They even want to ban the pro­fes­sion of altern­at­ive prac­ti­tion­ers by law because they have prac­tical suc­cesses that con­tra­dict mater­i­al­istic theory. Insane! But that is a typical sign of a crum­bling world­view that des­per­ately wants to survive by any means neces­sary, but can’t uphold much longer. After the Chris­tian world view came the mater­i­al­istic world view. What will come next after that? First we exper­i­ence a great fear:

✻ Three fellows who wanted to catch a hare, went on crutches and stilts; one of them was deaf, the second blind, the third dumb, and the fourth could not stir a step. Do you want to know how it was done? First, the blind man saw the hare running across the field, the dumb one called to the lame one, and the lame one seized it by the neck.

(Another version is: Four of them wanted to catch a rabbit, they came walking on crutches and stilts: one couldn’t hear, the other was blind, the third was lame, the fourth couldn’t speak. Now I don’t know how that happened, and that the blind saw the hare grazing in the wide field, the mute tells the deaf, the lame catches the hare. Source: Old high and low German folk songs B.1, Ludwig Uhland, 1845)

✎ The rabbit is a typical symbol for fear and the cor­res­pond­ing flight reflex. Fear sup­posedly activ­ates our “rep­tilian brain”, that is, our animal nature. This might explain why people react like animals in fear and either become blindly aggress­ive or hide, duck, play dead or flee. This can be useful in some situ­ations, but if a human being in the course of devel­op­ment cannot rid himself of this fear in every­day life, he will not be able to rise from his animal nature and develop what should be human wealth, namely the higher reason. Because under fear people are unable to make rational decisions. No judge can rep­res­ent the truth under fear. Under fear there are at most short-term solu­tions.

What is a mind walking on crutches? This could be the thoughts leaning on the decept­ive senses. And what is a mind walking on stilts? This could be the self-aware­ness that sees itself as some­thing sep­ar­ate and struts about the earth. Both were formerly called ignor­ance or blind­ness because they obscure and veil reason. One cannot recog­nize, capture and conquer the animal nature of fear either with thoughts or with the ego-con­scious­ness. One can try, but it will not have long-term success. Only higher reason can help here, before the thoughts are silent and the sep­ar­at­ing self-aware­ness becomes a hol­istic all-con­scious­ness. This is the only way to get rid of the root of fear.

What is the root of fear? Lack of faith, because without faith everything is uncer­tain. But where to find true faith as long as paid lawyers rule who only rep­res­ent per­sonal interests and no true judge decides in the sense of truth? When thoughts rule without a higher reason, there can be no true faith either, and we live in con­stant fear. It is also said: Without this higher reason, man is blind, deaf, dumb and lame with regard to truth. There are also many par­ables in the Bible in which Jesus heals such people, not only phys­ic­ally but above all spir­itu­ally, which cer­tainly also includes the awaken­ing of an expan­ded con­scious­ness of higher reason and the cor­res­pond­ing trust.

Of course, this higher reason has a very bad time in a mater­i­al­istic world view, and that is why we are cur­rently trying to solve many social prob­lems through stoked fear out of help­less­ness: public order through fear of pun­ish­ment, hard work through fear of exist­ence, envir­on­mental pro­tec­tion through fear of climate change, peace through war and fear of loss, insur­ance through fear of the future or health pro­mo­tion through fear of illness such as the horror pic­tures on cigar­ette packets, the shock stories about vac­cin­a­tion cam­paigns and medical check-ups and much more. Hardly anyone today trusts in higher reason, and it is not pro­moted by society either. This is under­stand­able, because true reason would be the down­fall of the mater­i­al­istic-ego­istic world view that many people today cul­tiv­ate as the basis of the market economy:

✻ There were certain men who wished to sail on dry land, and they set their sails in the wind, and sailed away over great fields. Then they sailed over a high moun­tain, and there they were miser­ably drowned.

✎ Well, life built on dead matter is built on sand, so to speak. Life needs a living found­a­tion, a sea of living water full of waves on which we set the sails of thoughts in the wind of reason. Wind, spirit and life are con­cep­tu­ally related in many ancient lan­guages, as we still speak today of the breath of life, formerly breathed in by God, which can be thought of as a uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence or hol­istic spirit.

But appar­ently there was a time when more and more people lost their faith in the spir­itual basis of life. Cer­tainly the dogmas and polit­ical lies of the Chris­tian church made their con­tri­bu­tion here, and a mater­i­al­istic world view was formed that wanted to stand on solid ground with sci­entific cer­tainty. This marked the begin­ning of the age of the sci­entific-tech­nical revolu­tion, and the intel­lec­tual mono­cul­ture also became the agri­cul­tural mono­cul­ture of the “great fields”. Ini­tially, however, things went upwards, the dog­mat­ic­ally dried-up cre­ativ­ity of the people woke up again and prom­ised a lot of mater­ial wealth. The neces­sary sac­ri­fice of the spir­itual values of virtue and truth­ful­ness seemed to pay off. But in the mean­time there are more and more voices saying: “This won’t go well for much longer!” Despite all mater­ial secur­ity and the belief that we are stand­ing on solid ground, human life is increas­ingly threatened today, and not only by the destruct­ive poten­tial of accu­mu­lated chem­ical and nuclear weapons, but also by the dis­turbed bal­ances in nature and the mental and phys­ical degen­er­a­tion of the people them­selves. We are sinking glob­ally in a pro­pa­gand­istic advert­ising world that is increas­ingly becom­ing a world of lies, a sick organ­ism that nat­ur­ally tends to self-destruc­tion, like the insane lock­down in the corona crisis has already indic­ated. One could also speak of a global cancer that gen­er­ates more and more fears:

✻ A crab was chasing a hare away, and high up on the roof lay a cow which had climbed up there.

✎ But the crab is also an ancient symbol for life, as we find it in the fairy tale of the “Doctor KnowAll”, and true faith in life can put any fear to flight. Why do we have so little faith in life today? How could the cow climb onto the roof and how could our world­view reverse so fun­da­ment­ally?
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What formerly was bottom, now is summit.
Hereon they base the law there’s no dis­put­ing,
to give the under­most the topmost footing… [Faust II]

Well, that is pre­cisely our freedom, which lies in think­ing. “I think, there­fore I am!” Thoughts are cre­at­ive. They can create an “I” with entire worlds and turn living waves into dead particles. In this way, the mater­i­al­istic world view could also arise, which is based on the truth of dead particles. First it was the atoms, then the ele­ment­ary particles, and now it’s the quarks and similar particles that are becom­ing prac­tic­ally more and more elusive and unre­li­able.

What can you rely on? What is abso­lute truth?

Well, from a mater­i­al­istic point of view, matter is reli­able, which con­sists of clearly sep­ar­ated particles. From a spir­itual point of view, it is spirit, which exists through God. And just as the ele­ment­ary particles become more and more intan­gible the deeper one searches, so the divin­ity in the depths is also intan­gible. The oldest cul­tures already knew this, and the Chris­tian and Vedic writ­ings also say: The abso­lute truth has no form that one could grasp and under­stand with the senses and thoughts. That is why one speaks of the uncre­ated, unformed and unborn in this regard. It must be so, for if truth had a fixed form, thoughts could never be so free and cre­at­ive, there would be no free will, and we would be like robots, totally depend­ent on our pro­gram­ming and tech­nical basis. Oddly enough, even some mater­i­al­ists believe so, or at least wish they did, and try to fix people like cars and replace their brains with smart­phones. If that were the only truth, it would be a sad truth.

From a Chris­tian per­spect­ive, the epitome of truth is “God” as the unborn father and the “world” as the born son:

There­fore there is an inward work, which neither time nor space can enclose nor encom­pass, and in it is some­thing divine and equal to God, which neither time nor space encloses - it is every­where and always equally present - and it is equal to God in that no creature can per­fectly absorb him, nor mould the good­ness of God into himself. And there­fore there must be some­thing interior and higher and uncre­ated, without measure and without manner, in which the heav­enly Father is able to impress and pour himself wholly, and in which to reveal himself: these are the Son and the Holy Spirit. [Meister Eckhart, Book of Divine Con­sol­a­tion]

...as if you were taking God, you put a cloak around his head and pushed him under a bench. For whoever seeks God in a way takes the way and misses God who is hidden in the way. But he who seeks God without a way, grasps him as he is in himself; and such a man lives with the Son, and he is life itself. [Meister Eckhart, Sermon 6]

Why was man not sat­is­fied with the Spirit of God? Why did a mater­i­al­istic world­view emerge?

The causes are cer­tainly far in the past. At some point, mater­ial wealth became much more import­ant than spir­itual wealth, and the ancient Greeks and Romans com­plained a lot about the asso­ci­ated decline in virtue. Francesco Petrarch described the decline of reason in a similar way around 1350 in his book “Healing of Hap­pi­ness und Sorrow” and recog­nized even then a patho­lo­gical and addict­ive devel­op­ment of the spirit. As early as 1325, Meister Eckhart, one of the most bril­liant spir­itual schol­ars of his time, was accused of heresy by his own friars and later even con­victed. Some­thing similar is hap­pen­ing today with many sci­ent­ists who dare to use the term spirit or even God. Science has been stuck in a stag­nant crisis in almost all areas for decades. The find­ings of quantum physics have been known for almost a hundred years, but their philo­soph­ical con­sequences have not yet arrived in the prac­tical life of sci­ent­ists. The classic mater­i­al­istic world view is defen­ded almost fan­at­ic­ally because it is the basis of cap­it­al­ist society. And in this regard one can accuse many sci­ent­ists today of know­ingly lying, because they know better, but neither live by it nor teach it to others. Not that our intel­lec­tual elite will soon have to be accused:

Woe to the Phar­isees! They are like a dog lying on the cattle manger. For neither does he eat himself, nor does he let the oxen eat. [Thomas Gospel 102] - Woe to you, scribes and Phar­isees, you hypo­crites, who shut up the kingdom of heaven from men! You will not enter, and you will not let those enter, who want to enter. [Bible Matthew 23:13]

Even today one sees science fight­ing less and less for truth, but increas­ingly against all those who think dif­fer­ently, as at the time of the Inquis­i­tion, in order to main­tain a shaky world view that can no longer be main­tained. A world of lies?

✻ In that country the flies are as big as the goats are here.

✎ How is it, that small prob­lems can turn into big prob­lems, or as we say today, that a dust speck is made into a moun­tain? Mental prob­lems usually have the prop­erty of circ­ling around in the mind until they are decided and resolved. They demand more and more atten­tion, and everything else around them sud­denly seems unim­port­ant. The soft buzzing of a fly quickly becomes the loud bleat­ing of a goat. This is mainly due to the dis­tin­guish­ing nature of thoughts, so that they can only grasp rel­at­ive truth. They look at the fly and the goat as dis­tinct objects from spe­cific points of view. In terms of body size and meat content as food, the goat then appears sig­ni­fic­antly larger. From another point of view, however, the fly can also be much more annoy­ing than a goat and can even trans­mit more dis­eases. And when cred­ible research­ers then find out that flies trans­mit extremely deadly dis­eases, they quickly become the greatest enemy, and we start shoot­ing at flies with cannons, wanting to exterm­in­ate them all and waging a bitter world war. Well, this is what happens when no reason has been developed that can break this vicious circle of thoughts and recog­nize from a hol­istic point of view, that the fly is not an inde­pend­ent object but a part of the whole natural organ­ism that serves a healthy balance. So one can cer­tainly say: Wherever there is a lack of higher reason, people lose pro­por­tion­al­ity and tend to exag­ger­ate because they cannot make sens­ible decisions on the basis of thoughts alone. People have also known this for a very long time: Ne quid nimis - nothing in excess! - How else to main­tain a natural balance?

But how dif­fi­cult it is to break out of the mill of thoughts without reason has cer­tainly been exper­i­enced by every­one who has con­sciously looked inwards, and many people do not know what else to do here than dis­tract them­selves extern­ally. There­fore, our society has become a master at sensual and intel­lec­tual dis­trac­tion. The more aggress­ive the dis­trac­tion, the more effect­ive. The range of scan­dals, horror, viol­ence, sex and drugs is almost inex­haust­ible. Our media work dili­gently to bring together all the catch­able sen­sa­tions of hap­pi­ness and even more suf­fer­ing from around the world and present them as sen­sa­tion­ally as pos­sible. But we all know that this is only a short-term and short-sighted solu­tion, with which we lie to ourselves:

✻ Open the window, that the lies may fly out.

✎ This last sen­tence was prob­ably added by the Broth­ers Grimm and shows how deeply they under­stood the meaning of the fab­ric­ated story. It doesn’t say: “Open the gates and tell the lies!” Because if someone tells a lie, there will soon be hun­dreds of others who will tell it as the truth. And in the age of Face­book and similar global media, it can even be mil­lions of people. This is what is called a viral spread of lies or “fake news”, and these have now become com­pletely normal, not even the legal public media are immune to them anymore.

So, better open the windows, clear the mind, dis­solve the fog of thoughts and no longer lock your­self in a narrow edifice of ideas! Or as Goethe wrote in [Faust I]:

Ah, me! This dungeon still I see.
This drear, accursed masonry,
Where even the welcome day­light strains
But duskly through the painted panes.
Hemmed in by many a top­pling heap
Of books worm-eaten, gray with dust,
Which to the vaulted ceiling creep,
Against the smoky paper thrust, -
With glasses, boxes, round me stacked,
And instru­ments together hurled.
Ances­tral lumber, stuffed and packed -
Such is my world: and what a world!
And do I ask, where­fore my heart
Falters, oppressed with unknown needs!
Why some inex­plic­able smart
All move­ment of my life impedes?
Alas! In living Nature’s stead,
Where God His human creature set,
In smoke and mould the flesh­less dead
And bones of beasts sur­round me yet!

The “window, where even the welcome day­light strains but duskly through the painted panes” means above all our sensual and phys­ical lim­it­a­tions, so to speak, the mental attach­ment to senses and body. And opening that window is escap­ing the prison of phys­ic­al­ity and restor­ing freedom to spirit.

Jesus answered, Truly, truly, I say to you, unless a man is born of water and the Spirit, he cannot enter the kingdom of God. What is born of the flesh is flesh; and what is born of the spirit is spirit. Don’t be sur­prised that I said to you: You must be born again. The wind blows where it wills and you can hear its rushing; but you don’t know where it comes from and where it’s going. So is every­one who is born of the Spirit. [Bible, John 3.5]

In this bib­lical parable, too, we find the sym­bolic rela­tion­ships of water, wind, life and spirit. And the two kinds of birth from phys­ical and spir­itual sources remind us of the two world­views that we presen­ted above. Sim­il­arly, in the tra­di­tions of the Indian Vedas, one speaks of the “twice-born” (Sanskrit Dvija), who, after their phys­ical birth at a certain age, when reason awakens, ritu­ally receive the sacred thread, so that their spir­itual birth or train­ing by a Guru or Vedic teacher can begin. The major goal of this train­ing at that time was not “edu­ca­tion of the mind” in the sense of mental and con­cep­tual ima­gin­a­tion, but mental flex­ib­il­ity up to the lib­er­a­tion of the spirit from sensual and phys­ical attach­ment (Sanskrit Moksha). In order to attain this great goal there were four general ways of life which one could adopt in suc­ces­sion, namely student, house­holder, forest hermit and prop­er­ty­less men­dic­ant monk. Thus, all of life was aligned towards lib­er­at­ing the mind from phys­ical and sensual attach­ments. If in today’s edu­ca­tional system we shape the spirit primar­ily in terms of its func­tion within the social eco­nomic system, then the eco­nom­ic­ally ori­ented life as a house­holder was only a means to an end for the two higher levels. The forest hermits could be com­pared to today’s retir­ees, who with­draw from the world of work due to the natural decay of the senses and body. They, too, are looking for healing and vaca­tions, except that today healing is under­stood as the doctors’ mara­thon and vaca­tions as com­mer­cial tourism for the intox­ic­a­tion of the senses in order to hold on to mater­ial enjoy­ment for as long as pos­sible. And that also cor­res­ponds to the dir­ec­tion of devel­op­ment of the above pyramid from a mater­ial point of view. For the forest hermits, vaca­tion was a retreat from domestic life into the natural solitude of the woods, and they sought their healing in spir­itual ways, working to dis­solve sensual and phys­ical attach­ments and expand their con­scious­ness through yoga and med­it­a­tion, which prob­ably came much closer to the natural meaning of phys­ical tran­si­ence and thus also to the truth.

May we also open our windows! May we trust life! May we not sink blind, deaf, dumb and lame in a world of advert­ising and lies and drown miser­ably! May we develop reason in order to gain insights, to recog­nize the con­nec­tions and the order of what is per­ceived, to make reas­on­able decisions and to act accord­ingly!


The Robber Bridegroom

✻ THERE was once on a time a miller, who had a beau­ti­ful daugh­ter, and as she was grown up, he wished that she was provided for, and well married. He thought, “If any good suitor comes and asks for her, I will give her to him.” Not long after­wards, a suitor came, who appeared to be very rich, and as the miller had no fault to find with him, he prom­ised his daugh­ter to him. The maiden, however, did not like him quite so much as a girl should like the man to whom she is engaged, and had no con­fid­ence in him. Whenever she saw, or thought of him, she felt a secret horror. Once he said to her, “Thou art my betrothed, and yet thou hast never once paid me a visit.” The maiden replied, “I know not where thy house is.” Then said the bride­groom, “My house is out there in the dark forest.” She tried to excuse herself, and said she could not find the way there. The bride­groom said, “Next Sunday thou must come out there to me; I have already invited the guests, and I will strew ashes in order that thou mayst find thy way through the forest.” When Sunday came, and the maiden had to set out on her way, she became very uneasy, she herself knew not exactly why, and to mark her way she filled both her pockets full of peas and lentils. Ashes were strewn at the entrance of the forest, and these she fol­lowed, but at every step she threw a couple of peas on the ground. She walked almost the whole day until she reached the middle of the forest, where it was the darkest, and there stood a sol­it­ary house, which she did not like, for it looked so dark and dismal. She went inside it, but no one was within, and the most abso­lute still­ness reigned. Sud­denly a voice cried,

“Turn back, turn back, young maiden dear,
‘Tis a mur­derer’s house you enter here.”

The maiden looked up, and saw that the voice came from a bird, which was hanging in a cage on the wall. Again it cried,

“Turn back, turn back, young maiden dear,
‘Tis a mur­derer’s house you enter here.”

Then the young maiden went on farther from one room to another, and walked through the whole house, but it was entirely empty and not one human being was to be found. At last she came to the cellar, and there sat an extremely aged woman, whose head shook con­stantly. “Can you not tell me,” said the maiden, “if my betrothed lives here?”

“Alas, poor child,” replied the old woman, “whither hast thou come? Thou art in a mur­derer’s den. Thou thinkest thou art a bride soon to be married, but thou wilt keep thy wedding with death. Look, I have been forced to put a great kettle on there, with water in it, and when they have thee in their power, they will cut thee to pieces without mercy, will cook thee, and eat thee, for they are eaters of human flesh. If I do not have com­pas­sion on thee, and save thee, thou art lost.

Thereupon the old woman led her behind a great hogshead where she could not be seen. “Be as still as a mouse,” said she, “do not make a sound, or move, or all will be over with thee. At night, when the robbers are asleep, we will escape; I have long waited for an oppor­tun­ity.” Hardly was this done, than the godless crew came home. They dragged with them another young girl. They were drunk, and paid no heed to her screams and lam­ent­a­tions. They gave her wine to drink, three glasses full, one glass of white wine, one glass of red, and a glass of yellow, and with this her heart burst in twain. Thereupon they tore off her del­ic­ate raiment, laid her on a table, cut her beau­ti­ful body in pieces and strewed salt thereon. The poor bride behind the cask trembled and shook, for she saw right well what fate the robbers had destined for her. One of them noticed a gold ring on the little finger of the murdered girl, and as it would not come off at once, he took an axe and cut the finger off, but it sprang up in the air, away over the cask and fell straight into the bride’s bosom. The robber took a candle and wanted to look for it, but could not find it. Then another of them said, “Hast thou looked behind the great hogshead?” But the old woman cried, “Come and get some­thing to eat, and leave off looking till the morning, the finger won’t run away from you.”

Then the robbers said, “The old woman is right,” and gave up their search, and sat down to eat, and the old woman poured a sleep­ing- draught in their wine, so that they soon lay down in the cellar, and slept and snored. When the bride heard that, she came out from behind the hogshead, and had to step over the sleep­ers, for they lay in rows on the ground, and great was her terror lest she should waken one of them. But God helped her, and she got safely over. The old woman went up with her, opened the doors, and they hurried out of the mur­der­ers’ den with all the speed in their power. The wind had blown away the strewn ashes, but the peas and lentils had sprouted and grown up, and showed them the way in the moon­light. They walked the whole night, until in the morning they arrived at the mill, and then the maiden told her father everything exactly as it had happened.

When the day came when the wedding was to be cel­eb­rated, the bride­groom appeared, and the Miller had invited all his rela­tions and friends. As they sat at table, each was bidden to relate some- thing. The bride sat still, and said nothing. Then said the bride- groom to the bride, “Come, my darling, dost thou know nothing? Relate some­thing to us like the rest.” She replied, “Then I will relate a dream. I was walking alone through a wood, and at last I came to a house, in which no living soul was, but on the wall there was a bird in a cage which cried,

“Turn back, turn back, young maiden dear,

‘Tis a mur­derer’s house you enter here.”

And this it cried once more. ‘My darling, I only dreamt this. Then I went through all the rooms, and they were all empty, and there was some­thing so hor­rible about them! At last I went down into the cellar, and there sat a very very old woman, whose head shook; I asked her, ‘Does my bride­groom live in this house?’ She answered, ‘Alas, poor child, thou hast got into a mur­derer’s den, thy bride­groom does live here, but he will hew thee in pieces, and kill thee, and then he will cook thee, and eat thee.’ My darling, I only dreamt this. But the old woman hid me behind a great hogshead, and, scarcely was I hidden, when the robbers came home, drag­ging a maiden with them, to whom they gave three kinds of wine to drink, white, red, and yellow, with which her heart broke in twain. My darling, I only dreamt this. Thereupon they pulled off her pretty clothes, and hewed her fair body in pieces on a table, and sprinkled them with salt. My darling, I only dreamt this. And one of the robbers saw that there was still a ring on her little finger, and as it was hard to draw off, he took an axe and cut it off, but the finger sprang up in the air, and sprang behind the great hogshead, and fell in my bosom. And there is the finger with the ring!” And with these words she drew it forth, and showed it to those present.

The robber, who had during this story become as pale as ashes, leapt up and wanted to escape, but the guests held him fast, and delivered him over to justice. Then he and his whole troop were executed for their infam­ous deeds.
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✎ Well, the first impres­sion is of course shock­ing, and one wonders: is this really a chil­dren’s fairy tale? Yes, it cor­res­ponds in prin­ciple to an old chil­dren’s fairy tale. Because there are the typical con­tra­dic­tions on the level of action, which should ensure that the person with growing reason ques­tions the external action more and more and can pen­et­rate to the deeper levels of sym­bol­ism. The most “clear” con­tra­dic­tions are: the path that was towards marked out with ash and back­wards with peas and lentils that ger­min­ated overnight and pointed the way in the moon­light in a forest where everything is sprout­ing and green­ing. Or also in the groom who wants to kill his bride before he gets to marry her. Only chil­dren can actu­ally accept such obvious con­tra­dic­tions in a story without dis­miss­ing the story as non­sensical.

It’s a shock story, meant to warn us about some­thing. But, what of? For a child it could be a warning not to get lost in the deep forest where the evil robbers live. It may be a warning for girls to listen to their hearts when it comes to choos­ing their bride­groom. And parents should be warned not to be fooled by appear­ances when choos­ing a groom. But that is cer­tainly not the whole message. That would have been shoot­ing at spar­rows with cannons. A far greater impact would be to prevent that animal viol­ence from occur­ring in the first place, of which we are accus­tomed to say: what sane man would do such hor­rible things? And yet, somehow this animal cruel drive lives in all of us and wants to be con­trolled or even defeated.

Of course, one can argue about the value of such shock stories for raising chil­dren. One should be aware, however, that chil­dren used to consume far fewer such stories, and mainly in an oral way. Accord­ingly, it was cer­tainly much easier to remem­ber the asso­ci­ated story when fears arose, in order to gradu­ally process the explos­ive mater­ial and thus even fathom the deeper mes­sages of such fairy tales. One could even speak of “sus­tain­able learn­ing” here. At least this means seemed to have proven itself in the edu­ca­tion of chil­dren over several thou­sand years. Even today, shock stories are used extens­ively in the media, not only to educate chil­dren, but above all to educate adults. But with what goals? Is it still about the devel­op­ment of a higher reason? Or should this very reason be sup­pressed by force in order to estab­lish the dic­tat­or­ship of fear over a people of con­sumer slaves, for whom even health becomes a con­sumer good?

In addi­tion, one can also find a psy­cho­thera­peutic level in this fairy tale, which shows us how to deal with shock­ing exper­i­ences. There are many occa­sions when one is severely hurt emo­tion­ally, espe­cially by viol­ence, even if one only observes it. The fairy tale says that here one first finds help from the ancient Mother Nature, which lives deep within us. You should have con­fid­ence in her, that she means well with us and leads us on the right path. And when you’re ready, you can talk about these exper­i­ences as if it were a dream that you exper­i­enced. With the sen­tence “My darling, I only dreamt it.”, the shock exper­i­ence is gradu­ally dis­solved like a mantra. The fact that she calls the robber bride­groom “darling” is perhaps the most import­ant aspect, namely for­give­ness. With prac­tice, you can turn any neg­at­ive energy into a pos­it­ive one, or at least over­come the hate asso­ci­ated with such shock­ing exper­i­ences. In the end, the robber pun­ishes himself and has to endure the effects of his actions. That used to be divine justice that could be trusted. The finger with the golden ring could also stand for this, namely that we are all con­nec­ted to a higher truth.

For nothing is hidden that will not be revealed, nor any­thing secret that will not be known and come to light. [Bible, Luke 8:17]

[image: ]But all the diverse symbols of this fairy tale point to a much deeper message. Everything begins with a miller, so to speak the oper­ator of the mill of this world, which grinds everything rough into fine things with the wheel of time as a mill­stone. We also know this mill as the hamster wheel in which we struggle, or the thought mill that is con­stantly circ­ling in our heads. Of course, circ­ling is also closely linked to the waves of emer­gence and devel­op­ment, such as between birth and death, blos­som­ing and fading, emer­gence and decay, hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, inhal­ing and exhal­ing, waking and sleep­ing, being and non-being in the eternal rhythm and change of nature. And who runs this mill of the world? Is it Spirit, God or the Great Father? His daugh­ter would then be our soul as a part of female nature, which is very closely con­nec­ted with our emo­tional life. But the further a child matures and devel­ops phys­ic­ally, the more the soul con­nects with the spir­itual dimen­sion of life, which is the male being in the form of mind, intel­lect and thoughts up to higher reason. This spir­itual is the “suitor” who woos the soul, even in the literal sense, because the spirit wants to “free” the soul from the con­straints of nature. This sym­bol­ism is found in a great many fairy tales, and they usually end in the happy ending of the great mys­tical mar­riage of spirit and soul, as found in the Bible’s Song of Songs. But the way there is of course full of chal­lenges for both of them. And so this fairy tale is primar­ily about a “tor­men­ted” soul and an appar­ently “mad” spirit, both of whom are wan­der­ing through the world, search­ing for each other, losing and hope­fully finding them­selves again free of madness.

Now, regard­ing the robbers, we don’t want to talk so much about the indi­vidual psy­cho­paths who enjoy tor­tur­ing them­selves and others. We would like to focus our atten­tion on human devel­op­ment in western society over the past four to six cen­tur­ies. At that time we too started a path that prom­ised us a lot of wealth to fulfil all ima­gin­able wishes of our souls. Of course there were also doubts, but hope was high and fate appar­ently decided it that way. So it went from reli­gion to alchemy to modern medi­cine and science. This fun­da­ment­ally changed our world­view. The spir­itual, which used to be the basis, became a mater­ial side effect, and the mater­ial nature formerly created by the spir­itual was now con­sidered the basis of everything. And just as human rule was formerly based on spirit, so it is now based on nature.

✻ …Once he said to her, “Thou art my betrothed, and yet thou hast never once paid me a visit.” The maiden replied, “I know not where thy house is.” Then said the bride­groom, “My house is out there in the dark forest.” She tried to excuse herself, and said she could not find the way there. The bride­groom said, “Next Sunday thou must come out there to me; I have already invited the guests, and I will strew ashes in order that thou mayst find thy way through the forest.”

✎ And the fairy tale is right: back then, nature was still really green and the forests were wide and deep. And in the midst of this verdant nature, a strange gang of robbers settled in the dark, leading the soul down a dark path. With anxious heart she had to follow a grey trail of ash through the green forest. What could that mean? Grey formula theory, dead matter, and grey sol­diers’ uni­forms, grey armies of workers in smoky factor­ies or dev­ast­at­ing wars up to Hiroshima? Modern science began to reduce living nature to dead matter. And you don’t need to have any respect or con­science for dead matter, you can exploit it mer­ci­lessly. This gave rise to the idea of dead machines. The horse became a car, the ox became a tractor, the bird became an air­plane, man became a robot, medi­cinal plants became chem­ical pills, ima­gin­a­tion became tele­vi­sion, our brain became a com­puter, and the smart­phone became our best friend. On this path, which was marked by dead ashes, so to speak, our soul now walks with great fear, but does not trust dead matter. She fills her pockets with seeds that still have life in them, marking the path that might lead her back to the father.

Well, she came to a dark house that was empty and life­less. Only one imprisoned bird called des­per­ately from a cage: “Turn back! You are in a mur­derer’s house!” Could the “mur­derer’s house” mean our modern world view, which makes nature dead and inan­im­ate matter? People live in such a mental struc­ture today, and the com­par­ison with robbers is also obvious, because we behave accord­ingly. But even after the second warning, the soul does not turn back. She goes on because she must go on to have a hor­ri­fy­ing and shock­ing exper­i­ence. For this she is helped by an old woman in the base­ment of the house, prob­ably the ancient Mother Nature who serves us all. She pre­pares the food for the robbers just as she provides food for all other living beings. She always means well with all beings and never tires of warning and teach­ing us to save us from ourselves. And so she also ensures that we have to have cor­res­pond­ing exper­i­ences in life that are not always happy.

✻ …Thereupon the old woman led her behind a great hogshead where she could not be seen. “Be as still as a mouse,” said she, “do not make a sound, or move, or all will be over with thee. At night, when the robbers are asleep, we will escape; I have long waited for an oppor­tun­ity.”

✎ What does she recom­mend to the soul? Sit down, don’t move and watch care­fully! Then you can come back to the father together with the mother. A yogi would prob­ably recom­mend some­thing similar, only nowadays it’s called med­it­a­tion. So first you should look inside. It’s not for nothing that this scene takes place in the base­ment of the house, where the big barrel with our accu­mu­lated karma stands and the actual robbers live. Here, deep inside, we can see what has happened over many gen­er­a­tions in the outer world. That can be really shock­ing. Here one sud­denly sees the robbers, intox­ic­ated with the wine of the world, seizing the soul by force. Thus began our “modern age” with a total­it­arian reli­gion that declared itself to be the fol­low­ers of Jesus Christ and wanted to mer­ci­lessly destroy all other views. No other reli­gion has raged on earth like this and tried to wipe out entire cul­tures and nations. Cer­tainly one should not lump all Chris­ti­ans together here, but it was above all the clergy of the church who reached for total world dom­in­a­tion over all souls and left a trail of fire, murder and anni­hil­a­tion in their wake, and there was no help scream­ing and wailing.

✻ …Hardly was this done, than the godless crew came home. They dragged with them another young girl. They were drunk, and paid no heed to her screams and lam­ent­a­tions. They gave her wine to drink, three glasses full, one glass of white wine, one glass of red, and a glass of yellow, and with this her heart burst in twain. Thereupon they tore off her del­ic­ate raiment, laid her on a table, cut her beau­ti­ful body in pieces and strewed salt thereon.

✎ From this medi­eval alchemy and occult science emerged, which wanted to use the power of thought to viol­ently conquer nature and even the devil, and above all for worldly wealth. Let’s just think of the “Dre­ifacher Höl­len­zwang” of the notori­ous Dr Faust (Doktor Johannes Faust’s Magia nat­ur­al­ist et innat­ur­al­ist). They gave the soul three kinds of wine and broke her heart. The colours of the wine in the glasses could be remin­is­cent of alchemy, when people tried to compose the soul, which was pre­vi­ously a whole, from indi­vidual ele­ments. But three kinds of wine also remind us of the spir­itual deceit of the church: They preached water and drank wine. They carried the banner of love and waged ter­rible wars. They prom­ised lib­er­a­tion and supressed with dogmas. This caused the soul’s death and the spir­itual down­fall of the church. A little later a total­it­arian science developed out of a total­it­arian reli­gion. The living beauty was taken from the soul and her body chopped up. This is also remin­is­cent of the time when corpses were dis­sec­ted, which was first carried out in secret because there were still many people who did not have a good feeling about it. Modern medi­cine developed from this and mer­ci­lessly des­troyed on its way all those who thought dif­fer­ently, such as hol­istic natural and herbal medi­cine. Today we lament how much valu­able know­ledge was lost back then.

Thus the strange claim of the Chris­tian reli­gion to the “only true way of sal­va­tion” con­tin­ued as a mono­poly in modern medi­cine and science, only under a dif­fer­ent sign. Accord­ingly, everything spir­itual was rig­or­ously removed from natural science and demon­ized as super­sti­tion and eso­ter­i­cism. A mind­less phys­ical science arose, which is primar­ily inter­ested in dead bodies. A strange treat for the senses!
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Isn’t nature beau­ti­ful?

They created a world view that con­sisted almost entirely of dead matter particles and forces. The whole thing was forced into a system of grey math­em­at­ics, raised to a ped­es­tal of truth, and made the basis of a new social order called cap­it­al­ism. The most valu­able thing that the soul lost was her trust­ing belief in a higher intel­li­gence or divine reason. The chopped off little finger with the golden ring could stand for this as a symbol of con­nec­ted­ness, which the soul must of course somehow pre­serve. Because if she loses this con­nec­tion to the whole, then she loses herself and turns into an ego being that only exists in the head or brain and no longer knows its true soul. Thus began the age of the super-egos who kill their souls with insa­ti­able mater­i­al­ism.

This may sound rel­at­ively dark at first. Of course there were good things in this human evol­u­tion, but we don’t usually accu­mu­late them inside. We think a lot about the pleas­ant and happy, enjoy it and digest it. We like to repress the unpleas­ant and ter­rible into the depths of our cellar, don’t talk about it and don’t want to see it either. From this arises the legacy of many gen­er­a­tions, which we all more or less carry within us: all this delu­sion of total­it­arian reli­gion, science and medi­cine, of total war and finally of total com­merce. Somehow we have to get along with this legacy of a mer­ci­less “mono-culture”.

What does the fairy tale mean about it? It says: Turn back, dear soul! Get out of this gang of robbers in the mur­derer house! Turn this dead picture of the world back into a living one! Use the time when the robbers are asleep. Use the time of peace, be careful and don’t wake them up. Let God help you and go back together with Mother Nature. Don’t go the way of the grey ash! Let the dead ashes be blown away by the wind of a living spirit, and walk the path of sprout­ing life in the fertile light of the moon. A way in which lentils and peas grow in sym­bi­osis, so no mono­cul­ture (because peas can serve as a climb­ing support for lentils). Follow your feel­ings and don’t trust the intel­lec­tual madness of grey the­or­ies. Go through the night to a new day and return to the Father. Tell him your troubles and he will help you.

And how does the father help on the wedding day? He gathers all acquaint­ances and rel­at­ives. And for the Great Father, this is all of cre­ation, which now serves as a witness to the madness of raven­ing mankind. Every being has its story to tell, includ­ing our soul. And that’s import­ant. What can be good about to sweep the prob­lems under the rug and pretend they aren’t there? They must come to light in order for them to be solved. Cars, planes, chem­ic­als and plastic waste them­selves are not the real causes of nature’s great suf­fer­ing. Let’s look at our world with open eyes! There is hardly an area of life that is not com­mer­cial­ized. Kinder­gartens, schools, uni­ver­sit­ies, hos­pit­als, retire­ment and nursing homes, polit­ics, medi­cine, culture, art and even erot­i­cism are dom­in­ated by com­merce and ruled by money. From birth to death, almost everything is in the hands of robbers. And where are these thieves? They sit in our own heads in the form of insa­ti­able desire, hatred and passion. A growing selfish­ness and delu­sional spirit rules that has more or less gripped our souls. And where are the mur­der­ers? It may sound harsh, but in the spirit of our modern science we should look for the real killers who took nature’s life and soul and dis­membered it into dead matter. A mur­derer’s house was built, so to speak, namely our modern world view, which serves insa­ti­able desire and became the pillar of an insa­ti­able society.

The soul now pub­licly accuses these mur­der­ers and robbers before the Last Judg­ment, which the Father has assembled. She laments the madness of the total­it­arian reli­gions that wage their fan­at­ical reli­gious wars. She laments the madness of total­it­arian medi­cine in the service of a gigantic phar­ma­ceut­ical industry that sells tons of medi­cines every day that ruth­lessly burden all of nature. She laments the delu­sion of total­it­arian science, which negates everything spir­itual and reduces living nature to dead matter that can be ruth­lessly exploited. She laments the madness of total wars with the most power­ful weapons for an ideal master race or with the most toxic chem­ic­als against all efforts of nature to avoid an agri­cul­tural mono­cul­ture. She laments the madness of mater­i­al­ism, wanting to live arti­fi­cially in a dead nature, such as in a zoo behind bars, in the intens­ive care unit of a hos­pital under con­stant sur­veil­lance and control, or in a sterile nursing home cared for by robots. We kill the soul of living nature and are ter­ri­fied of death. This is really a strange dream of mankind! The soul says, “My darling, it was just my dream.”, and prob­ably means: “My darling, that’s madness!”

But why does she say “darling”? The spirit is and remains her greatest treas­ure. Soul and spirit are always con­nec­ted and have never been sep­ar­ated. In this context one could under­stand the described wedding supper, which inter­est­ingly takes place before the wedding, or the trans­form­a­tion of the little finger into the gold or ring finger. And so she raises this warning finger with the gold ring, so that this rapa­cious and mur­der­ous spirit awakens. He cannot escape his judg­ment, but he can regret his delu­sion and awaken to a higher reason, the true treas­ure of man. A happy ending? It could still happen, as they say: problem iden­ti­fied - danger averted...

Perhaps it is good for all of us to think about this higher reason that should awaken here. Then maybe we could under­stand that a healthy life requires, above all, a lively soul and natural diversity. Where does this strange delu­sion of sterile mono­cul­ture come from, the ash road to a dead mater­ial world? This fairy tale says the problem is not so much in our soul as in the devel­op­ment of the spirit. And here it is all about the raven­ing ego that evolves out of the ego-con­scious­ness. In his insa­ti­able madness, this robber can really turn all good into evil and all hap­pi­ness into suf­fer­ing. What is this “I”? Jesus said: “I am the way, the truth and the life!” Did he really mean the greedy ego locked in the body, this “I want!”, which sees himself as the only true way, abso­lute truth and epitome of life? Or does he mean an “I am.”, a much higher intel­li­gence and hol­istic reason that no longer sees himself as a small sep­ar­ate being who has to fight by all means for his per­sonal sur­vival in a mortal body? Should that perhaps be our “human reason” that needs to be real­ized: the way, the truth and life? Could we thereby over­come this robber creature, save the life of nature and soul, and leave the mur­derer’s house? Of what use is it to man if he gains the whole world but loses his soul?


The Poor Boy in the Grave

✻ There was once a poor shep­herd-boy whose father and mother were dead, and he was placed by the author­it­ies in the house of a rich man, who was to feed him and bring him up. The man and his wife had, however, bad hearts, and were greedy and anxious about their riches, and vexed whenever any one put a morsel of their bread in his mouth. The poor young fellow might do what he liked, he got little to eat, but only so many blows the more.

✎ We would first like to try to look at this fairy tale from a psy­cho­lo­gical and social point of view and then in the second part go into the deeper mental or spir­itual level. The fairy tale begins with the problem of the step­par­ents, which is found in many fairy tales. If it is not the bio­lo­gical parents, many bio­lo­gical mech­an­isms cannot develop here that oth­er­wise work auto­mat­ic­ally. Such mech­an­isms are neces­sary in nature and pro­grammed in the genes, so to speak, oth­er­wise no animal would take care of chil­dren in need of care. Just think of the birds, how devo­tion­ally they hatch their eggs and feed the young. This natural bond does not ini­tially exist with step­par­ents, so that the general prob­lems of bring­ing up chil­dren become par­tic­u­larly clear here and are prob­ably also used for instruct­ive stories. Even in the animal kingdom, not every mother takes on strange chil­dren. Now one would think that this shouldn’t be a problem for reas­on­able people, but even today there is demon­strably more psy­cho­lo­gical, phys­ical and sexual viol­ence in step­fam­il­ies than in chil­dren who grow up with their birth parents. Inter­est­ingly, nowadays the step­father seems to be a bigger problem than the step­mother, which is usually the subject of fairy tales. Accord­ingly, the present story could belong to the more recent fairy tales.

✻ One day he had to watch a hen and her chick­ens, but she ran through a hedge fence with them, and a hawk darted down instantly, and carried her off through the air. The boy called, “Thief! thief! rascal!” with all the strength of his body. But what good did that do? The hawk did not bring its prey back again. The man heard the noise, and ran to the spot, and as soon as he saw that his hen was gone, he fell in a rage, and gave the boy such a beating that he could not stir for two days. Then he had to take care of the chick­ens without the hen, but now his dif­fi­culty was greater, for one ran here and the other there. He thought he was doing a very wise thing when he tied them all together with a string, because then the hawk would not be able to steal any of them away from him. But he was very much mis­taken. After two days, worn out with running about and hunger, he fell asleep; the bird of prey came, and seized one of the chick­ens, and as the others were tied fast to it, it carried them all off together, perched itself on a tree, and devoured them. The farmer was just coming home, and when he saw the mis­for­tune, he got angry and beat the boy so unmer­ci­fully that he was forced to lie in bed for several days.
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✎ Well, the farmers life used to be, in prin­ciple, a very hard and labor­i­ous life, even if the farmer had gained some wealth. There was little time for lengthy explan­a­tions in the upbring­ing, and a certain amount of phys­ical hard­ship was cer­tainly needed to prepare the chil­dren for their farm life. Strict train­ing with the rod is a sens­it­ive issue nowadays, but in the past it was said:

“He who spares the rod dis­reg­ards his child.”

Con­versely, this means that those who respect their chil­dren should also raise them strictly. It was cer­tainly not meant, that the parents should vent their anger on the child with phys­ical or mental viol­ence. But it was import­ant that the child was brought up in such a way that it respects its parents and elders and submits to them, because with their strength and exper­i­ence they ensure the sur­vival of the whole family. If chil­dren who have not yet been able to develop reason feel super­ior to their parents, then they become small or even big tyrants whose rule is hostile to the whole family. And on the other hand - as the saying goes - it was just as import­ant to respect the child, i.e. to arrange care, praise and pun­ish­ment appro­pri­ately, out of love for the child and for the whole family, oth­er­wise the parents become tyrants. This prob­ably also applies to the farmer in our fairy tale, because there is appar­ently a lack of paternal respect for the child. And for the same reason moth­erly love seems to be lacking because the child does not get enough to eat and drink.

Why edu­ca­tion? In the past, one often heard, “What a bad child!” This usually meant a child who couldn’t fit into society and didn’t know how to behave appro­pri­ately. That is prob­ably also the meaning and purpose of edu­ca­tion, so that the child can live and survive reas­on­ably in the family and society. It is prac­tic­ally the same with all plants and animals - they have to adapt to their envir­on­ment and are guided accord­ingly by nature and their parents. But nowadays one often hears that chil­dren should be raised anti-author­it­arian or better not at all. Indi­vidu­al­ity takes pre­ced­ence over everything, and then family and society have to adapt to the child. This rarely works out well, because unbridled chil­dren quickly become unbridled egos, which then have a cor­res­pond­ingly dif­fi­cult time in life. And it can happen that they later reproach their parents: “Why didn’t you bring me up to be a sens­ible person?” - This raises the ques­tion: do chil­dren have the right to an upbring­ing and do the parents have the oblig­a­tion to do so?

Hardly anyone wants to live such a hard life as a farmer these days, let alone endure a hard upbring­ing. But our parents can still report some­thing similar from their child­hood, such as Undine’s father:

I was the seventh of ten chil­dren on a farm with fields, cows, pigs and poultry. The family was one of the poorest in the village. The parents worked from morning to night, the mother on the farm and in the house with her kith and kin, the father morning and evening in the stable and on the week­ends in the field, and during the day he had a job because he had to earn some money, you can’t produce everything your­self. You can imagine how this had to work hand in hand so that the family could be fed and provided with the basic neces­sit­ies. Without a washing machine or dish­washer, everything in the field and garden was grown, har­ves­ted, pro­cessed and - of course without a freezer - pre­served for the winter. Any cloth­ing that could be knitted was made in-house. There was no vaca­tion or weekend, just Sunday was a little more relaxed and only the cattle were taken care of and food was cooked. The older chil­dren worked dili­gently and looked after the younger ones, and even the younger ones had to do what they could from an early age, espe­cially when their father and older broth­ers were drafted into the war.

After the end of World War II, there were even a few days when I was alone on the farm with my younger sister, we were about 10 and 8 years old. The older ones had been imprisoned in Hungary either during the war or after­wards as Germans, includ­ing the mother. And so we two chil­dren had to take care of the remain­ing animals: mowing the grass, cutting pota­toes and turnips for fodder, clear­ing out the stable, drawing water from the well and water­ing the animals... And actu­ally there would have been a lot to do in the field and garden... We’ve never had done it alone, and I remem­ber very dif­fi­cult days. On the one hand, it was phys­ic­ally very demand­ing, but the fear of doing some­thing wrong weighed even more. Because if the animals got sick or died, then the family would have to starve.

Despite everything, there was gen­er­ally time for school and play - only with a few strict require­ments, which were traced very con­sist­ently. For example, the mother was very afraid when we chil­dren got our shoes and socks wet in the cold season and there was a threat of catch­ing a cold. When I first came home as a boy with wet socks because I didn’t want to stop playing and go home, I was warned and scolded. But at the second time there was beating. Neither mother nor father had the time or nerve to have long dis­cus­sions with their chil­dren. And since the boys often went too far, there were also quite a few beat­ings. The slaps weren’t that bad, but some­times it really hurt and there were tears. But when the beating was over, the mother took the child in her arms, com­for­ted it that now the pun­ish­ment was over, and briefly admon­ished it once again to learn from it and stop the non­sense from now on. Then everything was for­got­ten and loved again, where there had just been fear and anger.

Today I can say, that most of the time I knew what I was being hit or scolded for, but some­times I learned the lesson after­wards, at the second or third time. I didn’t hate my parents, I had a lot of respect for them. Above all, I admired my mother, what she had achieved and how she had over­come all the blows of fate in an already dif­fi­cult life. Nev­er­the­less, I have decided to raise my own chil­dren with con­sist­ency, but not with beat­ings...

Well, a tough life obvi­ously calls for a tough upbring­ing. It is similar in our fairy tale, where unfor­tu­nately the neces­sary love and, above all, reason were missing. The upbring­ing method out­lined in the fairy tale wasn’t so bad, because farm life has a number of advant­ages, such as being close to the animals. It was cer­tainly a very instruct­ive task for the chil­dren not only to look after inan­im­ate toys, but also to look after living animals. On the one hand they were able to get to know the nature of the animals early on, and on the other hand they had to assert them­selves as shep­herds against the animals, train their mind­ful­ness and learn to con­cen­trate on an activ­ity without getting dis­trac­ted or falling asleep. At the same time, one also learns respect for life and nature, one of the most import­ant things in edu­ca­tion. And even here the respons­ib­il­ity of the chil­dren was rel­at­ively high, because the animals were of course part of the live­li­hood of the entire farming family. But our boy had little luck with it from the start, and nature seemed to be working against him. First his parents died, and then fate led him to such stingy and selfish step­par­ents, where he starved and could not develop his mental and phys­ical abil­it­ies.

Who to blame for this? The farmer, who hits the child because he was raised in a sim­il­arly violent manner? The farmer’s wife, because she doesn’t give the child enough food and drink because she was brought up to be stingy? The author­it­ies, who placed the child in the care of these child­less parents? The state, that obliges the farmers to work hard? Or the child, who couldn’t win the love of the step­par­ents?

✻ When he was on his legs again, the farmer said to him, “Thou art too stupid for me, I cannot make a herds­man of thee, thou must go as errand-boy.” Then he sent him to the judge, to whom he was to carry a bas­ket­ful of grapes, and he gave him a letter as well. On the way hunger and thirst tor­men­ted the unhappy boy so viol­ently that he ate two of the bunches of grapes. He took the basket to the judge, but when the judge had read the letter, and counted bunches he said, “Two clusters are wanting.” The boy con­fessed quite hon­estly that, driven by hunger and thirst, he had devoured the two which were wanting. The judge wrote a letter to the farmer, and asked for the same number of grapes again. These also the boy had to take to him with a letter. As he again was so extremely hungry and thirsty, he could not help it, and again ate two bunches. But first he took the letter out of the basket, put it under a stone and seated himself thereon in order that the letter might not see and betray him. The judge, however, again made him give an explan­a­tion about the missing bunches. “Ah,” said the boy, “how have you learnt that? The letter could not know about it, for I put it under a stone before I did it.” The judge could not help laugh­ing at the boy’s sim­pli­city, and sent the man a letter wherein he cau­tioned him to keep the poor boy better, and not let him want for meat and drink, and also that he was to teach him what was right and what was wrong.

✎ Another step in raising chil­dren is to take on various tasks outside of the family. This teaches service, self-control, and increas­ing respons­ib­il­ity as parents gradu­ally assess how much they can depend on their child. In this way the respect for society and its social laws also devel­ops like the respect for life and nature. To do this, the boy is sent as a mes­sen­ger with a basket of tempt­ing grapes to a judge who is sup­posed to control the errand. The judge was cer­tainly not chosen by chance in the fairy tale, because he is respons­ible in the state for impos­ing the appro­pri­ate pun­ish­ments when social laws are viol­ated, and here, too, phys­ical and mental viol­ence is of course used, and the fear of cor­res­pond­ing pun­ish­ment is a normal means of demand­ing respect­ful observ­ance of state laws.

But here, too, hunger and thirst make the boy fail in his task, although the farmer gives him a second chance. Of course, one has to ask which child does not get hungry and thirsty in the face of a basket full of juicy and sweet grapes. He also hon­estly admits what he has done, and the text still describes a pure and thought-uncor­rup­ted child’s mind, which has not yet reached for lies to assert and justify his ego. Accord­ingly, the boy still lives in a won­der­fully natural world where everything is anim­ated, even the letters. And cer­tainly the judge doesn’t laugh at him. He knows that the boy doesn’t deserve pun­ish­ment with this spirit, smiles like a kind father and admon­ishes the farmer to teach the boy better how to control himself and what to do and not to do, and indir­ectly also the farmer’s wife to feed him better, lest he does not reach hun­grily and thirstily for things he should not reach for. The farmer is now trying to do this in his own way, in the way he was prob­ably raised himself:

✻ “I will soon show thee the dif­fer­ence,” said the hard man, “if thou wilt eat, thou must work, and if thou dost any­thing wrong, thou shalt be quite suf­fi­ciently taught by blows.”

The next day he set him a hard task. He was to chop two bundles of straw for food for the horses, and then the man threatened: “In five hours,” said he, “I shall be back again, and if the straw is not cut to chaff by that time, I will beat thee until thou canst not move a limb.” The farmer went with his wife, the man-servant and the girl, to the yearly fair, and left nothing behind for the boy but a small bit of bread. The boy seated himself on the bench, and began to work with all his might. As he got warm over it he put his little coat off and threw it on the straw. In his terror lest he should not get done in time he kept con­stantly cutting, and in his haste, without noti­cing it, he chopped his little coat as well as the straw. He became aware of the mis­for­tune too late; there was no repair­ing it. “Ah,” cried he, “now all is over with me! The wicked man did not threaten me for nothing; if he comes back and sees what I have done, he will kill me. Rather than that I will take my own life.”

✎ A further step in devel­op­ment con­sists in intro­du­cing the child more and more to the heavier work of the farmers. In this way one learns to respect the hard work. Obed­i­ence, service, and dili­gence were the found­a­tions of the ancient virtues. And the boy really tries his best to accom­plish the task, but exag­ger­ates his ambi­tion, just as the farmer exag­ger­ates his violent upbring­ing. In addi­tion, there is the psy­cho­lo­gical viol­ence caused by being excluded from the family, which is now having fun at the fair. The exclu­sion is prob­ably the worst mental pun­ish­ment for a child. In this way, of course, there is enorm­ous pres­sure and fear.

Fear is a wide subject and cer­tainly plays an import­ant role in natural devel­op­ment. It occurs in the most diverse forms, such as caution, fear, flight, stress, rest­less­ness or dis­sat­is­fac­tion, but also as aggres­sion, hatred, desire and envy. It even stands as the urge behind ordin­ary love and appre­ci­ation to the extent that one is afraid of losing it and no longer being loved or approved. This natural fear cannot be avoided when raising chil­dren. On the con­trary, over­pro­tec­ted chil­dren in par­tic­u­lar are very afraid: “In an over­pro­tec­ted home, a child is denied any painful exper­i­ence. In this way it does not learn to deal with such exper­i­ences and to cope with them pos­it­ively. Parents’ fears are mostly the basis for the over­pro­tec­tion of chil­dren. These parents have often also exper­i­enced an anxious upbring­ing. In this way, their fears are trans­mit­ted to their chil­dren. (med­iz­info.de)”

What is the role of fear? Fear is one of the basic human feel­ings and has the evol­u­tion­ary task of pro­tect­ing life. A healthy fear keeps us from putting ourselves in danger lightly, crit­ic­ally assess­ing situ­ations, and allow­ing us to respond sens­ibly. Fear con­trols man until he has learned to control himself. Fear is a medi­cine that is sup­posed to restrain us men­tally and phys­ic­ally and keep us healthy. But as with any medi­cine, the right dosage is import­ant. Too little doesn’t help, and too much is harmful. Fear can also become pois­on­ous, cause ter­rible ill­nesses and, as in the fairy tale, even lead to death.

“Self-murder for Fear of Death” The term “self-murder” is actu­ally mis­lead­ing. You don’t die by your­self here, like in natural death. This is where the ego or I acts, which at some point decides that it has to kill its body because it has become an unbear­able enemy, so that it act­ively brings about death. With the thought con­struct “I am the victim” the ego feels threatened, loses all reas­on­able measure and becomes violent out of fear of a mental enemy image - against itself or others. Such intel­lec­tual enemies are also called ghosts that haunt us in our heads. This per­form­ance seems in high con­trast to the pure and unspoiled child­ish spirit of the final scene with the judge. Sud­denly there is a strong ego, which appar­ently has nour­ished and solid­i­fied in a very short time from the fear of viol­ence and being excluded from the family. The sen­tence in the fairy tale is for­mu­lated accord­ingly: “If he comes back and sees what I have done, he will kill me.” Where is the respect for life, the child and the father? The recon­cili­ation between father and son seems impossible to the “I”, it no longer sees any meaning in life and death is inev­it­able. The only ques­tion is: In what way?

✻ The boy had once heard the farmer’s wife say, “I have a pot with poison in it under my bed.” She, however, had only said that to keep away greedy people, for there was honey in it. The boy crept under the bed, brought out the pot, and ate all that was in it. “I do not know,” said he, “folks say death is bitter, but it tastes very sweet to me. It is no wonder that the farmer’s wife has so often longed for death.”

✎ Chil­dren and the craving for sweets is a well-known chal­lenge in par­ent­ing. The farmer’s wife got by with a lie, and the media is still propagat­ing: “Sugar is poison for the body!” Here, too, the dosage is cer­tainly decis­ive, and the poison lies above all in the mental addic­tion asso­ci­ated with it, when man does not learn to control his desires. Sure, a lie can help here, and the res­ult­ing fear of illness and death can dom­in­ate desire for a while. Of course, it would be better if reason took over this task through insight, because every lie can burst unex­pec­tedly and turn into the oppos­ite. This is what happens here, and the boy now believes in a sweet death. You see: like fear, lying cannot solve a problem at its root. Lies are like those medi­cines that quell the effects for a while without curing the causes. And by the way, the farmer’s wife was prob­ably not par­tic­u­larly happy in her miserly life when she wished for death so often...

✻ He seated himself in a little chair, and was pre­pared to die. But instead of becom­ing weaker he felt himself strengthened by the nour­ish­ing food. “It cannot have been poison,” thought he, “but the farmer once said there was a small bottle of poison for flies in the box in which he keeps his clothes; that, no doubt, will be the true poison, and bring death to me.” It was, however, no poison for flies, but Hun­garian wine. The boy got out the bottle, and emptied it. “This death tastes sweet too,” said he, but shortly after when the wine began to mount into his brain and stupefy him, he thought his end was drawing near. “I feel that I must die,” said he, “I will go away to the church­yard, and seek a grave.” He staggered out, reached the church­yard, and laid himself in a newly dug grave. He lost his senses more and more. In the neigh­bour­hood was an inn where a wedding was being kept; when he heard the music, he fancied he was already in Para­dise, until at length he lost all con­scious­ness. The poor boy never awoke again; the heat of the strong wine and the cold night-dew deprived him of life, and he remained in the grave in which he had laid himself.

✎ Once again the boy is hit by his parents’ lie, and this time it is clearly described how the medi­cine turns into a deadly poison. He vol­un­tar­ily lies down in his grave, sinks into a frenzy in the hope of para­dise and freezes to death in the night. The excess­ive fear drove him insane and killed him. Here lies the danger when fear takes over without the neces­sary reason being developed. Because life is of course not about devel­op­ing fear, but reason.

✻ When the farmer heard the news of the boy’s death he was ter­ri­fied, and afraid of being brought to justice indeed, his dis­tress took such a power­ful hold of him that he fell faint­ing to the ground. His wife, who was stand­ing on the hearth with a pan of hot fat, ran to him to help him. But the flames darted against the pan, the whole house caught fire, in a few hours it lay in ashes, and the rest of the years they had to live they passed in poverty and misery, tor­men­ted by the pangs of con­science.

✎ Well, whoever sows fear will reap fear! From a social point of view one has to say: the system of the peasant family col­lapsed and burst like a soap bubble, because of course there was a lack of truth­ful­ness and the neces­sary reason. So the fear finally erupts into a destruct­ive fire that burns everything first inside and then outside. The “fat life” in rich prosper­ity, which is sym­bol­ized by the fat pan, does not go well either phys­ic­ally or socially for long, because it pro­motes the ego and thus fear and lies. Just as fear and lies belong together as a couple, reason and truth also belong together. And just as truth ends lies, so can reason end fear. A happy ending? Yes, if one could learn from this fairy tale.

We are cur­rently exper­i­en­cing some­thing similar in our society, as even the public broad­caster Deutsch­land­funk says in a short article: “The dictate of fear - a crucial test for society” We too are cur­rently com­mit­ting a social suicide out of fear of death and the prosper­ity bubble is threat­en­ing to burst. Where is this sup­posed to lead? Already in January of this year (2020) the singer-song­writer Heinz-Rudolf Kunze pub­lished the proph­etic song “Die Zeit ist reif” - “Time is ripe” and announces “a huge awaken­ing”:

I never said it’s easy, that it happens without effort
No medi­cine, no panacea will help where fear reigns,
Deep inside of us, and we know where this leads...

The time has come for a huge awaken­ing,
And a silver lining should give people hope,
Don’t ever get involved with ghosts again! - It must be dif­fer­ent! ...

It just doesn’t go on like this, that’s a human right and duty,
Your chil­dren look at you, won­der­ing, strive to match,
what you leave them, a world to live in...

You really have to say, this fairy tale is tough, a bone to chew on for a long time. We have done it, and so now we want to try to inter­pret the whole story again from a sym­bolic point of view on a spir­itual level.

The Poor Boy in the Grave

✻ There was once a poor shep­herd-boy whose father and mother were dead, and he was placed by the author­it­ies in the house of a rich man, who was to feed him and bring him up. The man and his wife had, however, bad hearts, and were greedy and anxious about their riches, and vexed whenever any one put a morsel of their bread in his mouth. The poor young fellow might do what he liked, he got little to eat, but only so many blows the more.

✎ A poor shep­herd boy: The shep­herd is prob­ably one of the oldest spir­itual symbols that can be found in the Old Test­a­ment, and Jesus also says in the New Test­a­ment: “I am the good shep­herd. The good shep­herd lays down his life for his sheep... [Joh 10.12]” Already in the ancient Indian stories one finds Krishna as a poor shep­herd boy and embod­i­ment of God on earth. And here, too, the ques­tions are asked: “Why did the deity, who turns the wheel of birth and death for all creatures and holds the infal­lible discus, want to become a human being? Why does Vishnu, who pro­tects all the mighty in the world, come down to earth as a shep­herd boy? Why was Vishnu, who is one with the subtle ele­ments and gives birth to the gross ele­ments, con­ceived by a mortal woman? [Harivam­sha Purana 1.40]” Well, the shep­herd uses his staff to tame the animals lest they go astray and lose them­selves in the world. And sym­bol­ic­ally it is of course about the inner animal, like the “lost sheep” as a symbol for ignor­ance or the “pois­on­ous snake” as a symbol for egoism. “For this I took this birth as a shep­herd boy, and live among the shep­herds to curb the wicked who go astray. For this I should climb this tree (of know­ledge or life) like a child, jump into the lake (the sea of the world) and defeat the snake king (the ego). [Harivam­sha Purana 2.11]” The child itself can be regarded as a symbol of the soul in rela­tion to its phys­ical origin and spir­itual devel­op­ment. And because this is a boy, it’s more about spir­itual devel­op­ment towards reason.

Father and mother had died: Do we know our true origins? There is prob­ably nothing that man seeks so much in this world as his own origin. Even the hardest mater­i­al­ists invest a great deal of energy and money to dig up the earth and search for all traces of their past. Others search hard in the genes and ask them­selves from which molecules the human being ori­gin­ated. Some pas­sion­ately research their family trees and even­tu­ally realize in des­per­a­tion that the­or­et­ic­ally after 30 gen­er­a­tions you have more than a billion ancest­ors. Before the mater­i­al­istic picture of the world arose, one did not look so much for the origins in matter, but rather in a spir­itual world, in a soul or in a God from which everything des­cends. But today we are mostly chil­dren of mortal parents, born by chance into a par­tic­u­lar family. This coin­cid­ence was formerly con­sidered fate, which was determ­ined by an order, or as it is called in the fairy tale, by an “author­ity” through the laws of cause and effect, which primar­ily referred to a spir­itual world.

The rich man or farmer, from a spir­itual point of view, is the one who sows the seeds in the field of con­scious­ness and reaps the fruits. This is a common symbol of the ego-con­scious­ness grasp­ing at the fruits of one’s deeds, accu­mu­lat­ing a life story of per­sonal wealth and know­ledge, what is called ‘karma’ in India. From a Chris­tian point of view one would speak here of merit and sin, which can even be inher­ited from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion.

A bad heart: Many people today would wish to be born into a mater­i­ally wealthy family. But where there is a lot of light, there is also a lot of shadow, and money doesn’t buy hap­pi­ness. The “heart” is the living core or inner being, and the term “bad” also derives from “proud and pompous” accord­ing to the dic­tion­ary. So the bad heart has a close con­nec­tion to the above-men­tioned self-aware­ness in the form of the farmer, i.e. an ego­istic spirit that men­tally sep­ar­ates itself from the whole, “per­ceives” itself as an inde­pend­ent being and acts accord­ingly in a partial way, just as the Chris­tian devil sep­ar­ated from the heav­enly angels and became cor­res­pond­ingly angry. From this form of ignor­ance arise envy, avarice, hatred, lust and of course a lot of anger. These are also the usual down­sides of a rich family. It is not for nothing that the Bible says: Blessed are the poor, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. But somehow our mental “I” can’t or doesn’t want to under­stand that. It prob­ably takes this whole world to learn prac­tic­ally from this exper­i­ence. Or to put it more strictly: If you don’t want to hear, you have to feel:

✻ One day he had to watch a hen and her chick­ens, but she ran through a hedge fence with them, and a hawk darted down instantly, and carried her off through the air. The boy called, “Thief! thief! rascal!” with all the strength of his body. But what good did that do? The hawk did not bring its prey back again. The man heard the noise, and ran to the spot, and as soon as he saw that his hen was gone, he fell in a rage, and gave the boy such a beating that he could not stir for two days. Then he had to take care of the chick­ens without the hen, but now his dif­fi­culty was greater, for one ran here and the other there. He thought he was doing a very wise thing when he tied them all together with a string, because then the hawk would not be able to steal any of them away from him. But he was very much mis­taken. After two days, worn out with running about and hunger, he fell asleep; the bird of prey came, and seized one of the chick­ens, and as the others were tied fast to it, it carried them all off together, perched itself on a tree, and devoured them. The farmer was just coming home, and when he saw the mis­for­tune, he got angry and beat the boy so unmer­ci­fully that he was forced to lie in bed for several days.

✎ Well, raising chil­dren is a never-ending argu­ment. However, there is a saying that goes: “There is little point in trying to educate chil­dren, since they copy everything we do.” Of course, the best thing is to be a good role model. But just as the parents usually still struggle with them­selves to control their desires and pas­sions, the ego also awakens in the child and needs restraint, which is seldom pos­sible without viol­ence. A strict upbring­ing was the norm, espe­cially in wealthy noble fam­il­ies. Because if you don’t learn to control your­self in child­hood, you will not learn it when you’re old either. Without self-control, one may still be able to live mean­ing­fully in a natural envir­on­ment where nature imposes narrow bound­ar­ies and tight con­trols. But in an envir­on­ment where mater­ial wealth tran­scends all natural limits, it’s easy to get lost.

Does it have to be the rod? One can cer­tainly debate the extent to which psy­cho­lo­gical viol­ence can be sub­sti­tuted for phys­ical viol­ence, and what will bring greater benefit or cause greater harm in the long run. You can tell a child a thou­sand times not to reach for the hot stove, but a short painful phys­ical exper­i­ence usually resolves the problem on its own. Both types of viol­ence can help or harm the child. In any case, it becomes harmful when the parents begin to take out their per­sonal anger on the child, like the farmer in our fairy tale. This happens espe­cially when the parents didn’t learn to control them­selves in their child­hood either. A deficit in edu­ca­tion can be passed on over many gen­er­a­tions, because the parents were brought up by their parents and are only respons­ible for half of their char­ac­ter, so to speak.

Fear? A big topic is the role of fear as a special form of viol­ence in upbring­ing or rela­tion­ships. From the point of view of spir­itual devel­op­ment one could say: Fear is the natural guide of the mind until reason is developed. Fear sets the neces­sary limits until reason sets us free. Fear reins in the dom­in­ant ego-con­scious­ness until reason takes over. We know what ter­rible deeds an unbridled ego is capable of. And by reason we don’t mean modern, thought-based reason, but the classic reason of a hol­istic intel­li­gence, or as the dic­tion­ary says: “A mental ability of humans to gain insights, to form an opinion, to under­stand the con­nec­tions and the order of the recog­nized and to act accord­ingly.” But we will come back to that later.

What is the path to reason? A fairy tale would not be worth much if it only addressed the external prob­lems without sug­gest­ing the solu­tion on a deeper level. In the fol­low­ing we will try to use the sym­bol­ism of the fairy tale to reflect on the devel­op­ment of reason in the form of the boy. In the first step on the path to reason we find the sym­bol­ism of the shep­herd and how he should prac­tice knowing and mas­ter­ing animal nature. In the cack­ling hen and the chicks tied together, we can see the child begin­ning to master the tools of the body, senses and mind and to see the con­nec­tions. Death appears as the hawk, threat­en­ing everything that is alive, or as tran­si­ence, which attacks everything that has come into being. Hunger sym­bol­izes the natural force that drives humans and animals to take action in the world. The neces­sary mind­ful­ness is also addressed and, last but not least, pain as a teacher. This shows how nature chal­lenges man to a long learn­ing process, which in this case is not con­struct­ively sup­por­ted by the child’s parents. Because of the selfish­ness of their hardened hearts, they do not give the child the neces­sary space to learn. This often happens with parents who are late in having a child, when their minds are already settled in narrow chan­nels.

From a spir­itual point of view, it is the ego-con­scious­ness that does not give reason any room to develop and prefers to kill it because it does not work accord­ing to its ideas. Why? The fairy tale speaks of avarice, i.e. desire and hate, which creates an ego bubble. We call this mental con­struct a “person”, derived from the Latin “persona”, which means an actor’s mask. This ego bubble, which we find here sym­bol­ic­ally in the farmer, thinks: “If I protect myself, I can survive!” So this bubble also tries to defend itself with viol­ence, and not only against other ego bubbles, but also against the higher reason.

This is a typical ego effect that we can clearly observe in society at the moment. In addi­tion to the usual garden fences and walls, there are now mask and dis­tance require­ments, with which the ego wants to protect itself and thinks that it can survive through this sep­ar­a­tion. At the same time one also sees how any reas­on­able voice that evokes a hol­istic view is declared an enemy, seen as an idiot and prefer­ably beaten to death. Because clearly, reason as a guard­ian is useless for the ego. What else could you use it for? Maybe you could make a busi­ness with reason…

✻ When he was on his legs again, the farmer said to him, “Thou art too stupid for me, I cannot make a herds­man of thee, thou must go as errand-boy.” Then he sent him to the judge, to whom he was to carry a bas­ket­ful of grapes, and he gave him a letter as well. On the way hunger and thirst tor­men­ted the unhappy boy so viol­ently that he ate two of the bunches of grapes. He took the basket to the judge, but when the judge had read the letter, and counted bunches he said, “Two clusters are wanting.” The boy con­fessed quite hon­estly that, driven by hunger and thirst, he had devoured the two which were wanting. The judge wrote a letter to the farmer, and asked for the same number of grapes again. These also the boy had to take to him with a letter. As he again was so extremely hungry and thirsty, he could not help it, and again ate two bunches. But first he took the letter out of the basket, put it under a stone and seated himself thereon in order that the letter might not see and betray him. The judge, however, again made him give an explan­a­tion about the missing bunches. “Ah,” said the boy, “how have you learnt that? The letter could not know about it, for I put it under a stone before I did it.”

✎ The basket of grapes with the letter as a whole is a mem­or­able symbol of the union of three prin­ciples. The basket is a network of twigs. Twigs can branch and divide, and so they evoke the web of oppos­ing thoughts reach­ing for the fruits in the form of grapes and con­nect­ing to the know­ledge in the form of the letter. Thus, out of the network of thoughts and the ego-con­scious­ness, together with the life story and the accu­mu­lated fruits or karma, a human being embod­ies himself, who, like the basket, appears to exist as a sep­ar­ate object. Only on the level of self-aware­ness with reason this self-centred sep­ar­a­tion dis­ap­pears and the hol­istic soul becomes con­scious.

So now the next step on the way to reason is out­lined with ingeni­ous sym­bol­ism. Grapes are the sweet fruits that we love to reach for with our thoughts. But just grasp­ing and cling­ing to the fruits of action is con­sidered a major obstacle to the devel­op­ment of free reason and is an essen­tial quality of the ego. There­fore, the fruits were sym­bol­ic­ally sac­ri­ficed in the past in a god’s temple in order to give up per­sonal attach­ment to the fruits of deeds and to ded­ic­ate all fruits to the deity. In this way, a hol­istic con­scious­ness can arise in action, and that is the way to reason and the end of envy, greed, desire and hatred. This is how you could look at the sym­bol­ism with the grapes being brought to the judge.

The judge is an excel­lent symbol of higher reason. Let’s remem­ber the pyramid that we presen­ted from the point of view of a hol­ist­ic­ally inspired world­view in the “The Dit­marsch tale of wonders”:

[image: ]

If you look at the emer­gence of human con­scious­ness accord­ing to this pyramid, you can speak of the fol­low­ing four or five levels of con­scious­ness:

1) Reason: self-aware­ness - wisdom & insight - judge
2) Think­ing: ego-con­scious­ness - argu­ments - lawyers
3) Senses: sense-con­scious­ness - per­cep­tion - wit­nesses
4) Living matter: body-con­scious­ness - actions - bailiffs
5) Dead matter: machine-con­scious­ness - mech­an­iz­a­tion - pun­ish­ment

In this way, the human con­scious­ness sym­bol­ic­ally resembles a court case, which can go as far as a pun­ish­ment in prison, where con­scious­ness has to submit com­pletely to dead matter in the form of e.g. machines and becomes a machine-con­scious­ness, as is increas­ingly hap­pen­ing in our mech­an­ized world. In addi­tion, the bailiffs carry out the orders of the lawyers and judges and rep­res­ent, so to speak, the body-con­scious­ness with our deeds in the world. The wit­nesses base their per­cep­tion on the sense-con­scious­ness, which creates our so-called “facts”, i.e. sub­ject­ively per­ceived facts or events, even if today we like to speak of object­ive facts. The lawyers rep­res­ent the per­sonal interests of the ego-con­scious­ness with their thoughts and usually argue without finding a final solu­tion. Only the judges can end this dispute of lawyers, decide with self-aware­ness through inde­pend­ent reason, and render a true verdict. So: The judges “decide”, the lawyers “dis­tin­guish”, the wit­nesses “per­ceive”, the bailiffs “act” and the penal system “executes the painful impris­on­ment” with the great goal of devel­op­ing or return­ing to reason as seen in the pyramid above. The suf­fer­ing in our world works accord­ingly, the senses and ser­vants are not very reli­able, and thoughts like to quarrel. But the judges should be inde­pend­ent, under­stand the context and back­ground and be able to make a decision in a hol­istic sense with wisdom or hol­istic know­ledge in order to end the dispute of ideas.

Another import­ant aspect becomes clear with this sym­bol­ism, because the jailers, bailiffs, wit­nesses, lawyers and judges are basic­ally all people with the same abil­it­ies, who just play dif­fer­ent roles in the world and identify with them. The same is true of the dif­fer­ent types of con­scious­ness, which are basic­ally just pure con­scious­ness taking on dif­fer­ent qual­it­ies in the world. Con­scious­ness is there­fore capable of chan­ging in the process of form­a­tion and devel­op­ment and taking on dif­fer­ent names and forms.

Of par­tic­u­lar interest here is the dif­fer­ence between ego-con­scious­ness and self-con­scious­ness, which has been almost com­pletely lost or con­sciously erased in the devel­op­ment of the German lan­guage. The same applies to the con­cepts of intel­lect and reason. We still speak of unshak­able self-con­fid­ence, but we usually mean an unshak­able ego that no longer lets in any anxious feel­ings. But the ego can never really be free from fear because of the illus­ory sep­ar­a­tion of oppos­ing thoughts like “mine” and “yours”. This freedom can only be granted by the self- con­scious­ness with the higher reason, when one becomes aware of the hol­istic self or the hol­istic soul. So there is an essen­tial dif­fer­ence whether some­thing is made by the “I” or arises from “oneself”.

The hol­istic soul that lives in all beings is also addressed in the fairy tale with ingeni­ous sym­bol­ism, namely in the child­ish idea that the letter in the basket is not just a dead carrier of inform­a­tion, but a living being that acts as a witness and “reports” some­thing to the judge. And insofar as this judge is not tied to the sep­ar­at­ing ego-con­scious­ness, self-con­scious­ness also knows no limits and becomes a hol­istic con­scious­ness that one can call pure soul, pure spirit or also deity. This is how far the devel­op­ment of higher reason can go, by gradu­ally dis­solv­ing attach­ment and depend­ence on body-con­scious­ness, sense-con­scious­ness and ego-con­scious­ness, until pure self-con­scious­ness remains and true reason takes over. In yoga, one also speaks of self-real­iz­a­tion, self-dis­cov­ery or self-control. With the mater­i­al­istic world view, these terms were also more and more related to the ego, because with this world view there can be neither a hol­istic self nor a hol­istic reason or intel­li­gence.

One could write end­lessly on this subject, but that has already been done suf­fi­ciently in the tra­di­tions of the ancient reli­gions and philo­soph­ers. It’s worth learn­ing from. However, what does the judge or reason recom­mend?

✻ The judge could not help laugh­ing at the boy’s sim­pli­city, and sent the man a letter wherein he cau­tioned him to keep the poor boy better, and not let him want for meat and drink, and also that he was to teach him what was right and what was wrong.

✎ Cer­tainly no arrog­ant or proud laughter is meant here, but the smile of a kind father at the sim­pli­city of the child, this sim­pli­city of which Jesus also spoke: “Truly I say to you: Unless you turn around and become like the chil­dren, you will not enter the kingdom of heaven. (Matthew 18:3)” However, He is not saying that we should remain like chil­dren and not develop. There is a task to be ful­filled in life, and the judge admon­ishes the farmer to do so. This admon­i­tion by the judge or reason is import­ant, because one should never forget that raising chil­dren is above all self-edu­ca­tion. With that, raising chil­dren becomes an essen­tial part of human devel­op­ment and should not fall victim to a secular career or be del­eg­ated to any insti­tu­tions or other people. Anyone who deals with the devel­op­ment of his own chil­dren gets to know himself and pro­cesses his own child­hood in a much more con­scious way than he was ever able to do as a child. This also belongs to the devel­op­ment of higher reason.

And what does the judge admon­ish? There should not be a lack of food and drink. You can see this phys­ic­ally at first, but in a deeper sense it is also about spir­itual nour­ish­ment, which is extremely import­ant for devel­op­ment: first science for the mind and then the diges­tion of know­ledge into hol­istic know­ledge, “wisdom” or reason. And of course this includes “learn­ing what is right and wrong”. First you learn to dis­tin­guish the oppos­ites with your thoughts, and later you learn to decide about them with reason and to recog­nize their true hol­istic nature, because plus and minus just belong together and are basic­ally a unit.

“And the Lord God com­manded the man, saying, You shall eat of every tree in the garden; but you shall not eat of the tree of the know­ledge of good and evil; for on the day you eat of it you will surely die. [1. Moses 2:16]” Well, man has not listened to God or reason, but has grasped and eaten the fruit of that tree of oppos­ite know­ledge while listen­ing at the hissing serpent of ego-con­scious­ness. What is prob­ably meant here are the dif­fer­en­ti­at­ing thoughts which, from the point of view of the per­sonal interests of the ego-con­scious­ness, dis­tin­guish the sensory per­cep­tions into good and bad or pleas­ant and unpleas­ant. And with that, para­dise was over, hol­istic per­fec­tion dis­ap­peared and sud­denly there was mine and yours, hap­pi­ness and sorrow, life and death, and the serious side of life began:

✻ “I will soon show thee the dif­fer­ence,” said the hard man, “if thou wilt eat, thou must work, and if thou dost any­thing wrong, thou shalt be quite suf­fi­ciently taught by blows.”

✎ In prin­ciple, this is not wrong. No pain no gain! This is how God spoke to Adam when he was ban­ished from para­dise: “By the sweat of your brow you shall eat your bread... (Genesis 3.19)” And it is also true that whole­some and unwhole­some actions can prac­tic­ally be dis­tin­guished by their effects. One brings hap­pi­ness and joy and the other sorrow and painful blows. These are the hard laws that work in nature and guide and instruct beings on their way. For this reason, too, Buddha said: “Life is suf­fer­ing.” But no sense­less suf­fer­ing, because every suf­fer­ing is also a lesson, as far as one is willing to learn from it.

However, these harsh laws of nature are only half the truth, even though many modern sci­ent­ists today see them as the whole truth and believe that man is com­pletely gov­erned by the laws of nature. From a spir­itual point of view, these laws prevail primar­ily at the level of ego-con­scious­ness and are rep­res­en­ted in our fairy tale by a “hard man” who has a “bad heart”, as explained above. That means he lives on the level of ego-con­scious­ness, and so there is a lack of reason and thus also of love for the child, which obvi­ously does not cor­res­pond to his ideas and does not bring the expec­ted benefit for the ego. And that brings us to the next step on the road to reason, and that is the ability for pro­por­tion­al­ity, to avoid unreas­on­able exag­ger­a­tion, which mani­fests itself in extrem­ism, fan­at­icism, exploit­a­tion and viol­ence when the means used are no longer pro­por­tion­ate to the benefit:

✻ The next day he set him a hard task. He was to chop two bundles of straw for food for the horses, and then the man threatened: “In five hours,” said he, “I shall be back again, and if the straw is not cut to chaff by that time, I will beat thee until thou canst not move a limb.” The farmer went with his wife, the man-servant and the girl, to the yearly fair, and left nothing behind for the boy but a small bit of bread. The boy seated himself on the bench, and began to work with all his might. As he got warm over it he put his little coat off and threw it on the straw. In his terror lest he should not get done in time he kept con­stantly cutting, and in his haste, without noti­cing it, he chopped his little coat as well as the straw. He became aware of the mis­for­tune too late; there was no repair­ing it. “Ah,” cried he, “now all is over with me! The wicked man did not threaten me for nothing; if he comes back and sees what I have done, he will kill me. Rather than that I will take my own life.”

✎ The horse as a draft and working animal is similar to the ox that we have already described in other fairy tales. From a sym­bolic point of view, it is the will that pulls and drives us in life. The straw is the peas­ants’ gold and, so to speak, the sup­posed pos­ses­sion of the ego-con­scious­ness, which, however, is hollow on the inside and hardly suit­able for nour­ish­ment. The little skirt is remin­is­cent of the phys­ical shell that we wear and which is damaged here by exag­ger­a­tion. The farmer with his wife, servant and maid is remin­is­cent of the ego-con­scious­ness, which as a male spirit wants to have fun with the female nature and the senses and organs of action in this world, like at a fair. Left behind is reason in the form of the boy, repressed, starved, and even hated because it doesn’t seem to serve ego-aware­ness.

A par­tic­u­larly severe form of psy­cho­lo­gical viol­ence is described, with which the child is excluded from the family and trau­mat­ized by viol­ence and fear. But the boy also indulges in exag­ger­a­tion and harms himself in his exag­ger­ated zeal, so that he des­pairs in the end and again misses the big goal, namely the reason to be able to decide between right and wrong or between whole­some and unwhole­some action. There­fore, the meaning of life is prac­tic­ally lost. The fear becomes over­whelm­ing, the ego and the body become mortal enemies, the ego feels deadly threatened by the body and sees no other way out than to kill the body, which has become a source of unbear­able suf­fer­ing.

Self-murder for Fear of Death? As already said, mental prob­lems can never be fun­da­ment­ally solved on the level of ego-aware­ness, where fear reigns. Every appar­ently solved problem gives rise to new prob­lems. There­fore self-murder is not a fun­da­mental solu­tion either, insofar as the ego becomes the per­pet­rator here and one should actu­ally speak of a body-murder. From a spir­itual point of view this is clear, because the body with the senses with which the ego-con­scious­ness iden­ti­fies itself is not the source of the suf­fer­ing but the ego-con­scious­ness itself. So the murder of the body does not lead to the solu­tion but to the strength­en­ing of the ego-con­scious­ness and with it also fear. Accord­ingly, suicide was not con­sidered sal­va­tion in the past but a great sin and a way to hell. Because what burns and suffers in the fire of hell is above all the ego-con­scious­ness in its essen­tial con­nec­tion with fear. Or as the old saying goes: “Wil­ful­ness burns in hell!” - From a mater­i­al­istic point of view one can of course say: Without a body there can be no con­scious­ness, there­fore also no self-aware­ness. That would be the end of all suf­fer­ing. From this point of view, it also seems natural that one tries to solve all prob­lems by phys­ic­ally killing other living beings with weapons, poison and viol­ence. But for some reason even mater­i­al­ists want to live and somehow feel that the death of one’s own body is not the solu­tion to all prob­lems.

Exag­ger­a­tion? It is cer­tainly no coin­cid­ence that exag­ger­a­tion is one of the biggest prob­lems in our mater­i­al­ist­ic­ally ori­ented society and the motto applies: a lot helps a lot! If food is good, more food must be better. If money is useful, more money must be even more useful. If hygiene is healthy, more hygiene must prevent every disease. If drugs heal, more drugs must heal everything. If tech­no­logy helps, more tech­no­logy must solve all prob­lems. If viol­ence is effect­ive, any goal can be achieved with more viol­ence. In this super­ego madness, we have dan­ger­ously upset the balance of nature and are even now working to destroy our own society. And the only means that politi­cians and sci­ent­ists can counter this madness is appar­ently the rule of fear: shock fore­casts, panic pro­pa­ganda, psycho-terror, virus hys­teria, bul­ly­ing, fines, fear of contact, exist­en­tial fear, fear of illness and death, but hardly anyone speaks of reason, at least not in the higher sense. For many years, reas­on­able hygiene was preached, and too many house­hold dis­in­fect­ants were harmful. But now fear rules, everything is mer­ci­lessly dis­in­fec­ted, and many hun­dreds of tons of dis­in­fect­ant are sprayed into the envir­on­ment in panic, which of course ends up some­where in the ground­wa­ter. You see: where fear rules, there can be no reas­on­able decisions. This under­pins our thesis that a mater­i­al­istic world view is in prin­ciple incap­able of devel­op­ing a hol­istic reason so that people can control them­selves, make reas­on­able decisions and act in a salut­ary manner.

✻ The boy had once heard the farmer’s wife say, “I have a pot with poison in it under my bed.” She, however, had only said that to keep away greedy people, for there was honey in it. The boy crept under the bed, brought out the pot, and ate all that was in it. “I do not know,” said he, “folks say death is bitter, but it tastes very sweet to me. It is no wonder that the farmer’s wife has so often longed for death.”

✎ Well, three steps on the way to reason have already been out­lined in the sym­bol­ism of the fairy tale: mastery of thought, non-attach­ment to the fruits of action, and pro­por­tion­al­ity without exag­ger­at­ing to any extreme. The Buddha also spoke of a “middle way” to avoid all extremes, but also of a further step, namely the real­iz­a­tion of the true nature of all things. As the boy is described in this fairy tale, he has an exceed­ingly firm belief in the truth of his parents. He doesn’t doubt what they do and say. But we know that the sup­posedly rich farmers are not his real parents, and because they have not developed reason them­selves, they cannot lead the child on the path to reason either. It is prob­ably the same with our “rich” politi­cians and sci­ent­ists, who are bound by mater­i­al­ism and cannot develop true reason because mater­i­al­ism is based on an object­ive world made of matter. And that’s no small problem, because without reason we cer­tainly won’t be able to solve the growing prob­lems of the envir­on­ment and society. It is not only the old reli­gions that assert that the objectiv­ity of matter is an illu­sion. Modern quantum physics also speaks of the fact that matter increas­ingly evap­or­ates into waves, forces and energy the deeper one exam­ines it, and that its appear­ance ulti­mately depends on the observer. So things are not what they appear on the outside. But even these sci­en­tific­ally proven find­ings could not stop the madness of mater­i­al­ism and were sum­mar­ily pushed into a back corner of physics, where they are taught the­or­et­ic­ally, but are not allowed to have any prac­tical influ­ence on our philo­soph­ical under­stand­ing of the world.

Well, there’s still a chance. Have you noticed that our boy has always had two chances to master his tasks? Only when, in his fear of exag­ger­a­tion, he had chosen death, no second came. Another chance even appears on the way to the grave:

✻ He seated himself in a little chair, and was pre­pared to die. But instead of becom­ing weaker he felt himself strengthened by the nour­ish­ing food. “It cannot have been poison,” thought he, “but the farmer once said there was a small bottle of poison for flies in the box in which he keeps his clothes; that, no doubt, will be the true poison, and bring death to me.” It was, however, no poison for flies, but Hun­garian wine. The boy got out the bottle, and emptied it. “This death tastes sweet too,” said he, but shortly after when the wine began to mount into his brain and stupefy him, he thought his end was drawing near. “I feel that I must die,” said he, “I will go away to the church­yard, and seek a grave.” He staggered out, reached the church­yard, and laid himself in a newly dug grave. He lost his senses more and more. In the neigh­bour­hood was an inn where a wedding was being kept; when he heard the music, he fancied he was already in Para­dise, until at length he lost all con­scious­ness.

✎ Now one reads how medi­cine becomes poison and even leads to death. Wine has always been a power­ful symbol. On the one hand, it is obtained from the sweet fruits that we talked about above, on the other hand, it has an intense effect on the mind, can calm fears, expand con­scious­ness, but can also be intox­ic­at­ing, numbing and addict­ive through over­do­ing it. Also known is the wine of the gods, the nectar of immor­tal­ity, or the blood of Jesus, as the essence of eternal life. If we take wine as a symbol of life, then one can say with regard to the lie of the farmers: As long as illu­sion and lies or ignor­ance are con­nec­ted with life, worldly oppos­ites such as hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, pleas­ure and pain or life and death prevail. The con­scious­ness is bound with illu­sion through these oppos­ites, beau­ti­fully expressed in the phrase, “This death also tastes sweet.” For when death becomes sweet and life becomes bitter, so that death seems better than life, then one is surely fallen deep in illu­sion.

Death is a strange concept. Wiki­pe­dia speaks of the “end of life” and also says: “The exact bound­ary between life and death is dif­fi­cult to define. The further you are from the border zone between the two, the clearer the dif­fer­ence between life and death seems, the closer you are to the border, the more blurred it becomes.” Intu­it­ively, people have always been looking for a way to over­come death and to find eternal life. In the past, a solu­tion was primar­ily sought on a spir­itual level, today it is on a phys­ical or mater­ial level. Well, if there’s no clear line between life and death, and it’s all just a matter of defin­i­tion, why don’t we define everything as life? Then this whole uni­verse would be one giant living organ­ism. Is eternal life just a ques­tion of con­scious­ness?

Well, the boy faints and lies down in a grave. Next to him there is an inn where a wedding is cel­eb­rated. The grave reminds of the fall of con­scious­ness into the mater­ial world, where it becomes ever more restric­ted and mental mobil­ity dwindles. The inn is remin­is­cent of our world, which nour­ishes us and in which we want to have fun. The great mar­riage between worldly oppos­ites such as male and female, soul and body or spirit and nature is the great happy ending in many old fairy tales, but here it is more remin­is­cent of the intox­ic­a­tion with wine in the tavern, and para­dise will prob­ably remain just a dream that way.

Para­dise plays an import­ant role in many ancient reli­gions. Some imagine it in heaven, others on earth. Con­cep­tu­ally, it is the after­life of the world where “I” live in. So that means: Para­dise is not where the “I” works and becomes active. Sim­il­arly, in the stories of the ancient Indian Puranas, para­disi­acal gardens are described on earth around Mount Meru, as well as many coun­tries with at least para­disi­acal con­di­tions (see e.g. Vayu-Purana 1.42). Only where the Indians lived, there was no para­dise. But that was the great chal­lenge and oppor­tun­ity in life. So it says:

India is the land of deeds whereby people can attain heaven or even sal­va­tion. Verily, in this land one can attain heaven or the lib­er­a­tion from the bonds of exist­ence so dif­fi­cult to attain, while others sink into the animal kingdom or even hell. From here people make their way to lib­er­a­tion or to the regions of heaven, air, earth or the under­world. Because for human beings there is no better place for action in the uni­verse... And India is the best country because it is the country of action, while the other places are mostly for pleas­ure. It is only after many thou­sands of births and the accu­mu­la­tion of great merit that a being is ever born as a human in India. (Vishnu Purana 2.3)

And at that time hardly any Indian had thought of phys­ic­ally leaving the country and simply hiking into para­dise. For they knew that where the “I” goes, para­dise dis­ap­pears. So the “I” never comes to para­dise, and the symbol of the angel in the bib­lical story, who guards the way to para­dise and the tree of eternal life with the flaming sword, pre­sum­ably also stands for this barrier.

✻ The poor boy never awoke again; the heat of the strong wine and the cold night-dew deprived him of life, and he remained in the grave in which he had laid himself.

✎ A sad ending! From a spir­itual point of view, we remem­ber to see the boy as a symbol for the living soul and above all for the living reason, which should actu­ally develop to the higher, but falls here in the grave of earth or matter intox­ic­ated by the worldly wine and even freezes to death. This is how living spirit becomes dead matter. Con­scious­ness hardens from self-con­scious­ness through ego-con­scious­ness and sense-con­scious­ness to body-con­scious­ness. This is how people used to imagine the emer­gence of the mater­ial world from pure spirit. And so the Bible says “In the begin­ning was the Word”, and some­thing similar can be found much more extens­ively in the ancient Indian Puranas, such as Vayu-Purana 1.4. From this per­spect­ive, the spirit lays itself in its grave, loses its living freedom, and freezes in death. Modern science also describes the devel­op­ment of the uni­verse in a process of mater­i­al­iz­ing pure energy out of nothing or the unformed. Some sci­ent­ists also speak of inform­a­tion as a basis to avoid the “eso­teric” term “spirit”. But inform­a­tion means nothing other than forming and shaping certain forms through know­ledge.

✻ When the farmer heard the news of the boy’s death he was ter­ri­fied, and afraid of being brought to justice indeed, his dis­tress took such a power­ful hold of him that he fell faint­ing to the ground. His wife, who was stand­ing on the hearth with a pan of hot fat, ran to him to help him. But the flames darted against the pan, the whole house caught fire, in a few hours it lay in ashes, and the rest of the years they had to live they passed in poverty and misery, tor­men­ted by the pangs of con­science.

✎ Well, what you sow, you must reap. This is the ancient Indian law of karma. And whoever sows fear must also reap fear. Accord­ingly, the fairy tale ends with a very pro­found sym­bol­ism, which we can only sketch roughly here: From a spir­itual point of view, ego-con­scious­ness begins to awaken and slowly becomes aware of the killed reason and all the sin it has accu­mu­lated. At the same time, it becomes clear that the laws of cause and effect are inev­it­able and everything comes before the great judge, the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence, which is wit­nessed by con­science or shared know­ledge, i.e. uni­ver­sal con­scious­ness in the sense of: God sees everything! This is, so to speak, the final step on the path to reason when ego-con­scious­ness devel­ops into self-con­scious­ness. And “develop” here does not mean any kind of accu­mu­la­tion, but a dis­solv­ing, in which nature comes to the rescue with fire. This sym­bol­ism is also found in Chris­tian pur­gat­ory, as a fire of puri­fic­a­tion. The lard in the pan is remin­is­cent of the accu­mu­lated karma and the house of the mater­ial body being burned. No sage ser­i­ously claims that the process of ego-dis­sol­u­tion is a pleas­ur­able exper­i­ence. Here, the I dies and the Self is born or real­ized. Depend­ing on the level of devel­op­ment, this is a long inner struggle that can last a life­time and demands the greatest sac­ri­fices ima­gin­able. Because the ego-addic­tion is many times greater than any other addic­tion to sensual desires, alcohol or drugs. To this end, the fairy tale out­lines six steps to reason:

1) Mastery of thoughts, self-control
2) Action without attach­ment to the fruits, self­less­ness
4) Pro­por­tion­ate action without exag­ger­a­tion, self-restraint
5) Truth­ful­ness without lies, self-know­ledge
6) Change from ego-aware­ness to self-aware­ness, self-real­iz­a­tion

The monks and yogis used to take such great paths through poverty and misery to the great happy ending in para­dise. Here human reason blos­soms into hol­istic love and eternal life. These are the fruits of the famous tree of life, which is really worth living for. And the fairy tales that have been handed down testify in a won­der­ful way that this know­ledge was not only known to an intel­lec­tual elite but was also alive among the common people.


Simeli Mountain

✎ This fairy tale col­lec­ted by the Broth­ers Grimm is very similar to the story “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves” from the “One Thou­sand and One Nights” col­lec­tion. However, it does not come from the Arabic ori­ginal, but was added to this col­lec­tion by Antoine Galland, the first European trans­lator. He is said to have heard it from a Syrian storyteller in Paris in 1709. It is dif­fi­cult to say which story was first. The whole fairy tale seems rel­at­ively modern, but we want to cover it here to examine the nature of the ego a little more deeply after the hor­ri­fy­ing stories of “The Robber Bride­groom” and “The Poor Boy in the Grave”.

✻ There were once two broth­ers, the one rich, the other poor. The rich one, however, gave nothing to the poor one, and he gained a scanty living by trading in corn, and often did so badly that he had no bread for his wife and chil­dren. Once when he was wheel­ing a barrow through the forest he saw, on one side of him, a great, bare, naked-looking moun­tain, and as he had never seen it before, he stood still and stared at it with amazement. While he was thus stand­ing he saw a twelve great, wild men coming towards him, and as he believed they were robbers he pushed his barrow into the thicket, climbed up a tree, and waited to see what would happen. The twelve men, however, went to the moun­tain and cried, “Semsi moun­tain, Semsi moun­tain, open,” and imme­di­ately the barren moun­tain opened down the middle, and the twelve went into it, and as soon as they were within, it shut. After a short time, however, it opened again, and the men came forth car­ry­ing heavy sacks on their shoulders, and when they were all once more in the day­light they said, “Semsi moun­tain, Semsi moun­tain, shut thyself;” then the moun­tain closed together, and there was no longer any entrance to be seen to it, and the twelve went away. When they were quite out of sight the poor man got down from the tree, and was curious to know what really was secretly hidden in the moun­tain. So he went up to it and said, “Semsi moun­tain, Semsi moun­tain, open,” and the moun­tain opened to him also. Then he went inside, and the whole moun­tain was a cavern full of silver and gold, and behind lay great piles of pearls and spark­ling jewels, heaped up like corn. The poor man hardly knew what to do, and whether he might take any of these treas­ures for himself or not; but at last he filled his pockets with gold, but he left the pearls and pre­cious stones where they were. When he came out again he also said, “Semsi moun­tain, Semsi moun­tain, shut thyself;” and the moun­tain closed itself, and he went home with his barrow.

[image: ]

✎ The fairy tale begins with two broth­ers who appear to rep­res­ent two dif­fer­ent stages of ego devel­op­ment, one poor and one rich. How the rich man got his wealth remains open here. The “Ali Baba” version from the “One Thou­sand and One Nights” col­lec­tion speaks of a rich her­it­age. Now, by chance or fate, the poor man finds out about a secret cave and even gets the key to it. The fairy tale says: “As he was stand­ing there, he saw twelve great, wild men coming, and he thought they were robbers...” And yes, his sus­pi­cion was con­firmed so far, because they were car­ry­ing heavy sacks out of the cave. Inter­est­ingly, with Ali Baba it was robbers who carried the wealth mainly into the cave. So one could almost believe that this fairy tale of Mount Simeli is a con­tinu­ation of the story of Ali Baba and is about how the richly filled cave is gradu­ally cleared out by his des­cend­ants. Of course, this sounds famil­iar to us. At some point we, too, eaves­dropped on nature’s know­ledge of how to get to the earth’s natural resources. This is not just about pre­cious metals and stones, but above all about fossil fuels such as coal, gas and oil, which have been stored in the earth for many mil­lions of years and will now be mined or robbed on a gigantic scale in a few cen­tur­ies and burned by us.

This brings us to the big ques­tion, what are robbers? Where does this strange own­er­ship claim come from, that everything on this earth belongs to us humans? And not even to all people, but every­one takes what he can grab and defend at the moment. How does man come to call a piece of earth his own and just build a fence around it? Well - this is mine now...

Our poor corn mer­chant also managed to gain access, but at first doubted whether he should take any­thing from here. This ques­tion is really tricky. He knows very well that this wealth does not belong to him. But he also assumes that it comes from robbers who do not own this wealth either. Can you rob robbers? The poor man says yes and fills his pockets. Why doesn’t he think about handing the robbers over to a court? Is he there­fore making himself a robber? And why is he closing the cave again? But things seem to be going well for now:

✻ And now he had no more cause for anxiety, but could buy bread for his wife and chil­dren with his gold, and wine into the bargain. He lived joy­ously and uprightly, gave help to the poor, and did good to every­one. When, however, the money came to an end he went to his brother, bor­rowed a measure that held a bushel, and brought himself some more, but did not touch any of the most valu­able things. When for the third time he wanted to fetch some­thing, he again bor­rowed the measure of his brother. The rich man had, however, long been envious of his brother’s pos­ses­sions, and of the hand­some way of living which he had set on foot, and could not under­stand from whence the riches came, and what his brother wanted with the measure. Then he thought of a cunning trick, and covered the bottom of the measure with pitch, and when he got the measure back a piece of money was stick­ing in it. He at once went to his brother and asked him, “What hast thou been meas­ur­ing in the bushel measure?” “Corn and barley,” said the other. Then he showed him the piece of money, and threatened that if he did not tell the truth he would accuse him before a court of justice. The poor man then told him everything, just as it had happened.

✎ Well, at least he remained quiet reas­on­ably, bought bread and wine, lived happily and hon­estly, gave to the poor, and did good to all. But when the money ran out, he went to his brother, bor­rowed a bushel and got it again... That sounds strange. Can money elim­in­ate poverty? Can money be used to do every­one good? These are tough ques­tions. How much wealth should the rich man have given his poor brother so that he were no longer poor? Today, we are begin­ning to under­stand that pumping lots of money into the so-called “devel­op­ing coun­tries” is not enough. We are also begin­ning to under­stand that the usual sub­sidies for our economy encour­age fraud and greed rather than sus­tained cre­ativ­ity. Because the poor man’s money prac­tic­ally ran out after a short time. Why? The fairy tale says: He was a corn mer­chant without measure. He got the bushel from his rich brother, and of course it’s never enough with this sort of measure. With such measure, also called “intem­per­ance,” one can never over­come poverty.

Why didn’t the poor man, with the “jump start” of several bags of gold, create some­thing living, sus­tain­able, and fruit­ful that would thrive on its own? Doesn’t the whole fairy tale suggest that wealth should be fruit­ful? Corn and cereals are men­tioned on every occa­sion. Ali Baba even says: “Open sesame!” And Semsi or Simsim is the Arabic word for sesame. It has been proven that sesame has been used as a food and medi­cine for thou­sands of years, espe­cially in Arabia, China and India. Great energy is attrib­uted to it, which unfolds in the body and pro­motes health. In addi­tion, sesame is used for many rituals, espe­cially in India, for example to open the door to the ancest­ors. In this fairy tale, the saying “Open Semsi!” is cer­tainly about living seeds that can open and thrive. But the poor man does not manage to ensure that his wealth flour­ishes fruit­fully and sus­tain­ably. That, too, is a mark of robbers: they always need more, and it’s never enough. So now he goes a second and a third time with the rich man’s bushel and gets more and more. It should be obvious that this cannot go well if he uses the measure of the rich.

And what finally catches up with the poor? The fear of the court, because he no longer has a pure con­science. With this he entangles himself in the world, becomes open to black­mail and has to reveal his secret. That’s nothing out of the ordin­ary. Our sci­ent­ists, too, reveal the mys­ter­ies of nature to the insa­ti­able rich for lots of money and fame.

✻ The rich man, however, ordered his car­riage to be made ready, and drove away, resolved to use the oppor­tun­ity better than his brother had done, and to bring back with him quite dif­fer­ent treas­ures. When he came to the moun­tain he cried, “Semsi moun­tain, Semsi moun­tain, open.” The moun­tain opened, and he went inside it. There lay the treas­ures all before him, and for a long time he did not know which to clutch at first. At length he loaded himself with as many pre­cious stones as he could carry. He wished to carry his burden outside, but, as his heart and soul were entirely full of the treas­ures, he had for­got­ten the name of the moun­tain, and cried, “Simeli moun­tain, Simeli moun­tain, open.” That, however, was not the right name, and the moun­tain never stirred, but remained shut. Then he was alarmed, but the longer he thought about it the more his thoughts con­fused them­selves, and his treas­ures were no more of any use to him. In the evening the moun­tain opened, and the twelve robbers came in, and when they saw him they laughed, and cried out, “Bird, have we caught thee at last! Didst thou think we had never noticed that thou hadst been in here twice? We could not catch thee then; this third time thou shalt not get out again!” Then he cried, “It was not I, it was my brother,” but they let him beg for his life and say what he would, and cut his head off.

✎ That’s the end of the fairy tale Simeli Moun­tain of the Broth­ers Grimm. Well, we don’t need to explain any further what happens here when the rich man with even less reason goes this way. The more greed, the less reason. And the less reason, the more greed. And he can’t get out of this vicious circle of madness. Finally, twelve robbers appear and rob him of everything he owns, namely his head and his life. Who are these twelve thieves? The number evokes the hours of the clock or the months of the year. Perhaps this means the time that scat­ters everything that has been accu­mu­lated and des­troys everything that has been created. Those who cannot rise from this mater­ial moun­tain, which is also remin­is­cent of our body, will of course meet these robbers in the end and lose everything. The rich dies and the poor lives. A happy ending? His last words were: “It wasn’t me, it was my brother!” Yes, even the poor man is prob­ably not free from this accus­a­tion. At least he’s accused of robbery twice when he fetched the gold with the rich man’s bushel. They might have for­given him the first time. But now he too must fear death, for it is only a matter of “time” before the robbers seize the robber.

The story of Ali Baba from the “One Thou­sand and One Nights” col­lec­tion doesn’t end much better. Two rel­at­ively greedy wives also play a role here and a clever, cal­cu­lat­ing but also brutal slave who does not shy away from lies and murders 38 robbers in order to protect her unsus­pect­ing master Ali Baba. He then married this lady to his son and finally gave him the secret of the cave.

All in all, one might think that the story of Ali Baba also comes from a time of anarchy, because neither a king nor a higher court plays a decis­ive role. On the con­trary, every­one wants to be king and enjoy a lot of wealth. All means are allowed. The dubious robbery leads to lies, street justice and murder. In the end Ali Baba’s chil­dren have to live with this secret and 38 dead bodies in the garden. But it says at the end of the story that they “enjoyed their hap­pi­ness in wise mod­er­a­tion, in high splend­our and adorned with the highest honours in the city.” Well, in that respect it is obvi­ously a modern fairy tale, express­ing the hope of modern people.

So we would now like to try whether we can dis­cover a deeper message on a spir­itual level:

The prin­ciple of “I-con­scious­ness”, which we can see in the two broth­ers in dif­fer­ent ways, was already well known in the oldest cul­tures. We find it in the Bible when Adam and Eve grabbed the apple at the hissing of the serpent, recog­nized them­selves as persons, and were thrown out of para­dise. In the ancient Indian philo­sophies, too, this prin­ciple of I-aware­ness stands above all natural cre­ation and is even embod­ied in the creator god Brahma. This I-aware­ness is a prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion and dis­tinc­tion that we can observe every­where in nature. You see it in the animals that claim their ter­rit­ory, in the bodies of living beings that defend them­selves and feed on others, in the living cells that form an outer mem­brane and organ­ize them­selves, down to the smal­lest if you will atoms that are defined and struc­tured by their shells. All our names and forms arise from this prin­ciple of dif­fer­en­ti­ation. This I-aware­ness is there­fore a basic prin­ciple of the whole of nature and thus also innate in every living being. And like everything in nature, this prin­ciple is also subject to a devel­op­ment that we can observe in every child when the I-aware­ness forms or ima­gines the ego of a per­son­al­ity. There are many grad­a­tions to this, depend­ing on how strong this prin­ciple hardens, from the self­less and kind bene­factor to the selfish and violent tyrant with a heart of stone.

And what makes a person a robber? It is usually said: when he will­ingly takes what is not given to him. Perhaps we should realize that we receive everything we have from nature. Truly, nature really gives us everything. But the more the greedy ego devel­ops from the innate I-aware­ness to a narrow phys­ic­al­ity, the more greedy, insa­ti­able and violent we reach for the gifts of nature. That turns us into robbers who only want to take. A strange notion of per­sonal prop­erty and wealth emerges. And here one could think a lot about the symbol of the bushel, by which we measure our wealth. Back then even a bushel was very pre­sump­tu­ous, later came the “mil­lion­aires” and today we speak of “bil­lion­aires”. The “bil­liardaires” are coming soon, who will rule the world economy and world polit­ics as super-rich super-egos. The big ques­tion is: how much does a person need to be happy? And what role does the measure of money and wealth play?

Today we firmly believe that wealth can set us free. In prac­tice, however, we are locked in a world of wealth, perhaps even already trapped and enslaved, and seem to have for­got­ten the magic spell with which our wealth flour­ishes for good and stays alive in the long term. We no longer think of semsi or sesame as fertile seeds for life. Like the rich man in the fairy tale, we only have Simeli or Simili in our heads, and the moun­tain does not open up to the rich man with that. Because simili means “similar” in Latin and also means the well-known simili stones, with which valu­able gem­stones are imit­ated through cut glass. And it is cer­tainly no coin­cid­ence that the Broth­ers Grimm called the fairy tale “Simeli Moutain”. Do we perhaps live in such a “Simili Moutain, in a glass moun­tain or glass coffin of a virtual illus­ory world, as so many fairy tales describe? We imitate a rich life with appar­ent dimen­sions like “money bills” or virtual numbers on virtual accounts. Is that really the true wealth of life?

Our modern wealth con­sists mostly of dead prop­erty, a life­less wealth that remains barren and does not thrive on its own. We have lost the natural balance of “live and let live”. This is the main reason why we need more and more money, more and more energy and more and more natural resources. Our ego-con­scious­ness devel­ops into the own­er­ship of mater­ial cor­por­eal­ity and not into spir­itual freedom. That’s why greedy egoism grows, and that’s why our fairy tale is called “Simeli Montain” because we can no longer escape from this mater­ial simili delu­sion of phys­ic­al­ity and lose our head in it.

We know from ancient cul­tures that there is a higher prin­ciple above the I-aware­ness, an uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence with hol­istic reason or divine con­scious­ness. This hol­istic reason used to be con­sidered the true wealth of man, which we should strive for. That is the great goal of which the old tra­di­tions tell. I-aware­ness should be developed to a free and open mind, and not to a narrow and con­fined phys­ic­al­ity in dead matter. “Open sesame!” A living prosper­ing, a live and let live. “Moun­tain Semsi, open up!” We should open up and not keep shut­ting down. Open your heart and give your inner wealth! Not only the coined gold, but also the beau­ti­ful gem­stones and pearls. Our ego-con­scious­ness should become wide and not live locked in a narrow body as a greedy super-ego. It is not about scoop­ing up more and more worldly riches and sub­mit­ting to a dubious measure of wealth.

Our global problem is: “Semsi moun­tain, close your­self!” That closes our hearts, and we become selfish robbers scoop­ing up dead wealth. Not for nothing it is emphas­ized that the moun­tain closes by itself when you go in, but not when you come out. The robbers locked the cave because they wanted to have the wealth for them­selves. And the poor man? Perhaps that is the deeper message of the fairy tale. And the Bible prob­ably also speaks of this broad, free and open self-aware­ness, which does not close itself off, when Jesus says in his famous “Sermon on the Mount”:

You are the light of the world. The city that lies on a moun­tain cannot be hidden. Nor does one light a candle and put it under a bushel, but on a can­dle­stick; so it shines for every­one who is in the house. [Bible, Matthew 5:14]

We are part of nature and cer­tainly have a job to do here. And maybe the eyes of all living beings are on us humans as the crown of cre­ation. They ask them­selves: will they make it? Will they find that enlight­en­ment, tran­scend the animal ego, and redeem nature? That is why birth as a human being used to be some­thing very valu­able. Today one has to be ashamed to be born human when one sees how we deal with nature and its rich gifts. But the joke of the century says:

Two planets meet in space. Says one: You look bad! Says the other: Yes, I have Homo sapiens. Oh, says the first, don’t worry, it’ll pass.

Perhaps we should all think about giving a happy ending to this modern fairy tale of the Simeli Moun­tain in a “money world”. Our sug­ges­tion would be:

✻ When the poor man found out that his rich brother had not returned from the cave, he was very afraid of the robbers and never went there again. He died a poor man, and on his deathbed he told the whole story to his son. As soon as the father was buried, the son boldly went to the cave, opened it and entered full of expect­a­tion. But alas, the cave was com­pletely empty, he could only read a saying on the bare rock wall in strange letters:

If you don’t own any­thing, you can’t lose any­thing.
Where nothing is locked, no one can break in.
Where there is nothing to steal, there are no thieves.
Where there is nothing to rob, there are no robbers.
Where there is nothing to kill, there are no mur­der­ers.

And under­neath lay a strange vessel on the floor. It was the rich man’s bushel where the robbers had broken the bottom. What is the use of such a measure? Leaving it behind, he left the cave and never closed it again. Many people could still read this saying until it faded at some point. And the son trav­elled around the world and became a famous storyteller. Some­times he also talked about the Simeli Moun­tain, and if he didn’t die, he still talks about it today...


Strong Hans

✻ There were once a man and a woman who had an only child, and lived quite alone in a sol­it­ary valley. It came to pass that the mother once went into the wood to gather branches of fir, and took with her little Hans, who was just two years old. As it was spring-time, and the child took pleas­ure in the many-col­oured flowers, she went still further onwards with him into the forest. Sud­denly two robbers sprang out of the thicket, seized the mother and child, and carried them far away into the black forest, where no one ever came from one year’s end to another. The poor woman urgently begged the robbers to set her and her child free, but their hearts were made of stone, they would not listen to her prayers and entreat­ies, and drove her on farther by force. After they had worked their way through bushes and briars for about two miles, they came to a rock where there was a door, at which the robbers knocked and it opened at once. They had to go through a long dark passage, and at last came into a great cavern, which was lighted by a fire which burnt on the hearth. On the wall hung swords, sabres, and other deadly weapons which gleamed in the light, and in the midst stood a black table at which four other robbers were sitting gambling, and the captain sat at the head of it. As soon as he saw the woman he came and spoke to her, and told her to be at ease and have no fear, they would do nothing to hurt her, but she must look after the house-keeping, and if she kept everything in order, she should not fare ill with them. Thereupon they gave her some­thing to eat, and showed her a bed where she might sleep with her child.

✎ Now that we have got to know a rather dubious path of I-aware­ness in the “Simeli Moun­tain”, we would like to use this fairy tale to examine a much deeper view of this topic. “Once upon a time there was a man and a woman...” It begins with the usual polar­ity of male and female, i.e. spirit and nature or real­iser and the real­is­able. Between these poles, which are actu­ally insep­ar­able, there is a sep­ar­at­ing prin­ciple in nature that we call I-con­scious­ness. And this I-aware­ness goes a long way, which is demon­strated here in the devel­op­ment of a child with many symbols. Spring­time and the first green tips of the fir trees already indic­ate the awaken­ing of life. This means that the devel­op­ment of I-aware­ness or the human per­son­al­ity nat­ur­ally has a lot to do with life, which is ini­tially very closely con­nec­ted to Mother Nature, i.e. to the sensual world.

With regard to the origin of life, the ques­tion is often asked why “life” arises at all. The fairy tale hints at this and says that the child enjoys the col­our­ful flowers, the variety of exper­i­ences and there­fore goes deeper and deeper into the forest of the world with Mother Nature. But sud­denly they are over­powered by two robbers. This could gen­er­ally mean the worldly oppos­ites or dual­it­ies that the I-con­scious­ness encoun­ters with the worldly birth, such as desire and hate, heat and cold, hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing or hunger and thirst. These “hard hearted” oppos­ites are really not easy to escape from, and the more the I-con­scious­ness is over­whelmed by these “robbers,” the deeper it goes into the dark­ness of phys­ic­al­ity. So it ends up in a “robber’s cave” where a fire burns that can be inter­preted on dif­fer­ent levels, from the phys­ical digest­ive fire to the fire of passion to the light of con­scious­ness or even the flame of the “Holy Spirit”. The weapons indic­ate certain skills and combat, but also a lot of suf­fer­ing.

Now several robbers are playing at a “black table”. There are prob­ably dif­fer­ent prin­ciples that govern nature. These primar­ily include the sensory organs for hearing, feeling, seeing, tasting and smelling and, what is more, the think­ing and the intel­li­gence. These seven natural basic prin­ciples bring the exper­i­ences into our dark body and of course also play their games with us. In this regard, they can also be called robbers because they take plenty of food, both phys­ical and mental, and drag it into a per­sonal body, like a cave, for accu­mu­la­tion in the form of memory, char­ac­ter, and so on. This creates our own karma, so to speak. Usually thought reigns here as a captain over the five senses in an outer world, so that he entrusts the “house­keep­ing” to Mother Nature and with it the order of natural laws. Together they feed the growing child or I-con­scious­ness, which now lives together with Mother Nature in this dark body cave and ini­tially still sleeps a lot.

✻ The woman stayed many years with the robbers, and Hans grew tall and strong. His mother told him stories, and taught him to read an old book of tales about knights which she found in the cave. When Hans was nine years old, he made himself a strong club out of a branch of fir, hid it behind the bed, and then went to his mother and said, “Dear mother, pray tell me who is my father; I must and will know.” His mother was silent and would not tell him, that he might not become home-sick; moreover she knew that the godless robbers would not let him go away, but it almost broke her heart that Hans should not go to his father. In the night, when the robbers came home from their robbing exped­i­tion, Hans brought out his club, stood before the captain, and said, “I now wish to know who is my father, and if thou dost not at once tell me I will strike thee down.” Then the captain laughed, and gave Hans such a box on the ear that he rolled under the table. Hans got up again, held his tongue, and thought, “I will wait another year and then try again, perhaps I shall do better then.”

✎ In this body-house the I-con­scious­ness now grows together with the seven natural prin­ciples under the order of Mother Nature. With the stories and the book of knights, the child begins to under­stand, and so courage and self-con­fid­ence grow, which are sym­bol­ized here with the strong club. The more power­ful the senses and their chief are, the more power­ful are the organs of action and the child itself. But along with the desire for sensual nour­ish­ment, the desire for spir­itual sati­ation nat­ur­ally also grows. The child soon real­izes that the robber chief who rules over the senses with lust cannot be his real father. But it’s not that easy to get rid of. Exper­i­ence has shown that it is an uphill battle, but Mother Nature desires nothing more for her child than to fight and win this battle to find the true father again. Of course, you won’t succeed the first time, but with patience and growing courage and self-con­fid­ence you can win this fight.

✻ When the year was over, he brought out his club again, rubbed the dust off it, looked at it well, and said, “It is a stout strong club.” At night the robbers came home, drank one jug of wine after another, and their heads began to be heavy. Then Hans brought out his club, placed himself before the captain, and asked him who was his father? But the captain again gave him such a vig­or­ous box on the ear that Hans rolled under the table, but it was not long before he was up again, and beat the captain and the robbers so with his club, that they could no longer move either their arms or their legs. His mother stood in a corner full of admir­a­tion of his bravery and strength. When Hans had done his work, he went to his mother, and said, “Now I have shown myself to be in earnest, but now I must also know who is my father.” “Dear Hans,” answered the mother, “come, we will go and seek him until we find him.”

✎ For a child, this first victory is above all an awaken­ing of reason, so that it is no longer so dom­in­ated by the desires of the senses. It begins to tame the senses and think­ing. The robbers are cer­tainly not dead with that, but the I-con­scious­ness can now take control, and that really takes a lot of courage. This is an import­ant turning point in life, where there is also the danger that the I-con­scious­ness will become the robber captain and develop into a greedy ego. Of course, such an ego can never leave the robber cave, makes its home there and will neither seek nor find the true father. But our “Hans” suc­ceeds. The name alone sug­gests it, since it comes from “Johannes” and means “God is gra­cious” in Hebrew. Sure, with that you can over­come the “godless robbers”.

✻ She took from the captain the key to the entrance-door, and Hans fetched a great meal-sack and packed into it gold and silver, and what­so­ever else he could find that was beau­ti­ful, until it was full, and then he took it on his back. They left the cave, but how Hans did open his eyes when he came out of the dark­ness into day­light, and saw the green forest, and the flowers, and the birds, and the morning sun in the sky. He stood there and wondered at everything just as if he had not been very wise. His mother looked for the way home, and when they had walked for a couple of hours, they got safely into their lonely valley and to their little house. The father was sitting in the doorway. He wept for joy when he recog­nized his wife and heard that Hans was his son, for he had long regarded them both as dead. But Hans, although he was not twelve years old, was a head taller than his father. They went into the little room together, but Hans had scarcely put his sack on the bench by the stove, than the whole house began to crack the bench broke down and then the floor, and the heavy sack fell through into the cellar. “God save us!” cried the father, “what’s that? Now thou hast broken our little house to pieces!” “Don’t grow any grey hairs about that, dear father,” answered Hans; “there, in that sack, is more than is wanting for a new house.” The father and Hans at once began to build a new house; to buy cattle and land, and to keep a farm. Hans ploughed the fields, and when he fol­lowed the plough and pushed it into the ground, the bul­locks had scarcely any need to draw.

✎ Now some­thing very won­der­ful is hap­pen­ing. The I-con­scious­ness leaves the cave of the robbers for the first time, takes a lot of wealth with it and sud­denly sees the world through com­pletely dif­fer­ent eyes than through the filters of the ordin­ary senses. It rises from the dark phys­ic­al­ity and sees the sun rising in the sky. Anyone who is now not amazed and speech­less has never exper­i­enced any­thing like this. With the help of the mother, the son finds his way back to the father who is waiting in front of the famous door that we usually don’t want to open. He even feared that the I-con­scious­ness had com­pletely lost itself in dead matter. But no, it has grown, but still sur­passes the father with “one head”. A won­der­ful symbol! He sur­passes him with his phys­ic­al­ity, his top-heav­i­ness and his karma sack, which causes the father’s house to col­lapse and sinks down to the base­ment of the sub­con­scious. But there is also a lot of merit in this karma sack, and he uses it much better than the poor man used his wealth in the last fairy tale from the “Simeli Moun­tain”. He allows the robbers’ wealth to flour­ish in a fruit­ful and sus­tain­able manner and does not have to return to the robbers’ cave to get more and more.

Alto­gether one could say that the I-con­scious­ness first went the way of the mother, now goes the way of father and mother, and in the third part of this fairy tale enters the way of the father. This is pos­sible because he feels great power and true courage within himself.

✻ The next spring, Hans said, “Keep all the money and get a walking-stick that weighs a hun­dred­weight made for me that I may go a-trav­el­ling.” When the wished-for stick was ready, he left his father’s house, went forth, and came to a deep, dark forest. There he heard some­thing crunch­ing and crack­ing, looked round, and saw a fir-tree which was wound round like a rope from the bottom to the top, and when he looked upwards he saw a great fellow who had laid hold of the tree and was twist­ing it like a willow-wand. “Hollo!” cried Hans, “what art thou doing up there?” The fellow replied, “I got some faggots together yes­ter­day and am twist­ing a rope for them.” “That is what I like,” thought Hans, “he has some strength,” and he called to him, “Leave that alone, and come with me.” The fellow came down, and he was taller by a whole head than Hans, and Hans was not little. “Thy name is now Fir-twister,” said Hans to him. Thereupon they went further and heard some­thing knock­ing and ham­mer­ing with such force that the ground shook at every stroke. Shortly after­wards they came to a mighty rock, before which a giant was stand­ing and strik­ing great pieces of it away with his fist. When Hans asked what he was about, he answered, “At night, when I want to sleep, bears, wolves, and other vermin of that kind come, which sniff and snuffle about me and won’t let me rest; so I want to build myself a house and lay myself inside it, so that I may have some peace.” “Oh, indeed,” thought Hans, “I can make use of this one also;” and said to him, “Leave thy house-build­ing alone, and go with me; thou shalt be called Rock-split­ter.” The man con­sen­ted, and they all three roamed through the forest, and wherever they went the wild beasts were ter­ri­fied, and ran away from them.

✎ Well, a new spring awakens, the I-con­scious­ness ded­ic­ates its merits to the father, lets him give it an even stronger will and moves out of worldly life, back into the dark depths of the world. It is not further men­tioned here what drives him to do so. This is prob­ably the end of his youth, and the young man goes looking for a bride to start his own family. Of course, that doesn’t mean that he has to leave the natural life of a farmer.

On a spir­itual level, the I-con­scious­ness now follows the path of the father to the lib­er­a­tion or redemp­tion of the soul. Here he meets two power­ful forces, which he enlists to his service. One force strives upwards and pre­sum­ably sym­bol­izes the “great under­stand­ing”, the com­pre­hens­ive intel­li­gence, which bundles the indi­vidual exper­i­ences to a large extent and leads to the under­stand­ing of unity, so to speak wisdom. The other power could relate to the deeper feeling of “pro­tect­ing,” so to speak, a com­pas­sion for oneself, but also for other beings. With this com­pas­sion everything that has become pet­ri­fied can also be smashed, espe­cially pet­ri­fied hearts, but also pet­ri­fied con­cepts and views.

But looking at these two sep­ar­ately, two extreme forces of con­scious­ness are expressed. For example, when parents are overly intel­lec­tual or rational, they tend to become a fir-twister and may not want chil­dren at all because they think it’s not worth it, or that it can avoid many prob­lems. If the parents tend to the rock split­ter, they will react emo­tion­ally and maybe try to wall their chil­dren in a tower to protect them from all the dangers of the world. Of course, a middle path that con­nects these two would be good.

In yoga, too, the com­bin­a­tion of these two forces of con­scious­ness, wisdom and com­pas­sion, is very import­ant on the spir­itual path of med­it­a­tion. It is said: Wisdom without com­pas­sion is not true wisdom, but only cold sense. Com­pas­sion without wisdom is not true com­pas­sion, only painful pity. Prac­tic­ally it is about the two limits of a spir­itual path. Because every path must have at least two borders. On earth, a path is limited by right and left, in the spir­itual one often speaks of above and below, such as the paths between heaven and hell. Without borders there is no way. Thus, every path con­sists of at least two borders and a dir­ec­tion. This “three-pole” can be found very often in old tra­di­tions. It is usually sym­bol­ized as a tri­angle point­ing in a certain dir­ec­tion.

And with that, the I-con­scious­ness now goes “in a three­some” with wisdom and com­pas­sion through the spir­itual world and of course stirs up many wild beings, which ini­tially flee into the depths of the sub­con­scious. On this path, the I-con­scious­ness rises to a higher region, to the famous moun­tain where the “ancient royal castle” stands and the “true king” should rule.

✻ In the evening they came to an old deser­ted castle, went up into it, and laid them­selves down in the hall to sleep. The next morning Hans went into the garden. It had run quite wild, and was full of thorns and bushes. And as he was thus walking round about, a wild boar rushed at him; he, however, gave it such a blow with his club that it fell dir­ectly. He took it on his shoulders and carried it in, and they put it on a spit, roasted it, and enjoyed them­selves. Then they arranged that each day, in turn, two should go out hunting, and one should stay at home, and cook nine pounds of meat for each of them. Fir-twister stayed at home the first, and Hans and Rock-split­ter went out hunting. When Fir-twister was busy cooking, a little shriv­elled-up old man­ni­kin came to him in the castle, and asked for some meat. “Be off, sly hypo­crite,” he answered, “thou needest no meat.” But how aston­ished Fir-twister was when the little insig­ni­fic­ant dwarf sprang up at him, and bela­boured him so with his fists that he could not defend himself, but fell on the ground and gasped for breath! The dwarf did not go away until he had thor­oughly vented his anger on him. When the two others came home from hunting, Fir-twister said nothing to them of the old man­ni­kin and of the blows which he himself had received, and thought, “When they stay at home, they may just try their chance with the little scrub­bing-brush;” and the mere thought of that gave him pleas­ure already. The next day Rock-split­ter stayed at home, and he fared just as Fir-twister had done, he was very ill-treated by the dwarf because he was not willing to give him any meat. When the others came home in the evening, Fir-twister easily saw what he had suffered, but both kept silence, and thought, “Hans also must taste some of that soup.”

✎ Thus on the spir­itual path one reaches an aban­doned castle where no king reigns anymore and wild animals live. Even the ori­gin­ally beau­ti­ful garden, remin­is­cent of para­dise, has become com­pletely over­grown, and this is where the wild animal in us comes across that needs to be conquered. This is the begin­ning of the spir­itual hunt and the cooking and digest­ing or pro­cessing of this animal nature. One should not confuse this sym­bol­ism with the fact that one has to phys­ic­ally kill many animals and eat a lot of meat. On the con­trary, the ancient cul­tures knew exactly that by con­sum­ing meat one also accu­mu­lates the cor­res­pond­ing animal essence in oneself. There­fore, the yogis usually live on a veget­arian diet in order to be able to find their inner animal nature and to conquer it. It is import­ant here that wisdom, com­pas­sion and I-aware­ness work closely together as a “trinity” so that at some point a true king can once again reign in the castle on the moun­tain.

The sym­bol­ism of the moun­tain is remin­is­cent of the pyr­am­ids, which we have already got to know in past fairy tales. From the phys­ical point of view or from the point of view of nature, the higher reason appears on the top of this moun­tain. In yoga, this is the thou­sand-pet­alled crown chakra above the head. From a spir­itual per­spect­ive, this pyramid is inver­ted and integ­ral reason becomes the base of the moun­tain, which is now no longer built on matter, or as the Bible says, on “sand” but on a spir­itual found­a­tion that is now not below on earth but is to be found in heaven above. Sym­bol­ic­ally it looks some­thing like this:
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The path of spir­itual devel­op­ment is now the path from mater­ial phys­ic­al­ity via restrain­ing the senses and thoughts to higher reason, which I-aware­ness can take together with wisdom and com­pas­sion to the “castle” on the moun­tain, where spirit and nature or soul and body meet and can unite again in hol­istic reason. But here the three first meet the greatest chal­lenge, namely the narrow-minded, greedy ego, which is often sym­bol­ized as an ugly dwarf and is primar­ily nour­ished by animal nature, i.e. he demands phys­ical “flesh”. Exper­i­ence has shown that this ego has tre­mend­ous powers, and when it doesn’t get what it wants, it over­whelms us with anger and the hardest blows. Of course, the I-con­scious­ness above all has to face up to this chal­lenge, because this greedy ego-being arose from it.

✻ Hans, who had to stay at home the next day, did his work in the kitchen as it had to be done, and as he was stand­ing skim­ming the pan, the dwarf came and without more ado deman­ded a bit of meat. Then Hans thought, “He is a poor wretch, I will give him some of my share, that the others may not run short,” and handed him a bit. When the dwarf had devoured it, he again asked for some meat, and good-natured Hans gave it to him, and told him it was a hand­some piece, and that he was to be content with it. But the dwarf begged again for the third time. “Thou art shame­less!” said Hans, and gave him none. Then the mali­cious dwarf wanted to spring on him and treat him as he had treated Fir-twister and Rock-split­ter, but he had got to the wrong man. Hans, without exert­ing himself much, gave him a couple of blows which made him jump down the castle steps. Hans was about to run after him, but fell right over him, for he was so tall. When he rose up again, the dwarf had got the start of him. Hans hurried after him as far as the forest, and saw him slip into a hole in the rock. Hans now went home, but he had marked the spot.

✎ In this way, the I-con­scious­ness also gets to know the insa­ti­ably greedy ego being. The message of the fairy tale is very inter­est­ing because wisdom and com­pas­sion did not feed the ego. And that was cer­tainly not out of hard-hearted­ness, but even out of wisdom and com­pas­sion. Because the greedy ego should not be fed, even if it is begging for food. The I-con­scious­ness is more good-natured at first, but soon becomes aware of the insa­ti­able greed of the ego, finally fights back and does not allow itself to be over­whelmed. The ego now flees into the depths and the I-con­scious­ness falls. This is under­stand­able as it fed the greedy ego. And when the ego has received nour­ish­ment, it typ­ic­ally hides back into the depths of our being. But our hero watches care­fully where it goes. This mind­ful­ness is extremely import­ant in yoga. It needs the power of con­cen­tra­tion and med­it­a­tion to explore the inner work­ings of the body and mind.

✻ When the two others came back, they were sur­prised that Hans was so well. He told them what had happened, and then they no longer con­cealed how it had fared with them. Hans laughed and said, “It served you quite right; why were you so greedy with your meat? It is a dis­grace that you who are so big should have let yourselves be beaten by the dwarf.”

✎ There is a lot to ponder over this sym­bol­ism as well. The I-con­scious­ness blames wisdom and com­pas­sion for being so stingy, not feeding the ego, and taking the beat­ings in silence. But this ability should also be developed in med­it­a­tion, because one cannot con­stantly fight against the ego and run after it. This makes the ego import­ant, and it can also feed on it. The response of the I-con­scious­ness clearly shows that it is not yet lib­er­ated from the greedy ego, for it proudly stands above its two helpers of wisdom and com­pas­sion.

✻ Thereupon they took a basket and a rope, and all three went to the hole in the rock into which the dwarf had slipped, and let Hans and his club down in the basket. When Hans had reached the bottom, he found a door, and when he opened it a maiden was sitting there who was lovely as any picture, nay, so beau­ti­ful that no words can express it, and by her side sat the dwarf and grinned at Hans like a sea-cat! She, however, was bound with chains, and looked so mourn­fully at him that Hans felt great pity for her, and thought to himself, “Thou must deliver her out of the power of the wicked dwarf,” and gave him such a blow with his club that he fell down dead. Imme­di­ately the chains fell from the maiden, and Hans was enrap­tured with her beauty. She told him she was a King’s daugh­ter whom a savage count had stolen away from her home, and imprisoned there among the rocks, because she didn’t want any­thing to do with him. The count had, however, set the dwarf as a watch­man, and he had made her bear misery and vex­a­tion enough.

✎ Now it gets excit­ing: How can you defeat the greedy ego? First, with the help of wisdom and com­pas­sion, the path goes into the depths of our phys­ical being to the source of life. There one can open a door to make a won­der­ful real­iz­a­tion. One sees the perfect soul bound and trapped by the greedy ego. The ego grins arrog­antly and doesn’t think it can ever be defeated. But with one blow it falls dead to the ground, freeing the pure soul from its chains. What was that blow? In yoga one speaks of the great know­ledge with the help of wisdom and com­pas­sion. And you have to come to this real­iz­a­tion that the soul is bound by the ego, not only the­or­et­ic­ally, like we are doing here, but purely prac­tic­ally with all your heart. That is the great goal of yoga. And the soul tells it itself: A fierce count, a false king so to speak, uses the ego to bind and torment the soul because she does not want to and cannot unite with him. And who is the false king? It is an ego-con­scious­ness, over­whelmed by illu­sion and self-interest, which takes over the domin­ion of reason and locks and ban­ishes the soul into phys­ic­al­ity, where it must exper­i­ence much suf­fer­ing. With this know­ledge alone, as far as it is true, one can free the soul at one blow and raise her back to queen in the royal palace.

✻ And now Hans placed the maiden in the basket and had her drawn up; the basket came down again, but Hans did not trust his two com­pan­ions, and thought, “They have already shown them­selves to be false, and told me nothing about the dwarf; who knows what design they may have against me?” So he put his club in the basket, and it was lucky he did; for when the basket was half-way up, they let it fall again, and if Hans had really been sitting in it he would have been killed.

✎ But now sud­denly a dan­ger­ous obstacle appears. The I-aware­ness dis­trusts wisdom and com­pas­sion, and these two dis­trust the I-aware­ness and would like to destroy it with the ego-dwarf. This actu­ally stands to reason, because the ego devel­ops from the I-con­scious­ness and is closely related to it. So why shouldn’t wisdom and com­pas­sion take hold of the redeemed soul and save it from I-con­scious­ness? But here, too, it is import­ant to use courage and self-con­fid­ence, so that the I-con­scious­ness does not encounter anni­hil­a­tion. Why? I-aware­ness is one of the natural prin­ciples of life. If it is viol­ently des­troyed, life is also des­troyed. And this danger really exists on the spir­itual path to sal­va­tion, for example when one falls into nihil­ism and denies everything that is alive.

✻ But now he did not know how he was to work his way out of the depths, and when he turned it over and over in his mind he found no counsel. “It is indeed sad,” said he to himself, “that I have to waste away down here,” and as he was thus walking back­wards and for­wards, he once more came to the little chamber where the maiden had been sitting, and saw that the dwarf had a ring on his finger which shone and sparkled. Then he drew it off and put it on, and when he turned it round on his finger, he sud­denly heard some­thing rustle over his head. He looked up and saw spirits of the air hov­er­ing above, who told him he was their master, and asked what his desire might be? Hans was at first struck dumb, but after­wards he said that they were to carry him above again. They obeyed instantly, and it was just as if he had flown up himself.

✎ Well, how can I-con­scious­ness rise? It finds a magic ring on the dwarf’s finger, which strangely enough also fits the gigantic Hans, which again shows the close rela­tion­ship between I-con­scious­ness and ego. And this ring awakens a higher spirit wherein we can see the higher reason that can carry us and free us from the heavy burden of phys­ic­al­ity. This reason is an expres­sion of the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence that con­nects all beings with one another, which is also illus­trated by the ring as a symbol of unity. With this uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence, the greedy ego can bind the soul when lost in illu­sion and self-interest. And with the same intel­li­gence, the I-con­scious­ness can redeem the soul insofar as it has freed itself from desire and hatred. That is why the spirits of the air ask about his “desire”, and our hero reacts in an exem­plary manner and askes to be lifted out of his phys­ic­al­ity.

✻ When, however, he was above again, he found no one in sight. Fir-twister and Rock-split­ter had hurried away, and had taken the beau­ti­ful maiden with them. But Hans turned the ring, and the spirits of the air came and told him that the two were on the sea. Hans ran and ran without stop­ping, until he came to the sea-shore, and there far, far out on the water, he per­ceived a little boat in which his faith­less com­rades were sitting; and in fierce anger he leapt, without think­ing what he was doing, club in hand into the water, and began to swim, but the club, which weighed a hun­dred­weight, dragged him deep down until he was all but drowned. Then in the very nick of time he turned his ring, and imme­di­ately the spirits of the air came and bore him as swift as light­ning into the boat. He swung his club and gave his wicked com­rades the reward they merited and threw them into the water.

✎ The castle is described as deser­ted and unin­hab­ited, and here again the danger of nihil­ism becomes clear. His two com­pan­ions have kid­napped the soul from the world far out onto the great sea, where they threaten to dis­ap­pear into infin­ity. Sure, that would also be a kind of sal­va­tion if you could simply vanish into noth­ing­ness, but it would also be the end of life. Our hero recog­nizes all this through his higher reason and decides to bring the soul back to the living world so that the castle can be revived. But on this wide sea his phys­ical strength does not help him. On the con­trary, it pulls him down and he, too, threatens to dis­ap­pear into the depths of this sea.

What is this sea? The ancient Indian Puranas speak of the Sea of Causes, the Unformed, the Self or Supreme Soul, from which the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence and I-con­scious­ness arise to bring forth all cre­ation. Some­thing similar also happens in this fairy tale, and the I-con­scious­ness rises out of this sea through the higher reason of the “spirits of the air”. Freed from slug­gish phys­ic­al­ity, our hero can now move at the speed of the mind. Then, with the wand of self-aware­ness, he reunites wisdom and com­pas­sion with the sea so that, free from self-interest, they trans­form into pure self-know­ledge and true love. That was her deserved reward at the end of the road. Because when the path is com­pleted, one should of course also let go of the lim­it­a­tions of the path. In doing so, he lib­er­ates and redeems the soul on an incom­par­ably high spir­itual level, which we can only imagine from afar with our the­or­et­ical con­sid­er­a­tions. But such spir­itual paths are explained in many ways in the tra­di­tions of the old cul­tures and are still walked by the wise today.

That the com­pan­ions are here described as faith­less and even wicked are prob­ably the only two words that could be faulted in this won­der­ful and most pro­found tale. Even if they carry the danger of anni­hil­at­ing life, they still have their task in the world and can cer­tainly be of great help to the emer­ging self-aware­ness.

✻ Then he sailed with the beau­ti­ful maiden, who had been in the greatest alarm, and whom he delivered for the second time, home to her father and mother, and married her, and all rejoiced exceed­ingly.

✎ So now the soul is doubly lib­er­ated from her long suf­fer­ing full of anxi­et­ies, first from egoism and then even from death. She unites with the true king, the reas­on­able I-con­scious­ness, and both return together to the living world, home to father and mother, where the mys­tical mar­riage of the unity of spirit and soul is cel­eb­rated in the royal palace, which is of course asso­ci­ated with supreme bliss.

With this we have tried to shed a little more light on the spir­itual level of this won­der­ful fairy tale. We are aware that we have not yet reached the full depth. Such pro­found fairy tales are true pearls of ancient tra­di­tion. They can accom­pany a person from child­hood to old age. They give the child courage, self-con­fid­ence, self-under­stand­ing and reas­on­able values for a good life in harmony with nature. And for the adult they can lead to the high levels of spir­itual real­iz­a­tion and lib­er­a­tion. A similar path is also described in the fairy tale “The Crystal Ball”, but with slightly dif­fer­ent sym­bol­ism and per­spect­ive. But here, too, it is emphas­ized how import­ant it is to pre­serve the live­li­ness of the soul.

Today, in the age of modern science, we like to believe that we are par­tic­u­larly intel­li­gent and look with arrog­ance at the “dark ages of super­sti­tion” of our ancest­ors. However, such won­der­ful fairy tales show that even among the common people there was a great spir­itual wealth that has been lost today, or at least has become very alien to us.

It is a dif­fi­cult under­tak­ing as a person of today, with a heart that has become so small and a spirit that has almost dried up, to approach the power­ful rev­el­a­tions of the past. One feels his power­less­ness and often comes close to despair. But then, sud­denly, from the great fire of spirit that filled those ancient people, a spark jumps over to the seeker, and often just at the moment of gloomy torpor, and one stands in amazement and awe before the sublime fea­tures that appear to reveal now. Then one knows that man was much more than he is and can be today, that with the hemming of his upper being he towered into the streams of crystal heaven, which flooded him with eternal spirit, and that he must again grow up to such great­ness. [The Mes­sen­ger, Arthur Max­imilian Miller, 1948]

Finally, we would like to remem­ber Jakob Böhme, a German mystic who lived and worked in Görlitz from 1575 to 1624. The fol­low­ing cop­per­plate engrav­ing was created in 1682 for his work “Of Six Theo­soph­ical Points”, which shows a cos­mo­logy with two tri­angles, similar to our picture above:
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In the great circle in the back­ground you can see the “unground of eternal freedom”, the unformed sea of causes or “God beyond nature and creatures”. The “mirror of eternal wisdom” belongs to this circle, an eternal con­scious­ness that recog­nizes itself and is sym­bol­ized with eyes that look at them­selves, so to speak, the self-con­scious­ness with self-know­ledge. The inner circle is the “outer world” of oppos­ites of sun and moon moving between the polar circles of light and dark­ness. The dark­ness is rep­res­en­ted here as the “father of nature”, the light as the “son of majesty” and in the centre of the outer world the “holy spirit of the world” is at work. Jakob Böhme writes about this:

The Eternal Father is revealed in fire, the Son in the light of fire, and the Holy Spirit in the power of life and move­ment out of fire and light... (De Sig­na­tura Rerum 14.34) It is the Holy Spirit who reveals the Deity to nature: He spreads the splend­our of majesty to be recog­nized in the wonders of nature. He is not the splend­our itself, but the power of splend­our... (Of the threefold life of man 4.82)

With this a similar trinity appears, as we indic­ated above in the fairy tale, so that between the bound­ar­ies of pure light and pure dark­ness our extern­ally visible world can form and move in circles like the two poles of a battery drive a motor. And the two tri­angles of “nature” and “spirit” are also dir­ec­ted towards this worldly move­ment, so to speak, the natural origin and the spir­itual devel­op­ment. On its summit, similar to the moun­tain in the fairy tale above, where the mys­tical castle stands, these oppos­ites meet for the union and mys­tical mar­riage of nature and spirit, so that here all worldly oppos­ites dis­ap­pear and only the “pure mirror of wisdom” remains. Whoever reaches this highest peak of self-real­iz­a­tion stands in the centre of everything, looks around at how the world is moving and yet remains com­pletely unmoved. Won­der­ful! Anyone who can draw such sym­bolic dia­grams has seen through this world very pro­foundly and would cer­tainly also be able to tell a sym­bolic fairy tale like “Strong Hans”.

There­fore, we should never forget this pre­cious her­it­age. The writ­ings of Jakob Böhme that have been handed down are extremely rich in content, but also very long and full of intu­it­ive and mys­tical sym­bol­ism. Even during his life­time he was able to inspire many people. Of course, there were also some who were com­pletely over­whelmed by his spir­itual vision and, fearing for their petty world view, abused their polit­ical power in the church and con­demned the bril­liant mystic as a heretic and a pack of devils. But that was basic­ally just an acknow­ledg­ment of his genius...


The Old Man and his Grandson

✻ There was once a very old man, whose eyes had become dim, his ears dull of hearing, his knees trembled, and when he sat at table, he could hardly hold the spoon, and spilt the broth upon the table-cloth or let it run out of his mouth. His son and his son’s wife were dis­gus­ted at this, so the old grand­father at last had to sit in the corner behind the stove, and they gave him his food in an earth­en­ware bowl, and not even enough of it. And he used to look towards the table with his eyes full of tears. Once, too, his trem­bling hands could not hold the bowl, and it fell to the ground and broke. The young wife scolded him, but he said nothing and only sighed. Then they bought him a wooden bowl for a few half-pence, out of which he had to eat.

They were once sitting thus, when the little grand­son of four years old began to gather some bits of wood upon the ground. “What are you doing there?” asked the father. “I am making a little trough,” answered the child, “for father and mother to eat out of when I am big.”

The man and his wife looked at each other for a while, and presently began to cry. Then they took the old grand­father to the table, and hence- forth always let him eat with them, and like­wise said nothing if he did spill a little of any­thing.

✎ A really sad fairy tale, but one that gives you a lot to think about, espe­cially in these crazy times when an increas­ing split­ting is running through our society, our fam­il­ies and our own minds. We too try to ban old age, illness and death from our lives and hide them behind walls of some kind so that they don’t bother us. In this way, a threat­en­ing egoism grows, which is even massively pro­moted with legal require­ments. What is egoism? A con­scious­ness of isol­a­tion and sep­ar­a­tion through the notion of “I” and “mine”. This mental sep­ar­a­tion is intens­i­fied by social dis­tan­cing and deepens the rifts between people. Or, by playing hide and seek behind a mask to feel safe. Or, with a massive restric­tion of cul­tural diversity and a focus on one-sided inform­a­tion media. Or, when one sees poten­tial enemies in all other people, even declares the whole of nature an enemy, stirs up the most ter­rible exist­en­tial fears, pro­hib­its reas­on­able ques­tion­ing and reflec­tion and engages in the meanest denun­ci­ation in order to make others respons­ible for one’s own prob­lems.
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So now, this year’s Christ­mas fest­ival (2020) should also be under this dark shadow. The elderly are declared a dan­ger­ous risk group and banned from the family com­munity. Why? Because we are ter­ri­fied of illness, old age and death, in short, the fear of natural imper­man­ence. This imper­man­ence should be ban­ished from our lives, from our society, our fam­il­ies and from people’s heads. We, too, are dis­gus­ted by it and don’t want imper­man­ence to break our earthly pos­ses­sions like the old grand­father shattered the little earth­en­ware bowl. For this, we trust polit­ics and science that promise us to solve the problem with lots of money, chem­istry and tech­no­logy and to finally conquer imper­man­ence. In addi­tion, we also like to lie to ourselves and believe in the promise of imper­ish­able wealth, imper­ish­able growth, imper­ish­able health and imper­ish­able pos­ses­sions of imper­ish­able people.

Is that pos­sible? Yes and no! The way is the key. Human­kind has been search­ing for imper­ishab­il­ity and immor­tal­ity since ancient times. All tra­di­tional reli­gions know this topic. Science has also dealt with it and has long thought about a per­petuum mobile, only to finally determ­ine that such a thing cannot exist. Why not? Any system that has an outside loses energy to the outside, and that losing is nothing but imper­man­ence. So the ques­tion arises: Is there a system that has no outside? Yes, the uni­verse, if everything is included in it. This “everything” or “all” has always been the great key to imper­ishab­il­ity and thus also to immor­tal­ity. Because nothing can get lost in this whole, only the forms change. Where should it go lost, or where should some­thing come from, if there is no outside? But what stands in the way of recog­niz­ing this “one and all”? It is above all our sep­ar­at­ing ego-aware­ness, this ima­gin­ary “I-bubble” that wants to sep­ar­ate itself from the whole. For this “I-bubble” there will always be a phys­ical outside, and thus the ego can never be a per­petuum mobile, and any phys­ical pos­ses­sion must pass away. This is the phys­ical imper­man­ence in the eternal cycle of cre­ation and decay in a con­stantly chan­ging variety of forms. Each part is imper­man­ent, only the whole is eternal. So why do we want to be just a part and not the whole? Why does our con­scious­ness want to limit itself only to this fading body?

As long as you do not have
this: die and become!
You are just a gloomy guest
on a dark earth.
(Johann Wolfgang von Goethe)

There­fore, our fairy tale ends with a won­der­ful message from a child who does not yet think so much in the usual adult cat­egor­ies, but spon­tan­eously presents a solu­tion that reminds of the cycle of life and makes the parents aware, that their bodies are per­ish­able, too. They are deeply shaken and touched by this simple message, their super­fi­cial mind is broken through, hol­istic reason awakens and with it an expan­ded con­scious­ness that is no longer limited to one’s own body, so that the whole family reunites at one table and can accept imper­man­ence as an essen­tial prin­ciple of nature. Won­der­ful! The light of pure love and true com­pas­sion begins to shine, the goal of all great reli­gions, attain­able through hol­istic reason and wisdom.

Today, however, the parents might hate their child deeply for making them realize that they will per­son­ally grow old and die. Yes, not only because of a sym­bolic-verbal attack, they might even be afraid of being infec­ted by their own child with a dan­ger­ous disease, and they might hate their child for taking the every­day mask off the face and hugging parents or grand­par­ents or maybe even wanting to kiss them. How far can egoism drive us before tears flow and this delu­sion breaks?

Perhaps we should think more deeply about why there is phys­ical imper­man­ence in nature. Perhaps old age and illness have a deeper meaning, so that living beings should not only fer­til­ize each other but also infect each other, because basic­ally we are all a whole organ­ism. For func­tion­ing and sta­bil­iz­ing this entire organ­ism, it needs a variety of forms, such as chil­dren, adults and old people, gain and loss, emer­gence and decay, illness and healing, hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing. This diversity strengthens our immune system not only phys­ic­ally but also socially. If there is a lack of diversity, the whole system of nature, human­ity and the social order becomes ill, and occa­sional dis­eases turn into epi­demic plagues and common ill­nesses, as we can observe every­where in the world today. For stable health, you need natural diversity. Limited forms like the modern mono­cul­ture in society, medi­cine and nature, the uni­forms and march­ing in step, or the dic­tat­or­ship of certain opin­ions and views are just the selfish desires of growing super-egos. However, it is pre­cisely this ego-con­scious­ness that binds us to imper­man­ence and thus to old age, illness and death.

Beyond this egoism leads the way to imper­ishab­il­ity and immor­tal­ity with a con­scious­ness that can recog­nize the “one in all”, so to speak, the “unity in diversity”. The “all” would then be the lim­it­less variety of forms, and the “one” the spir­itual unity in the soul. Only in this way, one can speak of a lim­it­lessly free spirit that can take on all pos­sible forms. Why don’t we under­stand? Nature needs the variety of forms, and the spirit the unity of the soul. The con­ser­va­tion­ists speak of biod­iversity, and the reli­gions of the know­ledge of the true soul. Then everything would be fine and the earth could be a para­dise in which one soul recog­nizes and loves itself in all forms. Spirit and nature, soul and body could live in harmony and we could be content, without quarrel, lust, hatred and illu­sion.

Only the ego fool­ishly strives for the oppos­ite, namely for diverse sep­ar­ate souls and uniform phys­ical forms that cor­res­pond to its ideals. It strives for the rich­ness of ego­istic indi­vidual souls and the mono­cul­ture in the outer nature, where only is allowed to survive what the ego con­siders pleas­ing. Accord­ingly, this striv­ing is always asso­ci­ated with a lot of viol­ence, be it chem­ical and machine viol­ence in live­stock and agri­cul­ture, mil­it­ary and police viol­ence in uniform and in step, the pro­pa­ganda viol­ence of the fashion and media industry, the viol­ence of polit­ical cen­sor­ship and inquis­i­tion or also the fan­at­ical dogmas of reli­gions and sci­ences. This selfish res­ist­ance to the diverse essence of nature and to the hol­istic wisdom and reason of true com­pas­sion and pure love used to be called dev­il­ish or demonic. The evil devil was egoism itself, who sep­ar­ated himself from the good angels. Who fol­lowed this path of spir­itual sep­ar­a­tion from whole­ness left the har­mo­ni­ous para­dise and went the way to hellish suf­fer­ing. Because reality knows no greater suf­fer­ing than sep­ar­a­tion...

So why don’t we desire a hol­ist­ic­ally perfect mind? For a perfect mind, all forms would also be perfect. On the other hand, an imper­fect mind cannot long be sat­is­fied with any form. Unfor­tu­nately, however, our spirit seeks its per­fec­tion in external forms and not within itself. This search within oneself can prob­ably only begin when one becomes aware of the imper­man­ence of forms, and old age, illness, disease and even death urge us to this aware­ness. Here one can see the true value of imper­man­ence, which so dis­gus­ted the young people in the fairy tale that their old father was scarcely worth the food in the cheapest bowl. In truth, we should be grate­ful to old age, because here beckons the greatest gain in life, the famous wisdom of old age, when the phys­ical forms become brittle and a whole new light appears through the cracks, the con­scious­ness of all-encom­passing love and wisdom.

We wish you a light-filled Christ­mas with the whole family! May this eternal light shine in all of us, which shines deep in the soul and can conquer the fading dark­ness. May we conquer fear and rise.


The circle of life

In con­clu­sion, we would like to add a few thoughts on the cycle of life that we men­tioned with regard to the child when, in the fairy tale, he was able to reunite the three gen­er­a­tions at one table with his parable and over­come the disgust at imper­man­ence. People have been observing ever since how everything in nature moves in waves and appar­ently turns in circles, like the circles of days and nights, the seasons or the stars in the sky. And as the sun rises in the east in the morning until noon and sets in the west in the evening, at some point in time our bodies are also born, grow and emerge to their full size, and after that strength and senses wane and pass away again, until the body even­tu­ally sinks and dies. Just as people used to wonder, where the sun in the east comes from and where it dis­ap­pears to in the west and how it can reappear in the east, so people also wondered at that time how man comes into being at birth, where he goes in death and how he returns to birth. Well, today we know that the earth is not flat, but revolves around the sun as a sphere, so that the sun only appears to rise and set. In con­trast, many people still believe that life is “flat” and exists only from birth to death. A return from death to birth seems impossible, as if a new sun is rising in the east every morning.

It sounds like a parody of fate that modern science, which formerly fought so vehe­mently against all super­sti­tion in natural things, now defends a similar super­sti­tion in spir­itual things. Moreover, just as the Chris­tian-polit­ical church used all means up to the inquis­i­tion and the most ter­rible reli­gious wars, modern science today fights aggress­ively against every spir­itual world­view for the dogmas of a mater­i­al­istic world­view in the interests of economy and polit­ics. But as cour­ageous as Galileo used to be, we want to be cour­ageous today and say: “Life goes in circles! No, life is not flat!”
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Let’s try to think about it: How is a circle formed? The simplest circle is created math­em­at­ic­ally from two waves. One is called a sine, which means “curvature” in Latin, and you can see in it the phys­ical emer­gence and decay in the first half, because the wave rises, reaches a maximum and then falls again. The other wave is called the cosine, and that means “Com­ple­menti Sinus” in Latin, i.e. a “com­plete or filled up” sine. In this wave we can see the dimen­sion of the spir­itual devel­op­ment or unwind­ing of life, because the first half of the cosine starts at a maximum and then falls or unwinds further and further until a minimum is reached at the end of phys­ical life, like the gas tank in a car becomes empty until the car stops. In the middle of phys­ical life, when the mater­ial body is at its most power­ful, this wave falls the fastest, as does the fuel level in the tank, when the car is running most power­fully. Thus, spir­itual devel­op­ment is like a con­stant unwind­ing of some­thing that must have been wound up before­hand, just as the car can only go when the tank has been filled. Cor­res­pond­ingly, in some old fairy tales one also finds the parable of a thread of life that unwinds in this pro­gress like from a spool. And with that, the “wisdom and reason of old age” also grows as the involve­ment with the outer mater­ial world dwindles and phys­ical attach­ment decreases. In the past one spoke here of a spir­itual process of detach­ment, redemp­tion or lib­er­a­tion.
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Inter­est­ingly, we have only spoken of a semi­circle so far, so to speak, the upper half of the circle, similar to a moun­tain, on the top of which one stands in the middle of life. If only this semi­circle existed, it would really be like living on a flat earth, where a new sun rises every morning and sets again in the evening. We know, however, it is the same sun that only appears to rise and set. There­fore, we ask ourselves: where is the second half of the circle? Well, just as the sun shines on this side of the earth during the day and on the other side during the night, so people used to speak of a world on this side and a world on the other side, or in short, of this world and the next. Then the upper semi­circle of life would be this world and the lower the here­after. When one semi­circle shines in the light of con­scious­ness, the other lies in dark­ness. There­fore, one cannot see it, as one can see, for example, the fruit­ing bodies of mush­rooms in the forest, but the creature itself lives hidden in the dark­ness of the earth. And that’s what makes things so dif­fi­cult for us.

We can only believe in it, or at least think about it in theory. From a math­em­at­ical point of view, a kind of mirror world appears to us here with regard to the two waves in the after­life, in which everything is upside down. One could also speak of a mater­ial and a spir­itual world. From the per­spect­ive of the mater­ial world, the spir­itual is in dark­ness, and from the per­spect­ive of the spir­itual, the mater­ial world is full of dark­ness and shadows. For example, let us think of the ancient ideas such as the world of the ancest­ors, the eternal hunting grounds, the world of ghosts, goblins and elves, the realm of the dead, the under­world or heaven and hell. Appar­ently, one can only speak of this tran­scend­ent world in par­ables. With regard to the phys­ical sine wave, one could then imagine a neg­at­ive, non-mater­ial, subtle, etheric or even spir­itual body. And with regard to the cosine wave, one could speak of a reverse spir­itual devel­op­ment. What is pro­cessed or unwinded in this world, is built up and wound up in the here­after.

As an example, one could think of a pro­gram­mer who sets up a program in the here­after or spir­itual world that runs in the phys­ical or mater­ial world, similar to the thread of life men­tioned, which is wound up and unwound. This com­par­ison is not far-fetched, because nowadays we often talk about the pro­gram­ming of genes, the pro­gram­ming of abil­it­ies or the repro­gram­ming of unwanted tend­en­cies. Moreover, there are many sci­ent­ists, who believe that our entire life has been pre-pro­grammed by the laws of nature, and that everything is there­fore pre­de­ter­mined and pre­dict­able. That also sounds plaus­ible, because we can only decide for this or that in life within a limited frame­work, just as there are only certain decision options in ordin­ary com­puter pro­grams that have been set accord­ingly. This circle of life would thus resemble the usual devel­op­ment cycle of a com­puter program. Accord­ing to certain wishes, a program is designed and pro­grammed. Then it is started, oper­ated, checked, ended and repro­grammed accord­ing to the exper­i­ence gathered in a prac­tical working process until the pro­gram­mer and user are sat­is­fied with it. Well, exper­i­ence has shown that this can take a very long time...

In this way, one could first think about the cycle of life in a sim­pli­fied form. In prac­tice, of course, you need at least a third dimen­sion in addi­tion to the two hypo­thet­ical waves; oth­er­wise this cycle would go on forever and seem rel­at­ively point­less. With the third wave, the circle may turn into a slight spiral, just as the sun rises in a slightly dif­fer­ent place every day. In prac­tice, there are count­less waves of dif­fer­ent lengths in nature, which overlap and inter­weave to form many large and small cycles of life to enable the lim­it­less variety of forms. Just think of the daily cycle of sleep­ing and waking, the weekly work cycle, the cycle of the seasons, the cycles of social orders and geo­lo­gical ages, or even the cycles of the birth and death of entire stars, galax­ies and the cosmos itself. In old tra­di­tions, one went even further and spoke of the life cycle of a Creator God, as one can read about Brahma in the Indian Puranas. Goethe also lets the spirit of the earth speak in [Faust I]:

In the tides of Life, in Action’s storm,
A fluc­tu­ant wave,
A shuttle free,
Birth and the Grave,
An eternal sea,
A weaving, flowing
Life, all-glowing,
Thus at Time’s humming loom ‘tis my hand pre­pares
The garment of Life which the Deity wears!

Finally, there is the big ques­tion: What actu­ally turns in this cycle of life? Does mind revolve around nature, or does nature revolve around mind? Does the soul revolve around the body, or does the body revolve around the soul? Here, too, modern science has found that the earth revolves around the sun, although it appears oth­er­wise to our eyes. However, when it comes to spirit and nature, many sci­ent­ists still firmly believe that nature is central and our thoughts revolve around nature. There­fore, you can see how dif­fi­cult it is to defeat illu­sion...

Nev­er­the­less, this problem is extremely inter­est­ing because it also brings us to the great ques­tion of rein­carn­a­tion. What is reborn in this cycle of life? The body or the soul? Well, whoever has recog­nized the unity of the soul will prob­ably see the soul resting in the centre as an unformed or unpro­grammed spirit and the variety of formed or pro­grammed bodies revolving around this one soul. In this way, the ques­tion of the trans­mi­gra­tion of souls from body to body can be solved in a simple way, which becomes extremely com­plic­ated as soon as one assumes sep­ar­ate souls. This also closes our circle on the ques­tion of the immor­tal­ity of life, and in the end the “One and All” remains forever, Amen.


Allerleirauh (All-kinds-of-Fur)

✎ From Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm, House­hold Tales. We had to change the trans­la­tion by Mar­garet Hunt (London: George Bell, 1884) here and then to fit our German version.

✻ There was once on a time a King who had a wife with golden hair, and she was so beau­ti­ful that her equal was not to be found on earth. They also had a daugh­ter who was as beau­ti­ful as her mother, and her hair was golden as well. It came to pass, that the mother lay ill, and as she felt that she must soon die, she called the King and said, “If thou wishest to marry again after my death, take no one who is not quite as beau­ti­ful as I am, and who has not just such golden hair as I have: this thou must promise me.” And after the King had prom­ised her this she closed her eyes and died.

✎ We would like to base our inter­pret­a­tion of this won­der­ful fairy tale on the first edition pub­lished by the Broth­ers Grimm in 1812. All other edi­tions have been sig­ni­fic­antly changed in terms of plot and meaning. The reason is prob­ably to be found in the external action, which touches on a very sens­it­ive topic of society. However, it is pre­cisely this tension that made us curious to examine the deeper levels of the spir­itual message.

There­fore, we would first like to turn to this spir­itual level and try to inter­pret the many symbols more closely. This fairy tale also begins with a king and queen, in which we can see spirit and nature. Her daugh­ter would then be the embod­ied soul, which is of course as pure and beau­ti­ful as Mother Nature in essence. However, some­thing is wrong, since Mother Nature gets sick and dies. Well, we know this problem very well these days. We sense that nature is sick and try to heal and save it, but it keeps dying. Perhaps the problem is not with nature, which is described here as the pure and perfect mother, but with the king, our spirit…?

Where to look for these spir­itual causes of sick­ness? On the one hand, we have an insa­ti­able desire for more and more: more products, more cars, more vaca­tion flights, more tech­no­logy, more cloth­ing, more money, more luxury, more resources, more energy... more... more... more... Research and new tech­no­lo­gies are sup­posed to fix it. Then we also cul­tiv­ate a growing egoism in a dog-eat-dog society, where every­one thinks of himself first and fore­most. And beyond that, we main­tain a sci­entific world view that regards the basics of nature as com­pletely cal­cul­able and tech­nic­ally con­trol­lable, i.e. without life. This degrades nature to a dead machine that can be con­trolled at will and mer­ci­lessly exploited. That means, by our world view we kill nature, our ancient mother, and then we lament when she grows sick and dies around us, as does the king in this fairy tale.

✻ For a long time the King could not be com­for­ted, and had no thought of taking another wife. At length his coun­cil­lors said, “There is no help for it, the King must marry again, that we may have a Queen.” And now mes­sen­gers were sent about far and wide, to seek a bride who equalled the late Queen in beauty. In the whole world, however, none was to be found, and even if one had been found, still there would have been no one who had such golden hair. So the mes­sen­gers came home as they went. Now the King had a daugh­ter, who was just as beau­ti­ful as her dead mother, and had the same golden hair. When she was grown up the King looked at her one day, and saw that in every respect she was like his late wife, and sud­denly felt a violent love for her. Then he spake to his coun­cil­lors, “I will marry my daugh­ter, for she is the coun­ter­part of my late wife, oth­er­wise I can find no bride who resembles her.” When the coun­cil­lors heard that, thy tried to talk him out of it, but it was in vain.
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✎ We feel the same way: nature is dying on this earth and we are looking all over space to see if there is perhaps a better planet like this. But alas! We can’t find one, and have prom­ised nature not to take any­thing worse. One could even say; this promise is innate in the mind, it is in its nature to strive ever higher. Truly, our modern science also strives for the gold of truth, but it seeks hap­pi­ness above all in external things. Mar­ry­ing your own soul and har­mo­ni­ously con­nect­ing with nature is really going too far, even if we feel a great love for life. Our inner advice, the rational mind, says loud and clear: No! That is why we prefer to marry ourselves to external things, people, parties, com­pan­ies, money or fame. And along this path, our love very quickly turns into blind lust dir­ec­ted toward the outside.

✻ The daugh­ter was heart­ily shocked when she became aware of her father’s ungodly res­ol­u­tion. But she was wise and said to him, “Before I fulfil your wish, I must have three dresses, one as golden as the sun, one as silvery as the moon, and one as bright as the stars. Besides this, I wish for a mantle of a thou­sand dif­fer­ent kinds of fur and hair joined together, and one of every kind of animal in your kingdom must give a bit of his skin for it.” The King, however, was so vehe­ment in his lust, that the cleverest maidens in his kingdom had to weave the three dresses, one as golden as the sun, one as silvery as the moon, and one as bright as the stars. And his hunts­men had to catch one of every kind of animal in the whole of his kingdom, and take from it a piece of its skin, and out of these was made a mantle of a thou­sand dif­fer­ent kinds of fur. At length, when all was ready, the King caused the mantle to be brought and spread it out before her.

✎ Even the soul is ter­ri­fied at this ungodly inten­tion. Why “godless”? Well, we sus­pec­ted above that there was some­thing wrong with this spirit. “Godless” is rel­at­ively apt, because it is not without reason that “God” is already con­sidered a ter­rible term of abuse or a non­sensical super­sti­tion among the major­ity of our modern sci­ent­ists. The mind becomes godless when it loses the hol­istic view. And the fairy tale says: The true soul neither wants nor can unite with such a spirit. On the con­trary, she flees from this spirit. And where?

This is most won­der­ful: she flees into the diversity of nature. Here the soul wears the dress of the sun, the moon, the stars and all living beings. This tells of a world view that is very foreign to us today. Even in Chris­tian­ity, animals were not given the same soul as humans, not to mention the sun, moon and stars. That this whole nature with all living beings is inspired by the same soul is an idea that one finds, for example, in Plato’s world soul. This world view of the uni­ver­sal soul is anchored even more clearly under the term “Atman” in Hinduism, where it is con­sidered the basis of all nature and cre­ation:

You are the mighty deity that accom­plishes and wit­nesses everything, for your eyes are every­where. You are the soul of everything, you see everything, you pen­et­rate everything and you know everything. You create a body for your­self and you carry that body. Thus, you are every embod­ied being; the body delights you and is the basis of all phys­ic­al­ity. You are the creator of the breath of life...
You are the moon, the sun with all the stars and planets, and the atmo­sphere that fills space. You are the North Star, the con­stel­la­tion of the seven Rishis and the seven worlds begin­ning with the earth. You are the sea of causes and the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence. You are the undeveloped and this whole world. You are the uni­verse from Brahma to the smal­lest blade of grass. You are the begin­ning and the first cause of all beings... [Mahabharata 13.16]

Moreover, the fairy tale says even more aston­ish­ingly; it is the desire of the spirit that provides the pure soul with this man­i­fold dress of the world. We also find this prin­ciple in the ancient Indian world­view, where it says that Brahma becomes the creator god through the natural quality of passion (rajas) and unfolds this entire cre­ation.

✻ So, the prin­cess said, “The wedding shall be tomor­row.” But in the night whilst every­one was asleep, she got up, and took three dif­fer­ent things from her treas­ures, gifts from her bride­groom, a golden ring, a golden spin­ning-wheel, and a golden reel. The three dresses of the sun, moon, and stars she put into a nut­shell, put on her mantle of all kinds of fur, and blackened her face and hands with soot. Then she com­men­ded herself to God, went away, and walked the whole night until she reached a great forest. And as she was tired, she got into a hollow tree, and fell asleep.

✎ So now, the soul with­draws into nature and awaits the dawn of the spirit to join with it. She prom­ises him that. Of course, spirit and soul are never sep­ar­ate, but through the power of illu­sion, a sep­ar­a­tion usually appears between spirit and nature, subject and object, the knower and the know­able. As a sign of their con­nec­tion, she adopts various prop­er­ties that we will encounter later as symbols. She hides her three gar­ments of sun, moon and stars in a nut, which prob­ably means in her living and fertile core, whereby the big is also con­tained in the small and the small is reflec­ted in the big. This view that the mac­ro­cosm is an image of the micro­cosm was very common in the past. That she black­ens her face and hands with soot is remin­is­cent of the sin with which our souls are burdened through thought and deed. Finally, she slips into the cloak of the animals, goes through the spir­itual night into the great forest of cre­ation, where she sleeps inside a tree. That prob­ably also means that this soul is asleep in all plants, at least not as active there as in the animals.

The idea that all of this cre­ation comes into being so that the mind can awaken from its madness was not unfa­mil­iar to ancient cul­tures. Because the spirit was regarded as the fun­da­mental basis of nature, it was under­stand­able that a spir­itual meaning was also sought in this cre­ation. Even today we are aware that we live in this world to learn. The only ques­tion is “What?” and whether we still feel the deeper meaning.

✻ The sun rose, and she slept on, and she was still sleep­ing when it was full day. Then it happened that the King to whom this forest belonged, was hunting in it. When his dogs came to the tree, they snuffed, and ran barking round about it. The King said to the hunts­men, “Just see what kind of wild beast has hidden itself in there.” The hunts­men obeyed his order, and when they came back they said, “A won­drous beast is lying in the hollow tree; we have never before seen one like it. Its skin is fur of a thou­sand dif­fer­ent kinds, but it is lying asleep.” Said the King, “See if you can catch it alive, and then fasten it on the car­riage, and we will take it with us.” When the hunts­men laid hold of it, they saw it was a maiden.

✎ Now, the soul sleeps into the worldly day and waits for the “great day”, the day of the mys­tical wedding, on the evening of which the mys­tical supper takes place, as is also described in the Bible. Until then, the king goes hunting. Who are the hunters of the mind? Here one could think of the five senses, because they hunt through the world in search of food. The king should be reason, making the decisions. This reason can be developed up to a high “insight” in order to finally recog­nize the true soul in all beings. Until then, the senses only look at the surface of things and cannot pen­et­rate into the depths. At least, they recog­nize that it was not a wild animal, but a girl, but she too goes into the kitchen where the king’s food is pre­pared.

✻ Then they said, “Aller­leirauh, thou wilt be useful in the kitchen, come with us, and thou canst sweep up the ashes.” So they put her in the car­riage, and took her home to the royal palace. There they pointed out to her a closet under the stairs, where no day­light entered, and said, “Hairy animal, there canst thou live and sleep.” Then she was sent into the kitchen, and there she carried wood and water, swept the hearth, plucked the fowls, picked the veget­ables, raked the ashes, and did all the dirty work. Because she did everything so neatly, the cook was good to her and some­times called Aller­leirauh in the evening and gave her some of the leftovers to eat. But before the king went to bed she had to go upstairs and take off his boots, and when he had taken one off he always threw it at her head.

✎ What does this kitchen sym­bol­ize? Usually our think­ing pre­pares the food of the senses for reason and dis­poses of the waste. In this kitchen of thoughts, the soul now works and sleeps inside our body without us recog­niz­ing it. That means: we live, but don’t really know how.

The fact that she sleeps in the dark under the stairs could indic­ate that our soul is the basis for a devel­op­ment destined for human beings and all other beings, namely to rise from the dark­ness of illu­sion to the light of higher know­ledge. At least that’s what people used to think.

The last sen­tence with the boots was already removed by the Broth­ers Grimm in the second edition. They must have been appalled at how the king treated this furry creature that served him so faith­fully. Perhaps a good oppor­tun­ity to think about how we deal with plants, animals and other people nowadays in a patho­lo­gical lust for power. This already shows the big problem when one cannot recog­nize the pure soul in all beings.

✻ Aller­leirauh lived there for a long time in great wretched­ness. Alas, fair prin­cess, what is to become of thee now! It happened, however, that one day a feast was held in the palace, and she thought, “Now I could once again see my dear bride­groom.” So she said to the cook, “May I go up-stairs for a while, and look on? I will place myself outside the door.” The cook answered, “Yes, go, but you must be back here in half-an-hour to sweep the hearth.” Then she took her oil-lamp, went into her den, put off her fur-dress, and washed the soot off her face and hands, so that her full beauty once more came to light. And she opened the nut, and took out her dress which shone like the sun, and when she had done that she went up to the fest­ival, and every one made way for her, for no one knew her, and thought no oth­er­wise than that she was a king’s daugh­ter. The King came to meet her, gave his hand to her, and danced with her, and thought in his heart, “My eyes have never yet seen any one so beau­ti­ful!” When the dance was over, she curt­sied, and when the King looked round again she had van­ished, and none knew whither. The guards who stood outside the palace were called and ques­tioned, but no one had seen her leaving the house.

✎ As long as we do not recog­nize the true soul, we live poorly. All mater­ial riches and the most mag­ni­fi­cent fest­ivals are of no use to us. However, there is another way in which the spirit dances with nature, and that is the search for know­ledge. In this cosmic dance, people used to try not to dance so much with dead particles, for­mu­las and machines, but with the living soul in nature. Thus, the spirit had the oppor­tun­ity to recog­nize the true soul, life itself, and could redis­cover what it had lost through its delu­sion. Because, as the fairy tale describes, in this dance the soul can show herself to him, cleansed of sin and in a cosmic dress. The spirit remem­bers and already feels a deeper con­nec­tion, but cannot yet hold the pure soul. The outer guards don’t help him here either, because the living soul can only be found in the inner being. It does not come in from the outside, but lives inside, where it usually hides:

✻ She had, however, run into her little den, had quickly taken off her dress, made her face and hands black again, put on the fur-mantle, and again was Aller­leirauh. And now, when she went into the kitchen, and was about to get to her work and sweep up the ashes, the cook said, “Leave that alone till morning, and make me the soup for the King. I, too, will go upstairs awhile, and take a look.But let no hairs fall in, or in future thou shalt have nothing to eat.” So, the cook went away, and Aller­leirauh made the soup for the King, and made bread soup and the best she could, and when it was ready she fetched her golden ring from her little den, and put it in the bowl in which the soup was served. When the dancing was over, the King had his soup brought and ate it, and he liked it so much that it seemed to him he had never tasted better. But when he came to the bottom of the bowl, he saw a golden ring lying. When he looked at it closely, it was his wedding ring and he could not con­ceive how it could have got there. Then he ordered the cook to appear before him. The cook was ter­ri­fied when he heard the order, and said to Aller­leirauh, “Thou hast cer­tainly let a hair fall into the soup, and if thou hast, thou shalt be beaten for it.” When he came before the King the latter asked who had made the soup? The cook replied, “I made it.” But the King said, “That is not true, for it was much better than usual, and cooked dif­fer­ently.” He answered, “I must acknow­ledge that I did not make it, it was made by the rough animal.” The King said, “Go and bid it come up here.” When Aller­leirauh came, the King said, “Who art thou?” “I am a poor girl who no longer has any father or mother.” He asked further, “Of what use art thou in my palace?” She answered, “I am good for nothing but to have boots thrown at my head.” He con­tin­ued, “Where didst thou get the ring which was in the soup?” She answered, “I know nothing about the ring.” So the King could learn nothing, and had to send her away again.

✎ Now it is said again clearly how the soul helps the cook in the thought kitchen of our body to prepare the food for the reason. The more the pure soul cooks, the less our thoughts work and the more true the food is. The sun­dress and the wedding ring could indic­ate a first level of know­ledge, for example the know­ledge of the spir­itual unity in nature, in which the uni­ver­sal intel­li­gence con­nects everything. This great intel­li­gence shines like the sun, gives the light of know­ledge and makes the things of the world visible.

✻ After a while, there was another fest­ival, and then, as before, Aller­leirauh begged the cook for leave to go and look on. He answered, “Yes, but come back again in half-an-hour, and make the King the bread soup which he likes so much.” Then she ran into her den, washed herself quickly, and took out of the nut the dress which was as silvery as the moon, and put it on. Then she went up and was like a prin­cess, and the King stepped forward to meet her, and rejoiced to see her once more, and as the dance was just begin­ning they danced it together. He no longer doubted that this was his bride, for no one else in the world had such golden hair but her. But when the dance was at end, she again dis­ap­peared so quickly that the King could not observe where she went. She, however, sprang into her den, and once more made herself a hairy animal, and went into the kitchen to prepare the bread soup. When the cook had gone up-stairs, she fetched the little golden spin­ning- wheel, and put it in the bowl so that the soup covered it. Then it was taken to the King, who ate it, and liked it as much as before, and had the cook brought, who this time like­wise was forced to confess that Aller­leirauh had pre­pared the soup. Aller­leirauh again came before the King, but she answered that she was good for nothing else but to have boots thrown at her head, and that she knew nothing at all about the little golden spin­ning- wheel.

✎ This could mean a second level of know­ledge, with which the spir­itual doubts are slowly resolved. Of course, the bread soup reminds us of the famous Last Supper and the body of God, as the Bible says:
I am the living bread, coming down from heaven. Whoever eats this bread will live forever. And the bread I will give is my flesh, which I will give for the life of the world. [Bible, John 6:51]

The moon­dress here could sym­bol­ize female fer­til­ity, which was often asso­ci­ated with the moon. Sim­il­arly, the spin­ning- wheel is remin­is­cent of spin­ning the thread of life. Slowly the spirit of the king becomes aware that he himself gave the soul these qual­it­ies, because without the spirit there would of course be no fer­til­ity and no thread of life. Yet the soul still does not reveal herself, serving humbly and awaken­ing in the king the con­science of how arrog­ant he is acting.

✻ Well, for the third time, the King held a fest­ival. And he was hoping his bride would come again, and he was sure he wanted to hold her tight. Aller­leirauh asked the cook again if she might not go upstairs. The cook said, “Faith, rough-skin, thou art a witch, and always puttest some­thing in the soup which makes it so good that the King likes it better than that which I cook,” but as she begged so hard, he let her go up at the appoin­ted time. And now she put on the dress which shone like the stars, and thus entered the hall. Again the King danced with the beau­ti­ful maiden, and thought that she never yet had been so beau­ti­ful. And whilst she was dancing, he con­trived, without her noti­cing it, to slip a golden ring on her finger, and he had given orders that the dance should last a very long time. When it was ended, he wanted to hold her fast by her hands, but she tore herself loose, and sprang away so quickly through the crowd that she van­ished from his sight. She ran as fast as she could into her den beneath the stairs, but as she had been too long, and had stayed more than half-an-hour she could not take off her pretty dress, but only threw over it her fur- mantle, and in her haste she did not make herself quite black, but one finger remained white. Then Aller­leirauh ran into the kitchen, and cooked the bread soup for the King, and as the cook was away, put her golden reel into it. The king found it, like the ring and the golden spin­ning- wheel, and now he knew for certain that his bride was near, for no one else could have the presents. Aller­leirauh was summoned and wanted to help herself through again and jump away, but as she jumped away the king saw a white finger on her hand and grabbed her by it.

✎ And because all good things come in threes, there is a third level of know­ledge. The cook is now start­ing to get jealous that the living soul can prepare the food for the senses much better than rational thoughts, but for­tu­nately, he is reas­sured. The stardress reminds us of the eternal sea of causes, from which the living waves of all creatures rise with the count­less lights of life. The reel could be a symbol of the soul car­ry­ing the thread of life, winding and unwind­ing it in a long chain of cause and effect. Ring, spin­ning- wheel and reel are now united in a similar way like the holy trinity of Father, Holy Spirit and Son. Well, there really is prob­ably no other way to hold the soul than to put the Ring of Unity on her finger. That could be the great real­iz­a­tion that the spirit and the acting nature are always con­nec­ted with the soul of life. This living soul can only be found in the whole. This is prob­ably also the reason why our modern science, which breaks everything down into particles and meas­ured data, has never been able to find the soul that makes everything alive, even with the best meas­ur­ing devices.

✻ Then he found the ring he had put on her and tore off the smoke cloak. Then the golden hair flowed out, and it was his dearest bride. The cook was richly rewar­ded, and then they married, and they lived happily ever after.

✎ Yes, this is what the ancient cul­tures have known for a long time, that with the view of unity, with the ring that con­nects everything, you can see through the surface of phys­ical things to the bottom and can recog­nize the pure soul or true self. The golden hair could sym­bol­ize the true real­iz­a­tion that then flows out of the head after the thoughts have worked hard in the kitchen and are now richly rewar­ded. Thus, at last, the mys­tical mar­riage of spirit and soul is cel­eb­rated, the goal of bliss is attained, and as long as this unity is alive, there can be no death. In this way is also over­come the disease of the mind men­tioned at the begin­ning, which is so harmful to Mother Nature and causes her death. This means that the morbid egoism, which was nour­ished by the intel­lec­tu­ally dis­cern­ing mind and raised to the rank of king, is healed and defeated by hol­istic reason, so that pure reason now rules again as a spir­itual king united with nature and soul.
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From a soulish and psychological point of view

We have tried to shed some light on this very won­der­ful and demand­ing fairy tale from a spir­itual per­spect­ive. One could now try the same thing from the point of view of the soul on a psy­cho­lo­gical level. This is about a soul that with­draws from the spirit because he is no longer pure but is ruled by illu­sion and desire. This is neither a true king nor a true father to wish to follow. Just as this problem is solved spir­itu­ally through true know­ledge, so it is solved psy­cho­lo­gic­ally through true humil­ity. Know­ledge and humil­ity should always be developed together on the way to the mys­tical mar­riage in order to over­come the inner sep­ar­a­tion. Why didn’t Aller­leirauh hate the king when he threw his boots at her head? There is an instruct­ive story about this that Goethe told in his “Tour of Italy”:

Phil­ip­pus Neri (1515-1595) was near the Pope when he was told that a nun with all sorts of strange spir­itual gifts was making a name for herself near Rome. Neri is given the task of invest­ig­at­ing the truth­ful­ness of these stories. He imme­di­ately gets on his mule and, in spite of bad weather and bad road, he soon reaches the mon­as­tery. Intro­duced, he con­verses with the abbess, who gives him the most precise inform­a­tion about all these signs of grace with com­plete approval. The reques­ted nun enters, and without greet­ing her further, he hands her his muddy boot, with the sug­ges­tion that she should take it off. The holy, clean Virgin steps back, frightened, and expresses her indig­na­tion at this imper­tin­ence in violent words. Calmly, Neri rises, mounts his mule, and finds himself in front of the Pope before he could even suspect it; for, in examin­ing such gifts of the Spirit, great pre­cau­tions are most strictly pre­scribed to Cath­olic con­fess­ors, for the Church, while acknow­ledging the pos­sib­il­ity of such heav­enly favours, does not concede their actu­al­ity without the most careful exam­in­a­tion. Neri recently revealed the result to the aston­ished pope: “She is not a saint,” he exclaims, “she does no mir­acles! Because she lacks the main quality, humil­ity.”

Yes, without true humil­ity one cannot over­come egoism to walk the path to spir­itual truth. That is why the fol­low­ing is often recom­men­ded here: “Live low and think high.” The fairy tale also shows that this path of humil­ity is not easy, but full of suf­fer­ing, which of course brings about a process of mental and spir­itual puri­fic­a­tion.


From a physical and social point of view

Finally, we would like to look briefly at the social level. As long as you depict the plot of the fairy tale in the interior of a person, you can still under­stand the message rel­at­ively well. It becomes much more dif­fi­cult when you look at the external, human or phys­ical rela­tion­ship, because the mar­riage of father and daugh­ter is of course a very sens­it­ive topic, prac­tic­ally a social taboo. Young chil­dren don’t have a problem with the thought of mar­ry­ing their parents, but as soon as the sexual rela­tion­ship is involved, the worst kind of thoughts about incest come up imme­di­ately. That was prob­ably the reason why this fairy tale was revised so extremely by the Broth­ers Grimm. The one king became two dif­fer­ent kings, which meant that the context of the plot and the deeper message had to suffer greatly.

In view of the sens­it­ive topic and the fact that the father ends up mar­ry­ing his own daugh­ter, one could argue about whether the fairy tale in its ori­ginal form is still suit­able for our chil­dren today. We like to try to protect our chil­dren from facing such prob­lems, espe­cially if we haven’t solved them by ourselves. In this regard, it may be primar­ily a story for adults, who can learn more about the problem of lust and inner divi­sion by reading or telling it. Perhaps it can also help to prevent or even heal such prob­lems in a family through the por­trayed path of suf­fer­ing and the for­giv­ing end, if one is men­tally burdened with it.

From a family per­spect­ive, here we can see a man whose wife had died. There­fore, he lived with his daugh­ter and, despite his best efforts, could not find a new wife. This fun­da­ment­ally dis­rup­ted the natural func­tion of a healthy family. There was no longer a mother to protect the daugh­ter, and the man had no wife to direct his natural love to. So “he looked on her one day.” Since it is very unlikely that he has never looked at his daugh­ter before, this expres­sion could be ambigu­ous and already speak of sexual passion. Now the big ques­tion about the dif­fer­ence between true love, unbridled desire and sexual passion arises. And that is really a very dif­fi­cult ques­tion, one that we are hardly aware of today in a society whose found­a­tion is insa­ti­able desire. Usually we try to protect ourselves from such “for­bid­den” feel­ings with rational taboo bound­ar­ies and rely on incest laws with harsh pen­al­ties and hateful social rejec­tion. In many cases, this may help as a deterrent, and outward pun­ish­ment for the per­pet­rat­ors is truly appro­pri­ate, but is it suf­fi­cient? Prob­ably not, because the cases of abuse of chil­dren, whether they are of a purely mental or also phys­ical nature, have been increas­ing stead­ily for years, espe­cially in the family envir­on­ment. The fairy tale also says; “The coun­cil­lors wanted to talk him out of it, but it was in vain.”

The daugh­ter, of course, was shocked by this decision and reques­ted four extraordin­ary dresses. Here one might ini­tially think of an impossible demand for wealth, but maybe, the fairy tale means the natural demand for diversity. Because a lack of diversity is the root cause of the incest prob­lems in nature. Mankind has known this problem for a very long time and knows that there is a great danger to future gen­er­a­tions. Nature has developed various strategies for this not only in humans but also in animals. Sigmund Freud’s thesis that inbreed­ing is wide­spread in the animal kingdom has now been refuted by science. The anthro­po­lo­gist Edward West­er­marck recog­nized 100 years ago: “People who have lived close together from an early age develop a sexual aver­sion towards one another.” Today we know that smell, for example, plays an import­ant role here. The big problem of our modern society is that we like to dis­reg­ard all natural limits and hardly develop a feeling for the com­mand­ments of nature. The sex drive is also com­mer­cial­ized, mer­ci­lessly exploited and, in order to achieve maximum pleas­ure, all bar­ri­ers should be over­come, which is what chil­dren and fam­il­ies in par­tic­u­lar have to suffer from. Many people today believe that unbridled or per­verse sex is an expres­sion of per­sonal freedom. Oh well...

But our fairy tale says that the demand for natural diversity alone is not the solu­tion to the basic problem, because the father ful­fills the daugh­ter’s wish. The much deeper problem here seems to be a mental or emo­tional dis­turb­ance of the natural order in society. And nature reacts accord­ingly: the daugh­ter flees and hides deep in the forest, which could suggest a deep psy­cho­lo­gical crisis with severe depres­sion. Such an escape may perhaps elim­in­ate the phys­ical prob­lems, but the psy­cho­lo­gical ones always catch up with the girl, just as the hunting dogs find their victims here. It is not uncom­mon for such people to drop out of society com­pletely, because our society can hardly deal with these prob­lems in a healing way. The per­pet­rator meets with abysmal hatred and the victim with help­less pity.

The girl in our fairy tale feels the same way. How can you help here? This inner turmoil and severe dis­ap­point­ment from the father has to be healed somehow. In the long run, neither hatred nor repres­sion will help. People used to know that such unre­solved prob­lems haunt us even after death. Even if we believe today that our accu­mu­lated prob­lems dis­ap­pear with death, in any case the envir­on­ment and the fol­low­ing gen­er­a­tions are burdened with it. It has been known in psy­cho­logy for years that chil­dren, who have been abused and have not been able to truly resolve the trauma men­tally, inflict similar abuse on their own chil­dren as adults far too often. That is why the Bible also says that one should not carry such prob­lems around with oneself, but should solve them as quickly as pos­sible: “Be not angry and sin not! Don’t let the sun go down on your anger. [Bible, Eph. 4.26]”

The virtue of for­give­ness was seen as a great help here, because for­give­ness can heal all wounds. However, for true and healing for­give­ness, one must first conquer one’s pride. The girl in our fairy tale prac­tices humil­ity for this. Of course, this struggle takes place primar­ily within us, even if external means are used. In the past, for example, a pen­it­en­tial robe made of rough fabrics or animal skins, such as the “Aller­leirauh” fur mantle (“rauh” = rough), were worn with it. The robes of the monks and nuns served a similar purpose, cov­er­ing their bodies, humi­li­at­ing worldly pride and express­ing their sexual abstin­ence. In this way, one can pen­et­rate to the spir­itual level of this fairy tale, see through the nature of selfish desire, find true love again and over­come the sep­ar­a­tion of spirit and soul. Then this con­flict between father and daugh­ter could be resolved on a much higher level of love than is phys­ic­ally pos­sible. And truly, only on this level can such con­flicts be diges­ted and resolved in the long term. This is the ancient way of sal­va­tion, big and small. And in this light one should prob­ably also see the happy ending of this fairy tale.


The Origin of Stories

✻ [Told to Curtin (1835-1906) by Henry Jacob, story of Seneca-Indians]

“This happened long ago, in the time of our fore­fath­ers.”

In a Seneca village lived a boy whose father and mother died when he was only a few weeks old. The little boy was cared for by a woman, who had known his parents. She gave him the name of Poye­shaon (Orphan).

The boy grew to be a healthy, active little fellow. When he was old enough, his foster mother gave him a bow and arrows, and said, “It is time for you to learn to hunt. Tomor­row morning go to the woods and kill all the birds you can find.”

Taking cobs of dry corn the woman shelled off the kernels and parched them in hot ashes; and the next morning she gave the boy some of the corn for his break­fast and rolled up some in a piece of buck­skin and told him to take it with him, for he would be gone all day and would get hungry.

Poye­shaon started off and was very suc­cess­ful. At noon he sat down, rested, and ate some of the parched corn, then he hunted till the middle of the after­noon. When he began to work toward home he had a good string of birds.

The next morning Poye­shaon’s foster mother gave him parched corn for break­fast and while he was eating, she told him that he must do his best when hunting, for if he became a good hunter he would always be pros­per­ous.

The boy took his bow and arrows and little bundle parched corn and went to the woods; again he found plenty of birds. At midday, he ate his corn and thought over what his foster mother had told him. In his mind he said, “I’ll do just as my mother tells me, then some time I’ll be able to hunt big game.”

Poye­shaon hunted till toward evening, then went home with a larger string of birds than he had the pre­vi­ous day. His foster mother thanked him, and said, “Now you have begun to help me get food.”

Early the next morning the boy’s break­fast was ready and as soon as he had eaten it he took his little bundle of parched corn and started off. He went farther into the woods and at night came home with a larger string of birds than he had the second day. His foster mother praised and thanked him.

Each day the boy brought home more birds than the pre­vi­ous day. On the ninth day, he killed so many, that he brought them home on his back. His foster mother tied the birds in little bundles of three or four and dis­trib­uted them among her neigh­bours.

The tenth day the boy started off, as usual, and, as each day, he had gone farther for game than on the pre­ced­ing day, so now he went deeper into the woods than ever.

About midday, the sinew that held the feath­ers to his arrow loosened. Looking around for a place where he could sit down while he took the sinew off and wound it on again, he saw a small opening and near the centre of the opening a high, smooth, flat-topped, round stone. He went to the stone, sprang up on to it and sat down. He unwound the sinew and put it in his mouth to soften, then he arranged the arrow feath­ers and was about to fasten them to the arrow when a voice, right there near him, asked, “Shall I tell you stories?”

Poye­shaon looked up expect­ing to see a man, not seeing any one he looked behind the stone and around it, then he again began to tie the feath­ers to his arrow.

“Shall I tell you stories?” asked a voice right there by him.

The boy looked in every dir­ec­tion, but saw no one. Then he made up his mind to watch and find out who was trying to fool him. He stopped work and listened and when the voice again asked, “Shall I tell you stories?” he found that it came from the stone, then he asked, “What is that? What does it mean to tell stories?”

“It is telling what happened a long time ago. If you will give me your birds, I’ll tell you stories.”
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“You may have the birds.” As soon as the boy prom­ised to give the birds, the stone began telling what happened long ago. When one story was told, another was begun. The boy sat, with his head down, and listened. Toward night the stone said, “We will rest now. Come again tomor­row. If anyone asks about your birds, say that you have killed so many that they are getting scarce and you have to go a long way to find one.”

While going home the boy killed five or six birds. When his foster mother asked why he had so few birds, he said that they were scarce; that he had to go far for them.

The next morning Poye­shaon started off with his bow and arrows and little bundle of parched corn, but he forgot to hunt for birds, he was think­ing of the stories the stone had told him. When a bird lighted near him he shot it, but he kept straight on toward the opening in the woods. When he got there he put his birds on the stone, and called out, “I’ve come! Here are birds. Now tell me stories.”

The stone told story after story. Toward night it said, “Now we must rest till tomor­row.”

On the way home, the boy looked for birds, but it was late and he found only a few.

That night the foster mother told her neigh­bours that when Poye­shaon first began to hunt he had brought home a great many birds, but now he brought only four or five after being in the woods from morning till night. She said there was some­thing strange about it, either he threw the birds away or gave them to some animal, or maybe he idled time away, and didn’t hunt. She hired a boy to follow Poye­shaon and find out what he was doing.

The next morning the boy took his bow and arrows and fol­lowed Poye­shaon, keeping out of his sight and some­times shoot­ing a bird. Poye­shaon killed a good many birds; then, about the middle of the forenoon, he sud­denly started off toward the East, running as fast as he could. The boy fol­lowed till he came to an opening in the woods and saw Poye­shaon climb up and sit down on a large round stone; he crept nearer and heard talking. When he couldn’t see the person to whom Poye­shaon was talking he went up to the boy, and asked, “What are you doing here?”

“Hearing stories.”

“What are stories?”

“Telling about things that happened long ago. Put your birds on this stone, and say, ‘I’ve come to hear stories.’”

The boy did as told and straight­way the stone began. The boys listened till the sun went down, then the stone said, “We will rest now. Come again tomor­row.”

On the way home Poye­shaon killed three or four birds.

When the woman asked the boy she had sent why Poye­shaon killed so few birds, he said, “I fol­lowed him for a while, then I spoke to him, and after that we hunted together till it was time to come home. We couldn’t find many birds.”

The next morning the elder boy said, “I’m going with Poye­shaon to hunt, it’s sport.” The two started off together. By the middle of the forenoon each boy had a long string of birds. They hurried to the opening, put the birds on the stone, and said, “We have come, here are the birds! Tell us stories.”

They sat on the stone and listened to stories till late in the after­noon, then the stone said, “We’ll rest now till tomor­row.”

On the way home the boys shot every bird they could find, but it was late and they didn’t find many.

Several days went by in this way, then the foster mother said, “Those boys kill more birds than they bring home,” and she hired two men to follow them.

The next morning, when Poye­shaon and his friend started for the woods the two men fol­lowed. When the boys had a large number of birds, they stopped hunting and hurried to the opening. The men fol­lowed and, hiding behind trees, saw them put the birds on a large round stone, then jump up and sit there, with their heads down, listen­ing to a man’s voice; every little while they said, “On!”

“Let’s go there and find out who is talking to those boys,” said one man to the other. They walked quickly to the stone, and asked, “What are you doing, boys?”

The boys were startled, but Poye­shaon said, “You must promise not to tell anyone.”

They prom­ised, then Poye­shaon said, “Jump up and sit on the stone.”

The men seated them­selves on the stone, then the boy said, “Go on with the story, we are listen­ing.”

The four sat with their heads down and the stone began to tell stories. When it was almost night the stone said, “Tomor­row all the people in your village must come and listen to my stories. Tell the chief to send every man, and have each man bring some­thing to eat. You must clean the brush away so the people can sit on the ground near me.”

That night Poye­shaon told the chief about the story telling stone, and gave him the stone’s message. The chief sent a runner to give the message to each family in the village.

Early the next morning every­one in the village was ready to start. Poye­shaon went ahead and the crowd fol­lowed. When they came to the opening, each man put what he had brought, meat, or bread on the stone; the brush was cleared away, and every­one sat down.

When all was quiet the stone said, “Now I will tell you stories of what happened long ago. There was a world before this. The things that I am going to tell about happened in that world. Some of you will remem­ber every word that I say, some will remem­ber a part of the words, and some will forget them all—I think this will be the way, but each man must do the best he can. Here­after you must tell these stories to one another—now listen.”

Each man bent his head and listened to every word the stone said. Once in a while, the boys said “On!” When the sun was almost down the stone said, “We’ll rest now. Come tomor­row and bring meat and bread.”

The next morning when the people gathered around the stone they found, that the meat and bread they had left there the day before was gone. They put the food they had brought on the stone, then sat in a circle and waited.

When all was quiet, the stone began. Again it told stories till the sun was almost down, then it said, “Come tomor­row. Tomor­row I will finish the stories of what happened long ago.”

Early in the morning, the people of the village gathered around the stone and, when all was quiet, the stone began to tell stories, and it told till late in the after­noon, then it said, “I have fin­ished! You must keep these stories as long as the world lasts; tell them to your chil­dren and grand­chil­dren gen­er­a­tion after gen­er­a­tion. One person will remem­ber them better than another. When you go to a man or a woman to ask for one of these stories carry some­thing to pay for it bread, or meat, or whatever you have. I know all that happened in the world before this; I have told it to you. When you visit one another, you must tell these things, and keep them up always. I have fin­ished.”

And so it has been. From the Stone came all the know­ledge the Senecas have of the world before this.

✎ With this fairy tale, we would like to leave Europe and look across the great ocean to America to the stories of the Indians. Amaz­ingly, right from the start we find great sim­il­ar­it­ies with our European fairy tale sym­bol­ism. Because here, too, there is a child who has lost his true parents and is now being raised by a foster mother. This reminds us again of the true nature that we have lost so that we now have to live in a mater­ial nature that is not actu­ally our true mother. This mater­ial nature compels us to hunt and even kill external beings to feed our bodies. In the same way, the child is sent into the forest by his foster mother to shoot birds, pre­cisely those creatures that can soar from the earth into the air and are often used as a symbol for the living soul, which can even reach heaven.

The child grows up in this earthly world without knowing his true father and mother. However, the story means that the foster mother, that is, mater­ial nature, knows both of them. Well, what is this nature or world that we no longer know, but is actu­ally our true origin? The Indians spoke of the happy or eternal hunting grounds of the ancest­ors (in German: Ahnen), of which we can only have an idea (in German: Ahnung) because we hunt with our ordin­ary senses and thoughts only in this mater­ial world, as does the orphan in this story. In this regard, perhaps our world could be called the “per­ish­able hunting grounds.” There­fore, there would be an eternal world with eternal life, and a per­ish­able world with per­ish­able life. The eternal world would be a spir­itual world and the per­ish­able world would be mater­ial. The spir­itual world would then be our true origin, where our true parents live, so to speak, the ancest­ors, and the mater­ial world is like a foster mother as described in the story.

But how are these two worlds con­nec­ted? Herein lies the won­der­ful message of this fairy tale. The mater­ial things of this world tell us the stories of their past. Moreover, we ourselves embody these stories and live these stories in order to learn from them and form the future accord­ingly. Those who can listen can even hear these stories from stones. That would mean that there must be a spir­itual world in or behind our mater­ial world where these stories are kept, like a great memory of inform­a­tion. There­fore, our outer mater­ial world arises from this memory. In addi­tion, everything that happens in this world is also stored there and not lost. This reminds us of the ancient per­cep­tion of God, who is omni­scient, because he stores all inform­a­tion, and omni­po­tent, because everything is created from this inform­a­tion.

Dis­ciple: Who preaches the wisdom of the Buddha?
Nanyang: Walls and stones.
Student: How can they teach us any­thing? They live and yet do not feel.
Nanyang: That doesn’t mean nobody hears them.
Dis­ciple: Who is listen­ing?
Nanyang: All sages hear them.
(Zen Buddhism)

Why do we live in this mater­ial world with our “foster mother” of mater­ial nature? Where is this mother guiding us? How are we devel­op­ing? Well, for the Indians it seemed to have been self-evident that the mater­ial world can be a gateway to the spir­itual world. For this, the ancest­ors were hon­oured in a spir­itual world, and people knew where to go after death. And they knew that their actions had an impact in this world on a much larger scale than we think today. With that they cer­tainly also had a reason to act sin­cerely and hon­estly, and the goal of life was not only aimed at this limited and per­ish­able mater­ial world, but above all at a spir­itual world for eternal life.

In addi­tion, another major topic is addressed, the ques­tion of the sac­ri­fice of animals and plants. Many people today don’t mind if mil­lions of pigs and chick­ens die because we love to have bar­be­cues and eat lav­ishly. Yet when animals are sac­ri­ficed to a god in a temple, they are out­raged, let alone sac­ri­fices to an invis­ible nature spirit dwell­ing in a stone, as described in this story. Well, that’s under­stand­able, because we are closely con­nec­ted to the desires of our bodies, but we have lost the con­nec­tion to the spir­itual world. Many old rituals have lost their meaning and have been only carried out extern­ally and bereft of content for a long time. Without this con­nec­tion to the spir­itual world, one should really not sac­ri­fice any animals, but also no plants and cer­tainly no seeds and fruits, not even a piece of bread. Because when we eat in this way of think­ing, we only eat for selfish reasons - I kill other beings because I want to live! This is the result of our modern world­view, in which we live in a mater­ial world of death and can only survive by killing other beings.

And what does this story tell us? We should ensure that the stories remain alive and are lived. Then our whole world will come alive and live. This used to be done through com­munity storytelling, so the stories could be passed from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion. With this, people were able to learn from the past and develop accord­ingly because the stories were alive in them. This learn­ing was con­sidered the meaning of life in this world. Inter­est­ingly, it is not spoken of the writing of the stories, although our modern science main­tains that the inven­tion and use of writing was a stage of human advance­ment. Or, was it a step of degen­er­a­tion, as the human capa­city for memory faded and dead letters seemed more reli­able than living memory? Perhaps writing had to be inven­ted because people lost contact with the living spir­itual world and increas­ingly lived in a dead mater­ial world. For since then we have been feeding on dead know­ledge from dead books. Yes, even the Bible is for many just a history book about his­toric events, dead know­ledge that you can believe or not.

And what are we doing here? Don’t we also write a lot of dead letters about the meaning of fairy tales? Well, that’s how it is. When fairy tales were dying in Europe, there were hard-working people like the Broth­ers Grimm who wrote down what was left of what people could remem­ber. And when, a few years ago, we were shocked to dis­cover how worldly and profane fairy tales were now being filmed and inter­preted by science and media, we felt chal­lenged to examine the for­got­ten spir­itual back­ground and to write down a few thoughts. Yes, we are aware that this does not bring the old fairy tales back to life, at least not in the way they once lived by them­selves. That’s sad, but maybe we can at least put up a fairly dig­ni­fied tomb­stone, so to speak, as a reminder of a won­der­ful world that we have lost through our way of life.

At some point a young person could sit on such a stone in nature and listen to the story of modern people, how they had lost their spir­itual world long ago, no longer knew their real parents and were looking for their origin in dead matter. They dug up the earth, examin­ing every speck of dust with brushes, tweez­ers and micro­scopes to find their history some­where in old pottery sherds and bones. Yes, they even dug for the ship of the bib­lical Noah, searched for the stone tablets of the Ark of the Cov­en­ant or rum­maged in the forest ground for the remains of the old witch’s ginger­bread house. They looked for dead things and they found dead things because they no longer knew any­thing about the spir­itual world. Any spir­itual hunch was con­sidered fool­ish­ness, and narrow-minded science ruled their thoughts. Accord­ingly, they lived in a dead world with ever-increas­ing fear for their per­ish­able lives and pos­ses­sions. Although they wondered why the more they put their trust in imper­man­ent things, they became more and more anxious, but felt that all they had to do was trust in them even more. They became ever richer mater­i­ally and poorer spir­itu­ally. Selfish­ness and with it the greed for money and power grew at all levels of society. They robbed each other of life, des­troyed their envir­on­ment and isol­ated them­selves with growing fear of each other because they saw only deadly enemies every­where. They lost all faith in the living power of spirit and nature, and relied instead on dead chem­ic­als and machines. They made living nature their mortal enemy and, in their ignor­ance, waged a global world war against Mother Nature because they no longer knew the true origin of their history and them­selves. And the young person also heard from the stone that they could not win this war and, like all over­power­ing and arrog­ant cul­tures, ulti­mately des­troyed them­selves in a great cata­strophe. That was a dark age...

After that, untruth­ful and unjust kings with much viol­ence and little kind­ness will take over and spread their spirit, squan­der­ing vast for­tunes and indul­ging in lust. These kings will not be prop­erly crowned, will have all the faults of the dark Kali age and will commit evil deeds. During this final period of the Kali age, these kings will seek the enjoy­ment of earthly rule and will not shrink from killing women and chil­dren and des­troy­ing one another. The tribes and king­doms of these kings will grow quickly and perish just as quickly. They will be devoid of true virtue, true love, and true wealth. Any common person who meets them will soon follow the habits of the ungodly bar­bar­i­ans and dis­reg­ard all sacred tra­di­tions. The kings will be proud and deceit­ful and ruin their sub­jects. Under their rule, women will dom­in­ate, and all men will grow weaker and weaker in strength and wisdom. Their life­time is ebbing, and when rock bottom is reached, the ruling kings too will be over­whelmed by the almighty time and perish. Then Kalki will appear and destroy all bar­bar­i­ans, ungodly and unjust people. Even the term “king” will then dis­ap­pear at the end of the Kali age. Few people will survive help­less and power­less, for the dharma of virtue and justice has been des­troyed by time. Nobody will be able to protect and calm them anymore. The neces­sit­ies of life will be lacking, and they will be tor­men­ted by disease and sorrow, and over­whelmed by drought and war. Their life will be utterly des­ol­ate. They will give up their skills and jobs, leave their vil­lages and towns and take refuge in the forests... [Vayu-Purana 2.37]

Few humans survive this time, scattered here and there on earth. When they come together in groups, their nature comes out and they hate and hurt each other. Anarchy reigns as a result of the dark age of Kali, and filled with doubt and inner tension, fear reigns among people every­where. Extremely tor­men­ted and exhausted, they try to save their selfish lives, leave their wives, chil­dren and home, become increas­ingly unhappy and die. Because the Dharma is extin­guished in them accord­ing to the holy com­mand­ments, people kill each other without any regard for virtue, affec­tion, friend­ship or shame. Their life­time dwindles to 25 years with dwarfish bodies. Their senses are con­fused and their minds dis­cour­aged. Under the pres­sure of pro­longed drought, they give up all agri­cul­ture, sink into misery, leave their fam­il­ies, vil­lages and lands and live at the borders. They seek refuge at rivers, seas, springs and moun­tains. They keep them­selves miser­able with roots, fruits, water and flesh and live in great misery. They wear bast clothes and deer skins, have neither wife nor family and fall out of every caste and way of life. They disobey all order and fall into bound­less suf­fer­ing. Very few survive, and these are plagued by old age, disease, and star­va­tion. And in their unbear­able suf­fer­ing, they soon become com­pletely indif­fer­ent to their worldly exist­ence.

Yet in their greatest despair and indif­fer­ence to the outside world, they begin to look inwardly. And as they look inside, they attain a state of equan­im­ity. They are enlightened by equan­im­ity, and by enlight­en­ment they recog­nize the divine and become pious. And once those who sur­vived the end of the dark age of Kali attain this enlight­en­ment, the age is trans­formed in a single day. Once her spirit is dis­en­chanted, the golden age of Krita begins again by the power of inev­it­able fate... [Vayu-Purana 1.58]

Indian yogis heard these stories from the Vayu Purana about the dark age of Kali thou­sands of years ago as they sat on the stone and listened to the voice of nature. They have been handed down to us, and now it is up to us to shape our future. Because we not only live the history of our past, but also act­ively form the story of the future through our thoughts and actions. We should be aware of this respons­ib­il­ity. May we live peace­fully in and with nature again and dis­cover the spir­itual world! May we promote the diversity of nature and develop a hol­istic, whole­some reason! May we exer­cise mod­er­a­tion and avoid any exag­ger­a­tion! May the ego­istic delu­sion pass away, and may wisdom and com­pas­sion reign again! OM


The Okerlo (I-Man)

✻ A queen placed her child in a golden cradle on the sea and let it swim away. It didn’t sink, but swam to an island where a lot of man-eaters lived. As the cradle came swim­ming, the man-eater’s wife was stand­ing on the sea­shore, and when she saw the child, which was a beau­ti­ful girl, she decided to raise her for her son, who would one day have her as his wife. But she had great dif­fi­culty in care­fully hiding the child from her husband, old Okerlo, because if he had seen her, he would have eaten her bones and all.

✎ Here we have another fairy tale that is overall short and sweet and yet full of the deepest sym­bol­ism. So, let’s try to think about a pos­sible inter­pret­a­tion, perhaps to encour­age further med­it­a­tion: The Queen reminds us of the highest soul or of pure nature and eternal mother, who gives birth to everything. And her child would then be the human soul, born as a surging wave of con­scious­ness on the sea of life and released in a golden cradle or wave, that is, carried and moved by the gold of truth, by pure con­scious­ness. As an eternal con­scious­ness, the soul can of course never “sink” on this sea, oth­er­wise it would not be truth, but it comes from etern­ity to an island of tran­si­ence, to a sep­ar­ate and nar­rowly limited con­scious­ness, which embod­ies itself as a human ego or “I-man”. Through the sep­ar­a­tion of “I” and “others” this small island is created, and with it the ego-man also becomes a “man-eater” as an Okerlo or ogre or fiend, because he prac­tic­ally feeds on the “others” in the game of oppos­ites and couldn’t exist without them. The woman or soul of Okerlo now finds within herself on the shore of the sea of life or causes a much more beau­ti­ful soul than the greedy and insa­ti­able ego con­scious­ness, namely a purer con­scious­ness, but must hide it from the ego-man. Because on this spir­itual level of greedy self-con­scious­ness there is only the con­cep­tual mind, which wants to eat up or “incor­por­ate” everything spir­itual “with bones and all” into phys­ic­al­ity, just as our modern natural science eats up everything mental or spir­itual with the con­cep­tual mind and merges it into mater­ial cor­por­eal­ity. And how the pure soul hides herself from this greedy ego-man and ulti­mately saves herself is what this fairy tale tells us.

✻ When the girl grew up, she was to be married to the young Okerlo. But she didn’t like him at all and cried all day. Once as she was sitting on the shore, a young, hand­some prince came swim­ming, she liked him, and he liked her too, and they made prom­ises to each other. But the old ogress came and became very angry when she found the prince with her son’s bride and imme­di­ately grabbed him: “Wait now, you are to be roasted at my son’s wedding!”

✎ This pure soul, which had now “grown up” and had obvi­ously grown to a greater con­scious­ness than the limited self-con­scious­ness, nat­ur­ally did not want to and could not marry herself to the ego­istic phys­ic­al­ity of a growing Okerlo or ego-man as a can­ni­bal. To do this, she found a dif­fer­ent phys­ic­al­ity on the shore of the sea of life or causes or pos­sib­il­it­ies, that was more com­pat­ible with the wisdom of a higher reason than with that egoism of the con­cep­tual under­stand­ing. Of course, this does not please the greedy self-con­scious­ness, which wants to marry the beau­ti­ful human soul with the ego-man, and with this mar­riage the embod­i­ment of higher reason is to be killed and eaten up. Well, we also know this from our modern worldly ego-men in which reason has such a hard time that hardly anyone knows what “reason” actu­ally means. Or as Goethe already put it in [Faust I]:

Life some­what better might content him,
But for the gleam of heav­enly light which Thou has lent him:
He calls it Reason thence his power’s increased,
To be far beast­lier than any beast.
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✻ The young prince, the girl and Okerlo’s three chil­dren all slept together in one room. As night fell, old Okerlo got a craving for human flesh and said: “Woman, I don’t want to wait until the wedding, just give me the prince right away!” But the girl heard everything through the wall and quickly got up, took from one of Okerlo’s chil­dren the golden crown that he wore on his head and placed it on the prince’s head. The old ogress came, and because it was dark, she felt the heads, and brought the one that was not wearing a crown to the man, who imme­di­ately ate it.

✎ So now the human soul sleeps with various spir­itual powers for embod­i­ment in a space of con­scious­ness in the dream of the world and has two ways to embody herself. Either she marries with pure love the hol­istic reason of wisdom on the path to etern­ity or with selfish love the Prince of Okerlo, the narrow con­cep­tual mind of ignor­ance with his two sib­lings on the path of tran­si­ence. The two Okerlo sib­lings remind us here of desire and hatred, because the three spir­itual forces of desire, hate and ignor­ance are gen­er­ally the driving forces for the embod­i­ment of self-con­scious­ness in this tran­si­ent world, as can also be found at the centre of the Buddhist wheel of life. And it is pre­cisely this desire of the old ego-man that now pushes him to make a decision in this “night” of ignor­ance, so that the reas­on­able soul acts and puts the golden crown on the head of reason. Accord­ingly, the old self-con­scious­ness reaches again for the con­cep­tual mind of ignor­ance, because that is the food for the embod­i­ment of her “man”, the Okerlo or ego-man.

✻ Mean­while the girl was scared to death and thought: “When the day comes, everything will come out and things will go badly for us.” Then she secretly got up and fetched a mile boot, a dowsing rod and a cake with a bean, which could answer everything.

✎ The “fear for heaven” is cer­tainly appro­pri­ate and reas­on­able here, because it can now be expec­ted that the ego con­scious­ness will recog­nize its decep­tion or ignor­ance and want to reach for reason. But not in order to become reas­on­able, but in order to eat up reason and “incor­por­ate” it into the con­cep­tual under­stand­ing, because ego con­scious­ness neither can nor wants to rise to reason. For ego con­scious­ness is a sep­ar­at­ing con­scious­ness as a con­cep­tual mind, while reason is a hol­istic con­scious­ness or an aware­ness of the truth. This is how the mind can “eat up” reason, and that is why nowadays hardly anyone on the island of ego-people knows the essen­tial dif­fer­ence between mind and reason and cer­tainly not between ego and self. So now the pure soul, as a wave of con­scious­ness on the sea of pos­sib­il­it­ies with reason as its force for embod­i­ment, must flee from the limited and vora­cious ego-con­scious­ness that lives on its per­son­ally embod­ied island. To do this, the con­scious­ness becomes aware of its natural abil­it­ies and greatest powers: the mile boots as the power of mobil­ity, the dowsing rod as the power of trans­form­a­tion and the bean in the cake as the power of omni­science, which serves as food for the con­scious­ness.

✻ Now she went away with the prince. They had the mile boot on, and with every step they made a mile. Some­times they asked the bean: “Bean, are you there?” “Yes,” said the bean, “I am here, but hurry up, because the old ogress is coming in the other mile-boot that stayed there!”

✎ That is, the ego con­scious­ness has essen­tially the same power of mobil­ity as the hol­istic con­scious­ness of the soul, but it is very limited in the power of trans­form­a­tion and omni­science, namely through attach­ment to wilful forms due to its ignor­ance. The saying “Bean, are you there?”, which is repeated like a mantra through­out the fairy tale with the answer “Yes, I am here!”, is a won­der­ful access to the pure “exist­ence” of a deep con­scious­ness as an intu­it­ive source of life, just as the bean as a seed is a source of life. Remem­ber­ing this pure con­scious­ness or aware­ness at the root breaks through the lim­it­a­tions of self-con­scious­ness and con­cep­tual mind to a hol­istic con­scious­ness of a higher reason. Then the “I am” leaves the narrow person in time and space and reminds us of what Christ means in the Bible when he says: “Truly, truly, I say to you, before Abraham was, I am. (John 8.58)” Or: “You are from below, I am from above. You are of this world; I am not of this world. (John 8.23)” Or: “I am the way and the truth and the life. (John 14.6)” And we can now also find this mys­tical path of Christ con­scious­ness or hol­istic reason in the fairy tale.

✻ Then the girl took the dowsing rod and turned herself into a swan and the prince into a pond, where the swan swam. The ogress came and lured the swan to the shore, but she didn’t succeed and went home annoyed.

✎ Does con­scious­ness, as an active spirit, have the power to trans­form itself into external things at will? Opin­ions and espe­cially sci­ent­ists are divided on this ques­tion today, because this idea ser­i­ously shakes the found­a­tions of modern mater­i­al­ism. But people used to know that it is the power of con­scious­ness to, so to speak, mirror itself and thereby embody itself, so that subject and object arise, namely on the one hand a spir­itual swan being and on the other hand a mater­ial swan body with its natural envir­on­ment of a pond that face each other as if in a mirror. And thus, the spir­itual soul hides herself in the external forms, so that the ego con­scious­ness with the con­cep­tual under­stand­ing can no longer recog­nize the soul as a pure wave of con­scious­ness in embod­i­ment. For now, an external object appears that the greedy, ego-like mind wants to grasp and becomes annoyed if it cannot do so because it can no longer recog­nize itself in it. And with this annoy­ance of ignor­ance, the ego-mind retreats back to its narrow island of self-con­scious­ness.

✻ The girl and the prince con­tin­ued on their way: “Bean, are you there?” “Yes,” said the bean, “here I am, but the old woman is coming back, the ogre told her how she was misled.” Then the girl took the rod and turned herself and the prince into a cloud of dust, which Mrs Okerlo could not pen­et­rate, so she turned back without having achieved any­thing, and the others con­tin­ued on their way.

✎ But ego con­scious­ness cannot give up so easily, because the search for its origin lies in the nature of con­scious­ness itself, and it is pre­cisely embod­i­ment that con­stantly pushes us to search, as if in a mirror world. Now con­scious­ness trans­forms into the essence of the wind and the dust of the earth. And the con­cep­tual mind cannot see through this dark cloud either; it only recog­nizes the external and not the essen­tial, the phys­ical and not the spir­itual. Accord­ingly, the wind used to serve as a symbol of the active spirit, as we also find in the Bible: “The wind blows where it wants, and you can hear its sound; but you don’t know where it comes from or where it’s going. So is every­one who is born of the Spirit. (John 3.8)” Well, the Okerlos were prob­ably not yet born of the spirit, but of the flesh, because: “Whatever is born of the flesh is flesh; and that which is born of the Spirit is Spirit. (John 3.6)”

✻ “Bean, are you there?” “Yes, I am here, but I see Mrs Okerlo coming again and she is taking giant steps.” The girl took the dowsing rod for the third time and turned into a rose bush and the prince into a bee, then the old ogress came, didn’t recog­nize them in this trans­form­a­tion and went home again.

✎ So now Mrs I-man has to stay on her ego island with her own husband or body as a can­ni­bal who feeds on “others”, because she cannot recog­nize and find the pure soul for the third time. This now raises the big ques­tion: Why does the pure soul flee from self-con­scious­ness and hide behind the external forms of embod­i­ment? This is obvi­ously a fun­da­mental prin­ciple of nature and also its greatest bless­ing: truth is hidden in illu­sion, light in shadow, spirit in matter, unity in diversity and etern­ity in the per­ish­able. So, the ego con­scious­ness becomes the cause of embod­i­ment, but also the search for truth, because everything hidden stim­u­lates the con­scious­ness to search. As the Bible also says: “Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and it will be opened to you. (Matt. 7.7)” This is prob­ably the great way of human reason to find our true “self” again after we have lost ourselves in the illu­sion­ary “I” in the world of forms on our ego islands in the sea of life.

✻ But now the two of them could not assume their human form again because the last time the girl had thrown her magic rod too far away in fear.

✎ Why has con­scious­ness lost the power of trans­form­a­tion into human or reas­on­able form? Maybe because two sep­ar­ate living beings sud­denly emerged, a plant and an animal. Has this broken the magic rod of omni­po­tence? Are there now two sep­ar­ate souls? Or do plants and animals have no soul at all, as many veget­ari­ans believe about their food, while others kill animals without hes­it­a­tion. At least with this “too wide” sep­ar­a­tion into two living beings, the power of trans­form­a­tion and omni­science seems to have been gone, because the bean or spir­itual source has now also been for­got­ten. Because as soon as con­scious­ness loses its whole­ness or deity, it loses its omni­science and omni­po­tence, gets stuck in a limited form through ignor­ance and, like the Okerlos, has to live on a small ego island like in a bubble of ego con­scious­ness.

✻ But they had already gone so far that the rose bush stood in a garden that belonged to the girl’s mother. The bee sat on the rose and stung with its stinger whoever tried to break it.

✎ How far must one go to reach Mother Nature’s Garden, which belongs to the Supreme Soul? This is prob­ably more of a spir­itual journey until one becomes aware that every embod­i­ment or trans­form­a­tion takes place in this garden of the great mother and queen. And whoever grabs the rose here and wants to break off the beau­ti­ful and desir­able flower from its root - that is, the part from the whole, the good from God, the spirit from nature, the object from the subject, the fruit from the tree, the self from the others or the body from the soul - will of course have to suffer from embod­i­ment and will be stung by the sting of the “others”. On the one hand, the bee stings because its food is taken away, and on the other hand, the rose stings because its fruit is broken off.

✻ Once it happened that the queen herself went into her garden and saw the beau­ti­ful flower, which amazed her so much that she wanted to break it off. But little bee came and stung her on the hand so badly that she had to let go of the rose. But she had already torn it down a little. Then she saw that blood was oozing from the stem and sent for a fairy to dis­en­chant the flower.

✎ Anyone who can free them­selves from the sep­ar­ated self-con­scious­ness will also recog­nize the whole­ness or deity in nature, how the spir­itual unity of con­scious­ness is embod­ied in the diversity of forms and how the highest soul lives in this diversity like a queen and can make the prac­tical exper­i­ence pos­sible through hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, so that we are often stung when we reach for the beau­ti­ful flowers or sweet fruits. And it is pre­cisely these prac­tical or phys­ical exper­i­ences that can lead to recog­niz­ing one’s own daugh­ter as a human soul in the blood or juice of life force and to demys­tify her embod­i­ment with the help of a pure spirit, that is, to recog­nize pure con­scious­ness through the illu­sion of ignor­ance what is also called “self-know­ledge”. And it is said that this highest know­ledge is pure joy and perfect love.

✻ Then the queen recog­nized her daugh­ter and was very happy. A big wedding was planned, a lot of guests were invited, they came in splen­did dresses, a thou­sand lights flickered in the hall, and people played and danced until broad day­light.

✎ At the end of this fairy tale there is also the famous mys­tical wedding between soul and body or spirit and nature, which are no longer con­nec­ted in a trans­it­ory life, but are com­pletely united in an eternal life, so that there can no longer be any sep­ar­at­ing self-con­scious­ness. Death dis­ap­pears and eternal life remains, a pure “exist­ence”. For sep­ar­a­tion means death, sep­ar­able union means fading life, and insep­ar­able union means eternal life. This is the sacred “wedding” or time­less etern­ity, when the diversity of the thou­sands of lights in the play and dance of nature becomes a bright day of unity in the pure light of divine con­scious­ness.
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Then you will finally be asked within your­self as a bean and source of life, that is, not as a limited self-con­scious­ness on an island, but as a hol­istic con­scious­ness or pure aware­ness:

✻ “Did you go to the wedding, too?” - “Yes, I was there:
My head­dress was made of butter when I came into the sun and it melted off;
My garment was made of spider webs, and I came through thorns and they tore it off;
My slip­pers were made of glass, so I stepped on a stone and they broke in two.”

✎ No ego person who has to live as a “man-eater” from “others” comes to this wedding. As we also find in the bib­lical parable of the five wise and five foolish virgins (Matt. 25.1): Anyone who has to borrow the oil for the light of con­scious­ness from “others” will not come to this wedding. But anyone who was able to suc­cess­fully escape ego con­scious­ness on his island receives this mys­tical answer within at the wedding and achieves the great goal in life: the illu­sion­ary ego-crown melts in the light-fire of the Holy Spirit. The body’s garment, spun together by the con­cep­tual mind, tears at the thorns of suf­fer­ing. And the mater­ial phys­ic­al­ity that wanders through the world and seemes so solid and reli­able breaks down against the imper­ish­able stone of the philo­soph­ers, the pure Christ con­scious­ness, which now becomes the found­a­tion for “I am here!” in eternal life.

A won­der­ful fairy tale!
Amen-Om


Hans Stupid

✻ There was a king who lived happily with his daugh­ter, who was his only child. But sud­denly the prin­cess gave birth to a child and no one knew who the father was. The king didn't know what to do for a long time, in the end he ordered that the prin­cess should go to church with the child, a lemon should be given into his hand, and whoever handed it should be the child's father and the prin­cess's husband. This happened, but the order was given that no one but beau­ti­ful people should be allowed into the church.

✎ Well, even then, the belief in a "virgin con­cep­tion" in the sense of the Holy Spirit and divine omni­po­tence was evid­ently not so obvious and con­vin­cing that people gave up on the search for a father. But on the whole, in our fairy tale, the church is also seen as a holy place where the truth is revealed, but prefer­ably a truth that cor­res­ponds to the desired ideas. So, the king wanted a hand­some and clever son-in-law, and the prin­cess wanted such a husband. In addi­tion to the golden imper­ial orb for the royal suc­cessor, the lemon also reminds us of the “sour apple” or the bitter pill that the father was sup­posed to bite or swallow, who appar­ently did not want to admit his patern­ity. Although many wanted this coveted pos­i­tion and there­fore flocked to the church.

✻ But there was a small, crooked and hunch­backed boy in town who wasn't very clever and was called Hans Stupid. He pushed his way into the church unseen among the others. And as the child was sup­posed to hand out the lemon he gave it to Hans Stupid. The prin­cess was frightened, the king was so upset that he had her and the child put into a barrel with Hans Stupid and thrown out to sea.

✎ The result obvi­ously did not cor­res­pond to the wishes of either the prin­cess or the king. And yet it was a decision made in the Holy Church. The king believed in it, but he could not accept the external form and quickly tried to get rid of it. Like­wise, we would like to put our unloved prob­lems in a dark bin, close it tightly and throw it into the sea of con­scious­ness, where they will sink and never come to light again. The psy­cho­lo­gist then calls this a repressed problem in the sub­con­scious.

✻ The barrel soon floated away, and when they were alone on the sea, the prin­cess com­plained and said: “You nasty, hunch­backed, wise-nose boy are to blame for my mis­for­tune! Why did you force your­self into church? The child was none of your busi­ness.” - “Oh yes,” said Hans Stupid, “that was indeed my busi­ness, because I once wished that you would have a child, and what I wish comes true.” - “If that's true, then let us have some­thing to eat here.” - “I can do that too,” said Hans Stupid, and he wanted a bowl full of pota­toes. The prin­cess would have liked some­thing better, but because she was so hungry, she helped him eat the pota­toes. After they had had their fill, Hans Stupid said: “Now I want to wish us a nice ship!” And as soon as he had said that, they were sitting in a mag­ni­fi­cent ship with everything they could ask for in abund­ance. The helms­man was just driving ashore, and when they got out, Hans Stupid said: “Now there should be a castle!” There was a mag­ni­fi­cent castle, and ser­vants in gold clothes came and led the prin­cess and the child into it. And when they were in the middle of the hall, Hans Stupid said: “Now I wish that I become a young and clever prince!” Then his hunch­back dis­ap­peared, and he was beau­ti­ful and straight and friendly. The prin­cess liked him well and he became her husband.

✎ In the last fairy tale about Okerlo we already thought about whether and how con­scious­ness as an active spirit has the power to realize its wishes. Inter­est­ingly, we still have the habit of wishing others well on special occa­sions. But do we really believe in the spir­itual power of our wishes? Or is it just a nice habit in an “enlightened” mater­ial world gov­erned exclus­ively by phys­ical laws of nature? Because our modern natural science has achieved a most aston­ish­ing attain­ment. With the great power of the spirit, it has created a the­or­et­ic­ally spir­it­less world for us, and anyone who still men­tions the term “spirit” in natural science is bitten and chased away. That's why we now try to solve our prob­lems, which should be solved spir­itu­ally with reason, phys­ic­ally with the mind, i.e. with tech­no­logy and chem­istry from edu­ca­tion and schol­ar­ship. Where does it come from? Assum­ing that wishes could really come true, then of course this spir­it­less world could also have been a strong wish of many people that came true. And we now live in a cor­res­pond­ing world, sup­posedly safe in a dense network of phys­ical and dog­matic laws. Everything is fixed and built up, so that the spir­itual power of wishes no longer finds any space and is just an old fairy tale. Is this pos­sible?

Because why did “Hans Stupid” in par­tic­u­lar have this power in a way that hardly anyone can imagine today? Maybe it's pre­cisely because of our ideas, so to speak, of the mental mind, which presents itself with more and more ideas in every dir­ec­tion until its vision is so blocked up that it can no longer see any­thing else except its own ideas. And that is the “object­ive world” of smart and edu­cated people in which we live. Ulti­mately, Hans Stupid also wants a beau­ti­ful external world that pleases the prin­cess, and appar­ently also himself. It is worth noting that there is no longer any mention of his spon­tan­eous wishing power, because now the prin­cess takes over the story:

✻ So, they lived happily for a long time. Once the old king rode out, got lost and came to the castle. He was amazed at it because he had never seen it before and entered. The prin­cess imme­di­ately recog­nized her father, but he did not recog­nize her; he also thought that she had long since drowned in the sea. She enter­tained him splen­didly, and when he wanted to go home, she secretly put a golden cup in his bag. But after he had ridden away, she sent a few riders after him, who had to stop him and examine whether he had not stolen the golden cup. And when they found it in his bag, they brought him back. He swore to the prin­cess that he had not stolen it and that he did not know how it got into his bag. “That’s why,” she said, “one must be careful not to imme­di­ately con­sider anyone guilty,” and revealed herself as his daugh­ter. Then the king was happy and they lived happily together, and after his death, Hans Stupid became king.

✎ We can now under­stand the “old king” as a symbol for the mental mind, which likes to lock its unpleas­ant prob­lems in dark barrels in order to let them sink into the sub­con­scious. But what are these prob­lems? Accord­ing to the sym­bol­ism of this fairy tale, father, mother and child are imprisoned in this barrel, i.e., the gen­er­at­ive spirit, birth­ing nature and worldly effect, which in this way do not drown and perish, but con­tinue to shape worldly reality.
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A reality, that the mental mind as king only sees super­fi­cially and there­fore cannot recog­nize the true inner being. The golden cup would also fit in with this as a symbol for the desired things in this external world, which the mind more or less con­sciously under­stands and grasps in order to hold on to them. And if our wishes are not ful­filled, then we have to con­sider someone or some­thing to be guilty, as the fairy tale says.

But if the short-sighted mind finally opens up to a more far-sighted reason full of wisdom and can see through the walls of its mental ideas, then it could also become a “new king” of hol­istic reason. And with this reason, our fairy tale ends well: they recog­nize each other who they really are and live together “happily”, which in the ori­ginal sense means “cheer­ful and con­ten­ted”. So, we wish “Hans Stupid” with all our hearts that he became King “Hans Wise” in a happy world, as he desired.

Let’s be careful with our wishes so that we don't com­pletely curse ourselves in this obscure and super­fi­cial world!


The Drummer

✎ This is another ingeni­ous old fairy tale full of the most won­der­ful sym­bol­ism, which we cer­tainly cannot pervade in its entirety, espe­cially not with our lin­guistic means. And yet we want to try to write down an inter­pret­a­tion with sug­ges­tions for further reflec­tion.

[image: ]✻ A young drummer went out quite alone one evening into the country, and came to a lake on the shore of which he per­ceived three pieces of white linen lying. "What fine linen," said he, and put one piece in his pocket. He returned home, thought no more of what he had found, and went to bed. Just as he was going to sleep, it seemed to him as if some one was saying his name. He listened, and was aware of a soft voice which cried to him, "Drummer, drummer, wake up!" As it was a dark night he could see no one, but it appeared to him that a figure was hov­er­ing about his bed. "What do you want?" he asked. "Give me back my dress," answered the voice, "that you took away from me last evening by the lake." "You shall have it back again," said the drummer, "if you will tell me who you are." "Ah," replied the voice, "I am the daugh­ter of a mighty King; but I have fallen into the power of a witch, and am shut up on the glass-moun­tain. I have to bathe in the lake every day with my two sisters, but I cannot fly back again without my dress. My sisters have gone away, but I have been forced to stay behind. I entreat you to give me my dress back." "Be easy, poor child," said the drummer. "I will will­ingly give it back to you."

✎ The “drummer” is remin­is­cent of our human mind, which usually drives us through life with the loud drum­beats of thoughts. The three dresses remind us of a living spir­itual being that has taken on a mater­ial body like a dress in external nature, on the shore between the spir­itual and mater­ial world, the liquid water of life and the solid earth of the field. Without this body it cannot move in this world and appears to the drummer when “going to sleep” on the border between the outer and inner world in order to regain its phys­ic­al­ity, and a pure phys­ic­al­ity, which is what the “white linen” sug­gests. When asked “Who are you?” it com­plains that it is con­trolled by a witch on a mys­tical glass moun­tain. This could remind us of the soul, which is trapped and bewitched by the five phys­ical senses and the power of the mental mind as the sixth in a narrow, super­fi­cial life, just as in the term "witch" (in German: Hexe) the number six as Greek "hexa" and Latin “sex” sounds. The number three, as men­tioned in the three dresses and sisters, will accom­pany us as a natural prin­ciple through­out the fairy tale. Three is the number of our world, just as our space has three dimen­sions and everything is basic­ally moved by three forces, which is where the usual tri­angle symbol comes from. Because if there were only two forces, it would only swing back and forth and there would be no devel­op­ment in a spe­cific dir­ec­tion, which is what the third force is respons­ible for. Sim­il­arly, every way in this world has two bound­ar­ies, right and left, and a dir­ec­tion. Accord­ingly, one of the three sisters stays behind and shows the drummer's mind the way.

✻ He took it out of his pocket, and reached it to her in the dark. She snatched it in haste, and wanted to go away with it. "Stop a moment, perhaps I can help you." "You can only help me by ascend­ing the glass-moun­tain, and freeing me from the power of the witch. But you cannot come to the glass-moun­tain, and indeed if you were quite close to it you could not ascend it." "When I want to do a thing I always can do it," said the drummer; "I am sorry for you, and have no fear of any­thing. But I do not know the way which leads to the glass-moun­tain." "The road goes through the great forest, in which the man-eaters live," she answered, "and more than that, I dare not tell you." And then he heard her wings quiver, as she flew away.

✎ The “great forest” reminds us of the external human world, where three huge giants rule, who eat us humans inside and thus bring pain and ulti­mately death. The mind now hears the call of the soul: “Drummer, wake up!” So, it tries to wake up from the dream of the mental world and then, at the dawn of its spir­itual day, sets out on the great journey to pen­et­rate the forest of the man-eaters and to reach the mys­tical glass moun­tain.

✻ By day­break the drummer arose, buckled on his drum, and went without fear straight into the forest. After he had walked for a while without seeing any giants, he thought to himself, "I must waken up the slug­gards," and he hung his drum before him, and beat such a drum roll that the birds flew out of the trees with loud cries. It was not long before a giant who had been lying sleep­ing among the grass, rose up, and was as tall as a fir-tree. "Wretch!" cried he; "what art thou drum­ming here for, and waken­ing me out of my best sleep?" "I am drum­ming," he replied, "because I want to show the way to many thou­sands who are fol­low­ing me." "What do they want in my forest?" deman­ded the giant. "They want to put an end to thee, and cleanse the forest of such a monster as thou art!" "Oho!" said the giant, "I will trample you all to death like so many ants." "Dost thou think thou canst do any­thing against us?" said the drummer; "if thou stoopest to take hold of one, he will jump away and hide himself; but when thou art lying down and sleep­ing, they will come forth from every thicket, and creep up to thee. Every one of them has a hammer of steel in his belt, and with that they will beat in thy skull."

✎ With the three raven­ous giants who rule in the dark forest of the outer human world, we can again think of the power­ful forces of desire, hatred and delu­sion or ignor­ance, which are also con­sidered in Buddhism to be the three fun­da­mental spir­itual poisons in the wheel of life. The drummer pur­posely awakens them from their sleep, which usually come upon us insi­di­ously and unex­pec­tedly, and meets their power with a vision that he has not come alone, but thou­sands will follow him. This already reminds us of a hol­istic view of reason to which the intel­lec­tual mind can awaken when it over­comes its egoism. In this way he becomes able to trans­form the destruct­ive and deadly “giant forces” of external nature into healing and invig­or­at­ing ones that become useful to him on his path. This is pos­sible because:

There is nothing either good or bad,
but think­ing makes it so.
(William Shakespeare)

✻ The giant grew angry and thought, "If I meddle with the crafty folk, it might turn out badly for me. I can strangle wolves and bears, but I cannot protect myself from these earth-worms." "Listen, little fellow," said he; "go back again, and I will promise you that for the future I will leave you and your com­rades in peace, and if there is any­thing else you wish for, tell me, for I am quite willing to do some­thing to please you." "Thou hast long legs," said the drummer, "and canst run quicker than I; carry me to the glass-moun­tain, and I will give my fol­low­ers a signal to go back, and they shall leave thee in peace this time." "Come here, worm," said the giant; "seat thyself on my shoulder, I will carry thee where thou wishest to be." The giant lifted him up, and the drummer began to beat his drum up aloft to his heart's delight. The giant thought, "That is the signal for the other people to turn back."

✎ Now, reason has the power to defeat these destruct­ive forces at their roots. Because these giants can only harm indi­vidual animals, but they are power­less against a hol­istic being. And the “signal effect” described is of course very import­ant in a hol­istic world. Because if only one person has found the way, it will be easier for those who follow, as long as we are all basic­ally just one hol­istic con­scious­ness. And that is prob­ably the reason why we are think­ing about this path here and now.

✻ After a while, a second giant was stand­ing in the road, who took the drummer from the first, and stuck him in his own button-hole. The drummer laid hold of the button, which was as large as a dish, held on by it, and looked merrily around. Then they came to a third giant, who took him out of the button-hole, and set him on the rim of his hat. Then the drummer walked back­wards and for­wards up above, and looked over the trees, and when he per­ceived a moun­tain in the blue dis­tance, he thought, "That must be the glass-moun­tain," and so it was. The giant only made two steps more, and they reached the foot of the moun­tain, where the giant put him down. The drummer deman­ded to be put on the summit of the glass-moun­tain, but the giant shook his head, growled some­thing in his beard, and went back into the forest.

✎ Thus, sym­bol­ic­ally, the mind rises higher and higher above the giants, even above the head of ignor­ance. But where do you get to once you have pen­et­rated the external forest of our world, where the realm of the giants ends and a view sud­denly opens up that was pre­vi­ously blocked by the many trees of our mental ima­gin­a­tions? The fairy tale speaks of a “glass moun­tain” where matter sud­denly becomes trans­par­ent and a whole new world opens up, on a com­pletely dif­fer­ent level of con­scious­ness. In the last century, some bril­liant sci­ent­ists came to a similar place on the path of quantum physics, but they didn't go much further because our mental con­cepts could not under­stand and conquer this trans­par­ent world beyond time and space. So, it was ban­ished to the realm of the­or­et­ical physics and proudly announced that it actu­ally has nothing to do with our prac­tical world. Our drum­mers' minds ini­tially felt the same way…

✻ And now the poor drummer was stand­ing before the moun­tain, which was as high as if three moun­tains were piled on each other, and at the same time as smooth as a looking-glass, and did not know how to get up it. He began to climb, but that was useless, for he always slipped back again. "If one was a bird now," thought he; but what was the good of wishing, no wings grew for him. Whilst he was stand­ing thus, not knowing what to do, he saw, not far from him, two men who were strug­gling fiercely together. He went up to them and saw that they were dis­put­ing about a saddle which was lying on the ground before them, and which both of them wanted to have. "What fools you are," said he, "to quarrel about a saddle, when you have not a horse for it!" "The saddle is worth fight­ing about," answered one of the men; "who­so­ever sits on it, and wishes himself in any place, even if it should be the very end of the earth, gets there the instant he has uttered the wish. The saddle belongs to us in common. It is my turn to ride on it, but that other man will not let me do it." "I will soon decide the quarrel," said the drummer, and he went to a short dis­tance and stuck a white rod in the ground. Then he came back and said, "Now run to the goal, and whoever gets there first, shall ride first." Both put them­selves into a trot; but hardly had they gone a couple of steps before the drummer swung himself on the saddle, wished himself on the glass-moun­tain, and before any one could turn round, he was there.

✎ Why hasn't he grown wings? A wishing power alone is not enough; of course, there must also be a cor­res­pond­ing path, at least insofar as we have wished for a world of paths in space and time. This path then became appar­ent in the two men or spir­itual forces who fought over a saddle. We already know this sym­bolic saddle on which the ego wants to ride as desired from other fairy tales, such as “The Poor and the Rich” or “The Castle of the Golden Sun”. The drummer's self-con­scious­ness now becomes the third force that "carries out" the fruit­less dispute between the other two forces and, so to speak, directs it in order to realize his wilful wish. The horse that we do not see under the saddle here is of course the form­less con­scious­ness itself, which reveals in the wave of oppos­ites that we encounter here sym­bol­ic­ally in the argu­ment between the two men. And on the saddle or the formed wave rides the ego, a con­scious­ness on the level of the mind that we all know well and that was already appar­ent at the begin­ning of the path when the drummer exclaimed: “What I want, I can do!” The only problem is: the more this wilful self-con­scious­ness clings to certain forms, the fewer paths are open to it, because it walls itself up all around and ulti­mately sits in a dark cave or hell. There­fore, people should go on a dif­fer­ent way and use the power of desires for healing to open, expand and elevate con­scious­ness.

✻ On the top of the moun­tain was a plain; there stood an old stone house, and in front of the house lay a great fish-pond, but behind it was a dark forest. He saw neither men nor animals, everything was quiet; only the wind rustled amongst the trees, and the clouds moved by quite close above his head.
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✎ So, the drummer can now rise from the obscure forest of the external world to the summit of the glass moun­tain, where the view expands, the con­scious­ness rises to a higher level and three prin­ciples again become visible, which appar­ently hold the pure soul captive, but actu­ally just sep­ar­ated and held back from the mind. Indi­vidual living beings dis­ap­pear in this view of prin­ciples, everything becomes quiet, the loud drum is silent, the mind only rustles quietly in the forest of thoughts, and the drift­ing clouds of illu­sions are closer and more pen­et­rable than ever before.

“After you have thought about the import­ance of what you are trying to do for your­self and the world try to settle down in perfect still­ness, remem­ber­ing only how much you want to reach the light in you today, — now! Determ­ine to go past the clouds. Reach out and touch them in your mind. Brush them aside with your hand; feel them resting on your cheeks and fore­head and eyelids as you go through them. Go on; clouds cannot stop you.” (A Course in Mir­acles, Lesson 69)«

[image: ]✻ He went to the door and knocked. When he had knocked for the third time, an old woman with a brown face and red eyes opened the door. She had spec­tacles on her long nose, and looked sharply at him; then she asked what he wanted. "Entrance, food, and a bed for the night," replied the drummer. "That thou shalt have," said the old woman, "if thou wilt perform three ser­vices in return." "Why not?" he answered, "I am not afraid of any kind of work, however hard it may be." The old woman let him go in, and gave him some food and a good bed at night.

✎ The stone or mater­ial or phys­ical house is remin­is­cent of our own body. The drummer approaches this problem con­sciously and cour­ageously and, as proof of his ser­i­ous­ness, knocks three times so that the door to his inner being opens. There he meets the witch, who is now called the “Old Women” because she has been keeping the soul pris­oner in this stone body house for so long. And of course, as a drummer mind, he desires what every mind in this house desires, namely pro­tec­tion, food and a store­house for his memor­ies and dreams. The witch or “hexa” of the five phys­ical senses with think­ing now appears to him with the red eyes of passion, the glasses of sup­posed clev­erness and a dark and ugly face, in order to set him three dif­fi­cult tasks. Those who cannot fulfil them remain trapped in this pet­ri­fied witch's house between a large fish pond and a dark forest, which is our usual state of mind.

✻ The next morning when he had had his sleep out, she took a thimble from her wrinkled finger, reached it to the drummer, and said, "Go to work now, and empty out the pond with this thimble; but thou must have it done before night, and must have sought out all the fishes which are in the water and laid them side by side, accord­ing to their kind and size." "That is strange work," said the drummer, but he went to the pond, and began to empty it. He baled the whole morning; but what can any one do to a great lake with a thimble, even if he were to bale for a thou­sand years? When it was noon, he thought, "It is all useless, and whether I work or not it will come to the same thing." So he gave it up and sat down.

✎ What does this big fish pond mean? A more or less cloudy pool of water, arti­fi­cially dammed up in space and time, in which animal food is grown for the inhab­it­ants of the body house. Prac­tic­ally, one could think here of our memor­ies with all the undi­ges­ted exper­i­ences and repressed feel­ings that have to be exhausted from the per­sonal accu­mu­la­tion of our own history and our ancest­ors in order to reclas­sify the indi­vidual exper­i­ences into a larger whole or divine. This also includes all our sins, addic­tions and vices, which must be revealed in the light, just as in India one would speak of the accu­mu­lated karma that must be exhausted in order to free the soul from the bondage to the witch of the phys­ical. Every­one prob­ably knows the old saying: “As you have brewed, so you must drink.” This is endless and ulti­mately point­less work for the mental mind because it has no suit­able tools for it. And beyond that, everything he exhausts with the thimble of his narrow thoughts that the witch gives us nat­ur­ally runs back into the pond of memory. Our drummer also recog­nizes this, so that his pre­vi­ous belief “What I want, I can do!” dis­ap­pears and he sits down dis­ap­poin­ted.

✻ Then came a maiden out of the house who set a little basket with food before him, and said, "What ails thee, that thou sittest so sadly here?" He looked at her, and saw that she was won­drously beau­ti­ful. "Ah," said he, "I cannot finish the first piece of work, how will it be with the others? I came forth to seek a king's daugh­ter who is said to dwell here, but I have not found her, and I will go farther." "Stay here," said the maiden, "I will help thee out of thy dif­fi­culty. Thou art tired, lay thy head in my lap, and sleep. When thou awakest again, thy work will be done." The drummer did not need to be told that twice. As soon as his eyes were shut, she turned a wishing-ring and said, "Rise, water. Fishes, come out." Instantly the water rose on high like a white mist, and moved away with the other clouds, and the fishes sprang on the shore and laid them­selves side by side each accord­ing to his size and kind. When the drummer awoke, he saw with amazement that all was done. But the maiden said, "One of the fish is not lying with those of its own kind, but quite alone; when the old woman comes to-night and sees that all she deman­ded has been done, she will ask thee, 'What is this fish lying alone for?' Then throw the fish in her face, and say, 'This one shall be for thee, old witch.'" In the evening the witch came, and when she had put this ques­tion, he threw the fish in her face. She behaved as if she did not remark it, and said nothing, but looked at him with mali­cious eyes.

✎ In the midday light of “dis-illu­sion­ment” regard­ing its wilful power, the beau­ti­ful and pure soul with hol­istic reason comes to the aid of the intel­lec­tual mind. It is no longer “What I want, I can do!”, but rather: “What I want, can happen.” Because she comes in the spir­itual midday light and does not bring any selfish witch food with her, but draws from the pure source of intu­ition. In doing so, she lets the labor­i­ous thoughts sleep or be quiet, as we know from yoga med­it­a­tion, and uses a com­pletely dif­fer­ent power to accom­plish this great work. It is a hol­istic power when the active power of the spirit comes together with the natural power of the living soul. This hol­istic power, which is also sym­bol­ized by the ring, can realize every wish of the active spirit, even beyond the limited paths in space and time that the ego con­scious­ness follows with the mind. Only the witch ensures that our spirit is limited by the fences of egoism and the walls of phys­ic­al­ity and sep­ar­ated from this eternal source of omni­po­tence. That's why the first or last object of memory, which, as per­son­ally appro­pri­ated prop­erty, falls out of line with the divine order, should be thrown in the old witch's face as the ori­ginal cause for this sep­ar­a­tion, when she appears in the evening twi­light of spir­itual dark­ness. In this we also find another meaning for the term witch or hag, which in the ety­mo­lo­gical dic­tion­ar­ies is also derived from “Hagazussa”, who “guards the fence” (old German: Hag= fence).

“Now go to the fences and into the wide streets: part of the soul’s powers are “fenced” from the eyes and the other senses. The other forces are free, they are unbound and unhindered by the body.” (Master Eckhart, Sermon 21)

By the way, there is a similar sym­bolic story in the Indian Mahabharata (Book 3, Chapter 105), when the demons hid in the sea while fight­ing the gods and the saint Agastya drank the ocean.

✻ Next morning she said, "Yes­ter­day it was too easy for thee, I must give thee harder work. To-day thou must hew down the whole of the forest, split the wood into logs, and pile them up, and everything must be fin­ished by the evening." She gave him an axe, a mallet, and two wedges. But the axe was made of lead, and the mallet and wedges were of tin. When he began to cut, the edge of the axe turned back, and the mallet and wedges were beaten out of shape. He did not know how to manage, but at mid-day the maiden came once more with his dinner and com­for­ted him. "Lay thy head on my lap," said she, "and sleep; when thou awakest, thy work will be done." She turned her wishing-ring, and in an instant the whole forest fell down with a crash, the wood split, and arranged itself in heaps, and it seemed just as if unseen giants were fin­ish­ing the work. When he awoke, the maiden said, "Dost thou see that the wood is piled up and arranged, one bough alone remains; but when the old woman comes this evening and asks thee about that bough, give her a blow with it, and say, 'That is for thee, thou witch.'" The old woman came, "There thou seest how easy the work was!" said she; "but for whom hast thou left that bough which is lying there still?" "For thee, thou witch," he replied, and gave her a blow with it.

✎ What does this dark forest mean? It reminds us of our mental ideas, which grow like trees from the dark earth or matter to light and even want to reach heaven. But soon our vision is so obscured by ideas that we miss the forest for the trees, i.e. the whole for all the indi­vidual parts.

The smal­lest creaturely image that ever comes into your mind is as great as God. Why? Because it pre­vents you from having a whole God. Pre­cisely where this image enters (into you), God and his entire divin­ity must give way. But where this image goes out, God comes in. (Master Eckhart, Sermon 6)

Again, the mind has poorly tools for this, because it itself creates these rampant ideas with the five senses and think­ing. Again, he has to despair about this work, can't help himself and finally trusts in the divine or hol­istic power of the pure soul, which comes to the aid of the active spirit in the spir­itual midday light. In this way, the ideas are cut from their roots, made smaller and equal and neatly arranged in stacks, which prob­ably means the divine or hol­istic order into which all our ideas should fit har­mo­ni­ously. In this way, the view of the whole or the divine becomes clear again. And the last or first branch should again meet the witch, who binds us there and holds us captive, as the ori­ginal part, the reason, why we are lost in the dark forest of ima­gin­a­tion. But the witch is obvi­ously not yet defeated with this blow in the spir­itual evening light.

✻ But she pre­ten­ded not to feel it, laughed scorn­fully, and said, "Early to-morrow morning thou shalt arrange all the wood in one heap, set fire to it, and burn it." He rose at break of day, and began to pick up the wood, but how can a single man get a whole forest together? The work made no pro­gress. The maiden, however, did not desert him in his need. She brought him his food at noon, and when he had eaten, he laid his head on her lap, and went to sleep. When he awoke, the entire pile of wood was burning in one enorm­ous flame, which stretched its tongues out into the sky. "Listen to me," said the maiden, "when the witch comes, she will give thee all kinds of orders; do whatever she asks thee without fear, and then she will not be able to get the better of thee, but if thou art afraid, the fire will lay hold of thee, and consume thee. At last when thou hast done everything, seize her with both thy hands, and throw her into the midst of the fire."

✎ The third and final task is to fulfil the meaning of the pre­vi­ous two and to trans­form all dark­ness into pure light. We know how much energy there is in embod­ied matter, and there is even more in our spir­itual dark­ness, which is prac­tic­ally created by the desire, grasp­ing of and holding on to light, similar to how the black holes in space greed­ily suck in all the light. This seized and held energy is now to be burned, and here too the drummer mind cannot achieve much, because it itself is respons­ible for the desire and grasp­ing of the light. But when the reason of the pure soul appears in the midday light and the think­ing is silent, then this process of trans­form­a­tion can take place thor­oughly, and a power­ful fire appears as in a sun that des­troys all dark­ness. Fear and anxiety should then no longer exist because these can only exist in the sep­ar­ate ego con­scious­ness, which, like the witch herself, must burn in this fire and dis­ap­pear in the pure light. Is the active spirit together with the pure soul capable of this?

✻ The maiden depar­ted, and the old woman came sneak­ing up to him. "Oh, I am cold," said she, "but that is a fire that burns; it warms my old bones for me, and does me good! But there is a log lying there which won't burn, bring it out for me. When thou hast done that, thou art free, and mayst go where thou likest, come; go in with a good will." The drummer did not reflect long; he sprang into the midst of the flames, but they did not hurt him, and could not even singe a hair of his head. He carried the log out, and laid it down. Hardly, however, had the wood touched the earth than it was trans­formed, and the beau­ti­ful maiden who had helped him in his need stood before him, and by the silken and shining golden gar­ments which she wore, he knew right well that she was the King's daugh­ter. But the old woman laughed venom­ously, and said, "Thou thinkest thou hast her safe, but thou hast not got her yet!" Just as she was about to fall on the maiden and take her away, the youth seized the old woman with both his hands, raised her up on high, and threw her into the jaws of the fire, which closed over her as if it were delighted that the old witch was to be burnt.

✎ Why is the witch cold with her old bones? The famous quantum phys­i­cist Hans-Peter Dürr, a student of Werner Heis­en­berg, is said to have said: “Matter is frozen light.” The song “Whatever you see is just frozen light” by Kon­stantin Wecker was inspired by this. (Full lyrics trans­la­tion at the end of the inter­pret­a­tion.)

Well, the witch is basic­ally just pure light or pure con­scious­ness that has been, so to speak, frozen, hardened, con­densed and embod­ied. And when the drummer had the courage to subject himself to this test in the fire, free from fear and there­fore free from egoism, where only pure light or con­scious­ness exists, he found the log or “philo­sopher's stone”, which does not burn in the fire, and recog­nized in it his pure soul, as it appears in the golden garment of truth. And because he didn't want to let this truth be taken away from him again, he had now com­pleted the three tasks, achieved his freedom and with it the power to burn the old witch and trans­form her back into the pure light of con­scious­ness in the fire.

Or as Kon­stantin Wecker’s song says:
… Then don't hes­it­ate to trans­form your­self,
Take this hour deep within your­self.
So out of time there is no need to act,
And only in the empti­ness your being reveals itself.
You may grasp it, you don't under­stand it.
Whatever you see is just frozen light.

There is also a similar sym­bolic story in the Mahabharata (from Book 1, Chapter 224) when Arjuna, with the help of Krishna, burned the dark Khan­dava forest to cure the fire god Agni, who was suf­fer­ing from a digest­ive problem.

✻ Then the King's daugh­ter looked at the drummer, and when she saw that he was a hand­some youth and remembered how he had risked his life to deliver her, she gave him her hand, and said, "Thou hast ven­tured everything for my sake, but I also will do everything for thine. Promise to be true to me, and thou shalt be my husband. We shall not want for riches, we shall have enough with what the witch has gathered together here." She led him into the house, where there were chests and coffers crammed with the old woman's treas­ures. The maiden left the gold and silver where it was, and took only the pre­cious stones.

✎ What has the witch hidden in the body house from our view and above all from our "insight"? So now together they find in the interior of the body house, where con­scious­ness has con­densed and "gathered its treas­ures", the imper­ish­able and lim­it­less treas­ure of pure con­scious­ness, which can take on any form of wealth because it itself does not cling to any form. This would also make the mys­tical mar­riage between spirit and nature pos­sible, the unity between the active spirit and the pure soul of nature as the prin­cess of pure reason. And with this we could also find an answer to all the big ques­tions that our fairy tale still raises: Why should we fulfil the "tasks" of the old witch in order to redeem the soul? How is "giving up" con­nec­ted with "ful­fil­ment"? How did the three girls who were ban­ished on the glass moun­tain become one prin­cess, the three souls become one? And how does the play of the three forces in the external world ulti­mately become a single inner force?

As long as these ques­tions remain unanswered, our fairy tale will not end. And so, it con­tin­ues, because of all the riches they take only the pre­cious stones with them and return together from the glass moun­tain to the level of con­scious­ness of the external world. At this point, one can think about whether it is perhaps pre­cisely this "taking of a selec­tion" that makes them return to the external world? Because com­plete unity and whole­ness have obvi­ously not yet been achieved, even if the witch's basic problem has already been solved.

✻ She would not stay any longer on the glass-moun­tain, so the drummer said to her, "Seat thyself by me on my saddle, and then we will fly down like birds." "I do not like the old saddle," said she, "I need only turn my wishing-ring and we shall be at home." "Very well, then," answered the drummer, "then wish us in front of the town-gate."

✎ This also makes sense, because the pure soul will not sit on the old saddle of ego con­scious­ness, but fulfils its wishes with the ring of whole­ness together with the active spirit, because the sep­ar­a­tion between them in the form of the witch has been dis­solved. The ques­tion now is: What does the soul mean by "home" and what does the drummer mean by "in front of the city gate"? Could it perhaps have gone up a level of con­scious­ness, to the royal court of the father of the pure soul? But now it goes down a level again to the earthly parents of the mental drummer mind, namely into the external world in front of the gate to the inside.

✻ In the twink­ling of an eye they were there, but the drummer said, "I will just go to my parents and tell them the news, wait for me outside here, I shall soon be back." "Ah," said the King's daugh­ter, "I beg thee to be careful. On thy arrival do not kiss thy parents on the right cheek, or else thou wilt forget everything, and I shall stay behind here outside, alone and deser­ted." "How can I forget thee?" said he, and prom­ised her to come back very soon, and gave his hand upon it.

✎ Is that really pos­sible? Of course, vir­tu­ally all people forgot their pure soul when they were born into this external world and recog­nized their phys­ical parents as their source. Pure con­scious­ness also has this freedom and can even forget itself, even if the mind cannot or does not want to believe it. So, he came back into the outer world, but fun­da­ment­ally changed, because with the witch he had his stub­born egoism conquered and was no longer con­trolled by it.

✻ When he went into his father's house, he had changed so much that no one knew who he was, for the three days which he had passed on the glass-moun­tain had been three years.

✎ What does change mean? Ever since Albert Ein­stein, modern science has known that time is rel­at­ive, espe­cially when it comes to mobil­ity (see for example: Why don't light particles age?). But this sen­tence is par­tic­u­larly remark­able because similar cal­cu­la­tions can already be found in the ancient Indian Puranas, such as in the Vayu Purana Chapter 1.57. Accord­ing to this cal­cu­la­tion, our drummer would have been in the world or con­scious­ness level of the Indian gods or Chris­tian angels in the heav­enly Swar­loka. In the same Purana, chapter 2.24, there is a similar story of King Reva and his daugh­ter Revati, who visited for an hour the much higher world of the creator god Brahma, who sym­bol­ic­ally also lives on a sim­il­arly unima­gin­ably high moun­tain, the golden world moun­tain or Moun­tain of the Gods Meru. And when they returned from there to earth, many ages had passed.

Accord­ingly, with regard to the world of forms, one could say: the higher and wider con­scious­ness is, the faster time passes until there is no time at all in etern­ity because everything happens at the same time. That is, everything that comes into being passes away at the same time, and everything that passes away also comes into being again at the same time. So, everything is there and not there at the same time. And the more con­scious­ness tries to hold on to any forms, the slower time passes until the hold is so strong that a dark cave or hell appears like a black hole, where even light can no longer move and time seems to stand still, as if you were trying to stop a movie. Con­versely, with regard to con­scious­ness itself, one could say: the higher and wider con­scious­ness is, the less it changes and ages until it is com­pletely unchange­able and immor­tal as pure con­scious­ness, no longer attached to any forms. That would then be a “white uni­verse” or the “highest heaven”, i.e., pure light in which entire worlds can arise and pass away. And the more con­scious­ness tries to hold on to some form, the more it per­ceives itself as imper­man­ent, vul­ner­able and mortal, which gives rise to great fears of loss, suf­fer­ing and death, which then lead to an ever-darker world where these fears grow ad infin­itum. In this way one could imagine how the exper­i­ences of heaven, earth and hell arise in con­scious­ness. Why not? Pure con­scious­ness also has this freedom.

At least here one can become aware that time is not an abso­lute that binds us uncon­di­tion­ally, but rather the rel­at­ive exper­i­ence of an observer regard­ing what he observes, which is also our great joy of knowing.

✻ Then he made himself known, and his parents fell on his neck with joy, and his heart was so moved that he forgot what the maiden had said, and kissed them on both cheeks. But when he had given them the kiss on the right cheek, every thought of the King's daugh­ter van­ished from him. He emptied out his pockets, and laid hand­fuls of the largest jewels on the table. The parents had not the least idea what to do with the riches. Then the father built a mag­ni­fi­cent castle all sur­roun­ded by gardens, woo     ds, and meadows as if a prince were going to live in it, and when it was ready, the mother said, "I have found a maiden for thee, and the wedding shall be in three days." The son was content to do as his parents desired.

✎ If only he had kissed his true soul instead of his phys­ical parents! Or as the Bible says: “Whoever loves father or mother more than me is not worthy of me.” (Matth. 10.37) So it happened that the mind iden­ti­fied itself again with its phys­ical parents, dir­ec­ted its gaze towards the external world, forgot its pure soul within and inves­ted the heav­enly wealth in earthly, trans­it­ory goods. But everything without wilful egoism, because “he emptied his pockets” and “was content to do his parents desire”. Accord­ing to their will, he should now be married or con­nec­ted to an embod­ied soul in order to gain external wealth life.

✻ The poor King's daugh­ter had stood for a long time without the town waiting for the return of the young man. When evening came, she said, "He must cer­tainly have kissed his parents on the right cheek, and has for­got­ten me." Her heart was full of sorrow, she wished herself into a sol­it­ary little hut in a forest, and would not return to her father's court. Every evening she went into the town and passed the young man's house; he often saw her, but he no longer knew her.

✎ So, the pure soul now retreats into our sub­con­scious into the depths of nature and waits there until she is recog­nized again. If she were to with­draw com­pletely from our world and return to her father's kingdom, then we would prob­ably also be com­pletely lost in this external world. Even so, she comes closer to us every evening when the worldly light fades, hoping that the inner spir­itual light of know­ledge will dawn again with the remem­ber­ing of what our true source is and who we truly are.

✻ At length she heard the people saying, "The wedding will take place to-morrow." Then she said, "I will try if I can win his heart back." On the first day of the wedding cere­mon­ies, she turned her wishing-ring, and said, "A dress as bright as the sun." Instantly the dress lay before her, and it was as bright as if it had been woven of real sun­beams. When all the guests were assembled, she entered the hall. Every­one was amazed at the beau­ti­ful dress, and the bride most of all, and as pretty dresses were the things she had most delight in, she went to the stranger and asked if she would sell it to her. "Not for money," she answered, "but if I may pass the first night outside the door of the room where your betrothed sleeps, I will give it up to you."

"There­fore, prove to whom you are joined forever,
where heart and heart find together.
The madness is short, the remorse is long.”
(Friedrich Schiller)

✎ Won­der­ful! The pure soul, which can take on any form of nature, now shows herself as the whole nature, first as the sun. A garment that the embod­ied soul desires and wants to hold on to, while the pure soul wears it only tem­por­ar­ily in order to win her true bride­groom, the active spirit. And in this way, she goes to the door of his senses.

God never goes far away; he always stays near. And if he can't stay inside, he doesn't go further than to the door. (Master Eckhart, Speeches of Instruc­tion, XVII)

✻ The bride could not over­come her desire and con­sen­ted, but she mixed a sleep­ing-draught with the wine her betrothed took at night, which made him fall into a deep sleep. When all had become quiet, the King's daugh­ter crouched down by the door of the bedroom, opened it just a little, and cried,

"Drummer, drummer, I pray thee hear!
Hast thou for­got­ten thou heldest me dear?
That on the glass-moun­tain we sat hour by hour?
That I rescued thy life from the witch's power?
Didst thou not plight thy troth to me?
Drummer, drummer, hearken to me!"

But it was all in vain, the drummer did not awake, and when morning dawned, the King's daugh­ter was forced to go back again as she came. On the second evening she turned her wishing-ring and said, "A dress as silvery as the moon." When she appeared at the feast in the dress which was as soft as moon­beams, it again excited the desire of the bride, and the King's daugh­ter gave it to her for per­mis­sion to pass the second night also, outside the door of the bedroom. Then in the still­ness of the night, she cried,

"Drummer, drummer, I pray thee hear!
Hast thou for­got­ten thou heldest me dear?
That on the glass-moun­tain we sat hour by hour?
That I rescued thy life from the witch's power?
Didst thou not plight thy troth to me?
Drummer, drummer, hearken to me!"

But the drummer, who was stu­pefied with the sleep­ing-draught, could not be aroused. Sadly, next morning she went back to her hut in the forest. But the people in the house had heard the lam­ent­a­tion of the stranger-maiden, and told the bride­groom about it. They told him also that it was impossible that he could hear any­thing of it, because the maiden he was going to marry had poured a sleep­ing-draught into his wine. On the third evening, the King's daugh­ter turned her wishing-ring, and said, "A dress glit­ter­ing like the stars." When she showed herself therein at the feast, the bride was quite beside herself with the splend­our of the dress, which far sur­passed the others, and she said, "I must, and will have it." The maiden gave it as she had given the others for per­mis­sion to spend the night outside the bride­groom's door.

✎ Well, the pure soul now wears the clothes of the sun, moon and stars one after the other and thus shows herself in the entire natural uni­verse. But the mind has become intox­ic­ated with the wine of the world, falls asleep when the outer light of the world fades, and cannot hear the inner voice to recog­nize the pure soul in everything. But then he learns from others that this voice exists, just as we some­times learn from teach­ers that there is this inner voice of truth or intu­ition within us. And yet every­one must exper­i­ence it dir­ectly and imme­di­ately. So, he now abstains from the sleep­ing draught, and when everything in him had become calm and quiet, and he still remained awake and did not fall into the stupor of sleep, then he heard her again.

✻ The bride­groom, however, did not drink the wine which was handed to him before he went to bed, but poured it behind the bed, and when everything was quiet, he heard a sweet voice which called to him,

"Drummer, drummer, I pray thee hear!
Hast thou for­got­ten thou heldest me dear?
That on the glass-moun­tain we sat hour by hour?
That I rescued thy life from the witch's power?
Didst thou not plight thy troth to me?
Drummer, drummer, hearken to me!"

Sud­denly, his memory returned to him.

✎ Anyone who has once walked the royal path to the truth finds it much easier to remem­ber again, to hear the inner voice of the pure soul and to wake up from the dream. And this can happen all of a sudden, like the pure sun break­ing through the clouds, the inner light rising and the worldly blind­ness falling like scales from the eyes. You can hardly believe how stupid and blind you were.

✻ "Ah," cried he, "how can I have acted so unfaith­fully; but the kiss which in the joy of my heart I gave my parents, on the right cheek, that is to blame for it all, that is what stu­pefied me!" He sprang up, took the King's daugh­ter by the hand, and led her to his parents' bed. "This is my true bride," said he; "if I marry the other, I shall do a great wrong." The parents, when they heard how everything had happened, gave their consent. Then the lights in the hall were lighted again, drums and trum­pets were brought, friends and rela­tions were invited to come, and the real wedding was sol­em­nized with great rejoicing. The first bride received the beau­ti­ful dresses as a com­pens­a­tion, and declared herself sat­is­fied.

✎ This brought back the memory of the true soul to the mind, con­scious­ness expan­ded again and was able to over­come the narrow bound­ar­ies of the external world. The active spirit recog­nized his true bride, and the phys­ical parents also agreed. This means that the spir­itual light now shines even in our worldly dark­ness, the heav­enly drums and trum­pets sound, and the true mar­riage between spirit and nature is com­pleted and cel­eb­rated in great joy with all beings in the world in one unity or whole­ness. And truly what an unima­gin­ably “great joy” this is can only be exper­i­enced by those who achieve this great goal.
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The worldly mar­riage would not have gone well either, because this bride was already married to a selfish mind that greed­ily grabbed the outward clothes and wanted to possess them. She was no longer free, and it would have been a typ­ic­ally profane mar­riage in which love is primar­ily just desire. But it is said that this bride was also sat­is­fied and con­tin­ues to wear the beau­ti­ful clothes of external nature as com­pens­a­tion, which prob­ably means that it should not be to her det­ri­ment. For perhaps this wilful mind will also awaken and hear the voice of the pure soul that wears these clothes, so that the active spirit can find and walk the great path of lib­er­a­tion from its desire for external forms. This fairy tale could repeat itself at any time, perhaps even within ourselves, and find its happy ending. For in the whole or divine there is only a single, pure con­scious­ness as a living, anim­ated spirit-nature. Everything else are ideas of the mental drummer mind, which can only think in terms of sep­ar­a­tions or oppos­ites and ima­gines itself as a sep­ar­ate ego, so that many dif­fer­ent souls and minds appear in nature in which it is reflec­ted. Why not? Pure con­scious­ness can also assume these forms because it has com­plete freedom to assume any form it desires in the pure light. OM

Frozen Light by Kon­stantin Wecker (for Hans-Peter Dürr) - Lyrics

When through the cathed­ral of summer green trees
The lights descend like a bless­ing
And as crys­tals in the gaps
Stand­ing from leaves and branches and sky,

Then you sense that what seems to be firmly attached
And reveals itself to us as reality,
is nothing but an image that is suf­fi­cient for itself,
Through which a great breath flows dream­ily.
You may grasp it, you don't under­stand it.
Whatever you see is just frozen light.

When in such rare hours
The beauty of exist­ence quietly revealed,
Because - oth­er­wise never con­nec­ted so easily -
intu­ition with exper­i­ence is pairing,

Then don't hes­it­ate to trans­form your­self,
Take this hour deep within your­self.
So out of time there is no need to act,
And only in the empti­ness your being reveals itself.
You may grasp it, you don't under­stand it.
Whatever you see is just frozen light.


Swan Prince

✻ There was a girl in the middle of a big forest. A swan came towards her with a ball of yarn and said to her: “I am not a swan, but an enchanted prince. You can free me if you unwind the ball of yarn, as I will fly away with it. But be careful not to break the thread in two, or I will not reach my kingdom and will not be freed. But if you unwind the ball of yarn com­pletely, then you will be my bride.”
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✎ The swan with his white dress reminds us of a pure spirit that was enchanted or cursed in this world and now has to wear the animal body of a swan. But he is now aware of his enchant­ment and says himself: “I am not a swan”, but a prince with a royal spirit who should actu­ally rule over the world and not be ruled by the world and trapped in a narrow body. Here we can think of reason, which as a hol­istic con­scious­ness is free and inde­pend­ent of all ties. In this way, one could also see the swan at the end of his earthly life, now giving his soul or the wound-up thread of life into the hands of nature, which is sup­posed to unwind it. Because everything that has been wound up must of course be unwound again. This is the karma law of cause and effect. And if this thread as a flow of cause and effect does not break, if there is no longer any sep­ar­a­tion in the broad­est sense, then both are redeemed, spirit and nature. Body and soul are reunited and the mys­tical mar­riage is cel­eb­rated as eternal whole­ness or deity. So, the swan rises from this earthly world to a higher realm, after having recog­nized himself in the mirror of the waves on the sea of con­scious­ness.

A similar sym­bol­ism of the swan, which can see beyond this earthly world, can be found in Socrates over 2400 years ago in Phaedo Chapter 35:
As Apollo’s prop­erty, I think the swans are skilled at divin­a­tion, and since they fore­tell hap­pi­ness in Hades, they sing and rejoice on that day more than they have in the pre­vi­ous time. But I myself believe that I am a fellow servant of the swans and ded­ic­ated to the same god, and that I have received the art of proph­ecy from my master to no lesser degree than they do, and there­fore I will leave this life no less joyful.

Leonardo da Vinci wrote in his fable “The Swan” over 500 years ago:
The swan bent his flex­ible neck towards the water and looked at his reflec­tion for a long time. Then he under­stood the reason for his tired­ness and the cold that gripped his body like pincers and made him tremble like in winter: he knew with abso­lute cer­tainty that his hour had come and that he must be ready to die. His feath­ers were as white as on the first day of his life. He had lived through years and seasons without soiling his undefiled garment. Now he could say goodbye and end his life in beauty. Raising his beau­ti­ful neck, he slowly, almost sol­emnly, headed under a weeping willow, where he used to rest on hot days. It was already evening. The sunset turned the lake water purple and violet. And in the great silence that des­cen­ded upon everything, the swan began to sing. Never before had he found sounds so full of love for all of nature, for the beauty of the sky, the water and the earth. His sweetest song floated in the air, barely veiled by mel­an­choly, until it quietly, quietly dis­ap­peared, one with the last light of the horizon. “It is the swan,” said the fish, the birds, all the animals of the forest and the meadows, moved, “it is the swan that is dying.”

The famous German song by Karat was written about this “Swan King” in 1980: link/Video

A swan king bent his neck down to the water.
His plumage was as white as on the first day,
and as pure as the sound of a siren.
In the glitter of the morning sun
he looked into the mirror of the waves,
and with his eyes break­ing he knew:
This will be his farewell...
And the swan king began
to sing his first song,
under the weeping willow,
where he loved his life.
And he sang in the most beau­ti­ful tones
that anyone had ever heard on earth,
of the beauty of this earth,
which enchanted him, immor­tally...

Our girl, as an immacu­late virgin or pure soul, prob­ably heard this first and ori­ginal song when the swan recog­nized his pure and immor­tal source. And with the eternal and hol­istic bond of the soul, nature should now follow him, as the pure soul:

✻ The girl took the ball of yarn and the swan rose into the air and the yarn unwound easily. She wound and wound all day long and by evening the end of the thread was already visible, but unfor­tu­nately it got caught on a thorn bush and broke off.

And the swan king sings
his whole last day,
until the evening sun quietly
flees into the dark red.
The weeping willow
silently lowers its leaves like lances.
The tones become quieter and quieter,
until the last light in the song dies away...

✎ But at the end of the day the thread breaks, which of course means a sep­ar­a­tion. It prob­ably gets caught on the thorns of painful oppos­ites (like “on the lances of the weeping willow”). We also saw a similar break in the last fairy tale about the “Drummer” when he kissed his earthly parents again, although he had already come a long way, conquered the Glass Moun­tain and burned the witch. There too the pure soul of nature became sad, and so here too she remains saddened in the suf­fer­ing of external nature, where it is now dark again after the song of the Swan King has died away.

✻ The girl was very sad and wept. Night was about to fall; the wind was so loud in the forest that she was frightened and began to run as fast as she could. After she had been running for a long time, she saw a little light, which she hurried towards, and found a house and knocked. An old woman came out who was sur­prised to see a girl at the door. “Oh, my child, where have you come from so late?” - “Give me a place to stay tonight,” she said, “I have lost my way in the forest. And a little bread to eat too.” - “That is a dif­fi­cult thing,” said the old woman, “I would gladly give it to you, but my husband is a maneater. If he finds you, he will eat you up, there is no mercy. But if you stay outside, the wild animals will eat you. I will see if I can help you through.”

✎ With the great power of love the pure soul of nature tries to find her pure spirit again in the spir­itual dark­ness, and runs and hurries because she fears she has lost him. The Bible’s Song of Songs says some­thing similar:
“Draw me! We will run after you, fol­low­ing the scent of your oint­ments.” (Song of Songs 1.3 accord­ing to Allioli)

What kind of house is it where the soul sees a small light in the dark forest and seeks pro­tec­tion and nour­ish­ment? Here we can first think of our body, which stands like a house in the forest of worldly ideas, which is illu­min­ated from the inside by the small lights of our thoughts. The old mother would then be nature herself, which the soul calls “my child.” And the can­ni­bal would be the ego spirit that lives in this house, a spirit that feeds, so to speak, on the oppos­ites of “other people” and lives from this ego­centric sep­ar­a­tion. Of course, this is a dif­fi­cult situ­ation for the pure soul, which has lost the con­nec­tion to the pure spirit or pure con­scious­ness, and now has to fear being eaten and, so to speak, incor­por­ated and embod­ied in this world of wild animals and humans.

✻ So, she let the girl in and gave her a little bread to eat, and then hid her under the bed. But the maneater always came home before mid­night, when the sun had com­pletely set, and went away again in the morning before it rose. It was not long before he came in. “I smell, I smell human flesh!” he said, and searched the room. Finally, he reached under the bed and pulled the girl out. “That’s still a good morsel!” But the woman begged and begged until he prom­ised to let her live through the night and not to eat her until the next morning for break­fast. But before sunrise the old woman woke the girl. “Hurry up and get away before my husband wakes up! Here I give you a golden spin­ning wheel, which is to be hon­oured. My name is Sun.”

✎ It is of course the great Mother Nature who nour­ishes and pro­tects everything. And when it gets dark in the external world, the ego mind also returns to the interior of its body house and con­tin­ues to search for nour­ish­ment in the form of thoughts, dreams and memor­ies. But why does the pure soul smell like human flesh here? It is of course the basis of embod­i­ment and thus also of human flesh and lies so to speak “under the bed”, where the ego can also find it in order to “incor­por­ate” it and turn the hol­ist­ic­ally pure soul into a per­son­ally sep­ar­ated soul, which is then burdened with the weight of per­sonal prop­erty and con­tam­in­ated by this illu­sion. But Mother Nature of course has her means and ways to prevent the greedy ego mind from appro­pri­at­ing everything, and often enough shows him how weak his power over his sup­posedly own body is, espe­cially with the idea of time: “You can do that tomor­row!” In this way, the pure soul can con­tinue to use her freedom and is not com­pletely incor­por­ated and trapped in the body. She also receives a “golden spin­ning wheel” from the great mother, which reminds her of the spin­ning of the thread of life in the flow of cause and effect, and because it is golden, also of the truth that lies behind it.

So, Mother Nature now reveals herself through­out the uni­verse as the sun, moon and stars:

✻ The girl went away and, in the evening, came to a house where everything was as it had been the pre­vi­ous evening, and the second old woman gave her a golden spindle as she left and said: “My name is Moon.” And on the third evening she came to a third house where the old woman gave her a golden reel and said: “My name is Star, and Prince Swan, although the thread was not yet com­pletely unwound, was already so far along that he could enter his kingdom. There he is king and has already married and lives in great splend­our on the Glass Moun­tain. You will go there this evening, but a dragon and a lion lie before to guard him. Take the bread and bacon and appease them with them.”

✎ The pure soul now searches in three mys­tical houses, whose lights shine down on us from the worldly sky. First in the house of the sun, which rules over the day, then in the house of the moon, which rules over the night with the wan­der­ing planets, and finally in the house of the fixed stars, which pro­claim a realm of per­man­ence far above. What we now explain as a prac­tic­ally dead cosmos of matter was of course pre­vi­ously viewed as much more spir­itual and alive. You can also see here three rooms or areas of con­scious­ness. But it is described that the greedy ego spirit or mind still lives every­where as a self-con­scious­ness that locks himself in a body and wants to “incor­por­ate” the pure soul into it.

It is also worth noting that the pure soul does not recog­nize any dif­fer­ence in the nature of these houses or bodies, but they give them­selves a name that cor­res­ponds to their external form. And that is correct, because basic­ally they are all just external forms of the same con­scious­ness in which all forms have appeared since etern­ity up to the fur­thest limits of what is know­able. Only in this pure con­scious­ness nature and spirit can find them­selves as father and mother in the eternal unity of the great and whole. And only through our ego­istic mind, which grasps at the external forms, clings to them and builds a per­sonal house out of them, does this hol­istic fabric of endless threads of cause and effect break apart, so that nature and spirit appear as a variety of objects and sub­jects sep­ar­ated from one another, giving rise to a world of oppos­ites.

Accord­ingly, the sun, moon and stars all play a part in spin­ning the life threads of all other creatures here on earth, because everything is con­nec­ted to everything else. And the old mothers give the soul the cor­res­pond­ing symbols in the form of tools that were pre­vi­ously used for spin­ning and pro­cessing the threads from which the external cloth­ing for the body was then knitted and woven.

But only the star could see far enough to tell the search­ing soul where the royal swan had risen to and now rules over his kingdom as king. Can we imagine how large the kingdom of stars is with their light? We “know” today that the light from our sun alone takes over 8 minutes to reach the earth, although it travels almost 300,000 km every second. The closest star would be Proxima Cen­tauri, which is over 4 light years away. Our Milky Way galaxy has a radius of over 52,000 light years. And the entire kingdom of stars that we know today with bil­lions of galax­ies is over 90 billion light years wide. And one light year is the unima­gin­ably long dis­tance that light travels in a year, i.e., over 9 tril­lion kilo­metres! Wow! And that’s just the mater­ial, visible world, beyond which our con­scious­ness can rise much further. This visible realm of the stars is not an ordin­ary space with fixed outer bound­ar­ies, but rather a rel­at­ive space of con­scious­ness where the observer is always at the centre, no matter which star he is cur­rently near, i.e., always exactly at the loc­a­tion of the Big Bang. One can imagine smaller and larger spaces of con­scious­ness, from the smal­lest ele­ment­ary particle, through atoms, molecules, cells, plants, animals, people, planets, solar systems and galax­ies, to the entire uni­verse and far beyond.

In this process of raising and expand­ing con­scious­ness, we now encounter the mys­tical glass moun­tain again, which already played a major role in the last fairy tale of the drummer. And here too, in con­trast to our phys­ical world, we can think of a subtle world where matter has become trans­par­ent and its spir­itual nature is increas­ingly revealed. One could also speak of a first level of heaven, where the world becomes ever higher and more spir­itual. In this regard, one can imagine several levels of heaven, which was prob­ably done, so that today we still speak of the “seventh heaven”, but hardly anyone knows the meaning. In the old Indian Puranas one can still find similar descrip­tions of seven lokas or worlds, for example in Vayu Purana 2.39. Accord­ingly, one could think of the glass moun­tain as the Swar­loka of the gods and stars.

But this realm is also still guarded by “lions and dragons”. The mighty lion, which becomes a pred­ator through hunger, and the fire-breath­ing dragon, which binds and wants to eat the virgin or pure soul, remind us again of the three giants from “The Drummer” who guard the forest in front of the Glass Moun­tain, i.e., of desire and hatred, as well as ignor­ance, because they guard and even want to pre­serve a border where in reality there is no border or sep­ar­a­tion. These guards, as desire and hatred, allow them­selves to be briefly sat­is­fied with worldly or phys­ical food so that the pure soul can also come to this kingdom on the Glass Moun­tain. Well, this higher world also has its limits, and the swan has cer­tainly come a long way, but he has not yet been able to reach true freedom. How could he, as long as he is still sep­ar­ated from the pure soul?

✻ And so, it happened. The girl threw the bread and bacon into the mon­sters’ mouths, and they let her through, and she got to the castle gate, but the guards did not let her into the castle itself. So, she sat down in front of the gate and began to spin on her golden wheel.

✎ The pure soul of pure nature actu­ally knows no bound­ar­ies, but she can only be con­sciously recog­nized where she is allowed in. Oth­er­wise, she waits, so to speak, at the gate of our senses and thoughts and spins the threads of life with the tools of Mother Nature, which are made of “gold”, that is, of the truth of a pure con­scious­ness that can take on any form.

The end of this fairy tale is basic­ally like the last part of “The Drummer”, only that it takes place not on earth but on the Glass Moun­tain. The queen, who has since married, reveals herself through her greed for external forms that she is not yet the pure soul. And now it is the matter of the king remem­ber­ing the origin of his thread of life in order to unite the begin­ning and the end, i.e., the pure soul with the pure spirit, so that spirit and soul are once again a pure, hol­istic con­scious­ness where there is no longer any sep­ar­a­tion.
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✻ The queen watched from above, she liked the beau­ti­ful little wheel and came down and wanted to have it. The girl said she could have it if she would allow her to spend a night next to the king’s bedroom. The queen agreed and the girl was led upstairs. But everything that was said in the parlour could be heard in the bedroom. When night fell and the king lay in bed, she sang:

“Does King Swan
still think of his prom­ised bride Julian?
She has gone through sun, moon and stars,
through lions and dragons.
Will King Swan not wake up at all?”

✎ The name Julian also means “ded­ic­ated to Jupiter”. Jupiter was the supreme deity in Roman reli­gion, cor­res­ponds to the sky father Zeus in Greek myth­o­logy and was formerly con­sidered divine reason (e.g., in Jacob Böhme, Sig­na­tura Rerum 10.8).

✻ But the king did not hear it, for the cunning queen was afraid of the girl and had given him a sleep­ing potion.

✎ Why was the cunning queen afraid of the pure soul? Well, that which lives from sep­ar­a­tion fears whole­ness. So, our egoism will never will­ingly give way, but will do everything to numb and lull our minds so that we cannot hear the voice of truth.

✻ Then he slept so soundly that he would not have heard the girl even if she had stood before him. In the morning everything was lost, and she had to go outside the gate again. Then she sat down and spun with her spindle, which pleased the queen too, and she gave it away on the same con­di­tion that she could spend a night next to the king’s bedroom. Then she sang again:

“Does King Swan
still think of his prom­ised bride Julian?
She has gone through sun, moon and stars,
through lions and dragons.
Will King Swan not wake up at all?”

The king, however, was fast asleep again from the sleep­ing potion, and the girl had also lost her spindle. So, on the third morning she sat down in front of the gate with her golden reel and reeled. The queen also wanted the pre­cious object and prom­ised the girl that in return she should stay another night next to the bedroom. But she had noticed the decep­tion and asked the king’s servant to give him some­thing else to drink that evening. Then, she sang again:

“Does King Swan
still think of his prom­ised bride Julian?
She has gone through sun, moon and stars,
through lions and dragons.
Will King Swan not wake up at all?”

Then the king awoke when he heard her voice, recog­nized her, and asked the queen: “If one has lost a key and finds it again, do one keep the old one or the new one?” The queen said: “The old one, of course.” - “Well, then you can no longer be my wife, for I have found my first bride again.” So, the next morning the queen had to go home to her father, and the king married his true bride, and they lived happily until they died.

[image: ]

✎ This queen was cer­tainly not the pure soul that the swan was looking for when he rose from the world and handed over the tangle of his life story into the hands of nature. For she is a soul that longs for prop­erty. And what longs for prop­erty cannot be true love, but desire and egoism. So, the spirit had not yet found the ori­ginal key to the castle in which he lived. And without it, he remained locked and imprisoned here by a soul that lets him fall asleep and dream. But the pure soul always finds her way if we are really ready to listen to her:

... When a swan sings, the animals listen.
When a swan sings, the animals are silent.
And they bend down low, whis­per­ing quietly to each other:
It is a swan king who dies in love.

To “die in love” means to live forever, because true love knows no sep­ar­a­tion. Sad death as a ter­rible loss and dark end is only known to the “animals” whose hol­istic reason has not yet developed. If we too can hear this highest song of whole­ness or divin­ity and listen in silence, then we may also sense that we are being deceived by our “indi­vidual soul” and try to remem­ber again where our first origin is, where there is no sep­ar­a­tion and where “my soul and your soul” are only “one soul”.

The Indian Bhagavatam Purana also says some­thing similar:
Thus, the swan, which had risen from Lake Manasa, was shaken up by his friend and recog­nized his true nature. In doing so, he remembered his first origin, which he had for­got­ten through sep­ar­a­tion. Oh Prac­h­inav­ar­his, I have given you this teach­ing in a sym­bolic way, because the Supreme Lord and Creator of the uni­verse can only be known beyond con­cepts. (Bhagavatam 4.28)


The Six Swans

✎ Based on the last three fairy tales, we would now like to try to pen­et­rate the spir­itual depth of the sym­bol­ism, espe­cially since most of the symbols of "Prince Swan" can also be found in this fairy tale. In the first part in par­tic­u­lar, we can think about how the spir­itual swan actu­ally became an earthly swan. Of course, as always, we recom­mend reading the fairy tale text in its entirety first.

✻ Once upon a time, a certain King was hunting in a great forest, and he chased a wild beast so eagerly that none of his attend­ants could follow him. When evening drew near, he stopped and looked around him, and then he saw that he had lost his way. He sought a way out, but could find none.
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✎ The story begins with a king, in whom we can once again see the ruling or active spirit, who, as we later learn, has lost his first wife and queen. Here we could think that as a pure spirit he has lost his pure and ori­ginal nature or soul. That is, he has turned away from his soul and thus sep­ar­ated, and sep­ar­a­tion means death and loss of the ori­ginal unity. With his con­cep­tual mind he has thus turned away from the inner unity and turned to the external diversity in the forest of forms and ideas, where he then lost himself. This means sym­bol­ic­ally: As an ego mind, he sep­ar­ated himself from "his people" and now eagerly hunts in the earthly forest of ima­gined forms for "wild" food for his body and mind. In doing so he gets lost in this forest of the earthly world and cannot find an exit in his state of sep­ar­a­tion, so that he is threatened with the loss of his rule and ulti­mately death. Does this sound famil­iar?

✻ Then he per­ceived an aged woman with a head which nodded per­petu­ally, who came towards him, but she was a witch. "Good woman," said he to her, "Can you not show me the way through the forest?" "Oh, yes, Lord King," she answered, "that I cer­tainly can, but on one con­di­tion, and if you do not fulfil that, you will never get out of the forest, and will die of hunger in it." - "What kind of con­di­tion is it?" asked the King. "I have a daugh­ter," said the old woman, "who is as beau­ti­ful as anyone in the world, and well deserves to be your consort, and if you will make her your Queen, I will show you the way out of the forest."

✎ So, the king, in his despair, comes to his senses again and sees the ancient being of external nature in the forest of forms, namely the famous witch, who of course also ensured that he was able to come to this forest in the first place, to hunt here and to get lost. We have already thought about the term "witch" (or hag, in German: Hexe) in "The Drummer", and here too the meaning of the number six as Greek "Hexa" and Latin "Sex" in rela­tion to the "six swans" is obvious, as is the ety­mo­lo­gical deriv­a­tion of "Hagazussa", which "guards the fence" insofar as she causes the sep­ar­a­tion and guards the borders of the forest, but is also the key to lib­er­a­tion. For the path that leads into the forest also leads out again.

The con­di­tion is of course that the king reunites with his soul, the spirit with nature. Oth­er­wise, the sep­ar­a­tion can never be over­come. The witch, however, as an external nature, offers her daugh­ter as a natural soul that is, so to speak, bewitched, and bound to the five phys­ical senses with con­cep­tual thought as the sixth in an external nature of sep­ar­ate forms, so that of course the spirit that marries her is also bound to a sep­ar­ate body and imprisoned in it. In this sense, in con­trast to the "pure hol­istic soul," one could also speak of a "sep­ar­ate ego­istic soul," so that the usual idea of "my soul and yours", and of "my body and yours" arises.

✻ In the anguish of his heart the King con­sen­ted, and the old woman led him to her little hut, where her daugh­ter was sitting by the fire. She received the King as if she had been expect­ing him, and he saw that she was very beau­ti­ful, but still, she did not please him, and he could not look at her without secret horror. After he had taken the maiden up on his horse, the old woman showed him the way, and the King reached his royal palace again, where the wedding was cel­eb­rated.
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✎ The king had actu­ally already agreed, i.e., had turned his will in this dir­ec­tion, when he went hunting in this forest of external nature. But now he is becom­ing more and more aware of this. That is why the witch's daugh­ter, who was sitting by the fire, received him not unex­pec­tedly. And this prob­ably does not mean the fire of love or the Holy Spirit with which “The Drummer" burned the entire forest of ideas in the pen­ul­tim­ate fairy tale, but the hearth fire of passion on which the "eagerly hunted game" from the forest of ideas is to be pre­pared as tasty food for body and mind to satisfy hunger. The external beauty of this soul reminds us of worldly seduc­tion, and the inner horror of a higher voice of truth that still res­on­ates in the king as wisdom and reason. Nev­er­the­less, he now lifts this soul to his side and rides with her on his horse back to his royal castle. That means, he rides on a phys­ical being as a spir­itual king with his queen. And in his kingdom, in con­junc­tion with the natural soul given to him by the witch, he rules at least over external nature, i.e., over the forest of forms and ideas where he loves to hunt. The spirit needs some kind of soul, either the pure, hol­istic soul or an ego­ist­ic­ally sep­ar­ated soul, because without nature the spirit cannot rule or work because he has nothing in which he can work. But the con­tinu­ation of the story shows that this mar­riage was not and could not be a pure union of spirit and nature.

✻ The King had already been married once, and had by his first wife, seven chil­dren, six boys and a girl, whom he loved better than any­thing else in the world. As he now feared that the step-mother might not treat them well, and even do them some injury, he took them to a lonely castle which stood in the midst of a forest. It lay so con­cealed, and the way was so dif­fi­cult to find, that he himself would not have found it, if a wise woman had not given him a ball of yarn with won­der­ful prop­er­ties. When he threw it down before him, it unrolled itself and showed him his path.

✎ Here we learn of the first woman and queen, whom he cer­tainly loved "more than any­thing in the world" at the begin­ning and how he now loves her chil­dren, that is, a true love between a pure spirit and a pure nature, in which we prac­tic­ally all have our origin. The six beloved boys, as pure beings of the wit­ness­ing spirit, remind us of the five senses with thought as the sixth, and the beloved girl, as a pure virgin and being of the giving birth nature, reminds us of the one pure soul, which of course is always and every­where present, but is rarely con­scious to us.

We know the symbol of the "step­mother" or "sub­sti­tute mother" from many fairy tales. It means above all that the active spirit has lost his ori­ginal unity with the true nature and is united with a second or "other" nature, which is sup­posed to replace the true nature. This can of course only be an illus­ory nature, which cannot exist in her entirety but only in the sep­ar­a­tion of oppos­ites, i.e., in an ego­istic world of sep­ar­ate forms, as we all know it well. This nature is con­stantly afraid of the hol­istic truth because she will dis­ap­pear as soon as the true nature returns. That is why she does not know true hol­istic love, but can only love her own forms or chil­dren in order to confirm herself.

The king now fears, not without reason, that the bewitched ego­istic soul, to which the spirit is now married, could corrupt and even kill his true chil­dren, because the hol­istic purity of these senses and soul is of course a threat to the bewitched or illus­ory nature of the external forms in the realm of sep­ar­a­tions. This is what happens to all of us when egoism reigns within us, which can only survive in such an external or mater­ial nature, although deep within us we can still feel a true and pure love. But we have taken these ori­ginal chil­dren or senses together with the pure soul deep in the forest of ideas to "a lonely castle and hidden them". And we would have lost the memory of them long ago if there were not also a "wise woman" within us, a higher wisdom that gives us the soul string that still con­nects our spirit with our pure soul of true nature. And we can unravel this mys­tical string of cause and effect in our mind's eye, so to speak, and trace it back to find our way back to our pure origin.

Jacob Boehme also wrote about this “step­mother” in 1620:
We came from our true, pure, para­disi­acal mother, in whom we were sup­posed to live as dear chil­dren. And now we are enclosed in the mother who gives birth to wild animals, and have received animal char­ac­ter­ist­ics. So, we act no dif­fer­ently than wild animals, for we have sur­rendered ourselves to a foreign mother who cares for us and leads us captive on her ropes. Now we must leave the external human being to the earthly mother, but we cannot escape from her, for she has cap­tured us in flesh and blood, she raises us in herself and con­siders us her chil­dren. But we have a pre­cious jewel hidden within us, with which we are God's chil­dren. With this, let us strive for the highest good, so that we may attain it. (On the Threefold Life of Man, 14.2)
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✻ The King, however, went so fre­quently away to his dear chil­dren that the Queen observed his absence; she was curious and wanted to know what he did when he was quite alone in the forest. She gave a great deal of money to his ser­vants, and they betrayed the secret to her, and told her like­wise of the ball which alone could point out the way. And now she knew no rest until she had learnt where the King kept the ball of yarn.

✎ This "being quite alone" far away from this world, deep in the forest, where the usual paths do not reach, reminds us from a spir­itual point of view of the retreat into our inner being on the path of remem­brance, which is also called med­it­a­tion or con­tem­pla­tion. In this way we come to the origin of our being, where the pure love of hol­istic senses and thoughts is still alive in secret. But if you marry the ego­istic soul, it is only a matter of time before she cap­tiv­ates our thoughts with the promise of great gain, takes hold of the clew of life's story and learns which paths the active spirit takes and who he secretly loves. Then she nat­ur­ally fears that he could be unfaith­ful to her. What can she do about it?

✻ Then she made little shirts of white silk, and as she had learnt the art of witch­craft from her mother, she sewed a charm inside them. And once when the King had ridden forth to hunt, she took the little shirts and went into the forest, and the ball showed her the way. The chil­dren, who saw from a dis­tance that someone was approach­ing, thought that their dear father was coming to them, and full of joy, ran to meet him. Then she threw one of the little shirts over each of them, and no sooner had the shirts touched their bodies than they were changed into swans, and flew away over the forest. The Queen went home quite delighted, and thought she had got rid of her step-chil­dren, but the girl had not run out with her broth­ers, and the Queen knew nothing about her.

✎ Here we are told how the ego­istic soul makes small, narrow shirts for the pure senses and thoughts out of the seduct­ive silk thread that was spun by a greedy, vora­cious cater­pil­lar. And while the king or spirit was dis­trac­ted on the hunt in the external world, she threw this web over the senses and thoughts and envel­oped them with it, so that they became phys­ical and flew out of their hid­den­ness or whole­ness into the external world as swans. This web of the ego­istic soul reminds us again of the ball of life’s story that is wound up as a soul bond of cause and effect, and thus also envel­ops and embod­ies the senses and thoughts.

Why swans in par­tic­u­lar? Well, they are prac­tic­ally among the largest and heav­iest birds that can still fly. And perhaps what is meant by this is that flying birds, which are also con­sidered a symbol of the soul, cannot be embod­ied any better. They also have the white feath­ers of external purity, although intern­ally they are animals that can be very wilful and aggress­ive, and do not imme­di­ately flee when threatened, like other small birds. This is why they are also dif­fi­cult to tame, and who does not know what untamed senses and thoughts mean. After all, swans are not typical herd animals like the goose, which likes to seek the whole, but often travel alone or with a lifelong partner, which is why they usually defend their ter­rit­ory stub­bornly, just as our senses like to see them­selves sep­ar­ated from the other senses, defend their respect­ive ter­rit­ory and are bound to their desired sense objects for life.

And why not black shirts to send them into the world of dark­ness and death? No, they should live, but as her own chil­dren in the limited light of her external world, because she doesn’t know no other. Thus, the ego­istic witch­craft was sewn into these "white silk shirts" or woven or entangled, so that they sep­ar­ated from their sister, the pure soul, and flew out into a world of external forms and sep­ar­a­tion. Even so, our senses and thoughts are pure and "white as on the first day" insofar as they are pure inform­a­tion or pure con­scious­ness, but the mind is free to eval­u­ate and judge, either with hol­istic reason from a divine per­spect­ive or with con­cep­tual-sep­ar­at­ing reason from an ego­istic per­spect­ive. In this way, the senses and thoughts can be bewitched and enchanted, but of course not the pure soul, which "does not run towards the illu­sion" so that the illu­sion "knows nothing about her either". Because if the pure soul or nature were to be con­tam­in­ated, bewitched and dis­ap­pear, then we would truly be hope­lessly lost.

✻ Next day the King went to visit his chil­dren, but he found no one but the little girl. "Where are thy broth­ers?" asked the King. "Alas, dear father," she answered, "they have gone away and left me alone!" and she told him that she had seen from her little window how her broth­ers had flown away over the forest in the shape of swans, and she showed him the feath­ers, which they had let fall in the court­yard, and which she had picked up. The King mourned, but he did not think that the Queen had done this wicked deed, and as he feared that the girl would also be stolen away from him, he wanted to take her away with him. But she was afraid of her step-mother, and entreated the King to let her stay just this one night more in the forest castle.

✎ The active spirit has now lost the inner con­nec­tion to his true senses, and the pure soul will not and cannot stay with him, because where illu­sion reigns, truth cannot exist. The active spirit has thus not only lost his unity with true nature, but also his con­nec­tion to her through the soul bond, and has fallen com­pletely into phys­ic­al­ity. He no longer rides on the horse as a king with his queen, as he did when he returned to his kingdom, but has become the horse on which the queen now rides. One could also say that he has now become a swan, like his senses and thoughts, and no longer knows who he really is, because he has been con­trolled and cap­tured by the illu­sion, which he can no longer recog­nize. Just as the king "did not think that the queen had com­mit­ted this evil deed."
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And if we are honest with ourselves, we also live in such a world. We think that our senses and thoughts are free and can rise into the world like white swans, but it is only a narrow phys­ical world of sep­ar­a­tion in the play of oppos­ites. Of course, we try everything to main­tain this illu­sion of freedom with an almost endless variety of forms through our modern media such as tele­vi­sion, tele­phone and Inter­net or through tech­no­logy such as cars, air­planes and other machines, but this arti­fi­cially illu­min­ated world cannot protect us from an inner dark­ness. Although, we are out­wardly as "delighted" as the queen, inwardly we "mourn" like the king and increas­ingly fall into depres­sion, which has now become a wide­spread national disease. We have enclosed our con­scious­ness in a narrow phys­ic­al­ity and now believe that we have to run, drive and fly through the world with our bodies in order to be free, and the further and faster, the freer. And of course, our selfish queen will do everything to keep our minds bewitched, which is why we love selfish­ness in our world more than any­thing.

This con­cludes the first part of this fairy tale, and we have learned how the pure spirit could incarn­ate in this world, or how the pure, hol­istic and eternal con­scious­ness could forget itself and identify with an external, sep­ar­ate and tran­si­ent form that it had made for itself.

The pure soul or nature remains hidden and uncon­scious during the "spir­itual night", as long as this night lasts for the king, until the spir­itual morning dawns, the senses and thoughts are freed and the pure soul is recog­nized again. And what the soul does there in secret, how it works in the sub­con­scious in the depths of nature, we will now read in the second part of this fairy tale, and of course we also want to try to under­stand the sym­bol­ism of this path to sal­va­tion from a spir­itual point of view.

✻ The poor girl thought, "I can no longer stay here. I will go and seek my broth­ers." And when night came, she ran away, and went straight into the forest. She walked the whole night long, and next day also without stop­ping, until she could go no farther for wear­i­ness. Then she saw a forest-hut, and went into it, and found a room with six little beds, but she did not venture to get into one of them, but crept under one, and lay down on the hard ground, intend­ing to pass the night there.

✎ The pure soul now searches in the realm of the moon at night, similar to the last fairy tale of "Prince Swan", and in the realm of the sun during the day, and finally ascends to a forest hut, prob­ably in the realm of the stars, which is remin­is­cent of our animal body, since it is prac­tic­ally made of "star­dust". In this house, the five senses and think­ing have their six nar­rowly con­fined "little beds" and are, so to speak, at home. Of course, the pure soul does not want to lie down in these beds, but rather lies down under­neath them, similar to the last fairy tale. Because as the soul of nature, which spins and weaves all the threads of life from cause and effect, she is of course also the basis of embod­i­ment. And this happens above all through the "wear­i­ness" or inert­ness of nature, so that she lit­er­ally freezes in certain forms. She wanted to wait there until the "spir­itual night" of the house's res­id­ents was over.

✻ Just before sunset, however, she heard a rust­ling, and saw six swans come flying in at the window. They alighted on the ground and blew at each other, and blew all the feath­ers off, and their swan's skins stripped off like a shirt. Then the maiden looked at them and recog­nized her broth­ers, was glad and crept forth from beneath the bed. The broth­ers were not less delighted to see their little sister, but their joy was of short dur­a­tion. "Here canst thou not abide," they said to her. "This is a shelter for robbers, if they come home and find thee, they will kill thee." - "But can you not protect me?" asked the little sister. "No," they replied, "only for one quarter of an hour each evening can we lay aside our swan's skins and have during that time our human form; after that, we are once more turned into swans."

✎ The times of sunrise and sunset have always been a par­tic­u­larly mys­tical time of change between day and night, neither this nor that, like a no man's land between two realms, a twi­light and a time of spirits, which people used to like to spend with rituals, prayer and med­it­a­tion. Even today, a sunrise or sunset can inspire us deeply, calm the thoughts, open the senses and expand con­scious­ness. And so here in the body house, too, the senses and thoughts could easily take off their tight feather shirts and show their true nature, so that nature and spirit recog­nized each other with joy in their whole­ness. But like in the last fairy tale of "Prince Swan", this house is also home to the greedy ego, which wants to take everything for itself and lives like a "robber" in the world. And at the end of the day, the hungry ego returns to the inwards of the body house, where it con­tin­ues to search for nour­ish­ment in the form of thoughts, dreams and memor­ies. There­fore, a hol­istic soul cannot stay here, because she would imme­di­ately be devoured and incor­por­ated because the ego nat­ur­ally wants its own or per­sonal soul. The pure senses and thoughts could protect them from this, but their purity or truth only lasts for a brief moment in the twi­light, because they have been embod­ied and must now serve the body with the ego mind in a nar­rowly limited space of con­scious­ness, during the day in the external and at night in the internal dream world.

✻ The little sister wept and said, "Can you not be set free?" - "Alas, no," they answered, "the con­di­tions are too hard! For six years thou mayst neither speak nor laugh, and in that time, thou must sew together six little shirts of star­flowers for us. And if one single word falls from thy lips, all thy work will be lost." And when the broth­ers had said this, the quarter of an hour was over, and they flew out of the window again as swans.

✎ Now the ques­tion is how the senses and thoughts can be freed or redeemed from the restrict­ive shirts of their phys­ic­al­ity? And when we read the con­di­tions, we nat­ur­ally first think of a long period of penance and asceti­cism, so that other ver­sions of this fairy tale speak of shirts made of nettles that the girl had to spin, weave and sew as a path of suf­fer­ing. This is a path that reminds us not only of the path of suf­fer­ing of Christ, who was given the crown of thorns, but also of many other ascet­ics, hermits, recluses and monks who were able to over­come their phys­ic­al­ity and regain healing as holi­ness, whole­ness or divin­ity. And these tried and tested paths to sal­va­tion, which people have been fol­low­ing since ancient times, often included a long-stand­ing vow of silence, as we can read, for example, in the ancient Indian Mahabharata 13.10:
The ways of virtue are extremely subtle and can hardly be under­stood by people with an impure soul. For this reason, the ascet­ics take a vow of silence and follow the paths of the gen­er­ally respec­ted order through the appro­pri­ate ini­ti­ations without getting lost in words. For fear of saying some­thing wrong or dis­astrous, the ascet­ics often refrain from speak­ing at all. For even right­eous people, blessed with every virtue, truth­ful­ness and sim­pli­city, have been seen to accu­mu­late great guilt due to words spoken unwor­thily.

But here the broth­ers are sup­posed to get shirts made of star­flowers to break the witch's spell. And star­flowers remind us less of pain and suf­fer­ing, but more of a vibrant, bright variety of flowers in nature that fills the entire, unima­gin­ably large realm of the stars with beauty and joy, more of the heav­enly flowers of star­light than of our earthly plants made of star­dust.

And "sewing together" reminds us of the whole­ness of the senses and thoughts in a realm of pure love, which the active spirit needs to over­come every sep­ar­a­tion and thus also the ego­istic phys­ic­al­ity of mine and yours in a world of oppos­ites. Just as the famous wreath or ring woven from daisies sym­bol­izes the whole­ness that we like to put on our heads. Goethe also spoke of a star­flower in [Faust I] in order to announce Faus­tian love to Gretchen in the famous flower petal game “He loves me, loves me not, loves me…”: “Yes, child! and let this blossom-word for thee be speech divine! He loves thee!”

And until this divine or hol­istic view of the senses and thoughts is achieved again, it should not be spoken about, and espe­cially not by the pure soul herself, because as soon as the ego mind takes hold of this work, "all work is lost". Because then the pure soul becomes a "concept" in the world of oppos­ites and can no longer be truth and whole­ness. We know all too well how fan­at­ical and dev­ast­at­ing people can become when they grasp the words of God with their ego mind and then believe: "I am the way, the truth and the life..." So, on this path it is not about under­stand­ing in the ego mind, but about a direct exper­i­ence, aware­ness, know­ledge and real­iz­a­tion, a "self-know­ledge" and "self-real­iz­a­tion" so to speak, which is not done by the ego, but which happens "by itself" in the whole­ness of spirit and nature.

And why not laugh for once? On the one hand, it is a time of mourn­ing over the sep­ar­a­tion, so the pure soul should not give the impres­sion of being really happy and glad about it. Who does not know those times of crisis when we feel sad and depressed deep down inside? On the other hand, this work requires the utmost ser­i­ous­ness, without being dis­trac­ted by ridicu­lous things.

The process of redemp­tion from witch­craft is said to take six long years. Sim­il­arly, there is also talk of cycles of seven years in which a person devel­ops from an infant to a school­child, to a teen­ager, to an adult, etc., and pure reason should increas­ingly awaken. These years seem rel­at­ively long to us, but nature itself works in com­pletely dif­fer­ent dimen­sions here. These six years could even mean the entire six days of cre­ation as described in the Bible. And during all this time, the pure soul of nature is determ­ined to do her work.

✻ The maiden, however, firmly resolved to deliver her broth­ers, even if it should cost her life. She left the hut, went into the midst of the forest, seated herself on a tree, and there passed the night. Next morning, she went out and gathered star­flowers and began to sew. She could not speak to any one, and she had no inclin­a­tion to laugh; she sat there and looked at nothing but her work.

✎ So, the pure soul goes into all of nature, where she can be found every­where, in the tree of life, so to speak, where she sits in com­plete silence and does her work with all ser­i­ous­ness and only looks at it. She has no desire to laugh, because she mourns the sep­ar­a­tion and will only be happy again when this time is over. With this, the pure soul of nature now strives full of love again for the whole­ness of our senses and thought. Isn't that a won­der­ful and pro­found view of nature, how she works tire­lessly on the inside on the work of our sal­va­tion, unre­cog­nized by the outside world? Even if it often feels like nettle shirts, suf­fer­ing is only one of her means, and not even the most decis­ive one: "Let this blossom-word for thee be speech divine! She loves thee!”

✻ When she had already spent a long time there it came to pass that the King of the country was hunting in the forest, and his hunts­men came to the tree on which the maiden was sitting. They called to her and said, "Who art thou?" But she made no answer. "Come down to us," said they. "We will not do thee any harm." She only shook her head. As they pressed her further with ques­tions she threw her golden neck­lace down to them, and thought to content them thus. They, however, did not cease, and then she threw her girdle down to them, and as this also was to no purpose, her garters, and by degrees everything that she had on that she could do without until she had nothing left but her shift. The hunts­men, however, did not let them­selves be turned aside by that, but climbed the tree and fetched the maiden down and led her before the King.

✎ Here the king comes into play again as an active spirit, without whom nature cannot work and accom­plish her work. From a spir­itual point of view, it is of course the same king or spirit as in the first part, who hunts again in the forest of the world and sends out his hunters. The hunters would then again be his five senses with the thoughts that have been bewitched and need redemp­tion. And as a young prince, he is nat­ur­ally looking for his queen or soul, so that "his hunters" are not sat­is­fied with the external mater­ial forms of nature, but want to grasp and take hold of her "naked and living being" itself. Which is of course impossible, because if she had taken off her last shirt, then they would only have grasped into the void. Even so, we can only grasp and take hold of the soul of nature in external forms with our bewitched senses and thoughts, which then usually becomes "my wife" or "my soul" as phys­ical and spir­itual prop­erty, seized by the ego mind.

Here we find a won­der­ful sym­bol­ism that one can med­it­ate on for a long time: the gen­er­at­ive spirit cannot be sat­is­fied with all the fruits that the tree of life gives, because they are only golden chains, belts and bands, until he has redis­covered, recog­nized and united with the pure soul of the giving birth nature.

✻ The King asked, "Who art thou? What art thou doing on the tree?" But she did not answer. He put the ques­tion in every lan­guage that he knew, but she remained as mute as a fish. As she was so beau­ti­ful, the King's heart was touched, and he was smitten with a great love for her.

“One look at our true nature and we are in love.”

✎ Here some­thing very unusual happens. The spirit finds a soul that has no name, does not answer his ques­tions and cannot even laugh. And yet he feels a great love for her that touches him deep in his heart. Of course, because she is his true nature, which is in truth always united with him and, as pure con­scious­ness, can take on any form she wants. But she cannot answer him on the level of the mind because his senses and thoughts are still bewitched and the pure soul would thus lose her truth and purity. We feel the same way with our love for God. We do not know his name or his work in the tree of life, and for a long time we do not receive an answer to our ques­tions. Only great love can connect us with him and give us trust in a spir­itual world and eternal life.

✻ He put his mantle on her, took her before him on his horse, and carried her to his castle. Then he caused her to be dressed in rich gar­ments, and she shone in her beauty like bright day­light, but no word could be drawn from her. He placed her by his side at table, and her modest bearing and cour­tesy pleased him so much that he said, "She is the one whom I wish to marry, and no other woman in the world." And after some days he united himself to her.

✎ Well, the active spirit "puts his mantle on her", his phys­ical one, and lifts her up to his side again, as in the first part of this fairy tale, to ride on the horse of his phys­ic­al­ity as king with his queen into his kingdom of the external world. Back then it was the selfish soul of the witch, of whom he knew where she came from. And she was also beau­ti­ful, but inside he had felt a "horror" and no great love for her. He had married her anyway because he wanted to regain his kingdom. This time it is the pure soul. But the worldly spirit is still dom­in­ated by the same selfish­ness that now sym­bol­ic­ally meets us as the "evil mother of the king" and asks the same ques­tions that our egoic mind would usually ask.

✻ The King, however, had a wicked mother who was dis­sat­is­fied with this mar­riage and spoke ill of the young Queen. "Who knows," said she, "from whence the creature who can't speak, comes? She is not worthy of a king!" After a year had passed, when the Queen brought her first child into the world, the old woman took it away from her, and smeared her mouth with blood as she slept. Then she went to the King and accused the Queen of being a man-eater. The King would not believe it, and would not suffer any one to do her any injury. She, however, sat con­tinu­ally sewing at the shirts, and cared for nothing else. The next time, when she again bore a beau­ti­ful boy, the false step-mother used the same treach­ery, but the King could not bring himself to give credit to her words. He said, "She is too pious and good to do any­thing of that kind; if she were not dumb, and could defend herself, her inno­cence would come to light."

✎ The evil step­mother became now an evil mother-in-law, who often stands as a symbol of selfish moth­erly love and sees her daugh­ter-in-law as a com­pet­itor who wants to take away the son, she gave birth to and raised and now con­siders her prop­erty. Accord­ingly, she accuses her daugh­ter-in-law of being a "can­ni­bal" or "sor­ceress", which is what she actu­ally is. But the great love between spirit and soul is still stronger and cannot be des­troyed by external events in the world. Yes, such con­stant trust is rare, and in a similar way we also find it dif­fi­cult to trust an etern­ally pure God who obvi­ously allows so much suf­fer­ing, loss and death in this world, kills and eats up his own creatures and ulti­mately even us. Do we some­times ask ourselves who actu­ally tells us such ter­rible stories about cruel nature? And why? Then perhaps we could also feel this great love for God and believe in his purity and inno­cence, which he will reveal to us one day. And until then, “the soul of his nature con­tinu­ally works toward our sal­va­tion and pays atten­tion to nothing else.”

✻ But when the old woman stole away the newly-born child for the third time, and accused the Queen, who did not utter one word of defence, the King could do no oth­er­wise than deliver her over to justice, and she was sen­tenced to suffer death by fire.

✎ This is how the famous test of fire finally comes, which we also got to know in the pen­ul­tim­ate fairy tale of “The Drummer" on the glass moun­tain: Is it true love, or just the blind desire of an egot­ist­ical attach­ment that cannot and does not want to see the truth? How far does such pure and true love reach? Yes, this love can even over­come egoism, and the active spirit becomes ready to let go of all prop­erty and "deliver her over to justice". Sim­il­arly, “Prince Swan” also handed over the whole tangle of his life story to Mother Nature. For true love cannot have prop­erty of any form, just as pure con­scious­ness knows no prop­erty, oth­er­wise it would be desire that turns into hate as soon as the prop­erty is threatened. True love is there­fore the power of pure for­give­ness, which dis­solves all con­tra­dic­tions of mine and yours, and at the same time it also receives everything back, for then there is only one soul, one nature and one spirit in one deity. And so, our enchanted senses and thoughts are cleansed and redeemed from every egoism of sep­ar­a­tion:

✻ When the day came for the sen­tence to be executed, it was the last day of the six years during which she was not to speak or laugh, and she had delivered her dear broth­ers from the power of the enchant­ment. The six shirts were ready, only the left sleeve of the sixth was wanting. When, there­fore, she was led to the stake, she laid the shirts on her arm, and when she stood on high and the fire was just going to be lighted, she looked around and six swans came flying through the air towards her. Then she saw that her deliv­er­ance was near, and her heart leapt with joy. The swans swept towards her and sank down so that she could throw the shirts over them, and as they were touched by them, their swan's skins fell off, and her broth­ers stood in their own bodily form before her, and were vig­or­ous and hand­some. The young­est only lacked his left arm, and had in the place of it a swan's wing on his shoulder.

✎ Why do the senses and thoughts need new shirts? Why not just take off the old ones, like they did in the forest-hut during the brief period of twi­light? Well, the path that leads into the forest also leads out again, what has been wound up must be unwound again, or as it was said in “The Drummer”: “As you have brewed, so you must drink.” So, the small and tight shirts made of the web of the greedy silk­worm must be replaced now with the large and wide shirts made of the flowers of the stars, more with star­light than with star­dust, in order to over­come the sep­ar­a­tion, to be released from the bond and to achieve whole­ness or healing.

And where did the swans come from? Well, they were still the king's beloved senses and thoughts, which now returned from the external world "through the air" to the pure soul and were released from their narrow con­scious­ness. Con­scious­ness expan­ded again and the sep­ar­a­tion between spirit and nature could be over­come with the power of love, so that the king recog­nized the true nature of his queen.

And why was the young­est missing his left arm? It is said that the per­fec­tion of this world lies in its imper­fec­tion. As long as we live in this world, a small part of the animal body will always cling to us, espe­cially to the intel­lec­tual mind, which is our young­est child, so to speak. But we can be con­scious of it so that it cannot control us. Then everything is good and perfect, and the happy ending is near:

✻ They embraced and kissed each other, and the Queen went to the King, who was greatly moved, and she began to speak and said, "Dearest husband, now I may speak and declare to thee that I am inno­cent, and falsely accused." And she told him of the treach­ery of the old woman who had taken away her three chil­dren and hidden them. Then to the great joy of the King they were brought thither, and as a pun­ish­ment, the wicked step-mother was bound to the stake, and burnt to ashes. But the King and the Queen with their six broth­ers lived many years in hap­pi­ness and peace.
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✎ When the senses and thoughts of the active or gen­er­at­ive spirit are pure again, the pure soul of the birth­ing nature can reveal her inno­cence and pure love to him. And so, the sister gets her broth­ers back, the king his beloved queen, the pure spirit his true nature, and the united couple their chil­dren, so that they are now all one big whole again. And the false, evil or cruel mother nature burns with the ego mind as an illu­sion on the stake (in German: Scheit­er­haufen, scheit­ern = to fail, Haufen = pile) in her own fire that she had inten­ded for the pure soul. But the pure soul knows no failure and can never be burned, as was also described in “The Drummer" on the glass moun­tain. Only the bewitched phys­ic­al­ity burns here on earth "to ashes", that is, to star­dust, from which all our bodies are made, which is basic­ally just pure energy and pure light or con­scious­ness. What remains is a happy family that is con­scious of its whole­ness and can live in this earthly world for many long years in hap­pi­ness and peace with a reas­on­able spirit.

We have now heard of three basic ways of dealing with the knot of our life story: 1) As an active mind, you can play with it, ride on it, let your­self be carried away by it and try to hold on to it. 2) You can also get com­pletely entangled in it and allow your­self to be com­pletely enclosed, bound and over­whelmed by it. 3) Or you can hand it over to nature to unwind it and free your­self from it by trust­ing in nature with the power of love. For the more the mind with the ego-mind hunts and grasps for the forms of nature in the forest of ideas and clings to the fruits of its per­sonal actions, the more this knot is wound up and the further the active mind moves away from its true nature and also wraps its senses and thoughts ever more tightly and densely in this web. There­fore, the ego-mind is fun­da­ment­ally incap­able of unwind­ing this knot again. But because it is a soul bond of cause and effect, it must of course be unwound at some point and the nar­rowed con­scious­ness expan­ded. And the pure soul of nature works tire­lessly on this for our well-being and is only happy again when the great work is com­pleted, as this fairy tale describes in such a won­der­ful way.

May we too find the pure soul of our true nature in the tree of life, which wears the clothes of the sun, moon and stars, has the golden tools of spin­ning wheel, spindle and reel for our life thread and gives birth to our beloved chil­dren, itself, the senses and thoughts. May we feel love for true nature again in the depths of our hearts, trust it and give it a chance to reveal its pure love and inno­cence!

How can we prac­tic­ally imagine how our senses can escape the tightly knitted shirt and expand? There­for we would like to present a video on the subject of "seeing without eyes" and how easy it is for chil­dren to be able to see this external world without their phys­ical eyes. And if you look into this subject more closely, it quickly becomes clear that our con­cep­tual mind is the biggest obstacle, which vehe­mently claims: "That's not pos­sible!" Of course, chil­dren have it much easier here. Oth­er­wise, abil­it­ies such as "clair­voy­ance" have long been known, and Indian yogis also know of such "siddhis". But the fact that chil­dren can learn it so easily in prac­tice is aston­ish­ing. And what does our "modern science" say about this? Of course, it is silent, because what cannot be accord­ing to its world view must not be, and is either for­bid­den or ignored...


The poor Girl and the Star-Money

✻ There was once on a time a little girl whose father and mother were dead, and she was so poor that she no longer had any little room to live in, or bed to sleep in, and at last she had nothing else but the clothes she was wearing and a little bit of bread in her hand which some char­it­able soul had given her. She was, however, good and pious. And as she was thus for­saken by all the world, she went forth into the open country, trust­ing in the good God. Then a poor man met her, who said, "Ah, give me some­thing to eat, I am so hungry!" She reached him the whole of her piece of bread, and said, "May God bless it to thy use," and went onwards. Then came a child who moaned and said, "My head is so cold, give me some­thing to cover it with." So, she took off her hood and gave it to him; and when she had walked a little farther, she met another child who had no jacket and was frozen with cold. Then she gave it her own; and a little farther on one begged for a frock, and she gave away that also. At length she got into a forest and it had already become dark, and there came yet another child, and asked for a little shirt, and the good little girl thought to herself, "It is a dark night and no one sees thee, thou canst very well give thy little shirt away," and took it off, and gave away that also. And as she so stood, and had not one single thing left, sud­denly some stars from heaven fell down, and they were nothing else but hard smooth pieces of money, and although she had just given her little shirt away, she had a new one which was of the very finest linen. Then she gathered together the money into this, and was rich all the days of her life.

✎ Now that we have thought a lot about our soul and the realm of the stars in the last three fairy tales, we cannot miss this beau­ti­ful fairy tale, which may be very short, but can touch us deep in our hearts. Modern science now knows that our earth, our bodies and ulti­mately all our money are made of "star­dust", because this seem­ingly solid matter was, so to speak, hatched by nuclear fusion in the stars. But we do not want to look so much at the star­dust here, but rather at the "star­light" of con­scious­ness, and try to inter­pret this fairy tale from a spir­itual per­spect­ive and explore the deeper sym­bol­ism. Be brave!

✻ There was once on a time a little girl whose father and mother were dead, and she was so poor that she no longer had any little room to live in, or bed to sleep in, and at last she had nothing else but the clothes she was wearing and a little bit of bread in her hand which some com­pas­sion­ate soul had given her.

✎ The “girl” as a pure virgin reminds us again of the pure soul of nature, which in truth has no parents at all, because it is itself the origin. Only in this world of “reality” in time and space, where the pure soul can take on many dif­fer­ent forms, can we speak of father and mother, namely in rela­tion to the soul bonds of cause and effect. The fact that these parents had “died” indic­ates a sep­ar­a­tion, because death is nothing other than sep­ar­a­tion. And what can the pure soul be sep­ar­ated from? Actu­ally, only from the hol­istic spirit, and then only in rela­tion to an illu­sion or a dream of prop­erty and thus of one’s own phys­ic­al­ity.

This makes us see many sep­ar­ate souls, each incarn­ated dif­fer­ently, each with a “little room, bed and clothes on the body” and feeding on phys­ical food that is given extern­ally to the hungry body out of “com­pas­sion”. If the pure soul of nature were hol­ist­ic­ally united with a pure spirit, then we could speak of a suf­fer­ing-free and pure con­scious­ness that knows no sep­ar­a­tion, does not cling to any form and is thus com­pletely free to take on any form.

The fact that our con­scious­ness (or con­science) is the reason for all cre­ation is mean­while not even so far-fetched from a sci­entific point of view, when the quantum phys­i­cist and Nobel Prize winner Anton Zeilinger says: “Inform­a­tion is the primary sub­stance of the uni­verse.” The Bible says some­thing similar: “In the begin­ning was the word...” And con­science as “with-science” means nothing other than moving know­ledge that inter­acts with one another in being. But how can pure con­scious­ness take on a form and even become solid matter? Well, simply and briefly, this happens by “holding on” to know­ledge or inform­a­tion, i.e., by owning it in time and space, when the two com­pon­ents of “con-science” become a “two-com­pon­ent adhes­ive,” so to speak. Anyone who studies the physics of light will find some­thing similar. Because light itself is free from time and space, and only through obser­va­tion it is bound and given speed and mass. And what does an observer do? Sure, of course he grasps and holds on to inform­a­tion or know­ledge.

People have long been asking them­selves where they actu­ally come from and what they are? And with that, the ques­tion has always been what people would be if they lost everything they had in this world and wanted to hold on to? And that is what this fairy tale is about.

Now, in a world that is so mater­i­ally rich, where we live in abund­ance and yet are never sat­is­fied, it is already very dif­fi­cult to speak of mater­ial poverty, and even more dif­fi­cult to speak of spir­itual poverty. We would there­fore like to let a famous old master have his say, namely Meister (Master) Eckhart in his extremely pro­found sermon No. 32 on “poverty in spirit”, which was written over 700 years ago:

Blessed­ness opened its mouth of wisdom and said: “Blessed are the poor in spirit, theirs is the kingdom of heaven. (Matt. 5.3)” All angels and all saints and everything that has ever been born must be silent when this eternal wisdom of the Father speaks; for all the wisdom of the angels and of all creatures is pure noth­ing­ness before the ground­less wisdom of God. This wisdom has said that the poor are blessed.

Now there are two kinds of poverty. The first is an external poverty, and this is good and very praise­worthy in the person who will­ingly accepts it out of love for our Lord Jesus Christ, because he himself had it on earth. I will not speak any further about this poverty. However, there is another poverty, an internal poverty, which is to be under­stood by the words of our Lord when he says: “Blessed are the poor in spirit.”

Now I ask you to be like­wise (poor), so that you can under­stand this saying; for I say to you by the eternal truth: If you do not resemble this truth, of which we now want to speak, you cannot under­stand me.

✻ She was, however, good and pious. And as she was thus for­saken by all the world, she went forth into the open country, trust­ing in the good God. Then a poor man met her, who said, “Ah, give me some­thing to eat, I am so hungry!” She reached him the whole of her piece of bread, and said, “May God bless it to thy use,” and went onwards.

✎ We first read about the qual­it­ies that a soul needs again when it has fallen into sep­ar­a­tion and has been “aban­doned by the whole world”, that is, the hol­istic spirit. With these qual­it­ies of “good and pious in trust in the good God”, it first goes “out into the field”, that is, into the human world, where we look for and produce our food. Here is our will, with which we feed ourselves: either our own ego­istic will to hold on to and accu­mu­late prop­erty, or a hol­istic or divine will to serve the whole or God. On this path of devo­tion to spir­itual poverty, one should first give up one’s own ego food. And the “poor man” reminds us of God himself as the father of cre­ation, who is already perfect poverty because he does not want to hold on to any­thing in his great cre­ation as prop­erty, that is, he is pure con­scious­ness that does not cling to any form but can take on any form. And he asks the same devo­tion from us, or from his son.

Meister Eckhart also con­tin­ues:
Some people have asked me what poverty in itself and what a poor person is. We want to answer that. Bishop Albrecht says that this is a poor person who is not sat­is­fied with all the things that God has ever created, and that is well said. But we say it better and take poverty in an (even) higher sense: This is a poor person who wants nothing and knows nothing and has nothing. I want to speak of these three points, and I ask you for the love of God that you under­stand this truth if you can. But if you do not under­stand it, do not worry about it, because I want to speak of a truth that only a few good people will under­stand.

Firstly, we say that a poor person is someone who wants nothing. Some people do not under­stand this meaning cor­rectly: These are those people who, through penance and external exer­cise, cling to their selfish ego, which these people con­sider to be great. God have mercy on such people that they know so little of the divine truth! These people are called holy because of their outward appear­ance, but inside they are donkeys, because they do not under­stand the real meaning of divine truth. These people do indeed say that this is a poor person who wants nothing. But they inter­pret this as meaning that a person must live in such a way that he never fulfils his (own) will in any­thing, that he (rather) should strive to fulfil the most beloved will of God. These people are doing well, because their opinion is good; there­fore, we want to praise them.

May God in his mercy grant them the kingdom of heaven. But I say by the divine truth that these people are not (really) poor people, nor do they resemble poor people. They are con­sidered great in the eyes (only) of people who know nothing better. But I say that they are donkeys who under­stand nothing of divine truth. Because of their good inten­tions they may attain the kingdom of heaven, but they know nothing of the poverty that I now want to speak of.

If someone asked me what it is, a poor person who wants nothing, I would answer and say: As long as a person still has this in him, that it is his will to fulfil God’s most beloved will, such a person does not have the poverty that we want to speak of. For this person (still) has a will with which he wants to satisfy God’s will, and that is not true poverty. For if man is to be truly poor, he must be as free of his created will as he was when he did not yet exist. For I say to you by the eternal truth: As long as you have the will to fulfil the will of God and have a desire for etern­ity and for God, you are not really poor. For only that person is poor who wants nothing and desires nothing.

When I was still in my first cause, I had no God, and I was the cause of myself. I wanted nothing, I desired nothing, for I was a free being and a knower of myself in the enjoy­ment of truth. Then I wanted myself and wanted nothing else: what I wanted, I was, and what I was, I wanted. And here I stood free of God and of all things. But when I went out of my own free will and received my created being, then I had a God; for before the creatures were, God was not yet “God”: rather, he was what he was. When the creatures came into being and received their created being, God was not God in himself, but he was God in the creatures.

Now we say that God, insofar as he is (only) “God,” is not the highest goal of the creature. For even the lowest creature has such a high rank of being in God. And if it were the case that a fly had reason and could seek by reason the eternal abyss of divine exist­ence from which it came, we would say that God, with all that he is as “God,” could not (even) create ful­fil­ment and sat­is­fac­tion for this fly. There­fore, we ask God that we may be rid of “God” and that we may grasp and enjoy the truth there and forever, where the highest angels and the fly and the soul are equal, there where I stood and wanted, what I was, and was, what I wanted. So, then we say: If man is to be poor in will, he must want and desire as little as he wanted and desired when he was not (yet). And in this way the man who wants nothing is poor.

✻ Then came a child who moaned and said, “My head is so cold, give me some­thing to cover it with.” So, she took off her hood and gave it to him; and when she had walked a little farther, she met another child who had no jacket and was frozen with cold. Then she gave it her own; and a little farther on one begged for a frock, and she gave away that also.

✎ Here we read of three external gar­ments of the soul, which, from a spir­itual point of view, remind us of con­cep­tual know­ledge with all the many ideas with which we wrap ourselves and ulti­mately wall ourselves in and embody ourselves. Regard­ing the three gar­ments of above, middle and below, one could think of our know­ledge of heaven, earth and hell, so to speak between pure light and mere dark­ness when the girl is stand­ing, and of our know­ledge of the past, present and future when she is lying down. This may be far-fetched, but it leads us to the sym­bolic cross of the con­cep­tual mind in space and time, to which we want to nail hol­istic reason, as we know from the cru­ci­fix­ion of Christ con­scious­ness. From this point of view, the three freez­ing chil­dren can remind us of the Holy Spirit, who makes every trinity into one and asks for our devo­tion, as warmth of com­pas­sion, fire of puri­fic­a­tion and light of love that heals and unites everything. And this brings us to one com­pon­ent of “con­science”, know­ledge or inform­a­tion.
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Meister Eckhart con­tin­ues:
Secondly, he is a poor person who knows nothing. We have pre­vi­ously said that people should live in such a way that they live neither for them­selves nor for the truth nor for God. But now we say it dif­fer­ently and want to go further: The person who is to have this poverty must live in such a way that he does not (even) know that he is living neither for himself nor for the truth nor for God. Rather, he must be so devoid of all know­ledge that he does not know, nor recog­nize, nor feel that God lives in him - more than that: he should be devoid of all know­ledge that lives in him. For when man (still) stood in the eternal being of God, nothing else lived in him: what lived there was himself. So, we say that people should be as devoid of their own know­ledge as they did when they (still) did not exist, and they let God do what he wills, and people will stand free.

Everything that has ever come from God is based on pure action. But the action inten­ded for man is love and know­ledge. Now it is a con­tro­ver­sial ques­tion as to where bliss lies primar­ily. Some masters have said that it lies in love, others say that it lies in know­ledge and love, and they are more accur­ate. But we say that it lies neither in know­ledge nor in love. Rather, there is some­thing in the soul from which know­ledge and love arise. It does not know and love itself as the powers of the soul do. Whoever gets to know this (some­thing) knows where bliss lies. It has neither before nor after, and it waits for nothing to come, for it can neither win nor lose. There­fore, it is also deprived of the know­ledge that God is working in it. Rather, it is itself the same thing that enjoys itself in the way that God does.

So free and empty, I say, should man be, that he neither knows nor recog­nizes that God is working in him, and so man can possess poverty.

The masters say that God is a being and a reas­on­able being and knows all things. But I say: God is neither being nor reas­on­able being, nor does he know this or that. There­fore, God is free of all things - and (pre­cisely) for this reason he is all things. Now whoever is to be poor in spirit must be poor in all his own know­ledge, so that he knows nothing, neither of God nor of creatures nor of himself. There­fore, it is neces­sary that man desires to know nothing or recog­nizes nothing of the works of God. In this way man can be poor in his own know­ledge.

✻ At length she got into a forest and it had already become dark, and there came yet another child, and asked for a little shirt, and the good little girl thought to herself, “It is a dark night and no one sees thee, thou canst very well give thy little shirt away,” and took it off, and gave away that also.

✎ In his fol­low­ing sermon No. 33, Meister Eckhart speaks on this subject:
The soul that is to love God and to whom he is to com­mu­nic­ate must be so com­pletely stripped of tem­por­al­ity and of all tastes of creatures that God can taste his own taste in it. The Scrip­ture says: “At mid­night, when all things were silent, your word came down, Lord, from the royal thrones. (Wisdom 18.14)” That is: in the night, when no creature shines or peeps into the soul, and in silence, when nothing speaks into the soul, the word is spoken into reason. The word belongs to reason and is called verbum (active word), just as it is and stands in reason.

I am often shocked when I have to speak of God at how com­pletely isol­ated the soul must be that wants to achieve that uni­fic­a­tion. But that should not seem impossible to anyone. It is not impossible for the soul that pos­sesses God’s grace. Nothing has ever been easier for any man than to leave all things to the soul that pos­sesses God’s grace…

So, we can now read in our fairy tale how the soul leaves the “country” or realm of con­cep­tual, rational people and the external light of the world fades, so that the soul can no longer be seen in external form. And here we are dealing with the under­shirt, the “last shirt” of exist­ence. Accord­ingly, when we think of “another child who came,” we could think of the Christ child as the son of God or the word of God, the Christ con­scious­ness or pure con­science itself, to which we can devote our entire exist­ence. And this is ulti­mately about the last com­pon­ent of “being con­scious,” being itself, so that the soul no longer has any­thing of its own, not even a quality. That would be com­plete devo­tion or true for­give­ness in the hol­istic sense. In other words, giving without losing, because then it means: what I give or forgive, I give to myself.

Meister Eckhart con­tin­ues to speak about “poverty in spirit” in his sermon no. 32:
Thirdly, this is a poor person who has nothing. Many people have said that it is per­fec­tion to have nothing of the mater­ial things of the earth (anymore), and that is cer­tainly true in the sense that someone does it inten­tion­ally. But that is not the sense I mean. I said earlier that this is a poor person who does not (even) want to fulfil the will of God, but rather lives in such a way that he is as free of his own will and the will of God as he was when he was not (yet). We say of this poverty that it is the greatest poverty. - Secondly, we said that this is a poor man who (himself) knows nothing of the work of God within himself. If someone is so free of know­ledge and recog­ni­tion, then that is the purest poverty. - But the third poverty, of which I now want to speak, is the most extreme: it is that man has nothing.

Now pay close atten­tion here! I have often said it, and great masters say it too: Man should be so free of all things and all works, both internal and external, that he can be a place of God’s own, in which God can work. But now we say it dif­fer­ently. If it is the case that man is free of all things, of all creatures and of himself and of God, but is still in a pos­i­tion where God finds a place to work in him, then we say: As long as this still exists in man, man is not yet poor in the truest poverty. For God does not strive for his work that man has a place within himself in which God can work; rather, it is poverty in spirit when man is so free of God and all his works that God, if he wants to work in the soul, is himself the place in which he wants to work - and he would cer­tainly be happy to do this. For if God found man so poor, God works his own work and man bears God in himself, and God is a proper place for his works; man (but) is a pure bearer of God in his (=God’s) works in view of the fact that God is one who works in himself. Here, in this poverty, man regains the eternal being that he was and that he now is and that he will remain forever.

There is a saying of Saint Paul in which he says: “All that I am, I am by the grace of God” (1 Cor. 15:10). But this (my) saying seems to be above grace and above being and above know­ledge and will and all desire. How then can Saint Paul’s saying be true? To this we should answer: that Saint Paul’s sayings are true. It was neces­sary that grace was in him, for the grace of God brought about in him that “coin­cid­ence” was per­fec­ted into essen­ti­al­ity. When grace ended and had com­pleted its work, Paul remained what he was.

So, we say that man must be so poor that he is neither a place nor has a place in which God can work. Where man (still) retains a place (within himself), he still retains dis­tinc­tion. There­fore, I ask God to free me from God; for my essen­tial being is above God, insofar as we under­stand God as the begin­ning of creatures. In that being of God, where God is above all being and above all dis­tinc­tion, there I was myself, there I willed myself and recog­nized myself (willing) to create this man (=me). And there­fore, I am the cause of myself accord­ing to my being, which is eternal, but not accord­ing to my becom­ing, which is tem­poral. And there­fore, I am unborn, and accord­ing to the nature of my unborn­ness I can never die. Accord­ing to the nature of my unborn­ness I have been eternal and am now and will remain etern­ally. What I am accord­ing to my birth will die and come to nothing, for it is mortal; there­fore, it must perish in time. In my (eternal) birth all things were born, and I was the cause of myself and of all things; and if I had willed, neither I nor all things would be. But were I not, then “God” would not be either: I am the cause of God being “God”. Were I not, then God would not be “God”. There is no need to know this.

A great master says that his break­ing through is nobler than his flowing out, and that is true. When I flowed out of God, all things said: “God is.” But this cannot make me blessed, for in this I recog­nize myself as a creature. But in the break­ing through, where I am free of my own will and the will of God and all his works and God himself, I am above all creatures and neither “God” nor creature, but rather I am what I was and what I will remain now and forever. There I receive a rise that is to take me above all angels. In this rise I receive such great wealth that God cannot be enough for me with all that he is as “God” and with all his divine works. For in this break­ing through I am granted that I and God are one. There I am what I was, and there I neither decrease nor increase, for there I am an immov­able cause that moves all things. Here God finds no place in man, for man attains with this poverty what he has always been and will always remain. Here God is one with the spirit, and this is the truest poverty that can be found.

✻ And as she so stood, and had not one single thing left, sud­denly some stars from heaven fell down, and they were nothing else but hard smooth pieces of money, and although she had just given her little shirt away, she had a new one which was of the very finest linen. Then she gathered together the money into this, and was rich all the days of her life.

✎ Here, the pure soul of nature finds its pure spirit again, over­comes every sep­ar­a­tion and becomes the entire and unima­gin­ably large kingdom of the stars, which now “fall” to the soul from the sky and give it a new, hol­istic body of the “finest”, so to speak the shirt of the entire uni­verse with all its riches, because in the whole there is no losing, no mine and yours and there­fore no death. And not just as star­dust, but above all as star­light, as a pure con­scious­ness that can take on any form.

A similar view of the cosmic unity as a living being in a hol­istic mind can be found, for example, in the famous Bhagavat-Gita in the ancient Indian Mahabharata, Book 6, Chapter 35, where it says:
With these words, O monarch, Hari, the mighty Lord of Yoga power, revealed to the son of Pritha his divine sov­er­eign form with many mouths and eyes, with count­less won­der­ful faces, with many celes­tial orna­ments and raised celes­tial weapons, with celes­tial gar­lands and robes, with celes­tial-scented oint­ments, full of all kinds of wonders, radiant, infin­ite, and with eyes dir­ec­ted in all dir­ec­tions. If a thou­sand suns appeared in the sky at the same time, then perhaps that glory would be similar to the splend­our of that mighty appear­ance. Thus, the son of Pandu saw the entire uni­verse, with all the diverse forms united in the body of the deity.

This is how far con­scious­ness can expand when it frees itself through devo­tion from the lim­it­a­tions that arise from cling­ing to and being attached to external forms. When we read of “hard pieces of money” we should not think so much of coins that fall from the sky as a bless­ing and are sup­posed to solve all our prob­lems. Although this may be a useful idea for chil­dren at times, adults should develop more reason and be able to see further. We are think­ing more of the pure gold of the famous “philo­sopher’s stone” that we can find on this path, an imper­ish­able wisdom of a hol­istic reason, the eternal word of God and an imper­ish­able con­scious­ness that we can really rely on and that con­tains all the wealth for the whole “day of life” as long as there is con­scious life. Or as Meister Eckhart said above: “Such great wealth that God cannot be enough for me with all that he is as (con­cep­tual) ‘God’ and with all his divine works.” Pure devo­tion and poverty are there­fore not a ques­tion of con­cep­tual under­stand­ing, but of direct exper­i­ence. Our fairy tale closes now the circle to “The Drummer”, where we began with three similar tasks on the Glass Moun­tain.

And Meister Eckhart ends his sermon with the words that we can only confirm:
Whoever does not under­stand this speech should not trouble his heart with it. For as long as man does not resemble this truth, he will not under­stand this speech. For it is an undis­guised truth that has come dir­ectly from the heart of God.

May God help us to live so (truth­fully) that we exper­i­ence it forever. Amen.


Death and the Goose Herder

✻ A poor herder went along the shore of a large and stormy water, tending a flock of white geese. Death came to him over the water, and was asked by the herder, where he came from, and where he wanted to go? Death answered, that he came out of the water and wanted to go out of the world. The poor goose herder asked further: how can one leave the world? Death said, that one had to go over the water into the new world, which lies beyond. The herder said, that he was tired of this life, and asked Death to take him across. Death said, that it was not yet time, and he had other things to do now.

Not far from there was a miser, who by night thought on his bed, how he could bring even more money and goods together. Death led him to the great water and pushed him in. But because he could not swim, he sank to the bottom, before he could reach the shore. His dogs and cats, who had run after him, drowned with him too.

A few days later Death came also to the goose herder, found him singing merrily and said to him: “Will you now come with me?” He was willing and came across well with his white geese, which were all trans­formed into white sheep. The goose herder looked upon the beau­ti­ful land and heard, that the herders there became kings, and as he looked around care­fully, the chief herders Abraham, Isaac and Jacob came towards him, placed a kingly crown upon him, and led him to the herder’s palace, where he is still to be found.

✎ Now, after we have thought so much about the sig­ni­fic­ance of swans, we would like to turn to geese, and espe­cially to goose­herds and goose­herd­esses. We do not want to fall into the current gender madness, but rather look at the herding of geese from dif­fer­ent angles, from the male per­spect­ive of the wit­ness­ing spirit and from the female per­spect­ive of the giving birth nature or soul. In this regard, many holy ascet­ics in old Indian stories are also referred to as “Hamsa”, which is often trans­lated as “swan”, but actu­ally means a male goose, i.e., a gander. And in prin­ciple this also means a goose­herd who care­fully guards and can control the “white geese” as his senses and thoughts, so that they do not scatter, so that he is con­trolled and driven by them, but rather remain pre­served as a flock in its “whole­ness”. And of course, they should not be eaten by a wolf or a fox, that is, seized by desire and killed by the con­cep­tual mind, so that they lose their vital­ity and lit­er­ally freeze to death in a mater­ial world. From this per­spect­ive, we would now like to look at this fairy tale.

✻ A poor herder went along the shore of a large and stormy water, tending a flock of white geese. Death came to him over the water, and was asked by the herder, where he came from, and where he wanted to go? Death answered, that he came out of the water and wanted to go out of the world.

✎ We have already thought in detail about the poverty of the “poor herder” from the per­spect­ive of a pure soul in the last fairy tale about the “Star Money”. Here, too, this indic­ates a certain spir­itual purity, so that he also tends “white geese”. The “large and stormy water over which death comes” reminds us first of the famous river of death like Acheron or Styx from Greek myth­o­logy as a sep­ar­a­tion from the world beyond. But because the herder tends his geese on this river while still alive, we could also think of the great river of life that flows before our senses and thoughts, and often very impetu­ously.

Hermann Hesse describes a similar river in his book “Siddhartha”:
Siddhartha looked into the water, and images appeared to him in the flowing water… and flowed into one another, all became a river, all strove as a river towards the goal, yearn­ing, desir­ing, suf­fer­ing, and the river’s voice sounded full of longing, full of burning pain, full of insa­ti­able desire. The river was striv­ing towards its goal, Siddhartha saw it hur­ry­ing, the river that con­sisted of him and his family and of all the people he had ever seen, all the waves and water were hur­ry­ing, suf­fer­ing, towards goals, many goals, the water­fall, the lake, the rapids, the sea, and all goals were reached, and each one was fol­lowed by a new one, and the water became steam and rose into the sky, became rain and poured down from the sky, became a spring, became a stream, became a river, strived again, flowed again... And everything together, all voices, all goals, all longing, all suf­fer­ing, all desire, all good and evil, everything together was the world. Everything together was the flow of events, was the music of life. And when Siddhartha listened attent­ively to this river, to this song of a thou­sand voices, when he did not listen to the suf­fer­ing or the laughter, when he did not bind his soul to any one voice and enter into it with his ego, but heard everything, the whole, the unity, then the great song of the thou­sand voices con­sisted of a single word, which was OM: the per­fec­tion...

[image: ]Where does death come from then? Why does death come “over and out of the water”? It is said that sep­ar­a­tion is death, con­nec­tion is life, and union is sur­vival. Plato also said: “Death is evid­ently nothing other than the sep­ar­a­tion of two things from one another, the soul and the body.” In the past, the Grim Reaper was also known as a male or spir­itual being who cuts off and sep­ar­ates con­nec­tions, while the hol­istic One can never be sep­ar­ated. There­fore, this cutting death only appears to us as sep­ar­a­tion and loss if we want to hold on to some form in this river and identify with it, because this form must at some point pass away and die, because it arose and was born in this river. What remains is the observer who sits on the bank, so to speak, and as con­scious­ness per­ceives the flow of the world, hears the river, feels it, sees it, tastes it, smells it, and thinks it.

Where does death want to go? Why does he want to “get out of the world”? If death is sep­ar­a­tion, then the meaning of every sep­ar­a­tion is of course to be over­come, united and healed again:

“It is this that you mean: that the river is every­where at the same time, at the source and at the mouth, at the water­fall, at the ferry, at the rapids, in the sea, in the moun­tains, every­where at the same time, and that there is only the present for it, not the shadow of the past, not the shadow of the future?” - “This is it,” said Siddhartha. “And when I had learned it, I looked at my life, and it was also a river, and the boy Siddhartha was sep­ar­ated from the man Siddhartha and from the old man Siddhartha only by shadows, not by reality. Siddhartha’s pre­vi­ous births were also not past, and his death and his return to Brahma will not be future. Nothing was, nothing will be; everything is, everything has essence and pres­ence.”

✻ The poor goose herder asked further: how can one leave the world? Death said, that one had to go over the water into the new world, which lies beyond. The herder said, that he was tired of this life, and asked Death to take him across. Death said, that it was not yet time, and he had other things to do now.

✎ What does the other bank of this water mean? Of course, one can give this sym­bol­ism a serious con­sid­er­a­tion, and we should. Why should the other bank be dif­fer­ent and even better? Here, for example, we could imagine that the river is a ring that sur­rounds us, like an island or bubble of con­scious­ness, where the observer is the centre, as the “I am.” And the more this bubble con­tracts and encloses and walls itself in with ideas of pos­ses­sion, the smaller and darker this island becomes, and we find ourselves on the dark side of the river of life, like in a cave or even hell. In the “beyond” one would look at this river from “the other side”, so to speak, so that almost everything is reversed for the observer, as if he were no longer looking into a mirror, but dir­ectly, using his senses and thoughts: the limited island becomes infin­ity, dark­ness becomes light, sep­ar­a­tion becomes whole­ness, death becomes life, bound matter becomes free spirit, the ego becomes self, nothing becomes everything, time becomes etern­ity and so on. One could also say: what from our per­spect­ive stands on the head of the dark ego-mind is put back on the feet of whole­ness in the divine light of the “beyond”.
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In this way, con­scious­ness could expand beyond all forms if it no longer clings to and adheres to certain forms in space and time. The herder had prob­ably achieved this “poverty in spirit” because he had care­fully guarded and kept his senses and thoughts pure. Death thus becomes his friend, and he is ready to part with his “last shirt”, with the stub­born phys­ic­al­ity of which he has now become “tired”, and thus also with this dark shore on the water of life. He waits con­sciously and calmly until the time is ripe, and of course, an ego-mind can’t do this.

Jacob Boehme wrote about this in his text “On the Tran­scend­ental Life” around 1622:
If the will sur­renders itself to God down to the ground, then it sinks beyond itself, beyond all ground and all place where God alone is revealed, works and wills. In this way it becomes nothing to itself accord­ing to its own will. Then God works and wills in it, and God dwells in its calm will. This sanc­ti­fies the soul so that it comes into divine rest. When the body per­ishes, the soul is per­meated by divine love and illu­min­ated by God’s light, just as fire glows through iron, thereby losing its dark­ness...

Just as the goose­herd con­sciously waits, calm and content, to let death lead him into eternal life, there are also other beings who uncon­sciously urge and summon death, eager and dis­sat­is­fied.

✻ Not far from there was a miser, who by night thought on his bed, how he could bring even more money and goods together. Death led him to the great water and pushed him in. But because he could not swim, he sank to the bottom, before he could reach the shore. His dogs and cats, who had run after him, drowned with him too.

✎ This is the person who is phys­ic­ally attached as a “miser” who “at night on his bed”, that is, in the darkened spirit in his body, eagerly grasps the forms in the flow of life and wants to hold on to them. Death comes to him as an enemy in the form of loss and sep­ar­a­tion and causes him to drown in this sea of forms because he has become far too heavy with all his “prop­erty of money and goods” to float on and reach the other shore. In this way, con­scious­ness becomes more and more narrow and con­densed, and he falls even further into the dark­ness, because “his dogs and cats” follow him, who perhaps act as mouse hunters and watch­dogs to remind him of his spir­itual tend­en­cies of desire and hatred.

And Jacob Boehme writes further:
But the godless soul does not want to enter into the divine serenity of its will at this time, but only goes into its own lust and desire, into vanity and false­hood, into the devil’s will: it only con­tains malice, lies, pride, greed, envy and anger and sur­renders its will to them. This vanity also becomes appar­ent and active in it and pen­et­rates the soul com­pletely, like fire through iron. So, it cannot come to divine rest, because God’s wrath is evident in it. And when the body sep­ar­ates from the soul, then eternal remorse and despair begin, because it feels that it has become such an anxious horror through vanity. Then it is ashamed to go to God with its false will, indeed it cannot, because it is caught in anger, and it is only anger itself and has thus locked itself in through its false desire, which it has awakened within itself. And because God’s light does not shine in it and his love does not touch it, such a soul is a great dark­ness and a painful, fearful torment of fire, and it carries hell within itself and cannot see God’s light. So, it dwells in hell within itself and needs no entry. For in whatever it is, there it is in hell. Even if it could swing itself many hun­dreds of thou­sands of miles from its place, it is still in such torment and dark­ness.

✻ A few days later Death came also to the goose herder, found him singing merrily and said to him: “Will you now come with me?” He was willing and came across well with his white geese, which were all trans­formed into white sheep. The goose herder looked upon the beau­ti­ful land and heard, that the herders there became kings, and as he looked around care­fully, the chief herders Abraham, Isaac and Jacob came towards him, placed a kingly crown upon him, and led him to the herder’s palace, where he is still to be found.

✎ So, death comes as a friend to the poor goose­herd and leads him across the river of forms into the world beyond, where the poor shep­herd no longer tends his geese, but a rich king tends his pure sheep, for his spir­itual inclin­a­tion also follows him, like a wave on the sea of con­scious­ness.

Why sheep? Master Eckhart says about this:
The sheep is simple; so are those people who are folded into an (inner) unity. A master says that nowhere can you recog­nize the course of heaven as well as in simple animals: they exper­i­ence the influ­ence of heaven in a simple way; the same goes for chil­dren, who have no sense of their own. But people who are wise and have many senses are con­stantly dir­ec­ted out­wards in a variety of things. (Sermon 56)

So, one could imagine that the goose­herd in his entirety becomes the arch-herder himself, the first and ori­ginal herder, and if you like, Christ or God himself. Because in this hol­istic or divine Christ con­scious­ness he now looks after the goose­herds himself, who in turn look after their senses and thoughts. Of course, this cannot be under­stood from a phys­ical point of view, but from the oth­er­worldly point of view, where hol­istic con­scious­ness is the basis of everything, it would be self-evident, so to speak.

And why did he become a king? Well, he care­fully guarded what was given to him as a human being and increased God’s treas­ure, that is, he allowed con­scious­ness to grow and expand and kept it pure. And Master Eckhart speaks sim­il­arly about the bib­lical parable about the entrus­ted talents and the faith­ful servant:
“Come on, good and faith­ful servant, enter into the joy of your master! Because you have been faith­ful over a little thing, I will make you ruler over all that I have.” (Matthew 25:21 + 24:47)

Well, now pay atten­tion to what the “little” things are that this man was faith­ful about. Everything that God created in heaven and on earth that is not himself is little before him. This good servant was faith­ful about all of these things. I will explain to you why this is so: God placed this servant between time and etern­ity. He was given over to neither, but he was free in reason and will and also in rela­tion to all things. With his reason he passed through all things that God created; with his will he let go of all things and also of himself and of everything that God created that is not God himself. With his reason he took them up and gave God praise and honour for them and handed them over to God in his unfathom­able nature and also to himself, insofar as he was created. There he left himself and all things, so that he never (again) touched himself or any created thing with his created will. (Master Eckhart, Sermon 27)

And in which kingdom did he become a king, united with the “chief herders Abraham, Isaac and Jacob”? There is prob­ably no greater kingdom and no greater wealth than the divine or hol­istic, pure and free con­scious­ness. Master Eckhart also speaks about this in another sermon:
“You should know” now first of all how “the kingdom of God is near to us”... For if I were a king but did not know it myself, then I would not be a king. But if I had the firm belief that I was a king and all people thought and believed the same as me and if I knew for certain that all people thought and believed the same, then I would be a king and all the king’s wealth would be mine and I would lack none of it... Nothing hinders the soul from knowing God as much as time and space. Time and space are parts, but God is one. There­fore, if the soul is to know God, it must know him above time and space; for God is neither this nor that, as these (earthly) man­i­fold things are: for God is one. If the soul is to see God, it must not look at any­thing in time; for as long as the soul is con­scious of time or space or any such idea, it can never recog­nize God...

The prophet says: “God leads the right­eous through a narrow path into the broad road, so that they come into the wide and the broad” (Wisdom 10:10 ff.), that is: into the true freedom of the spirit, which has become one spirit with God. - May God help us to follow him, so that he brings us into himself, where we can truly recog­nize him. Amen. (Master Eckhart, Sermon 36)


The Fox and the Geese

✻ The fox once came to a meadow in which was a flock of fine fat geese, on which he smiled and said, “I come at the nick of time, you are sitting together quite beau­ti­fully, so that I can eat you up one after the other.” The geese cackled with terror, sprang up, and began to wail and beg piteously for their lives. But the fox would listen to nothing, and said, “There is no mercy to be had! You must die.” At length one of them took heart and said, “If we poor geese are to yield up our vig­or­ous young lives, show us the only pos­sible favour and allow us one more prayer, that we may not die in our sins, and then we will place ourselves in a row, so that you can always pick your­self out the fattest.” “Yes,” said the fox, “that is reas­on­able, and a pious request. Pray away, I will wait till you are done.” Then the first began a good long prayer, for ever saying, “Ga! Ga!” and as she would make no end, the second did not wait until her turn came, but began also, “Ga! Ga!” The third and fourth fol­lowed her, and soon they were all cack­ling together.

When they have done praying, the story shall be con­tin­ued further, but at present they are still praying without stop­ping.

✎ When chil­dren hear this fairy tale, they will prob­ably first think of stupid animals, and we may laugh at the sim­pli­city of the geese and the stu­pid­ity of the fox, who is now bound to his promise and has to wait, even though he does not under­stand what the geese are praying. Looking deeper, from a spir­itual per­spect­ive, we can think of the geese again as our senses and thoughts, which like to “cackle and wail in terror”. The sup­posedly clever fox would then be our con­cep­tual ego-mind, hungry and eager, who wants to feed on the senses and thoughts, but in doing so also kills them. From this point of view, this short fairy tale also fits well into our “geese series”, and we now want to think about how we can save the senses and thoughts from their death at the hands of the con­cep­tual ego-mind, so that they remain fresh and alive and their whole­ness is pre­served.

Why does the mind kill? Well, the German word for mind is “Ver­stand”, which con­tains “to stand”. That already sug­gests the killing, because any­thing that stands in the flow of life and can no longer move is con­sidered dead. And that too is just an idea, like all of our con­cepts that we put up in front of and around us, so that they increas­ingly obscure our vision. That is why, in the fairy tale of the drummer on the glass moun­tain, we should cut down this dark forest of ideas, fell the trees, chop up their wood and finally burn everything. Only then can con­scious­ness become big, wide and whole again.

“Since I gave the bird a name, I have never seen the bird again.”

And how can our senses and thoughts be saved from the con­cep­tual mind and its greedy hunger? The solu­tion offered by our fairy tale is ingeni­ous and simple: as long as our senses and thoughts pray to God, that is, “do not want to die in sin”, that is, in sep­ar­a­tion from God, but are dir­ec­ted towards the whole, the con­cep­tual mind can never grasp them, because the whole or divine has no form that can be grasped. So, what do the geese love more than their whole­ness? Because only in this they can remain fresh and alive as pure white geese. And that is also their eternal prayer in an endless fairy tale.

Nev­er­the­less, it seems to be our human destiny to have to develop this con­cep­tual mind at an early stage of life. Yes, we spin ourselves into our ideas like the vora­cious silk­worm cater­pil­lar in a dense cocoon. And it would be good if we did not die in it, but could trans­form ourselves into a light but­ter­fly that breaks through the cocoon and lives only on the nectar of the flowers, without eating the plants. One should not think that the but­ter­fly is safer the thicker and firmer the cocoon becomes, but rather that it becomes more and more dif­fi­cult to escape from it, and many there­fore give up on it alto­gether.

The cater­pil­lar and the but­ter­fly
(Johann Gottfried Herder)

Friend, the dif­fer­ence between earthly things
Seems great and is often so small;
Age and shape and space and time
Are only a dream image of reality.

Slug­gish and weary on stripped bushes
A but­ter­fly saw the cater­pil­lar creep­ing,
And rose happily, without sus­pi­cion
That it had been the cater­pil­lar itself.

Sadly, the aged crept to the grave:
“Oh, that I have lived in vain!
I will die child­less and how insig­ni­fic­ant!
And there flies the beau­ti­ful but­ter­fly.”

Fear­fully it wrapped itself in its cover,
Slept, and when Mother’s full­ness of life
Awoke it, it thought itself anew,
Not knowing what it had been.

Friend, the earthly realm is a dream realm.
What we were, what we will be one day,
Nobody knows; we are happy when we are blind;
So, let us all know what we are.

We can also find a sym­bolic parable for such a con­cep­tual “build­ing of the mind” in the famous Tower of Babel in the Bible. This build­ing was sup­posed to reach heaven, but ulti­mately ended in great con­fu­sion. Jacob Boehme wrote about it:
So under­stand what Babel and the Tower of Babel indic­ate: The city of Babel is the Ham-man who builds this city on earth. The tower is his own chosen god and worship. And all intel­lec­tual schol­ars from the school of this world are the build­ers of this tower. For all those who act as teach­ers without God’s spirit and are called to do so by people become the master crafts­men of this tower and idol from the world, and no one else. They all just carve stones and wood for this tower... So, the tower was an image of the dark world, because people wanted to see God in the dark egoity. This indic­ates the earthly man who stands before God like this tower and is an image of divine con­tem­pla­tion of good and evil, like a painted life. (Mys­terium Magnum, Chapter 36)

On the subject of foxes and geese, the old chil­dren’s song is of course a must:

Fox, you stole the goose
Give it back, give it back,
Oth­er­wise the hunter will come for you with his rifle...

His big, long gun
Shoots the shot at you, shoots the shot at you,
So that you are col­oured in red ink and then you are dead...

Dear little fox, let me give you some advice,
Don’t be a thief, don’t be a thief,
Take the mouse, you don’t need roast goose...

“Trans­lated” it would mean: Mind, you stole the whole thing, give it back! Oth­er­wise, you will become a sep­ar­ate being that will be over­taken by time as by a hunter with a shotgun and you will have to suffer painful loss and death in your own blood in the hail of bullets of con­cep­tual ideas. Let me give you some advice and be aware that you only live on small, grey mice. You will never grasp and under­stand the pure white whole­ness as an intel­lect!

Finally, in the notes to this fairy tale we find the old proverb: “If the wolf teaches the geese to pray, he eats them as a lesson.” (see also Wander-Sprich­wo­erter-Lexikon, Wolf 387, men­tioned as early as 1497) This prac­tic­ally refers to the oppos­ite, when the senses and thoughts are motiv­ated and taught by desire and pray and ask accord­ingly. Of course, then they are also eaten up by desire bit by bit, and every­one has prob­ably exper­i­enced what that feels like. In doing so, we pay the price for the lesson and live in time and tran­si­ence, while God lives in etern­ity and prayer to him never ends, so that this fairy tale too will have no end that our minds could ever under­stand, as the last sen­tence so beau­ti­fully puts it.


The Goose-Girl at the Well

✎ After the “goose­herd”, we now want to think about the female side, about nature and her pure soul, i.e., the “goose girl”, who guards the whole­ness. This fairy tale is par­tic­u­larly inter­est­ing because here we encounter the infam­ous “witch” from a slightly dif­fer­ent per­spect­ive.

✻ There was once upon a time a very old woman, who lived with her flock of geese in a waste place among the moun­tains, and there had a little house. The waste was sur­roun­ded by a large forest, and every morning the old woman took her crutch and hobbled into it.

✎ We first find Mother Nature, who is “very old”, i.e., at least as old as cosmic matter itself, and lives in this “waste” of the natural uni­verse. The chaos at the begin­ning of the bib­lical cre­ation is similar, when everything was still des­ol­ate and empty. She now lives there with “her flock of geese” and builds herself a “little house between the moun­tains” of piled-up matter, remin­is­cent of our little body house, where we live with our senses and thoughts like with a flock of cack­ling geese. This “waste” or whole­ness, in which everything is pos­sible, is then limited and shaped by the forest of our ideas, so that a certain order is also brought into the chaos of lim­it­less pos­sib­il­it­ies. This moth­erly nature now goes into this forest “every morning”, when the external light of con­scious­ness awakens, on her “crutches” of limited senses and thoughts, in search of food. And we all know how shaky this matter is.

✻ There, however, the dame was quite active, more so than anyone would have thought, con­sid­er­ing her age, and col­lec­ted grass for her geese, picked all the wild fruit she could reach, and carried everything home on her back. Anyone would have thought that the heavy load would have weighed her to the ground, but she always brought it safely home.

✎ So, Mother Nature has been bring­ing all forms of food and avail­able fruits “home” to the houses of all creatures since ancient times, and has not grown tired of doing so to this day. But now it gets inter­est­ing: what was pre­vi­ously a hol­istic being now encoun­ters other beings that “meet” her.

✻ If anyone met her, she greeted him quite cour­teously. “Good day, dear coun­try­man, it is a fine day. Ah! you wonder that I should drag grass about, but every­one must take his burthen on his back.”

✎ Thus, nature is always friendly in her essence and wel­comes every being as a “coun­try­man”, because we all basic­ally come from the same country, and reminds us that it is always “a fine day” in nature and we all have to bear our burdens.

✻ Nev­er­the­less, people did not like to meet her if they could help it, and took by pref­er­ence a round-about way, and when a father with his boys passed her, he whispered to them, “Beware of the old woman. She has claws beneath her gloves; she is a witch.”

✎ But not every being that looks at nature is happy to meet her. So here the “father” is spoken of as a spir­itual being who meets the mother and warns his son, as a growing ego-mind, about the female side of nature, which can of course also bring us much unpleas­ant­ness, much mis­for­tune, pain, loss and even death, and which can cast a spell on the spirit and thus enchant or bewitch him. Which brings us back to the concept of the “witch”, which appears above all when spirit and nature are sep­ar­ated. Because it is pre­cisely at this bound­ary that our five phys­ical senses appear and work with thoughts, which are so easily deceived and enchanted, and seem to sep­ar­ate the wit­ness­ing spirit from an external nature. And when this sep­ar­a­tion dis­ap­pears, the witch dis­ap­pears too, as we will read in this fairy tale later.

As Goethe writes in Faust II:

Nature and Mind
to Chris­ti­ans we don’t speak so.
Thence to burn Athe­ists we seek so,
For such dis­courses very dan­ger­ous be.
Nature is Sin, and Mind is Devil:
Doubt they beget in shame­less revel,
Their hybrid in deform­ity.
(trans­lated by BAYARD TAYLOR)

Here ends, so to speak, the intro­duc­tion to the fairy tale, and we now find the male spirit being as a young noble­man and the pure soul of the female nature being as a goose-girl who serves Mother Nature and looks after the geese in the whole­ness of nature.

✻ One morning, a hand­some young man was going through the forest. The sun shone bright, the birds sang, a cool breeze crept through the leaves, and he was full of joy and glad­ness. He had as yet met no one, when he sud­denly per­ceived the old witch kneel­ing on the ground cutting grass with a sickle. She had already thrust a whole load into her cloth, and near it stood two baskets, which were filled with wild apples and pears. “But, good little mother,” said he, “how canst thou carry all that away?” “I must carry it, dear sir,” answered she, “rich folk’s chil­dren have no need to do such things, but with the peasant folk the saying goes, don’t look behind you, you will only see how crooked your back is!”

✎ So, our growing ego-mind goes through the forest of the world as a “care­free young man” or rather through the forest of his ideas about the world, and nature means well with him and shows herself in her friendly nature. This is how one feels when one is still one with nature. But then it sud­denly happened that nature met him as an external being that now con­sciously faced him. And what had pre­vi­ously been a whole sud­denly splits into spirit and nature, subject and object, and the mind sees how nature labor­i­ously provides for our food and wonders how she has done it all by herself up to now. Just as a child at some point real­izes that it has been fed and cared for by its parents up to now. And Mother Nature says that it is her natural task to do this without looking for someone else, but the child of “rich parents” does not need to do this. And now we ask ourselves: Are we a child of rich parents who does not have to strive for his own food, a child of divine whole­ness in pure con­scious­ness? Or should we be afraid of dying of hunger and thirst?

“Look at the birds of the air: they neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns, and yet your heav­enly Father feeds them. Are you not much more valu­able than they? (Matthew 6:26)”

✻ “Will you help me?” she said, as he remained stand­ing by her. “You have still a straight back and young legs, it would be a trifle to you. Besides, my house is not so very far from here, it stands there on the heath behind the hill. How soon you would bound up thither.” The young man took com­pas­sion on the old woman. “My father is cer­tainly no peasant,” replied he, “but a rich count; nev­er­the­less, that you may see that it is not only peas­ants who can carry things, I will take your bundle.”

✎ Well, the young man was obvi­ously no longer a pure child, he let himself be moved by the more flat­ter­ing and chal­len­ging speech and “felt com­pas­sion”. The term “com­pas­sion” is some­thing to think about a lot. It lit­er­ally means “to suffer together”. People like to say: “A sorrow shared is a sorrow halved.” But exper­i­ence with the ego mind shows: “a shared sorrow is a sorrow doubled.” Because the ego lives from sep­ar­a­tion, and the fact that the ego grows and speaks in the sep­ar­a­tion between spirit and nature is already indic­ated by the last sen­tence: “I will...”

✻ “If you will try it,” said she, “I shall be very glad. You will cer­tainly have to walk for an hour, but what will that signify to you; only you must carry the apples and pears as well?” It now seemed to the young man just a little serious, when he heard of an hour’s walk, but the old woman would not let him off, packed the bundle on his back, and hung the two baskets on his arm. “See, it is quite light,” said she. “No, it is not light,” answered the count, and pulled a rueful face. “Verily, the bundle weighs as heavily as if it were full of cobble stones, and the apples and pears are as heavy as lead! I can scarcely breathe.”

✎ Not that it is wrong to help others. However, the motiv­a­tion behind is crucial, because the effect depends on it. When we as humans want to help nature, we usually want to do it much better than nature herself, at least from our limited per­spect­ive, what we under­stand as “better”, because we do not know the real goal of nature, just as the young man in the fairy tale does not know what role the old woman plays. In this way the “com­pas­sion­ate help” often becomes a painful exper­i­ence and creates many prob­lems for us where nature has pre­vi­ously worked effort­lessly and per­fectly on the whole. Just think of the many chem­ical poisons with which we want to help nature. With this, people place a burden on them­selves that will weigh them down pain­fully for a long time to come.

✻ He had a mind to put everything down again, but the old woman would not allow it. “Just look,” said she mock­ingly, “the young gen­tle­man will not carry what I, an old woman, have so often dragged along. You are ready with fine words, but when it comes to be earnest, you want to take to your heels. Why are you stand­ing loiter­ing there?” she con­tin­ued. “Step out. No one will take the bundle off again.” As long as he walked on level ground, it was still bear­able, but when they came to the hill and had to climb, and the stones rolled down under his feet as if they were alive, it was beyond his strength. The drops of per­spir­a­tion stood on his fore­head, and ran, hot and cold, down his back. “Dame,” said he, “I can go no farther. I want to rest a little.” “Not here,” answered the old woman, “when we have arrived at our journey’s end, you can rest; but now you must go forward. Who knows what good it may do you?” “Old woman, thou art becom­ing shame­less!” said the count, and tried to throw off the bundle, but he laboured in vain; it stuck as fast to his back as if it grew there. He turned and twisted, but he could not get rid of it. The old woman laughed at this, and sprang about quite delighted on her crutch. “Don’t get angry, dear sir,” said she, “you are growing as red in the face as a turkey-cock! Carry your bundle patiently. I will give you a good present when we get home.”

✎ So, man often receives only ridicule from nature and tries in vain to throw off the burden that he has placed on himself. Why can’t he throw off this burden? Because he has sep­ar­ated himself from nature and thereby lost his pure soul. He has thus become a sep­ar­ate living being, an ego with his own mind and body, and burdens himself with his own per­sonal load. Then it is extremely dif­fi­cult for the ego to let go of what he owns, be it hap­pi­ness or suf­fer­ing. But Mother Nature knows her task and what to do when we burden ourselves with such loads.

Christ also says this to his dis­ciples: “If anyone would come after me, let him deny himself and take up his cross and follow me. (Matt. 16.24)”

✻ What could he do? He was obliged to submit to his fate, and crawl along patiently behind the old woman. She seemed to grow more and more nimble, and his burden still heavier. All at once she made a spring, jumped on to the bundle and seated herself on the top of it; and however, withered she might be, she was yet heavier than the stoutest country lass. The youth’s knees trembled, but when he did not go on, the old woman hit him about the legs with a switch and with sting­ing-nettles. Groan­ing con­tinu­ally, he climbed the moun­tain, and at length reached the old woman’s house, when he was just about to drop.

✎ Yes, in the end we even have to suffer the whole of nature, all the suf­fer­ing that the world has ever accu­mu­lated, in order to finally climb up the moun­tain from the valley into which we have fallen, to raise our con­scious­ness and to redis­cover the hol­istic or divine con­scious­ness.

Master Eckhart says about this:
In full truth: If there were a person who wanted to suffer for God and purely for God’s sake, and all the suf­fer­ing that all people have ever suffered and that the whole world bears together fell on him, it would not hurt him and would not be heavy for him, because God would bear the burden. If someone put a centner on my neck and then someone else held it on my neck, I would just as happily load myself with a hundred as with one, because it would not be heavy for me and would not hurt me. In short: Whatever a person suffers for God and for God’s sake alone, God makes it easy and sweet for him. (Sermon 2)

Well, the burden is not the big problem, but who bears the burden. Who is the bearer? Who is the suf­ferer? - But what do we do? We invent machines to carry our burdens and become slaves to the machines. Then we have to put up with the machines and end up living like machines ourselves. How are we ever going to get to the top of the moun­tain where the white geese, or rather our senses and thoughts, are looked after and where nature is calling us?

✻ When the geese per­ceived the old woman, they flapped their wings, stretched out their necks, ran to meet her, cack­ling (their “Wulle, Wulle”) all the while.

✎ The “Wulle, Wulle” can be found in old books as a call for geese. This prob­ably refers to the old Mother of Nature, who uses it to lure our five senses with the thought of feeding. There is also an old chil­dren’s song for this:

Wulle, Wulle, little goose,
wag your tail.
Do you know who I am?
I am your queen,
you are my chil­dren,
gi, ga, gack!

Look, there they go, all five of them
without shoes and without socks.
Hey, how beau­ti­ful life is,
when the geese go bare­foot,
even in cold winter,
gi, ga, gack!

Beak and pecker, pluck and pick,
dinner, lunch and break­fast:
Whatever the little goose likes,
it finds all day long:
green leaves, fresh grass,
gi, ga, gack!

The song reminds us of the goose girl and soul of nature, who as queen guards our five senses and thus also our thoughts. All that is missing is the king.
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✻ Behind the flock walked, stick in hand, an old maid, strong and big, but ugly as night. “Good mother,” said she to the old woman, “has any­thing happened to you, you have stayed away so long?” “By no means, my dear daugh­ter,” answered she, “I have met with nothing bad, but, on the con­trary, with this kind gen­tle­man, who has carried my burthen for me; only think, he even took me on his back when I was tired. The way, too, has not seemed long to us; we have been merry, and have been crack­ing jokes with each other all the time.” At last, the old woman slid down, took the bundle off the young man’s back, and the baskets from his arm, looked at him quite kindly, and said, “Now seat your­self on the bench before the door, and rest. You have fairly earned your wages, and they shall not be wanting.”

✎ So, the youth or young spirit comes to the mys­tical moun­tain where the old Mother Nature is at home, as well as the pure soul of nature as her “little daugh­ter”, which the spirit had lost when he recog­nized himself as sep­ar­ate from nature. It is also clearly stated once again that nature sees the carried burden and the suf­fer­ing from a com­pletely dif­fer­ent per­spect­ive, namely more like a fun game than a bitter ser­i­ous­ness. The ego mind will protest here, but we know this view as a “game of life” or “play of the senses” from the European stories of the gods, as well as from the Indian ones, where they even speak of the divine game “Lila”, a pure game of con­scious­ness. And here, at the height of con­scious­ness, this burden is finally taken away from him: the bundle of food for the senses and the baskets full of fruit for the ego mind, as well as the whole of external nature herself, which he had recog­nized as sep­ar­ate from himself and which has placed herself on top. It only becomes so heavy that you don’t com­pletely break under it, because that is of course not the goal. It is import­ant to note that we cannot throw off this burden ourselves, but that nature as a whole or the divine will take it from us at the right time. In this way, “the wages will not be wanting,” because the spirit is on the right path and actu­ally already close to the goal, but he cannot yet recog­nize the true essence of nature and the pure soul behind the external forms of tran­si­ence and appar­ent ugli­ness.

✻ Then she said to the goose-girl, “Go into the house, my dear daugh­ter, it is not becom­ing for thee to be alone with a young gen­tle­man; one must not pour oil on to the fire, he might fall in love with thee.” The count knew not whether to laugh or to cry. “Such a sweet­heart as that,” thought he, “could not touch my heart, even if she were thirty years younger.” In the mean­time, the old woman stroked and fondled her geese as if they were chil­dren, and then went into the house with her daugh­ter. The youth lay down on the bench, under a wild apple-tree. The air was warm and mild; on all sides stretched a green meadow, which was set with cow­slips, wild thyme, and a thou­sand other flowers; through the midst of it rippled a clear brook on which the sun sparkled, and the white geese went walking back­wards and for­wards, or paddled in the water. “It is quite delight­ful here,” said he, “but I am so tired that I cannot keep my eyes open; I will sleep a little. If only a gust of wind does not come and blow my legs off my body, for they are as rotten as tinder.”

✎ No, great love has not awakened yet. But like the geese, the youth’s senses and thoughts at least delight in the lovely beauty of nature at this care­free height. But he has not yet been able to use the “cow­slips” (in German: Him­melsschlüs­selchen - key of heaven) and the eth­er­eal effect of the “wild thyme” to move from the external to the internal. And so, the spirit becomes tired, thinks of his phys­ical nature and falls asleep. Although it would be the greatest bless­ing if a pure wind or spirit came and blew away his phys­ical nature. Then he would cer­tainly have been able to recog­nize the pure soul of nature...

✻ When he had slept a little while, the old woman came and shook him till he awoke. “Sit up,” said she, “thou canst not stay here; I have cer­tainly treated thee hardly, still it has not cost thee thy life. Of money and land, thou hast no need, here is some­thing else for thee.” Thereupon she thrust a little book into his hand, which was cut out of a single emerald. “Take great care of it,” said she, “it will bring thee good fortune.”

✎ But Mother Nature won’t let us sleep for too long, because she knows what task we still have to fulfil. And she drives us to do it with “carrot and stick”, so to speak. The reward is a won­der­ful symbol: a box with a lid made from a whole, a green emerald that reminds us of the whole­ness of green nature, as well as the famous “philo­sopher’s stone”, and also con­tains a very import­ant memory, as we will see.

✻ The count sprang up, and as he felt that he was quite fresh, and had recovered his vigour, he thanked the old woman for her present, and set off without even once looking back at the beau­ti­ful daugh­ter. When he was already some way off, he still heard in the dis­tance the noisy cry of the geese.

✎ He has not yet recog­nized the pure soul, but he still hears the call of the hol­istic senses echoing within him for a long time. And whoever comes down from this spir­itual height will cer­tainly need some time to find his way back in our ordin­ary world.

✻ For three days the count had to wander in the wil­der­ness before he could find his way out. He then reached a large town, and as no one knew him, he was led into the royal palace, where the King and Queen were sitting on their throne. The count fell on one knee, drew the emerald book out of his pocket, and laid it at the Queen’s feet. She bade him rise and hand her the little book. Hardly, however, had she opened it, and looked therein, she fell as if dead to the ground. The count was seized by the King’s ser­vants, and was being led to prison, when the Queen opened her eyes, and ordered them to release him, and every­one was to go out, as she wished to speak with him in private.

✎ The young spirit comes back under the rule of the worldly king with his queen in an external nature, bows before them and also ded­ic­ates to them the reward he received on the moun­tain. But it was not an ordin­ary reward “of money and land”, but a spir­itual one, so that the queen remembered her loss. And when the external nature remem­bers her pure life, then she appears out­wardly like a dead shell, but finally opens her eyes, sees a way to life, calls the spirit to herself, asks for release and speaks inwardly “with him in private”.

✻ When the Queen was alone, she began to weep bit­terly, and said, “Of what use to me are the splend­ours and honours with which I am sur­roun­ded; every morning I awake in pain and sorrow. I had three daugh­ters, the young­est of whom was so beau­ti­ful that the whole world looked on her as a wonder. She was as white as snow, as rosy as apple-blossom, and her hair as radiant as sun­beams. When she cried, not tears fell from her eyes, but pearls and jewels only.

✎ Yes, in the external light of this world we wake up every morning full of “pain and sorrow”, because we live in a tran­si­ent nature full of tran­si­ent forms. The queen now laments “al-one”, that is, as a hol­istic being, but also as the queen of a worldly king who rules as the ruling spirit in an external nature. The queen’s three daugh­ters remind us, as female beings of nature, of three levels of the soul in terms of purity and whole­ness. And in the young­est, who is basic­ally always present to us and cannot age, we recog­nize the pure soul, white as purity, red as love and golden as truth. And her tears are our true wealth, because she cries and mourns because of her sep­ar­a­tion from the pure spirit, and thus our suf­fer­ing also takes on a valu­able meaning, which can become our greatest wealth in this world, as we will see. - But why did the worldly spirit sep­ar­ate from her? The queen will tell us:

✻ When she was fifteen years old, the King summoned all three sisters to come before his throne. You should have seen how all the people gazed when the young­est entered, it was just as if the sun were rising! Then the King spoke, “My daugh­ters, I know not when my last day may arrive; I will to-day decide what each shall receive at my death. You all love me, but the one of you who loves me best, shall fare the best.” Each of them said she loved him best. “Can you not express to me,” said the King, “how much you do love me, and thus I shall see what you mean?” The eldest spoke. “I love my father as dearly as the sweetest sugar.” The second, “I love my father as dearly as my pret­ti­est dress.” But the young­est was silent. Then the father said, “And thou, my dearest child, how much dost thou love me?” “I do not know, and can compare my love with nothing.” But her father insisted that she should name some­thing. So, she said at last, “The best food does not please me without salt, there­fore I love my father like salt.”

✎ Why on the edge of “fifteen years”? As a number game of 1 and 5, we could again think of the thoughts and five senses, which together form the 6 as Latin “sex”, Greek “hexa” or per­son­ally hag respect­ively witch (in German: Hexe), as a sep­ar­at­ing prin­ciple. And this is also the sup­posed edge or bound­ary between our inner and outer world, or between spirit and nature, which is guarded like a fence by this hag as “Hagazussa”. In addi­tion, the “fifteen years” are also the age of begin­ning puberty, when the strange love of “sexu­al­ity” or “hex duality” awakens in the growing human being, so that one feels incom­plete, recog­nizes oneself as a sep­ar­ate being and goes in search in the world to find what is missing and to become whole again. And in this young­est daugh­ter, this love appears par­tic­u­larly pure, in con­trast to her father. Because the “love” of the ego-mind of a worldly king is revealed in him, who feels threatened by death and loss, wants his love con­firmed in the external world, and also wants to entrust his kingdom to this worldly kind of love, which should really be called desire.

Why does the young­est daugh­ter compare her love to salt? Master Eckhart says about this:
The salt is divine love. If we had divine love, we would taste God and all the works that God has ever done, and we would receive all things from God and do all the same works that he does. (Sermon 23)

And Jesus also says in the Bible:
You are the salt of the earth. If then the salt has lost its taste, where­with shall it be salted? It is no longer of any use, except to be poured out and trampled under­foot. You are the light of the world... (Matt. 5:13)

✻ When the King heard that, he fell into a passion, and said, “If thou lovest me like salt, thy love shall also be repaid thee with salt.” Then he divided the kingdom between the two elders, but caused a sack of salt to be bound on the back of the young­est, and two ser­vants had to lead her forth into the wild forest.

✎ Why is the king angry about a divine or hol­istic love, about a pure light of a pure con­scious­ness? Well, that is our biggest problem. The ego-mind cannot do any­thing with a whole and thus also with a God, but feels deeply threatened by it, because he is a sep­ar­at­ing self-con­scious­ness that can only think in oppos­ites. That is prob­ably why there are two ser­vants who are sup­posed to lead the pure soul “forth into the wild forest” of our ideas. From this per­spect­ive, salt would be an inter­est­ing meta­phor for our con­scious­ness: If it is denied, everything tastes empty and we fall into dark and cold leth­argy. If it is desired, we over­salt everything and fall into fiery passion. And yet we cannot live without it, because it is the basis of everything, and without con­scious­ness we could not live at all. Accord­ingly, we also find in the notes to this fairy tale:
The motif “love like salt” is carried out incom­pletely. The shame of the old king is missing, who recog­nizes the value of salt through the unsalted food and admits that his young­est daugh­ter’s assur­ance that she loves him like salt was not a mockery. (Bolte/Polívka, Volume 3, p. 305)

✻ We all begged and prayed for her,” said the Queen, “but the King’s anger was not to be appeased. How she cried when she had to leave us! The whole road was strewn with the pearls which flowed from her eyes. The King soon after­wards repen­ted of his great sever­ity, and had the whole forest searched for the poor child, but no one could find her. When I think that the wild beasts have devoured her, I know not how to contain myself for sorrow; many a time I console myself with the hope that she is still alive, and may have hidden herself in a cave, or has found shelter with com­pas­sion­ate people. But picture to your­self, when I opened your little emerald book, a pearl lay therein, of exactly the same kind as those which used to fall from my daugh­ter’s eyes; and then you can also imagine how the sight of it stirred my heart. You must tell me how you came by that pearl.”

✎ Yes, the pure soul cannot be found “in the whole forest” of our ima­gin­a­tion. She can be eaten by “wild beasts,” but she cannot actu­ally die. So, she hides herself and sends us a pre­cious reminder at the right time in the form of the pearls of her tears that she cries for her sep­ar­a­tion.

✻ The count told her that he had received it from the old woman in the forest, who had appeared very strange to him, and must be a witch, but he had neither seen nor hear any­thing of the Queen’s child. The King and the Queen resolved to seek out the old woman. They thought that there where the pearl had been, they would obtain news of their daugh­ter.

✎ The noble youth uses his mind to bring back the memory to the worldly king and his queen and describes the way to the “old woman in the forest”, who still seems threat­en­ing to the ego mind. Nature will always remain threat­en­ing to us as long as she stands oppos­ite to us and we see ourselves as sep­ar­ate from her. Because we can never fully rely on our senses and thoughts. They are easily deceived and enchanted, and as we know, there is white and black magic. The black magic sep­ar­ates and embod­ies us even more, until it finally seems to petrify us com­pletely. While the white magic elev­ates us, revives us and expands our con­scious­ness to pure love, as we know from many old stories and still exper­i­ence every day.

So, “the old woman now sits in that lonely place”, but spins our thread of life inside, where it is still very dark inside us because we have not yet recog­nized the true essence of nature.

✻ The old woman was sitting in that lonely place at her spin­ning-wheel, spin­ning. It was already dusk, and a log which was burning on the hearth gave a scanty light. All at once there was a noise outside, the geese were coming home from the pasture, and utter­ing their hoarse cries. Soon after­wards the daugh­ter also entered. But the old woman scarcely thanked her, and only shook her head a little. The daugh­ter sat down beside her, took her spin­ning-wheel, and twisted the threads as nimbly as a young girl. Thus, they both sat for two hours, and exchanged never a word. At last, some­thing rustled at the window, and two fiery eyes peered in. It was an old night-owl, which cried, “Uhu!” three times. The old woman looked up just a little, then she said, “Now, my little daugh­ter, it is time for thee to go out and do thy work.”

✎ The pure and etern­ally young soul of nature, which also guards the pure senses and thoughts, nat­ur­ally helps her mother to spin our life thread as a soul bond of cause and effect, even if she does not yet know exactly what she is spin­ning, because she is still sep­ar­ated from the pure spirit. In addi­tion, the owl as guard­ian of the night or the sub­con­scious with the fiery eyes of wisdom is a beau­ti­ful symbol for the living clock of nature, to announce the right time when the soul has to fulfil her task in the game of cause and effect.

✻ She rose and went out, and where did she go? Over the meadows ever onward into the valley. At last, she came to a well, with three old oak-trees stand­ing beside it; mean­while the moon had risen large and round over the moun­tain, and it was so light that one could have found a needle.

✎ After hearing a lot about the top of the moun­tain, we go down into the valley, down to the source and the origin. A well with three oak trees already sounds like an old and very mys­tical place, whose name is still often found today, but hardly any deeper story behind it. The well itself has always been a power­ful symbol, because in its depths there is a spring that cannot be seen from the outside, but which provides the water for life, which of course should be drawn with reason, and not denied or desired, like salt. And what kind of spring could it be that nour­ishes the roots of three mighty trees? Here we can again think of pure con­scious­ness as an eternal foun­tain of youth, because it itself knows no aging and no tran­si­ence. From this per­spect­ive, it is the water of eternal life, similar to “hydro­gen”, which has served as the basis for all matter prac­tic­ally since the Big Bang.

The oak itself was a sacred tree in many cul­tures and stands for con­stancy, vital­ity, loyalty, truth and many other virtues. The number three reminds us of the usual three fun­da­mental forces that are at work and can be found every­where in nature, i.e., two oppos­ites and one dir­ec­tion. Because two oppos­ing forces would just swing back and forth sense­lessly. A third force is then used for dir­ec­tion, so that sym­bol­ic­ally a tri­angle is created in which the three forces inter­act. In a similar way, we today also explain the cre­ation of our uni­verse from the inter­play of matter and anti­mat­ter in the Big Bang, but modern science has still not recog­nized the third force, why some­thing came into being from this. So far, the world tree basic­ally has three trunks or at least three roots, just as the famous world tree Ygg­drasil has three roots, as well as three Norns as god­desses of fate at the holy Urd well.

And here at the bottom of everything there is sud­denly light, the full moon of a spir­itual light shines in the worldly night over the moun­tain from the heights down to the valley below, and we see:

✻ She removed a skin which covered her face, then bent down to the well, and began to wash herself. When she had fin­ished, she dipped the skin also in the water, and then laid it on the meadow, so that it should bleach in the moon­light, and dry again. But how the maiden was changed! Such a change as that was never seen before! When the grey mask fell off, her golden hair broke forth like sun­beams, and spread about like a mantle over her whole form. Her eyes shone out as brightly as the stars in heaven, and her cheeks bloomed a soft red like apple-blossom.

✎ Now, the pure soul lays down her tran­si­ent shell or form at this foun­tain of youth as a pure source of con­scious­ness and pur­i­fies herself again and again in the moon­light of the spir­itual light. In this purity appears her golden hair of truth, from which the far-seeing eyes of wisdom flash, as well as her pure, gentle love as a reddish blossom for all the fruits of this world.

✻ But the fair maiden was sad. She sat down and wept bit­terly. One tear after another forced itself out of her eyes, and rolled through her long hair to the ground. There she sat, and would have remained sitting a long time, if there had not been a rust­ling and crack­ing in the boughs of the neigh­bour­ing tree. She sprang up like a roe which has been over­taken by the shot of the hunter. Just then the moon was obscured by a dark cloud, and in an instant the maiden had slipped on the old skin and van­ished, like a light blown out by the wind.

✎ This is a par­tic­u­larly won­der­ful descrip­tion of a basic problem that med­it­at­ors know all too well when they look inward into the depths. As soon as a spec­tator moves in the tree of life and as soon as one thinks “I see some­thing other than myself,” the spir­itual light dis­ap­pears behind the “dark cloud” of ignor­ance and the vision escapes, so to speak, from the “hunter” of the ego mind. That is, when the truth feels observed, it dis­ap­pears because one can never see it as some­thing sep­ar­ate and one only ever sees a tran­si­ent effect. This is won­der­fully described here and shows once again how unima­gin­ably far many people were in the past who have passed on such pro­found stories for such a long time.

With this, the pure soul now flees back to the moun­tain to her old mother, whom we still see as an external nature that lives in a phys­ical witch’s house, although she is a friendly and hol­istic being who knows everything that is hap­pen­ing.

✻ She ran back home, trem­bling like an aspen-leaf. The old woman was stand­ing on the threshold, and the girl was about to relate what had befallen her, but the old woman laughed kindly, and said, “I already know all.” She led her into the room and lighted a new log. She did not, however, sit down to her spin­ning again, but fetched a broom and began to sweep and scour, “All must be clean and sweet,” she said to the girl.

✎ Now some­thing great happens again: Mother Nature herself takes over the last import­ant clean­ing in our house. To do this, she lights a new light inside us shortly before mid­night at the “witch­ing hour”, when the external light has gone out, and stops spin­ning the thread of life, which has now evid­ently reached an import­ant goal. This describes three essen­tial aspects of a hol­istic spirit-nature: spin­ning, knowing and puri­fy­ing. One could also speak of cre­ation, pre­ser­va­tion and dis­sol­u­tion, for which we also know the Indian gods Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva, or from a Chris­tian per­spect­ive Father, Son and Holy Spirit, who in truth as a trinity are always only one whole. But our pure soul still does not know what is hap­pen­ing because she is still sep­ar­ated from the pure spirit, and asks:

✻ “But, mother,” said the maiden, “why do you begin work at so late an hour? What do you expect?” “Dost thou know then what time it is?” asked the old woman. “Not yet mid­night,” answered the maiden, “but already past eleven o’clock.” “Dost thou not remem­ber,” con­tin­ued the old woman, “that it is three years to-day since thou camest to me? Thy time is up, we can no longer remain together.”

✎ The girl has now turned 18, which today means “adult­hood”. As a game of numbers, 18 is also a rel­at­ively holy number, con­sist­ing of 2 by 3 by 3, and its digit sum is 9, i.e., 3 by 3, which can be seen in rela­tion to the two tri­angles of male and female in the living mul­ti­plic­a­tion of their powers. In Hebrew, this number is closely linked to the meaning of “life”, and sim­il­arly the numbers 18, 108 and 1008 are revered in India as a variety of scrip­tures, names and prayers. Accord­ingly, in German we can think of mind­ful­ness of unity in diversity when reason increas­ingly awakens in the adult human being as a hol­istic per­spect­ive.

And what do the three years mean? They remind us of an appren­tice­ship of “herding geese” that is now over, similar to the three years that “the drummer” spent on the Glass Moun­tain. In the broad­est sense, it could also be three longer phases of life: child, teen­ager and adult, who reach their goal and a certain level of matur­ity after school, if we have care­fully nur­tured and nour­ished our senses and thoughts with our body and mind. And then we might ask ourselves in shock: What comes next? What will happen next? What will become of me?

✻ The girl was ter­ri­fied, and said, “Alas! dear mother, will you cast me off? Where shall I go? I have no friends, and no home to which I can go. I have always done as you bade me, and you have always been sat­is­fied with me; do not send me away.” The old woman would not tell the maiden what lay before her. “My stay here is over,” she said to her, “but when I depart, house and parlour must be clean: there­fore, do not hinder me in my work. Have no care for thyself, thou shalt find a roof to shelter thee, and the wages which I will give thee shall also content thee.” “But tell me what is about to happen,” the maiden con­tin­ued to entreat. “I tell thee again, do not hinder me in my work. Do not say a word more, go to thy chamber, take the skin off thy face, and put on the silken gown which thou hadst on when thou camest to me, and then wait in thy chamber until I call thee.”

✎ As long as we live in sep­ar­a­tion, these fears, worries and ques­tions about becom­ing are nat­ur­ally there, because we have not yet arrived at true being, in the whole­ness of a pure con­scious­ness or aware­ness. So now, after the appren­tice­ship, a little patience is still required.

“But if we hope for what we do not see, we wait for it with patience. (Romans 8.25)”

To do this, we should take off our trans­it­ory shell, put on our ori­ginal garment that we wore when we came into external nature, and wait in the pur­i­fied space of our con­scious­ness until the time is ripe and we are called, without “hinder­ing nature in her work”. What kind of “silk garment” is this? The soul of nature, which spins the silken threads of cause and effect from which our life story is woven and worked, can wear many dif­fer­ent gar­ments in which we rarely recog­nize her. But here we are of course think­ing of her wedding dress, white as snow, as a symbol of purity, whole­ness and unity, which is what she was born for, as the queen told us above. Because her bride­groom is on his way to her, which Mother Nature already sees and knows...

And at the same time, from the per­spect­ive of the spirit, the fol­low­ing happens:

✻ But I must once more tell of the King and Queen, who had jour­neyed forth with the count in order to seek out the old woman in the wil­der­ness. The count had strayed away from them in the wood by night, and had to walk onwards alone. Next day it seemed to him that he was on the right track. He still went forward, until dark­ness came on, then he climbed a tree, intend­ing to pass the night there, for he feared that he might lose his way. When the moon illumined the sur­round­ing country, he per­ceived a figure coming down the moun­tain. She had no stick in her hand, but yet he could see that it was the goose-girl, whom he had seen before in the house of the old woman. “Oho,” cried he, “there she comes, and if I once get hold of one of the witches, the other shall not escape me!”

✎ The noble youth still thought that it was his senses that showed him an external world, and felt like he was on a witch hunt in the nightly enchanted forest of his ima­gin­a­tion. And yet he had already come a long way, because he went into his inner self and had “strayed away” from the worldly spirit and external nature that rule in the external world. And here he now sees, with great aston­ish­ment, the true essence of nature and his soul behind the external shell of tran­si­ence.

✻ But how aston­ished he was, when she went to the well, took off the skin and washed herself, when her golden hair fell down all about her, and she was more beau­ti­ful than any one whom he had ever seen in the whole world. He hardly dared to breathe, but stretched his head as far forward through the leaves as he dared, and stared at her. Either he bent over too far, or whatever the cause might be, the bough sud­denly cracked, and that very moment the maiden slipped into the skin, sprang away like a roe, and as the moon was sud­denly covered, dis­ap­peared from his eyes.

✎ It is said: “Just one look at our true nature and we are in love.” With this view beyond external forms, true love can now work again, which can over­come any sep­ar­a­tion and unite everything.

✻ Hardly had she dis­ap­peared, before the count des­cen­ded from the tree, and hastened after her with nimble steps. He had not been gone long before he saw, in the twi­light, two figures coming over the meadow. It was the King and Queen, who had per­ceived from a dis­tance the light shining in the old woman’s little house, and were going to it. The count told them what won­der­ful things he had seen by the well, and they did not doubt that it had been their lost daugh­ter. They walked onwards full of joy, and soon came to the little house. The geese were sitting all round it, and had thrust their heads under their wings and were sleep­ing, and not one of them moved. The King and Queen looked in at the window, the old woman was sitting there quite quietly spin­ning, nodding her head and never looking round. The room was per­fectly clean, as if the little mist men, who carry no dust on their feet, lived there. Their daugh­ter, however, they did not see.

✎ The power of pure and true love can now unite every­one on the moun­tain again, spirit and nature, internal and external, and there is prob­ably no other power that can do that. The inner spirit finds his way through his inner vision, and the external through the light from the windows of the phys­ical senses. But why don’t the geese start to cackle loudly, even though they are more attent­ive than any watch­dog? Well, they are prob­ably not strangers who arrive here. Peace reigns on the moun­tain, and the geese, or rather senses and thoughts, have with­drawn into them­selves and are silent. Mother Nature also shows herself quietly at work. She spins the life threads of cause and effect and does not allow herself to be dis­trac­ted from it. And this happens in com­plete purity, even in our own bodies, when we look inside, as if small spirit beings were working there, who know no impur­ity on their way. Of course, because that is why the pure soul has guarded the white geese of the pure senses and thoughts. But where is she? This is prob­ably the deep meaning of the whole fairy tale: they still see external nature and not their own pure soul.

✻ They gazed at all this for a long time, at last they took heart, and knocked softly at the window. The old woman appeared to have been expect­ing them; she rose, and called out quite kindly, “Come in, I know you already.” When they had entered the room, the old woman said, “You might have spared your­self the long walk, if you had not three years ago unjustly driven away your child, who is so good and love­able. No harm has come to her; for three years she has had to tend the geese; with them she has learnt no evil, but has pre­served her purity of heart. You, however, have been suf­fi­ciently pun­ished by the misery in which you have lived.” Then she went to the chamber and called, “Come out, my little daugh­ter.” Thereupon the door opened, and the prin­cess stepped out in her silken gar­ments, with her golden hair and her shining eyes, and it was as if an angel from heaven had entered.

✎ This prob­ably means: If we had not cast out the pure soul within us and ban­ished her to the forest of ideas of an external world, then we would have spared ourselves a long journey of fear and suf­fer­ing. But the pure soul “keeps her purity of heart” of a pure con­scious­ness, guards the pure senses and thoughts and “no harm comes to her”. We can there­fore find her again at any time, recog­nize her and be one with her again. And this is what the ancient Mother Nature is waiting for in her entirety, and when the time is right, she can bring her back out of hiding as her little daugh­ter. Then the door opens that we ourselves have closed to her and we see the soul of nature in her white wedding dress of purity and unity, in which all sep­ar­a­tion dis­ap­pears, with her golden hair of truth and her shining eyes of a pure con­scious­ness, like a heav­enly and divine being in com­pletely pure and true love.

✻ She went up to her father and mother, fell on their necks and kissed them; there was no help for it, they all had to weep for joy. The young count stood near them, and when she per­ceived him, she became as red in the face as a moss-rose, she herself did not know why. The King said, “My dear child, I have given away my kingdom, what shall I give thee?” “She needs nothing,” said the old woman. “I give her the tears that she has wept on your account; they are pre­cious pearls, finer than those that are found in the sea, and worth more than your whole kingdom, and I give her my little house as payment for her ser­vices.” When the old woman had said that, she dis­ap­peared from their sight. The walls rattled a little, and when the King and Queen looked round, the little house had changed into a splen­did palace, a royal table had been spread, and the ser­vants were running hither and thither.

✎ In this way, all the tears of sadness at the sep­ar­a­tion will finally turn into tears of joy when whole­ness is found again through the power of love. Then external nature will dis­ap­pear “from our (eye-) sight” and we will find an inner or spir­itual kingdom that no worldly king can give us. Thus, the tears, that the soul of nature cried for the spirit that had turned away from her and sep­ar­ated from her, will turn into pearls of love and wisdom, which are our greatest wealth. And it is not for nothing that the Bible says that we should not cast these pearls before swine, that is, waste them on an external world, as the two elder sisters of the pure soul tried to do. And our little body house will then be trans­formed into “a splen­did palace” where there is no longer any lack because there is no longer any sep­ar­a­tion and everything is for our good. A happy ending?
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✻ The story goes still further, but my grand­mother, who related it to me, had partly lost her memory, and had for­got­ten the rest.

✎ A special ending to a special fairy tale! Of course, this story also con­tin­ues. But what else can you tell when there is no longer any external nature that can be under­stood and grasped? How can you paint a picture of a lim­it­less whole­ness where everything is as it is? It is not a “state” of stand­ing still in any form that one could “under­stand”, but rather a supreme mobil­ity, change­ab­il­ity and live­li­ness that no one can or wants to hold on to anymore, as described above by the ser­vants in the castle of abund­ance and whole­ness.

And yet our ego-mind has its thoughts and ideas about it, and that is prob­ably good for the ima­gin­a­tion of chil­dren who take this fairy tale with them on their journey through life.

✻ I shall always believe that the beau­ti­ful prin­cess married the count, and that they remained together in the palace, and lived there in all hap­pi­ness so long as God willed it. Whether the snow-white geese, which were kept near the little hut, were verily young maidens (no one need take offence,) whom the old woman had taken under her pro­tec­tion, and whether they now received their human form again, and stayed as hand­maids to the young Queen, I do not exactly know, but I suspect it. This much is certain, that the old woman was no witch, as people thought, but a wise woman, who meant well. Very likely it was she who, at the prin­cess’s birth, gave her the gift of weeping pearls instead of tears. That does not happen now-a-days, or else the poor would soon become rich.

✎ Why don’t our tears turn into pearls these days? Perhaps we all have this gift from the ancient and wise mother, and it is only because we cry for many things that we really shouldn’t cry for. And the things that we really should cry for, we don’t cry for.


The Golden Goose

✎ We con­tinue with the sym­bol­ism of the goose. After the goose girl comes a goose boy, but only with a single goose, which is a golden one. So, we want to try to inter­pret this fairy tale from a spir­itual point of view, even though it is usually presen­ted as a comedy. And basic­ally, it is perhaps the comedy of our lives, which takes place inside of us and which we can only laugh at, because: “He who laughs last, laughs best.” Here we go!

✻ There was a man who had three sons, the young­est of whom was called Dummling (Sim­pleton) and was des­pised, mocked, and put down on every occa­sion. It happened that the eldest wanted to go into the forest to hew wood, and before he went his mother gave him a beau­ti­ful sweet cake and a bottle of wine in order that he might not suffer from hunger or thirst. When he entered the forest there met him a little grey-haired old man who bade him good-day, and said, “Do give me a piece of cake out of your pocket, and let me have a draught of your wine; I am so hungry and thirsty.” But the prudent youth answered, “If I give you my cake and wine, I shall have none for myself; be off with you,” and he left the little man stand­ing and went on. But when he began to hew down a tree, it was not long before he made a false stroke, and the axe cut him in the arm, so that he had to go home and have it bound up. And this was the little grey man’s doing.

After this the second son went into the forest, and his mother gave him, like the eldest, a cake and a bottle of wine. The little old grey man met him like­wise, and asked him for a piece of cake and a drink of wine. But the second son, too, said with much reason, “What I give you will be taken away from myself; be off!” and he left the little man stand­ing and went on. His pun­ish­ment, however, was not delayed; when he had made a few strokes at the tree he struck himself in the leg, so that he had to be carried home.

Then Dummling said, “Father, do let me go and cut wood.” The father answered, “Your broth­ers have hurt them­selves with it, leave it alone, you do not under­stand any­thing about it.” But Dummling begged so long that at last he said, “Just go then, you will get wiser by hurting your­self.” His mother gave him a cake made with water and baked in the cinders, and with it a bottle of sour beer. When he came to the forest the little old grey man met him like­wise, and greet­ing him, said, “Give me a piece of your cake and a drink out of your bottle; I am so hungry and thirsty.” Dummling answered, “I have only cinder- cake and sour beer; if that pleases you, we will sit down and eat.” So, they sat down, and when Dummling pulled out his cinder-cake, it was a fine sweet cake, and the sour beer had become good wine. So, they ate and drank, and after that the little man said, “Since you have a good heart, and are willing to divide what you have, I will give you good luck. There stands an old tree, cut it down, and you will find some­thing at the roots.” Then the old man took leave of him.

✎ The fairy tale begins with three sons, in whom we can see the general tri­an­gu­lar rela­tion­ship of the spir­itual forces that usually work in nature. Then the two eldest rep­res­ent the oppos­ites of the ego of “I” and the “other” or “mine” and “yours”, which swing back and forth rel­at­ively use­lessly and only hurt them­selves in the process. In addi­tion, a devel­op­mental dir­ec­tion appears in the young­est son as a recon­cil­ing and bal­an­cing force, which then also becomes the meaning and message of this entire fairy tale. That is why he is also called Dummling because, from his parents’ point of view, he is not as “prudent and reas­on­able” as his broth­ers to seek his per­sonal ego advant­ages as an oppos­ing being in a world of sep­ar­a­tion. Father and mother thus rep­res­ent the wit­ness­ing spirit and the giving birth nature of an external world as we usually know it. And for this reason, the two older sons also get the tastier food from their mother, because external nature nat­ur­ally loves, nour­ishes and pro­motes oppos­ites, and with them also egoism.

What does wood mean? In prac­tical terms, it is used for heating, cooking, baking and roast­ing in order to main­tain life in this external world. It is there­fore energy, espe­cially solar energy, that has been accu­mu­lated and grown in the form of trees in external nature. From a spir­itual point of view, we can also see in it, in the broad­est sense, con­scious­ness, which can con­tract, hold on, accu­mu­late and embody itself. And all living beings and of course all other things live from this energy. The axe would then be a tool or means with which we want to access this energy, just as from a spir­itual point of view our con­cep­tual mind divides, sep­ar­ates and chops the whole into tan­gible por­tions that the spirit can then annex in order to live from it. We thus find a pro­found sym­bol­ism in the trees, and we could say: The ego mind of the two older sons is trying to cut down the tree of life with this axe, only harming and injur­ing itself and in the worst case can even kill itself. Yes, this is how we usually live and die in our external world.

Who is the little grey man? In con­trast to the parents of the external world, we can see in him the ancient inner being of nature, a male spirit of whole­ness, neither white nor black, which can be found every­where in nature and con­stantly tests us and the motiv­a­tion behind our actions. And the effect we exper­i­ence through our actions is accord­ingly. So, the Dummling, who works without the wilful and stub­born ego mind, does not learn how to “get prudent from adversity”, but rather how he “suffers no adversity without prudence”. For he allows himself to be guided by the hol­istic spirit of nature, shares his food, refines it in the process and in doing so does not cut down the tree of life, but the “old tree” that the ego mind so gladly spares because of its tasty fruit, namely the tree of the know­ledge of oppos­ites, so that the oppos­ites of an external world dis­ap­pear more and more. And what this means can be read further.
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✻ Dummling went and cut down the tree, and when it fell there was a goose sitting in the roots with feath­ers of pure gold. He lifted her up, and taking her with him, went to an inn where he thought he would stay the night. Now the host had three daugh­ters, who saw the goose and were curious to know what such a won­der­ful bird might be, and would have liked to have one of its golden feath­ers. The eldest thought, “I shall soon find an oppor­tun­ity of pulling out a feather,” and as soon as Dummling had gone out she seized the goose by the wing, but her finger and hand remained stick­ing fast to it. The second came soon after­wards, think­ing only of how she might get a feather for herself, but she had scarcely touched her sister than she was held fast. At last, the third also came with the like intent, and the others screamed out, “Keep away; for good­ness’ sake keep away!” But she did not under­stand why she was to keep away. “The others are there,” she thought, “I may as well be there too,” and ran to them; but as soon as she had touched her sister, she remained stick­ing fast to her. So, they had to spend the night with the goose.

✎ What do we find in the root when the tree of know­ledge of oppos­ites has been felled? A “golden goose”, of course. The gold sym­bol­ic­ally reminds us of the truth, and the goose of a living whole (“Goose” means in German “Gans”, and the likely spoken word “ganz” means “whole”.). And where does the Dummling go now? Of course, not back home to the external world to his external parents, but to an “inn” where he spends the night. Here we can see the first path into an internal world, namely into our own body, in which we spend our spir­itual night as in an inn. There he again finds three active forces, but now on the female side of nature as three sym­bolic sisters. They are “curious” and reach for the golden feath­ers, that is, for the external forms of truth, as our sensual and mental per­cep­tion does, while the Dummling has the whole goose. Through this grasp­ing they nat­ur­ally cling to the forms, and yet always remain con­nec­ted to the whole, even if they do not want to and repel each other. In this way, the three sisters can remind us of sensual desire and hatred with the asso­ci­ated thoughts and must now spend the spir­itual night in their attach­ment as long as they want to live and work sep­ar­ately in the “inn” of a body.

✻ The next morning Dummling took the goose under his arm and set out, without troub­ling himself about the three girls who were hanging on to it. They were obliged to run after him con­tinu­ally, now left, now right, just as he was inclined to go. In the middle of the fields the parson met them, and when he saw the pro­ces­sion he said, “For shame, you good-for-nothing girls, why are you running across the fields after this young man? is that seemly?” At the same time, he seized the young­est by the hand in order to pull her away, but as soon as he touched her, he like­wise stuck fast, and was himself obliged to run behind. Before long the sexton came by and saw his master, the parson, running on foot behind three girls. He was aston­ished at this and called out, “Hi! your rev­er­ence, whither away so quickly? do not forget that we have a christen­ing to-day!” and running after him he took him by the sleeve, but was also held fast to it. Whilst the five were trot­ting thus one behind the other, two labour­ers came with their hoes from the fields; the parson called out to them and begged that they would set him and the sexton free. But they had scarcely touched the sexton when they were held fast, and now there were seven of them running behind Dummling and the goose.
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✎ If you then look out of the inn of the body with the golden goose in your arms and back to the external field of the world, you find two more male or spir­itual prin­ciples, namely the hol­ist­ic­ally seeing reason and the con­cep­tual under­stand­ing, which should serve reason. The parson could thus stand for reason. Yes, even if not every parson has been able to main­tain his good repu­ta­tion, it is actu­ally his task to pro­claim a divine and thus hol­istic view. And the sexton should serve him and take care of worldly things. Just as the parson does not want the girls to run after the boy in the field of the world, hol­istic reason also tries to free the spirit from attach­ment to phys­ic­al­ity in an external world. In this way, reason is of course also con­nec­ted to true whole­ness or the golden goose, and mind is attached to reason, which likes to remind reason of its duties. Accord­ingly, christen­ing also reminds us of the Christ child as a hol­istic con­scious­ness that should be born in us and bap­tized with the Holy Spirit. In this we also find a pro­found wisdom: It is better for reason to concern itself with the birth of the holy Christ con­scious­ness in the spirit than to fight against the fem­in­ine or sensual desires of the body.

The two farmers with their hoes from the field remind us again of the play of male or intel­lec­tual oppos­ites in the external world and thus also of the two older broth­ers of the Dummling, who cling to the con­cep­tual mind and can never chop or sep­ar­ate with their hoes or all their oppos­ing power some­thing that is in truth an insep­ar­able whole.

The fairy tale tells us that even the most reas­on­able person must live in this world of phys­ic­al­ity with the help of his con­cep­tual mind, on which worldly con­tra­dic­tions depend, but can still be fully aware of true whole­ness, that is, let reason rule over mind. Just as the Dummling has the golden goose without wor­ry­ing about everything that depends on it and is con­nec­ted with it, and without trying to sep­ar­ate himself from it. In prac­tical terms, that means living without desire and hatred. Because: wherever he goes, left or right, he can never lose any­thing in whole­ness. So, whoever has the golden goose of true whole­ness has everything and has no longer to fear suf­fer­ing any lack.

✻ Soon after­wards he came to a city, where a king ruled who had a daugh­ter who was so serious that no one could make her laugh. So, he had put forth a decree that who­so­ever should be able to make her laugh should marry her. When Dummling heard this, he went with his goose and all her train before the King’s daugh­ter, and as soon as she saw the seven people running on and on, one behind the other, she began to laugh quite loudly, and as if she would never leave off.

✎ So, the devel­op­ment of con­scious­ness con­tin­ues, and the small inn becomes a large royal palace, a busy city and a vast kingdom. Now we ask ourselves: Who is this prin­cess who was so serious? As in our last fairy tale inter­pret­a­tions, we would like to think here of the pure soul of nature, who is sad and unhappy because of her sep­ar­a­tion from the pure spirit. But when she sees the youth with the golden goose or true whole­ness, with which everything is con­nec­ted, the maiden becomes happy again and begins to laugh, because she now knows that he is her bride­groom. She is already looking forward to the big wedding, in which every sep­ar­a­tion between spirit and nature ends. In this way she is not laugh­ing at the whole­ness, but in the whole­ness, and that is a highly lib­er­at­ing laugh when one real­izes that every sep­ar­a­tion was only an illu­sion:

“When Buddha found enlight­en­ment under the Bodhi tree, he laughed.”

Buddha also found whole­ness at the root of the tree. And it is said that this joy is indes­crib­ably great and com­plete when our soul comes from the dark and sad world of sep­ar­a­tion and death back into a hol­istic con­scious­ness full of love, as into a pure light of eternal life.

And who is the king who makes his own laws? He reminds us of the sensual and intel­lec­tual mind, which, like the witch on the glass moun­tain of “The Drummer”, must first be con­vinced and over­come before he releases the pure soul and marries her with the one who can really free her from her sep­ar­a­tion so that she becomes com­pletely happy. And in a similar way, the youth must also fulfil three tasks to con­vince the king that he not only has whole­ness, but can also realize it.

✻ Thereupon Dummling asked to have her for his wife, but the king did not like the son-in-law. He made all sorts of objec­tions and said that he must first bring him a man who could drink a cellar full of wine. The Dummling thought of the little grey man, who could help him, went out into the forest, and on the spot where he had cut down the tree, he saw a man sitting who had a very sad face. The Dummling asked what he was taking so much to heart. He answered, “I am so thirsty and cannot quench it. I cannot bear the cold water, I have indeed emptied a barrel of wine, but what is a drop in a bucket?” - “I can help you there,” said the Dummling, “just come with me, you shall have your fill.” He then led him into the king’s cellar, and the man set about the great casks, drank and drank until his hips ached, and before a day was over, he had drunk the whole cellar.

✎ This task is also remin­is­cent of the first task of “The Drummer” on the glass moun­tain, when he had to empty the lake of memory. Here it is the wine stored in the cellar of the sub­con­scious that has to be drunk. And here too the Dummling only makes the begin­ning by think­ing of the little grey man who, as the hol­istic spirit of nature can fulfil this task, and not the ego-mind. For only this is the real­isa­tion of whole­ness, when there is no longer a sep­ar­ate, self-willed and obstin­ate person within us, but rather the whole of nature acts and works as a whole.

The big ques­tion is: what kind of man is it, he found at the place where the tree of the know­ledge of good and evil was cut down? Who can perform such “super­nat­ural” tasks? What is the root of the tree of the know­ledge of oppos­ites that is revealed when this tree is cut down and not only gives the golden goose but can also grant all wishes? Well, the fairy tale speaks of a man, a spir­itual being, who can appar­ently take on dif­fer­ent forms, and thus touches on one of the biggest ques­tions in the world: what is the source of everything, of the whole and of the entirety? Well, actu­ally the entirety itself, which does not need a name, just as the uni­verse does not need a name because there is only one. And yet the mind wants to dis­tin­guish and think some­thing, and so we want to speak here of pure con­scious­ness or pure inform­a­tion, which itself is form­less but can take on any form or “inform” and can be found every­where at the base of nature and spirit. The Bible also says: “In the begin­ning was the Word.” And just as the tree of life grows from it for reason, the tree of oppos­ites can also nat­ur­ally grow from it for the mind, which our Dummling cut down. Our mind could con­clude from this: If con­scious­ness or inform­a­tion is the cause, spirit the effect and nature the form, then one can recog­nize the hol­istic source of everything in their trinity. And yet it remains only dubious intel­lec­tual know­ledge that we would first have to realize in order to con­vince the king and win the pure soul.

✻ The Dummling again deman­ded his bride, but the king was angry that such a common fellow, whom every­one called a Dummling, should carry off his daugh­ter, and he made new con­di­tions: he would first have to fetch up a man who could eat a moun­tain of bread. The Dummling did not think twice, but went straight out into the forest. There sat a man in the same place who tied his body together with a belt, made a grim face and said: “I have eaten a whole oven full of grated bread (a hard-baked wheat bread from which the crust has been grated), but what good is that when you are as hungry as I am? My stomach remains empty, and I must only tie myself up if I am not to die of hunger.” The Dummling was glad about this and said: “Get up and come with me, you shall eat until you are full.” He led him to the court of the king, who had brought together all the flour from the whole kingdom and baked an enorm­ous moun­tain of it. But the man from the forest stood in front of it, began to eat, and in a day the whole moun­tain had dis­ap­peared.

✎ Just as on the glass moun­tain of “The Drummer” the forest of ideas was cut down, chopped up and burned, in a similar way a moun­tain of bread must now be eaten and diges­ted, baked from the flour of grains that the ego-mind has gathered from all over his kingdom. Here we could think of the karma seeds of accu­mu­lated deeds, which are, so to speak, ground up, diges­ted and burned in the digest­ive fire and redeemed. And here too the Dummling relies on the pure con­scious­ness that he finds where he has cut down the tree of oppos­ites and found the golden goose or true whole­ness. And because pure con­scious­ness can take on any form, it also accom­plishes this great work as a hol­istic spirit or man of nature, for which our ego-mind is far too weak, limited and immob­ile. So, the whole­ness could drink all the wine and eat all the bread, and yet it did not become fuller or more whole. Sim­il­arly, pure con­scious­ness is said to remain unchanged, no matter what form it appears in. What is missing now to con­vince the mind of whole­ness?

✻ The Dummling deman­ded his bride for the third time, but the king once again sought an excuse and deman­ded a ship that could sail on land and water. “As soon as you come sailing in it,” he said, “you shall have my daugh­ter as your wife.” The Dummling went straight into the forest, where the old grey man, to whom he had given his cake, sat and said, “I have eaten and drunk for you, and I will give you the ship too. I do all this because you have been mer­ci­ful to me.” So, he gave him the ship that sailed on land and water, and when the king saw that, he could no longer with­hold his daugh­ter from him and the wedding was cel­eb­rated. After the King’s death Dummling inher­ited the kingdom, and lived a long time con­ten­tedly with his wife.

✎ Finally, the third task is mobil­ity beyond the usual limits, which also reminds us of the mys­tical saddle of “The Drummer” who could take his rider any­where at will, but now appears without selfish drive as a ship in the pure wind of the hol­istic spirit.

The soul is the ship,
Reason is the rudder
And truth is the harbour.
(Turkish proverb)

This ship of lim­it­less mobil­ity is also given to him by the hol­istic spirit of nature in the forest of the world, because the Dummling is mer­ci­ful, loving and trust­ful and does not cling to the ego-mind. From a Chris­tian per­spect­ive, we can also think of the bib­lical Lord’s Supper and the resur­rec­tion with regard to the sym­bol­ism of these three tasks, because here too it is not the ego that should drink the wine, eat the bread and rise above worldly bound­ar­ies, but the hol­istic Christ con­scious­ness as pure reason, love and mercy.

In this way, all obstacles are finally removed and the mys­tical wedding is cel­eb­rated, spirit and nature are reunited, and after the death of the ego-mind, the Dummling as hol­istic reason inher­its the entire kingdom and lives for a long time, perhaps even forever, with his wife. Because what death should sep­ar­ate the united couple in true whole­ness? - Happy ending!
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And why do we still call him “Dummling” - Sim­pleton? Should we now accu­mu­late and hold on to know­ledge, or should we digest it and let it go? Yes, it is a strange story with our human know­ledge and espe­cially with “science”, because: to know hol­ist­ic­ally means not to know. As Socrates said: “I know that I do not know.” Or, to put it more modern: the sum of all inform­a­tion is no longer inform­a­tion. Yes, this is how the tree of oppos­ites can be cut down and the golden goose or true whole­ness can be found.

That is why a master says: If a person is to do an inner work, he must with­draw all his powers, just as if into a corner of his soul, and hide himself from all images and forms, and there he can work. In doing so, he must come to for­get­ful­ness and unknow­ing. If this (divine) word is to be heard, it must happen in still­ness and silence. Nothing can serve this word better than still­ness and silence; then one can hear it and under­stand it prop­erly: in that unknow­ing. Where one knows nothing, it shows and reveals itself... So, your unknow­ing is not a defect, but your highest per­fec­tion, and your suf­fer­ing is thus your highest work. And so, in this way, you must abandon all your activ­it­ies and silence all your powers if you really want to exper­i­ence this birth within you. If you want to find the born king, you must over­come everything else you might find and throw it behind you... (Master Eckhart, Sermon 58)


Informatism - A religion of our time?

(A way to slow down. - This article about the “Inform­at­ism” of our modern world was written in 2005, has waited nine­teen event­ful years for its appear­ance without losing much of its rel­ev­ance, and may now find its place as an epi­logue to this won­der­ful fairy tale of “The Golden Goose”.)

Motiv­a­tion:

Polit­ics, science and reli­gion are some­what at a loss in the face of this world. Much has been achieved, but what should we do next? Which politi­cian should we believe? Which of the thou­sand laws should we follow? Which of the thou­sand norms should we observe? Which of the thou­sand news is true? Which of the thou­sand medi­cines can cure me? Human­ity is suf­foc­at­ing from inform­a­tion. But the wheel of time cannot be turned back. We live in this inform­a­tion society, and tech­nical devel­op­ment will con­tinue. Man has become rich and power­ful, but content and happy? Science has developed mater­ial things enorm­ously, but the spir­itual is lagging behind. This cannot be grasped with for­mu­las and cal­lipers. How could a modern person think about this world so that he can find a ful­filling life, inner peace and con­tent­ment even with a car, com­puter and microwave, so that he can recog­nize his place in this uni­verse, so that he remains a master and does not become a slave? That seems to be the main chal­lenge for the future. Our society needs a stable spir­itual found­a­tion again. We live in a good time for this task. There are the neces­sary freedoms and a prac­tical world that is in wild move­ment. Anyone who wants to see it can clearly recog­nize the effect of spir­itual laws.

Science is also of great import­ance for this further path. Intel­lec­tual devel­op­ment cannot ignore it. Sci­ent­ists in par­tic­u­lar should recog­nize their his­toric task here. If com­pan­ies in the economy have to worry about the dis­posal of their products, sci­ent­ists and all other inform­a­tion pro­viders should also do the same. We must learn how to handle inform­a­tion, how to digest it health­ily and how to follow a sens­ible diet.

Prin­ciples:

The highest oblig­a­tion is to the truth, for the benefit of all beings.
Only when this power fades do polit­ical or eco­nomic oblig­a­tions arise, then the zenith has already been passed, the flower begins to wilt.

The people of our inform­a­tion society need a spir­itual found­a­tion again in order to turn to the truth, to find a healthy concept of virtue and honour and to avoid the path of lies, hatred and greed.
Many people no longer have deep trust in the spir­itual values of the old reli­gions because they do not find their way of life and think­ing reflec­ted there. So why a new reli­gion? In every meadow, new flowers are always bloom­ing, often very similar to the others.

The great thinkers of our time need a spir­itual culture in order to bring their energy to fruition, to use their power for the benefit of society.
A reli­gion must be sup­por­ted by a certain spir­itual elite. This should create a healthy balance with society.

The world should change from within. A good spirit pro­duces good fruit.
It is not about des­troy­ing some­thing external, chan­ging this world with new laws or viol­ence. You won’t get pears if you press the fruit of an apple tree into a pear shape. If you want pears, you should plant a pear tree and it needs time to grow.

The focus is on deep reflec­tion on the nature of spirit and inform­a­tion.
The term “inform­a­tion” plays an enorm­ous role in the lives of our people, con­sciously or uncon­sciously. Reflect­ing on the deeper nature of inform­a­tion is very healing, answers many current ques­tions and opens up a view on the fun­da­mental laws of this world. This should also bring the import­ance of spir­itual forces back into the horizon of our society and create a healthy balance to mater­i­al­ism.

Pos­sible thoughts:

Inform­a­tion can be end­lessly com­bined and designed.
The pos­sib­il­it­ies for arran­ging inform­a­tion are prac­tic­ally endless and the world of diversity is created.

The sum of all pos­sible inform­a­tion is the one truth, the unity behind the diversity.
This whole col­our­ful world is diversity. Our view is reflec­ted in the diversity, and the forms emerge, reflect our thoughts, and the names emerge. When the diversity becomes trans­par­ent, the view opens to the unity, to the truth, and the thoughts stop reflect­ing. Just as you can see to the bottom of a still, clear body of water.

Every inform­a­tion is only part of the truth, a one-sided and rel­at­ive view.
This is where illu­sion arises when you con­sider one inform­a­tion to be the abso­lute truth. This state­ment also calls into ques­tion all know­ledge about the inform­a­tion itself. No, you will not find any abso­lute truths in this text either, nothing that you can hold on to in the long term. That is dif­fi­cult to start with, but the better path is always the one that is dif­fi­cult at the begin­ning and becomes easier at the end.

Inform­a­tion is always com­posed, con­di­tioned by causes.
You could ask for the smal­lest unit. Perhaps like in a com­puter 0 & 1 or in life true & false, good & evil, desire & rejec­tion, greed & anger, etc. These small oppos­ites are perhaps the axis around which this whole world revolves, all life and death.

Inform­a­tion always con­tains oppos­ites, oppos­ites are inform­a­tion.
Where there is light, there is also shadow. Without light, there is no shadow.

The mind can end­lessly create oppos­ites between what is and what could be.
That seems to be the game of life, and every­one can play along.

Anyone who sees inform­a­tion as abso­lute reality is moving away from the truth.
Perhaps that is one reason why many people of our time move so far away from the truth and end up entangled in endless worries, fears and other suf­fer­ing.

As such inform­a­tion accu­mu­lates, one moves further and further away from the truth.
The oppos­ite path then leads back to the truth. Then one moves to this mys­tical point where the truth increases, but the inform­a­tion about it approaches zero. That is prob­ably how it has to be. Perhaps one should not give this point a name. Some attempts have already been made (God, Nirvana, Tao, Brahman...). In the end, ignor­ant people argue about it and stave in each other’s heads. If only they knew how far this point is from their reality! If it abso­lutely has to be, then let it be called “God”. That is perhaps closest to our tra­di­tion, and in the end, we cannot avoid puri­fy­ing this name of all burdens anyway.

Inform­a­tion gives the mind a face.
Just hypo­thet­ic­ally, suppose there is only mind and inform­a­tion. Then mind would be the carrier, and inform­a­tion creates names and forms. Just like genes give cells and organ­isms their form. So, if genes are a kind of soft­ware, what is the hard­ware that inter­prets and imple­ments this inform­a­tion? All phe­nom­ena in this world are com­bined inform­a­tion, even a law of nature is perhaps ulti­mately just inform­a­tion.

Inform­a­tion is energy.
Know­ledge is power. Inform­a­tion is a cre­at­ive force, whether as poten­tial or as effect. By accu­mu­lat­ing inform­a­tion, you create the poten­tial for the future. This is remin­is­cent of the terms sin or karma. Anyone who expects a happy future should also collect good or healing inform­a­tion. For this, an appro­pri­ate ethic is neces­sary.

Inform­a­tion is food.
Inform­a­tion can make you hungry or pain­fully over­eaten, thirsty or get drunk. Inform­a­tion can be diges­ted and trans­formed into reduced inform­a­tion or it can be accu­mu­lated excess­ively. There is not much dif­fer­ence between inform­a­tion and bread or wine.

This provides various aspects for med­it­at­ing on inform­a­tion and the mind. In the end, the path is as it has been described since ancient times. Deep reflec­tion leads to mind­ful­ness, mind­ful­ness devel­ops deeper insight and wisdom. With wisdom comes great power. In order for this power to work for the benefit of all beings, an appro­pri­ate ethic is neces­sary. Without ethics, without purity, this power quickly turns against you. Intel­li­gence alone is not enough here. Aware­ness is a path to the inside, a coming down. At this point, the human being must excep­tion­ally work more on himself than on the external world. OM


The Goose-Girl

✎ After having looked at the path to golden whole­ness from the male per­spect­ive of the wit­ness­ing spirit in the last fairy tale, we now want to turn to the female side, the pure soul of a birth­ing nature. This won­der­ful balance of the dif­fer­ent per­spect­ives in the fairy tales already indic­ates that the whole­ness of spirit and nature has long been known, and it only depends on which side you identify with on the path and which role you play in order to finally find true unity again, so that most fairy tales also end with a happy wedding. In this regard, one could again think about the source and age of our fairy tales, because this balance between male and female is rarely found in Chris­tian­ity, where the trinity of Father, Son and Holy Spirit is in the fore­ground, while mother, daugh­ter and wisdom are only found in the back­ground, for example as Mary or in the concept of “Sophia”.

✻ There was once upon a time an old Queen whose husband had been dead for many years, and she had a beau­ti­ful daugh­ter. When the prin­cess grew up, she was betrothed to a prince who lived over the field at a great dis­tance. When the time came for her to be married, and she had to journey forth into the distant kingdom, the aged Queen packed up for her many costly vessels of silver and gold, and trinkets also of gold and silver; and cups and jewels, in short, everything which apper­tained to a royal dowry, for she loved her child with all her heart. She like­wise sent her chamber maid who was to ride with her, and hand her over to the bride­groom, and each had a horse for the journey, but the horse of the King’s daugh­ter was called Falada, and could speak.
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✎ As is typical of the old fairy tales, this story only makes sense on a prac­tical level to chil­dren’s eyes, because what queen would send her virgin daugh­ter alone with a cham­ber­maid of a similar age on such a long journey to a com­pletely foreign kingdom? So, we again have every reason to look for the deeper spir­itual meaning and message. First, we find a queen whose husband had died. And death means sep­ar­a­tion, so that the basic problem of the sep­ar­a­tion of king and queen, or spirit and nature, is already indic­ated here, which the virgin daugh­ter, as a pure soul of nature, now has to solve. To do this, she was prom­ised to a king’s son, or pure spirit, who lived far away from her “over the field” of this world in a “distant kingdom”. Well, this sep­ar­a­tion is prob­ably the basic problem that we still suffer from today, and we too are looking to solve this unful­fill­ment of the sep­ar­a­tion between man and woman, or spirit and nature. And so, it is already a great vision that the “old Queen” as the Great Mother of Nature sends her beloved daugh­ter as our pure soul with all ima­gin­able wealth as a dowry, all alone into the world, in order to heal this sep­ar­a­tion and resolve it in the mys­tical wedding.

✻ What does the “cham­ber­maid” mean, who will play an import­ant role later on? Just as the pure soul is called the “young Queen” below, who is sup­posed to rule over the entire kingdom of a hol­istic nature, this part of the soul rules over the chamber in which the pure soul lives. And so, we can think here of our ego­istic soul of self-con­scious­ness, which rules in a body and is basic­ally also a form of the pure soul, which is sup­posed to help and serve on the journey through this world of external forms. It was surely no coin­cid­ence that Mother Nature also gave us this part of the soul on the long journey to reunite our pure soul with our pure spirit. She gives us the problem that needs to be solved, so to speak. Because what would the long journey be of any use oth­er­wise?

✎ The two horses remind us of the mobile phys­ic­al­ity on which we now ride and travel through the world. But while the pure soul has a horse or a body that speaks to her in a lively way and thus already indic­ates her hol­istic nature, the ego­istic soul rides on a body that she con­siders her prop­erty but which has never truly become one with her. Just as we still con­sider the body more as a mater­ial machine and less as a spir­itual being today. There are various assump­tions about the name “Falada”. In the Broth­ers Grimm’s notes, we find the sen­tence: “The name Falada (the middle syl­lable is short) is par­tic­u­larly strange because Roland’s horse is called Valentich, Falerich or Velentin and this almost seems to have an external con­nec­tion with the Kerling myth.” Others point to the Por­tuguese word “falada”, which means “spoken lan­guage”. This would make the talking horse a spir­itual body that can remem­ber and tell its life story, which will play an import­ant role in this fairy tale and is perhaps even a core idea.

Here we already notice that this whole fairy tale is less about external rela­tion­ships, but rather takes place inside us, where all the dif­fer­ent char­ac­ters can be found in a person to play their roles.

✻ So, when the hour of parting had come, the aged mother went into her bedroom, took a small knife and cut her finger with it until it bled, then she held a white handker­chief to it into which she let three drops of blood fall, gave it to her daugh­ter and said, “Dear child, pre­serve this care­fully, it will be of service to you on your way.”

✎ Well, the soul of nature now goes into the external world of effects, while the old mother nature goes into “her bedroom”, into a realm of calm, silence and peace, which will ulti­mately become the wedding chamber of spirit and nature. This fun­da­mental space of con­scious silence or empti­ness, from which everything arises, can also be exper­i­enced in med­it­a­tion, when thoughts and senses are silent. This is basic­ally the truth, what was before some­thing came into being. And from there she gives the soul one last mys­ter­i­ous and mean­ing­ful gift from her own living being: the white cloth reminds us of a certain purity of nature as a pure con­scious­ness that can take on all forms and weaves everything together with spun threads. The red blood of the old mother nature reminds us of eternal life and the colour of love, but also of passion and suf­fer­ing. And the number three could again indic­ate the usual three forces, about which we have already written a lot in other fairy tales, and which work every­where in nature in various forms as tri­an­gu­lar rela­tion­ships to create, main­tain and then dis­solve everything. All of these prin­ciples and forces are of course neces­sary for the soul of nature as a source of strength, so to speak, on her way to unity and redemp­tion from sep­ar­a­tion.

✻ So, they took a sor­row­ful leave of each other; the prin­cess put the piece of cloth in her bosom, mounted her horse, and then went away to her bride­groom. After she had ridden for a while she felt a burning thirst, and said to her waiting-maid, “Dis­mount, and take my cup which thou hast brought with thee for me, and get me some water from the stream, for I should like to drink.” “If you are thirsty,” said the waiting maid, “get off your horse your­self, and lie down and drink out of the water, I don’t choose to be your servant.” So, in her great thirst the prin­cess alighted, bent down over the water in the stream and drank, and was not allowed to drink out of the golden cup. Then she said, “Ah, Heaven!” and the three drops of blood answered, “If thy mother knew this, her heart would break.” But the King’s bride was humble, said nothing, and mounted her horse again.

✎ The soul begins her great journey and comes first to a small stream that is still close to the source and from which she wants to drink with her golden cup. Why is the pure soul thirsty? Well, she is sep­ar­ated from the pure spirit, and so it is prob­ably the thirst of love between man and woman or spirit and nature. That is why she thirsts for the water of life that flows through the world, in order to find her pure spirit again. But her cham­ber­maid will not and cannot draw and give it to her with the golden cup of pure truth that the Great Mother gave her. The ego­istic soul with her sep­ar­ated self-con­scious­ness is not capable of this. If she could do it, she would pay off her debt and be one with the pure soul again. The flowing water of worldly life from the cup of truth would imme­di­ately lead her to the true and pure spirit, pure love would be found, thirst quenched and the fairy tale would quickly have a happy ending.

In prin­ciple, this story reminds us of the bib­lical parable of Jesus when he asked the Samar­itan woman at the well: “Give me a drink!” And when she refused, he said: “If you knew the gift of God and who it is that says to you, ‘Give me a drink!’, you would ask him, and he would give you living water... Whoever drinks of this water will thirst again. But whoever drinks of the water that I will give he will never thirst. Instead, the water that I will give him will become in him a spring of water welling up to eternal life.” (John 4:10)

But our ego­istic soul cannot do it like the bib­lical Samar­itan woman, because she does not recog­nize the pure soul in her entirety and thus does not recog­nize herself, but wants to elevate herself per­son­ally as a sep­ar­ate being to ruler and queen. So, the ego­istic soul now holds back the golden cup of truth, and the pure soul in her “great thirst” must drink without it, “alight and bend down over the water”, and thus become an actor in the worldly river herself. And what does she drink without the cup of truth? Of course, the worldly water of the illu­sion of an inde­pend­ently acting soul, even if it is only a small sip from a small stream near the source. And her most heart­felt call for whole­ness, “Oh God!”, is now answered by the pure forces of mater­nal nature that this is not yet the goal of whole­ness and pure love. This saying, “If your mother knew this, her heart would break,” runs like a mantra through the whole fairy tale and reminds us of the source and the great goal.

What should the pure soul do now? Should she fight against the ego­istic soul, recog­nize her as a rival, see herself as sep­ar­ate from her and thus put herself on her level? No, she does not take it per­son­ally, but remains humble and calm, as is her pure nature, and can forget all sup­posedly evil.

✻ She rode some miles further, but the day was warm, the sun scorched her, and she was thirsty once more, and when they came to a stream of water, she again cried to her waiting- maid, “Dis­mount, and give me some water in my golden cup,” for she had long ago for­got­ten the girl’s ill words. But the waiting-maid said still more haught­ily, “If you wish to drink, drink as you can, I don’t choose to be your maid.” Then in her great thirst the King’s daugh­ter alighted, bent over the flowing stream, wept and said, “Ah, Heaven!” and the drops of blood again replied, “If thy mother knew this, her heart would break.” And as she was thus drink­ing and leaning right over the stream, the handker­chief with the three drops of blood fell out of her bosom, and floated away with the water without her observing it, so great was her trouble. The waiting-maid, however, had seen it, and she rejoiced to think that she had now power over the bride, for since the prin­cess had lost the drops of blood, she had become weak and power­less.

✎ Who could forgive and forget such dis­respect except the pure soul? But when the ego­istic soul met with no res­ist­ance, she became even more arrog­ant and proud, and with it the problem that was given to her escal­ated and became more and more embod­ied. The problem of sep­ar­a­tion also increased, thirst increased (as pre­dicted by Jesus in the parable above), and the small stream of worldly life became a wide and deep river of cause and effect through space and time, as we prac­tic­ally all exper­i­ence it today and try to quench our thirst in it. Thereupon the pure soul leaned ever further into this river to drink from it, so that her source of strength also fell from her heart into the river. The pure soul herself became the river of worldly life, so to speak, now flowing with the water and thus also being seized by the worldly “great trouble”, because sep­ar­a­tion is always asso­ci­ated with great fear. At this sight, the “cham­ber­maid”, as a selfish soul, believed that the royal power of purity and truth had now become “weak and power­less” and that she herself would “take control of the bride”, because she too felt this great thirst.

✻ So now when she wanted to mount her horse again, the one that was called Falada, the lady in waiting said, “Falada is more suit­able for me, and my nag will do for thee” and the prin­cess had to be content with that. Then the lady in waiting, with many hard words, bade the prin­cess exchange her royal apparel for her own shabby clothes; and at length she was com­pelled to swear by the clear sky above her, that she would not say one word of this to any one at the royal court, and if she had not taken this oath she would have been killed on the spot. But Falada saw all this, and observed it well.

✎ So, the ego­istic soul wants to become queen, and her thirst for love turns into per­sonal desire, and she seizes the royal horse and the royal clothes. This is the end of the “cham­ber­maid,” and the fol­low­ing section speaks of a “lady in waiting,” who is now, so to speak, married and bound to a man or spirit, and that is the pas­sion­ate spirit of per­sonal desire and hatred, and thus also the spirit of tran­si­ence and death. The pure soul “swears by the clear sky” of whole­ness that she will keep silent about this act. And that is good, because if she were to accuse and attack the ego­istic soul at the “royal court,” then she would descend to her level, see a rival, lose her purity and whole­ness, and thus also encounter tran­si­ence and death. That means, “she would have been killed on the spot.” But in this way the pure soul remains true to her pure being, for­gives and forgets everything, and the memory remains only in the phys­ic­al­ity of the horse that carries her through the world, so to speak con­nec­ted to the body as a per­sonal history.

We can now think about the great problem that was given to the soul of nature: How can the ego be defeated? If it is pampered, it feeds and strengthens itself through habit; if it is fought, it feeds and strengthens itself through battle. For it draws its nour­ish­ment from the sep­ar­a­tion in the worldly play of oppos­ites and believes that worldly nature must now serve it. And so it happens that the pure soul becomes a servant and maid, but of course she serves the ego­istic soul in the flow of worldly life in a com­pletely dif­fer­ent way than she had ima­gined in her ignor­ance, namely not in the sense of her bubble of illu­sion, but in the sense of truth.

✻ The lady in waiting now mounted Falada, and the true bride the bad horse, and thus they trav­elled onwards, until at length they entered the royal palace. There were great rejoicings over her arrival, and the son of the king sprang forward to meet her, lifted the lady in waiting from her horse, and thought she was his consort. She was con­duc­ted upstairs, but the real prin­cess was left stand­ing below. Then the old King looked out of the window and saw her stand­ing in the court­yard, and how dainty and del­ic­ate and beau­ti­ful she was, and instantly went to the royal apart­ment, and asked the bride about the girl she had with her who was stand­ing down below in the court­yard, and who she was? “I picked her up on my way for a com­pan­ion; give the girl some­thing to work at, that she may not stand idle.” But the old King had no work for her, and knew of none, so he said, “I have a little boy who tends the geese, she may help him.” The boy was called Conrad, and the true bride had to help him to tend the geese.

✎ So, the soul comes to a “royal castle”. We can imagine a reas­on­able person here with his entire royal court. First there is an old king who intu­it­ively feels that some­thing is not right here, and thus reminds us of the hol­istic reason with his intu­ition that should rule. And just as the pure soul is a daugh­ter of hol­istic nature as queen, so too should the pure spirit be his king’s son. But he is prob­ably not yet so pure, because unlike the old king he is deceived by external appear­ances, “lifted the lady in waiting from her horse and thought she was his consort” and left the “true king’s daugh­ter stand­ing below”, so to speak in the uncon­scious. The boy Conrad would then be the mind in man, because “Konrad” also means “cour­ageous advisor” in its root word. But he is still small and young, and the king imme­di­ately recog­nizes intu­it­ively that he needs the help of the pure soul to look after the cack­ling geese, that is, the thoughts and senses of man. For it is they, above all, that sep­ar­ate spirit and nature from one another, subject and object or observer and observed. And only when these thoughts are pure the human spirit or prince can be pure and recog­nize the pure soul as his true bride, who is prom­ised to him for etern­ity.

✻ Soon after­wards the false bride said to the young King, “Dearest husband, I beg you to do me a favour.” He answered, “I will do so most will­ingly.” “Then send for the knacker, and have the head of the horse on which I rode here cut off, for it vexed me on the way.” In reality, she was afraid that the horse might tell how she had behaved to the King’s daugh­ter.

✎ This is a very special sym­bol­ism that we should look at more deeply, because it indic­ates the hidden nature of the ego­istic soul: it is the soul that ensures that our bodies must die, because it is con­nec­ted to the pas­sion­ate spirit of tran­si­ence and death and knows no other. It actu­ally demands this spirit of death in order to protect its own illus­ory nature, because it is afraid that the body might speak and reveal its false nature. Because if it became clear that the body is also just pure and eternal con­scious­ness, then there could no longer be a sep­ar­a­tion between spirit and nature, the egoism of mine and yours would be deprived of any basis, and this bubble of illu­sion would have to burst. Is this perhaps also the reason why most of our modern natural sci­ent­ists fear the concept of “spirit” as if it were a threat­en­ing poison? Then they are like the young king in our fairy tale, who does not see through this desire for phys­ical death and thus approves the prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion. Only an ego­istic person who lives in his bubble of illu­sion believes that some­thing is really lost with death. The pure soul has no such idea and ensures secretly and unre­cog­nizedly with her hol­istic power, even in the worldly flow of life of cause and effect, that nothing is lost.

✻ Then she suc­ceeded in making the King promise that it should be done, and the faith­ful Falada was to die; this came to the ears of the real prin­cess, and she secretly prom­ised to pay the knacker a piece of gold if he would perform a small service for her. There was a great dark-looking gateway in the town, through which morning and evening she had to pass with the geese: would he be so good as to nail up Falada’s head on it, so that she might see him again, more than once. The knacker’s man prom­ised to do that, and cut off the head, and nailed it fast beneath the dark gateway.

✎ We can also find this sym­bol­ism in a person: the city with its city walls is his body, the gates are his think­ing and sensory organs, where the senses and thoughts go out into the world during the day and come back in at night. The large and dark gate could above all mean the thoughts that are par­tic­u­larly obscured by ignor­ance. Here the pure soul serves as a goose girl and, together with the young mind, guards the senses and thoughts when they go out into the world to find their nour­ish­ment.

Which being in us would then be the knacker (in German: Schinder)? “Schinden” (= to flay) ori­gin­ally means “to peel off skin”. In the past, the knacker looked after the sick and worn-out animals, which later shaped the meaning of “to ill-treat”, when someone is treated like a miser­able animal. In this respect, the knacker could be remin­is­cent of our arrog­ance or pride, which comes with egoism and also likes to nail a trophy over the dark gate of thoughts. The desire of the ego­istic soul gives the cause, the will of the human mind gives the power, and the pure soul of nature in the worldly flow of cause and effect gives the power or energy, so to speak “the money for the service”. Where else would the power come from? But we do not recog­nize this pure source and think that it is our own per­sonal or ego­istic power. This is pre­cisely the ignor­ance that darkens the door of thought and con­ceals the whole­ness of mind and nature.

✻ Early in the morning, when she and Conrad drove out their flock beneath this gateway, she said in passing,
“Alas, Falada, hanging there!”

Then the head answered,
“Alas, young Queen, how ill you fare!
If this your tender mother knew,
Her heart would surely break in two.”

✎ So, this dark gate of the senses and thoughts itself comes to life, and the pure soul can speak to herself here at this phys­ical bound­ary wall between inside and outside. With whom else? In the whole there is only one pure soul. And she speaks some­thing very mys­ter­i­ous, which could perhaps be trans­lated as follows: “Oh pure spirit, you are pure mobil­ity and now cling firmly to this phys­ic­al­ity!” And the spirit of the body answers: “Oh pure soul of hol­istic nature, you are eternal con­stancy and now pass through space and time in the flow of worldly life as if you were tran­si­ent! If your mother were aware of this, her heart could no longer be whole and she would have to fear losing her daugh­ter.”

In this way the pure soul lets the body speak at the gate of the senses and thoughts, so that young Conrad can hear it as a mind. And perhaps we should also some­times ask our body why it clings so tightly to a form? Although it is essen­tially pure energy or pure con­scious­ness, which can move freely and assume any form, but remains con­stant and form­less. Perhaps we will get an answer in silence, if we have not yet com­pletely degraded the body to a mater­ial machine, like a city built of dead stones.

✻ Then they went still further out of the town, and drove their geese into the country. And when they had come to the meadow, she sat down and unbound her hair which was like pure gold, and Conrad saw it and delighted in its bright­ness, and wanted to pluck out a few hairs. Then she said,

“Blow, blow, thou gentle wind, I say,
Blow Conrad’s little hat away,
And make him chase it here and there,
Until I have braided all my hair,
And bound it up again.”

✎ Well, our mind will not be able to under­stand this mys­tical answer of the whole­ness of form and form­less­ness as well as move­ment and still­ness as long as it only looks at external forms and relies on the mental play of oppos­ites. There­fore, Conrad cannot grasp the golden hair or true or hol­istic thoughts of the pure soul, and cer­tainly not sep­ar­ate it from her and take it as his own prop­erty, even if he already sees its pure shine with joy. Because he only chases his own per­sonal hat in the wind of the spirit through the external world “across the country” in order to take on a certain form and rep­res­ent some­thing, which also made the hat an import­ant status symbol. This power of the wind to move the spirit also comes nat­ur­ally from the pure soul of nature, which arranges her pure hair or thoughts herself and braids or weaves them hol­ist­ic­ally in the flow of worldly life, which again reminds us of the white cloth of the Great Mother with her three drops of blood as a natural source of power.

✻ And there came such a violent wind that it blew Conrad’s hat far away across country, and he was forced to run after it. When he came back, she had fin­ished combing her hair and was putting it up again, and he could not get any of it. Then Conrad was angry, and would not speak to her, and thus they watched the geese until the evening, and then they went home.

✎ It is now clear that our mind cares more about the hat than the truth. And yet he cannot hold on to it, because it is a trans­it­ory hat in this world that no one can hold on to for long.

“I saw all the work that is done under the sun, and behold, it is all vanity and a striv­ing after wind... And I applied my heart to learn wisdom and to recog­nize madness and folly. But I saw that this too is a striv­ing after wind. (Eccl. 1.14)”

And who does not know how the mind becomes annoyed and even angry when it cannot under­stand some­thing? Then it usually reacts with con­tempt and aver­sion and with­draws into itself. But the pure soul remains tire­lessly faith­ful to her service and allows the body under the dark gate to speak to the mind again and again.

✻ Next day when they were driving the geese out through the dark gateway, the maiden said,
“Alas, Falada, hanging there!”

Then the head answered,
“Alas, young Queen, how ill you fare!
If this your tender mother knew,
Her heart would surely break in two.”

And she sat down again in the field and began to comb out her hair, and Conrad ran and tried to clutch it, so she said in haste,

“Blow, blow, thou gentle wind, I say,
Blow Conrad’s little hat away,
And make him chase it here and there,
Until I have braided all my hair,
And bound it up again.”

Then the wind blew, and blew his little hat off his head and far away, and Conrad was forced to run after it, and when he came back, her hair had been put up a long time, and he could get none of it, and so they looked after their geese till evening came.

✎ Why does the goose girl arrange her hair while tending the geese in the meadow? Well, that is the purpose of her service, because she guards the senses and thoughts of the rational person when they are out in the world looking for food, and arranges them in silence to purity and truth, whereby the con­cep­tual mind actu­ally inter­feres more than he helps. But it is also import­ant that the mind recog­nizes that he cannot under­stand this truth, because in doing so she achieves the great goal that the con­cep­tual mind turns to hol­istic reason and goes to the old king.

✻ But in the evening after they had got home, Conrad went to the old King, and said, “I won’t tend the geese with that girl any longer!” “Why not?” inquired the aged King. “Oh, because she vexes me the whole day long.” Then the aged King com­manded him to relate what it was that she did to him. And Conrad said, “In the morning when we pass beneath the dark gateway with the flock, there is a sorry horse’s head on the wall, and she says to it,
“Alas, Falada, hanging there!”

And the head replies,
“Alas, young Queen, how ill you fare!
If this your tender mother knew,
Her heart would surely break in two.”

And Conrad went on to relate what happened on the goose pasture, and how when there he had to chase his hat.

✎ When the con­cep­tual mind turns to hol­istic reason and tells him what he cannot under­stand, then man has a real chance of getting closer to the truth.

✻ The aged King com­manded him to drive his flock (of geese) out again next day, and as soon as morning came, he placed himself behind the dark gateway, and heard how the maiden spoke to the head of Falada, and then he too went into the country, and hid himself in the thicket in the meadow. There he soon saw with his own eyes the goose-girl and the goose-boy bring­ing their flock, and how after a while she sat down and unplaited her hair, which shone with radi­ance. And soon she said,

“Blow, blow, thou gentle wind, I say,
Blow Conrad’s little hat away,
And make him chase it here and there,
Until I have braided all my hair,
And bound it up again.”

Then came a blast of wind and carried off Conrad’s hat, so that he had to run far away, while the maiden quietly went on combing and plait­ing her hair, all of which the King observed.
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✎ So, reason observes the mind as he passes through the dark gate, hears the body speak and drives the senses and thoughts out into the field of the world. In doing so, he does not allow his hat as a royal or hol­istic crown to blow away, but watches the soul, hidden and quiet, as she combs the thoughts, organ­izes them and weaves them hol­ist­ic­ally. Well, some­thing similar also happens in med­it­a­tion when one enters con­scious silence as a con­scious observer. And in the evening, when the senses and thoughts return from the outer world to the inside, he ques­tions what is hap­pen­ing.

✻ Then, quite unseen, he went away, and when the goose-girl came home in the evening, he called her aside, and asked why she did all these things. “I may not tell you that, and I dare not lament my sorrows to any human being, for I have sworn not to do so by the heaven which is above me; if I had not done that, I should have lost my life.” He urged her and left her no peace, but he could draw nothing from her. Then said he, “If thou wilt not tell me any­thing, tell thy sorrows to the iron-stove there,” and he went away.

✎ This is again a very pro­found sym­bol­ism that you can think about for a long time. The pure soul of hol­istic nature can of course only ever speak to herself, oth­er­wise she would not be a pure and hol­istic soul and would be subject to sep­ar­a­tion and thus also to tran­si­ence and death. This is of course also the oath that she has made for the free heaven of whole­ness. There­fore, just as the head spoke to the con­cep­tual mind at the dark gate of the senses and thoughts, she can now also let the whole body (sym­bol­ized as an oven) speak to hol­istic reason. And the body not only com­plains to reason about suf­fer­ing, but also tells the whole life story from its phys­ical memory. In this case, it is not just the partial story that the ego in its bubble of illu­sion would like to hear from the mind, but the whole story from the repressed sub­con­scious, from the gut feeling, so to speak, where the pure soul sits in the oven that digests and burns our food and main­tains the anim­ated body. And the old king, as hol­istic reason, listens through intu­ition at the “stovepipe” through which the smoke of illu­sion oth­er­wise rises into the head or mind. And if we listen quietly and attent­ively, then we could hear the whole history of human­ity here, how life arose from the hol­istic basis of spirit and nature, how a small stream became a great river of worldly life and how a soulful animal became the human being of today, whose spirit is still con­nec­ted to the ego­istic soul.

✻ Then she crept into the iron-stove, and began to weep and lament, and emptied her whole heart, and said, “Here am I deser­ted by the whole world, and yet I am a King’s daugh­ter, and a false waiting-maid has by force brought me to such a pass that I have been com­pelled to put off my royal apparel, and she has taken my place with my bride-groom, and I have to perform menial service as a goose-girl. If my mother did but know that, her heart would break.” The aged King, however, was stand­ing outside by the pipe of the stove, and was listen­ing to what she said, and heard it. Then he came back again, and bade her come out of the stove. And royal gar­ments were placed on her, and it was mar­vel­lous how beau­ti­ful she was! The aged King summoned his son, and revealed to him that he had got the false bride who was only a waiting- maid, but that the true one was stand­ing there, as the some­time goose-girl.

✎ The sym­bol­ism of the stove is also some­thing to think about. In the first edition from 1815, it was still a tiled stove, which became an iron stove in 1840. The tiled stove is even more remin­is­cent of our brick-built or mater­ial body, which is increas­ingly solid­i­fy­ing into a prison and, as a place of trans­form­a­tion, is prob­ably not only meant to burn mater­ial food, but also spir­itual prob­lems. The pure soul has sat in this stove and laments her suf­fer­ing to herself. And it is a very power­ful med­it­a­tion if we listen quietly and attent­ively without judg­ment as an unin­volved listener, that is, as a hol­istic reason. Because only in this way sep­ar­a­tion can burn and dis­ap­pear and the basic problem that we have been given along the way can be solved.

So, the mantra saying “If the mother knew...” resounds from the heart of the soul, first at the stream near the source, then at the river of worldly life, then from the animal body and finally from the human body, in the course of a long devel­op­ment from the ele­ments to the human being, in which all these stages are united. And the saying reminds us again and again at all stages of the hol­istic heart of mater­nal nature, which is pure love, pure energy and pure con­scious­ness. As a result, hol­istic reason as king now recog­nizes the pure soul of hol­istic nature, frees her from the furnace of the body, gives her back the royal dress and lets her full beauty shine, so that now the dark gate of the phys­ical city will surely shine in bright light. In doing so, he also reveals this know­ledge to his son, the young king or human spirit, who can now see the beauty and virtue of the pure soul with pur­i­fied and light-filled thoughts and senses full of joy.

✻ The young King rejoiced with all his heart when he saw her beauty and youth, and a great feast was made ready to which all the people and all good friends were invited. At the head of the table sat the bride-groom with the King’s daugh­ter at one side of him, and the waiting-maid on the other.

✎ This brings us closer to the mys­tical wedding in which everything is reunited. Every­one is invited to the great meal and gathers around the pure spirit, of course also the ego­istic part of the soul, which cannot be excluded from the whole. And cer­tainly, there is a “golden goose” or true whole­ness to eat for the main course at this great meal.

In prin­ciple, this sym­bol­ism also reminds us of the famous Last Supper of Jesus Christ, in which Judas, who served as the “traitor”, also took part: “Jesus took the bread, gave thanks, broke it and gave it to the dis­ciples and said, ‘Take and eat; this is my body.’ And he took the cup and gave thanks and gave it to them and said, ‘Drink from it, all of you! This is my blood... (Matthew 26:26)” In this way, the bread as the diversity of nature and the wine as the unity of the spirit are reunited into a hol­istic con­scious­ness. Some­thing similar is hap­pen­ing here now, and there is only one problem left to solve, which has been recog­nized: What happens to the ego­istic soul?

✻ But the waiting-maid was blinded, and did not recog­nize the prin­cess in her dazzling array. When they had eaten and drunk, and were merry, the aged King asked the waiting-maid as a riddle, what a person deserved who had behaved in such and such a way to her master, and at the same time related the whole story, and asked what sen­tence such a one merited? Then the false bride said, “She deserves no better fate than to be stripped entirely naked, and put in a barrel which is studded inside with pointed nails, and two white horses should be har­nessed to it, which will drag her along through one street after another, till she is dead.” “It is thou,” said the aged King, “and thou hast pro­nounced thine own sen­tence, and thus shall it be done unto thee.” And when the sen­tence had been carried out, the young King married his true bride, and both of them reigned over their kingdom in peace and hap­pi­ness.

✎ Of course, the ego­istic part of the soul must also remain in the whole, even if she per­ceives herself as some­thing sep­ar­ate and cannot recog­nize the pure soul or the pure spirit as a whole. The ego­istic soul thus renders her own sen­tence and must there­fore live in a sep­ar­ated body, which was sup­posed to be a heav­enly palace full of pleas­ures, but ulti­mately became the hellish chamber of a narrow barrel, a place of suf­fer­ing with many thorns. For when she sep­ar­ated herself from the pure soul and wanted to be some­thing of her own in her bubble of illu­sion, she married herself as a “cham­ber­maid” with this pas­sion­ate spirit of desire and thus of tran­si­ence and death and is now bound to this body. And the “two white horses” could remind us of the wedding horses that are har­nessed as worldly oppos­ites to this “wedding car­riage” of suf­fer­ing for spirit and nature, which is now pulled back and forth along the well-trodden streets of the world until death. Yes, this freedom also has the pure con­scious­ness of exper­i­en­cing such a life, for it can take on any form. Who can prevent it? But one can recog­nize that it is a path of suf­fer­ing and one must not hold on to it any longer.

In prin­ciple, this sym­bol­ism of the “sen­tence” also reminds us of the cru­ci­fix­ion of Christ, who as pure spirit and pure reason was nailed to the phys­ical cross of this world with a crown of thorns of suf­fer­ing. The only dif­fer­ence is that our fairy tale describes this path on the female side as the soul of nature, i.e., more from the per­spect­ive of the evil­do­ers who were cru­ci­fied along­side Christ, of whom one says: “We are indeed rightly so, for we receive what our deeds deserve; but this man has done nothing wrong. And he said, ‘Jesus, remem­ber me when you come into your kingdom.’ And Jesus said to him, ‘Truly, I say to you, today you will be with me in para­dise.’” (Luke 23:41) Thus our fairy tale describes the path of suf­fer­ing of the pure soul of nature, which ends in the para­dise of natural diversity through mar­riage with the pure or holy spirit. And the Bible describes the path of suf­fer­ing of the pure soul of the spirit, which ends with the mar­riage with the pure nature of the Father as Creator God on the throne of God in the heaven of spir­itual unity. Just as Jesus also died with the words: “Father, into your hands I commend my spirit!” And these two paths are basic­ally one, because spir­itual unity is found in natural diversity and natural diversity in spir­itual unity, so that everything is again a whole and divin­ity, which our intel­lect cannot com­pre­hend because it only thinks in oppos­ites.

On this holy and healing path to whole­ness, the pure soul finds the pure spirit again in our fairy tale, which was hidden in the phys­ical world “in a distant”, where he had for­got­ten the pure soul and thus his own purity and truth and could no longer recog­nize her. But know­ledge returned with the help of reason, and so spirit and nature unite again as king and queen, who in truth were never sep­ar­ated, to form a great whole, so that the daugh­ter also becomes one with the mother and the son with the father, as Christ also says: “I and the Father are one. (John 10.30)” This then means for our fairy tale: the pure soul becomes one with the entire diversity of nature, the hol­istic reason with the pure spirit of unity, and both are united in the great wedding to form a pure con­scious­ness.

And what happens to Conrad, the con­cep­tual mind? Well, he takes care of the body while he is still alive in the world and while there is still accu­mu­lated karma or the sin of sep­ar­a­tion to burn in this stove. Under a wise king he will cer­tainly be a good and useful advisor, just as the cham­ber­maid should serve the natural queen. In this way the part should serve the whole and not the whole the part, because as soon as the part vol­un­tar­ily integ­rates itself into the whole, the part becomes whole again. And with that the happy ending is in sight, a “kingdom in peace and hap­pi­ness”, ruled by pure con­scious­ness, a para­dise and kingdom of heaven on earth. OM
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So, we too may ask our reason to whom we are inwardly engaged and whether we are thereby serving the whole, the unity in diversity and diversity in unity. And so, we too may recog­nize who here wants to arrog­antly rise up in order to selfishly rule over nature and spirit, and where this path leads us...


King Thrushbeard

✎ After having looked at the path of the soul as a “goose girl” through this world to the mys­tical mar­riage of spirit and nature, we want to turn our atten­tion back to the male side. At least the role of the groom is dealt with in more detail in this fairy tale. And so, this fairy tale begins with a king.

[image: ]✻ A king had a daugh­ter who was beau­ti­ful beyond all measure, but so proud and haughty withal that no suitor was good enough for her. She sent away one after the other, and ridiculed them as well. Once the King made a great feast and invited thereto, from far and near, all the young men likely to marry. They were all mar­shalled in a row accord­ing to their rank and stand­ing; first came the kings, then the grand-dukes, then the princes, the earls, the barons, and the gentry.

✎ We read of a king who had only one daugh­ter. For just as there is only one king in a kingdom, so too in the realm of nature there is only one soul, which appears in many forms, similar to the waves on the sea, which appear to be many but are actu­ally only one wave, because no one can say exactly where a wave ends or begins. A queen is not men­tioned, and so one could assume that the daugh­ter grew up without a mother, was raised more by her father, and was there­fore nat­ur­ally the most beau­ti­ful in the royal court. She was not in her mother’s shadow and felt con­nec­ted to her father, who had prob­ably always pro­tec­ted and admired her. So too, the pure soul is bound­less beauty herself, but she must unite with a man or spirit who can work with her and is neither above nor below her. Just as in the bib­lical parable Eve was taken from Adam’s side, and only in this way can they unite again.

What does this beauty mean? Ety­mo­lo­gic­ally, (German: schön) “beau­ti­ful” comes from “to look” (German: schauen), and so beauty means a hol­istic view of perfect harmony of a pure con­scious­ness. And that is cer­tainly the essence of a hol­istic soul.

Well, the soul now has the free choice of which spirit she wants to unite with, and the royal or hol­istic soul in par­tic­u­lar has this freedom because she is basic­ally pure con­scious­ness that can take on any form. The active spirit can have a more or less large sphere of influ­ence, i.e., he can be “king, duke, prince, etc.” But the daugh­ter does not want to unite because no man was “good enough” for her. Here the ori­ginal problem of the sep­ar­a­tion of king and queen is revealed again, so that a “proud and haughty” ego­istic soul appears, which also sees herself as sep­ar­ate and “judges” others accord­ingly in order to feed and main­tain her sep­ar­ate self-image of the “most beau­ti­ful”.

✻ Then the King’s daugh­ter was led through the ranks, but to every one she had some objec­tion to make; one was too fat, “The wine-cask,” she said. Another was too tall, “Long and thin has little in.” The third was too short, “Short and thick is never quick.” The fourth was too pale, “As pale as death.” The fifth too red, “A fight­ing-cock.” The sixth was not straight enough, “A green log dried behind the stove.” So, she had some­thing to say against every­one, but she made herself espe­cially merry over a good king who stood quite high up in the row, and whose chin had grown a little crooked. “Well,” she cried and laughed, “he has a chin like a thrush’s beak!” and from that time he got the name of King Thrush­beard.

✎ The German Wiki­pe­dia writes about this name in the article on this fairy tale regard­ing a throat or neck beard, as was already known in Roman sculp­tures, e.g. by Nero:
A “thrush beard” (Dros­sel­bart) was under­stood to be a type of beard in which - as in the case of Richard Wagner and Baron Hauss­mann - the face was com­pletely shaved and the beard only remained under the chin and on the neck and throat. The German “Drossel” (thrush) is an out­dated term for the “throat” or neck, still pre­served in the word “dros­seln” (to strangle) and in hunting lan­guage (there as the wind­pipe of the game). That the king had a crooked face, similar to the crooked beak of a thrush, cannot there­fore be deduced from the name; this may be a falsi­fic­a­tion of the story based on ignor­ance of the beard shape. The girl’s rejec­tion of the king was then purely a matter of taste, and the cri­ti­cism of her is dir­ec­ted at the fact that she rejects a man solely because of a minor external appear­ance.

Whether, in the further course of the fairy tale, the func­tion of the “thrush” might indic­ate the curbing of high spirits and whether the “thrush” as a bird’s name also indic­ates the min­strel’s song is left to the reader’s ima­gin­a­tion.

✻ But the old King, when he saw that his daugh­ter did nothing but mock the people, and des­pised all the suitors who were gathered there, was very angry, and swore that she should have for her husband the very first beggar that came to his doors.

✎ Now, if the soul spurns every spir­itual sphere of activ­ity because it does not seem “good enough” to her, then of course she auto­mat­ic­ally unites with the poorest beggar. For that is the spir­itual law that the old king “swore”, namely the law of cause and effect. In this way, the young king also becomes a beggar when he, as a pure spirit, cannot unite with the pure soul of nature, because he must now beg for the forms of nature in order to work in her. There­fore, this “beggar as a man” does not mean pure “poverty in spirit”, but a spir­itual state of lack and needy depend­ence that arises through sep­ar­a­tion. And that is also the nature of the ego­istic soul, which in her illu­sion­ary bubble of self-con­scious­ness is depend­ent on “others” in every respect, for oth­er­wise there could not be the idea of “mine” and “yours”. In this respect, a large and rich ego is in reality the smal­lest and poorest being in this world.

✻ A few days after­wards a fiddler came and sang beneath the windows, trying to earn some small alms. When the King heard him, he said, “Let him come up.” So, the fiddler came in, in his dirty, ragged clothes, and sang before the King and his daugh­ter, and when he had ended, he asked for a tri­fling gift. The King said, “Your song has pleased me so well that I will give you my daugh­ter there, to wife.”

✎ Here, one could already recog­nize the old King as a hol­istic reason, who is pleased by the song and who also sees through the role played by the “fiddler”. It is prob­ably not dif­fi­cult for him to hand over his daugh­ter as a soul to the flow of life, because he is not deceived by the external form, in con­trast to his daugh­ter’s con­cep­tual mind, which only under­stands and judges certain forms based on external char­ac­ter­ist­ics. Now a voice within us may speak: “The fiddler is “King Thrush­beard”, who has only dis­guised himself and shaved his beard!”

From our point of view, this is the key to the depth of this fairy tale. Because here, too, it is still the con­cep­tual mind that speaks, which sep­ar­ates into this and that, and not yet hol­istic reason. What does “hol­istic” mean? If we could see the king in every beggar, then we would come a little closer to this hol­istic reason. Sim­il­arly, Christ answered his dis­ciples’ ques­tion:
“Lord, when did we see you hungry or thirsty or a stranger or naked or sick or in prison, and did not min­is­ter to you?” Then he will answer them and say, “Truly I say to you, inas­much as you did not do it for one of the least of these, you did not do it for me.” (Matthew 25:44)

We also find a similar sym­bolic story about the Indian god Shiva as a pure spirit, who revealed himself as a dancing and singing beggar to his eternal Shakti or female side, who here bears the name Parvati as the daugh­ter of Mena and Himavat, the king of the moun­tains. But she recog­nizes the god in the beggar and chooses him as her husband:
In the mean­time, Shiva mingled with the crowd in the form of a poor dancer. He held the horn in his left hand and the drum in his right hand, wore a red robe and had pushed his money bag behind his back. Dancing and singing with extraordin­ary skill, he let his sweet voice ring out and presen­ted Mena and the others with many songs. He blew the horn, played the drum, and his melod­ies were so pleas­ant that the cit­izens all gathered around him. They heard the sweet songs and watched the enchant­ing dance and quickly fell into bliss­ful ecstasy.

Parvati, however, fainted because she saw Shiva in his beau­ti­ful form, car­ry­ing the trident and the other symbols in his hands. His body was rubbed with ashes, a garland of bones hung around his neck, and his face shone with three eyes. The sacred thread was a writh­ing snake, and his face was bright and beau­ti­ful. Lord Shiva, the friend of the afflic­ted and this treas­ure of com­pas­sion, repeated his words to her: “Choose the bless­ing, choose the bride­groom.” And she bowed to him in her mind and chose the bless­ing: “Be my husband.” With joy he granted her the bless­ing and dis­ap­peared. Then Parvati too saw only the beggar, who danced so grace­fully that the people became euphoric. (Shiva Purana 5.30, or also 8.34)

But our ego­istic prin­cess could not yet recog­nize her beau­ti­ful husband. Because with her con­cep­tual under­stand­ing she is still stuck on the external forms, and when the char­ac­ter­ist­ics change, she is frightened and believes that in the play of oppos­ites she sees some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent.

✻ The King’s daugh­ter shuddered, but the King said, “I have taken an oath to give you to the very first beggar-man, and I will keep it.” All she could say was in vain; the priest was brought, and she had to let herself be wedded to the fiddler on the spot. When that was done the King said, “Now it is not proper for you, a beggar-woman, to stay any longer in my palace, you may just go away with your husband.”

✎ Well, the great freedom is over, the ego soul binds herself, makes herself depend­ent on others and becomes a poor beggar woman who must now follow the “fiddler”. This mar­riage is also con­cluded by a priest before God or the whole, and is there­fore a holy or healing mar­riage, which nat­ur­ally has the great goal of return­ing from sep­ar­a­tion to unity. Today we often forget that this is the purpose of every mar­riage, when man and woman unite and marry in order to start a family together. Because what is ini­tially a con­nec­tion or bond of egos is inten­ded to break down egoism and over­come sep­ar­a­tion, in order to then also find the inner whole­ness of man and woman as well as spirit and nature in the union.

✻ The beggar-man led her out by the hand, and she was obliged to walk away on foot with him. When they came to a large forest she asked, “To whom does that beau­ti­ful forest belong?” “It belongs to King Thrush­beard; if you had taken him, it would have been yours.” “Ah, unhappy girl that I am, if I had but taken King Thrush­beard!”

After­wards they came to a meadow, and she asked again, “To whom does this beau­ti­ful green meadow belong?” “It belongs to King Thrush­beard; if you had taken him, it would have been yours.” “Ah, unhappy girl that I am, if I had but taken King Thrush­beard!”

Then they came to a large town, and she asked again, “To whom does this fine large town belong?” “It belongs to King Thrush­beard; if you had taken him, it would have been yours.” “Ah, unhappy girl that I am, if I had but taken King Thrush­beard!”

✎ So, the ego­istic soul speaks to the mind, because that is the active spirit with which she now walks through the world “hand in hand and on foot”. And the con­cep­tual ego-mind nat­ur­ally revolves around mine and yours with regard to the things of this world, so that she now feels com­pletely poor in the midst of wealth. Yes, the ego­istic soul is so para­dox­ical, because everything belongs to her, but she does not recog­nize it because she cannot give off herself, but wants to hold on. Whether forest, meadow or town, in all areas of human life the ques­tion is always asked: “Who does it belong to?” And the answer is always heard: “If you had taken the king back then, it would be yours now!” But that is not how it works. Reason cannot be taken, it can only be earned and received by giving, that is, by devo­tion, for­give­ness and love. So, this path through the world is about pure love between soul and reason, but the desire for prop­erty still pre­vails in the ego-mind. It is also typical for the ego-mind to con­stantly falter between the past and the future with this “If only I had, then…” atti­tude, thereby feeling sorry for itself and not being able to be content and happy in the present for long.
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✻ “It does not please me,” said the fiddler, “to hear you always wishing for another husband; am I not good enough for you?”

✎ Now that we have learned a little more about the func­tion of the mind, some­thing sud­denly changes and the “fiddler” utters a sen­tence like a thun­der­clap that we would rather ignore: “Why do you want a dif­fer­ent spirit? Am I not good enough for you?” What is this “I am” that we are always so dis­sat­is­fied with and long for some­thing else? Well, long books could be written about this, and that has already been done in detail. For example, Christ says in the Bible: “I am the way and the truth and the life; no one comes to the Father except through me. (John 14.6)” And in another place he says: “I am the light of the world. (John 8.12)” Why is that not good enough for us?

The Indian seer Nis­ar­gad­atta says in the book “I Am”:
“Everything is sec­ond­ary to the tiny thing that is the “I am”. Without the “I am” there is nothing. All know­ledge revolves around the “I am”. False ideas about this “I am” lead to bondage, and correct know­ledge leads to freedom and bliss. (Chapter 19)”
“When the mind is quiet, we know ourselves as pure witness. We with­draw from both the exper­i­ence and the exper­i­en­cer and stand beyond them in the pure con­scious­ness that exists between the two and beyond. The per­son­al­ity based on self-iden­ti­fic­a­tion, on the idea that one is some­thing spe­cific - “I am this, I am that” - still remains as part of the external object world, but the witness breaks his iden­ti­fic­a­tion with it. (Chapter 6)”

What then is this odd “I” that wants to make itself “sep­ar­ate” or “eman­cip­ated” with the ego-mind in order to hold on?

✻ At last, they came to a very little hut, and she said, “Oh, good­ness! what a small house; to whom does this miser­able, mean hovel belong?” The fiddler answered, “That is my house and yours, where we shall live together.” She had to stoop in order to go in at the low door. “Where are the ser­vants?” said the King’s daugh­ter. “What ser­vants?” answered the beggar-man; “you must your­self do what you wish to have done. Just make a fire at once, and set on water to cook my supper, I am quite tired.”

✎ Through her idea “I am a body”, the ego­istic soul ends up in a “miser­able mean house” together with the mind. There they have to “live together.” And so, the royal or hol­istic soul becomes a small person and has to serve herself as a sep­ar­ate ego­istic soul in this body, which actu­ally does not cor­res­pond to her pure nature, which serves the whole of nature hol­ist­ic­ally. That is why she has a hard time with it, and the mind has to help. But it is just a poor mind that she is now con­nec­ted to.

✻ But the King’s daugh­ter knew nothing about light­ing fires or cooking, and the beggar-man had to lend a hand himself to get any­thing fairly done. When they had fin­ished their scanty meal, they went to bed; but he forced her to get up quite early in the morning in order to look after the house. For a few days they lived in this way as well as might be, and fin­ished all their pro­vi­sions. Then the man said, “Wife, we cannot go on any longer eating and drink­ing here and earning nothing. You must weave baskets.” He went out, cut some willows, and brought them home. Then she began to weave, but the tough willows wounded her del­ic­ate hands. “I see that this will not do,” said the man; “you had better spin, perhaps you can do that better.” She sat down and tried to spin, but the hard thread soon cut her soft fingers so that the blood ran down.

✎ So, the path of suf­fer­ing takes its course, and the hunger for life drives the embod­ied couple forward. While it is easy for the pure soul of nature to weave a basket that can contain the entire uni­verse with all its worlds, and to spin threads of life that reach and last for thou­sands and bil­lions of years, it is full of suf­fer­ing for the embod­ied soul to work with hard matter. But it is not for nothing that they say: “Whoever God loves, he lets suffer.” Because only in this way proud arrog­ance can become true humil­ity again. And that is also what the mind serves us for, com­plain­ing about us and trying to find another path of life and suf­fer­ing.

✻ “See,” said the man, “you are fit for no sort of work; I have made a bad bargain with you. Now I will try to make a busi­ness with pots and earth­en­ware; you must sit in the market-place and sell the ware.” “Alas,” thought she, “if any of the people from my father’s kingdom come to the market and see me sitting there, selling, how they will mock me?” But it was of no use, she had to yield unless she chose to die of hunger. For the first time she suc­ceeded well, for the people were glad to buy the woman’s wares because she was good-looking, and they paid her what she asked; many even gave her the money and left the pots with her as well. So, they lived on what she had earned as long as it lasted, then the husband bought a lot of new crock­ery. With this she sat down at the corner of the market-place, and set it out round about her ready for sale. But sud­denly there came a drunken hussar gal­lop­ing along, and he rode right amongst the pots so that they were all broken into a thou­sand bits.

✎ The embod­ied soul now trades on the world’s mar­ket­place in and with her phys­ic­al­ity and thus becomes an acting person who earns her money or karma in order to live in the worldly flow of cause and effect.

Yes, our bodies are basic­ally just earthen pots made of earth or star­dust into which we fill our mater­ial and spir­itual food. And as a family, this sym­bol­ism of the “pot trade” can also remind us of the embod­ied chil­dren that the phys­ical couple now pro­duces and “offers” on the world’s market or sells as working power. In the past, it was mainly the poor people who had many chil­dren who were sup­posed to care for and feed their aging parents. At first the soul is ashamed of this trade and fears being recog­nized, but driven by hunger she gets used to it. Her beauty also pays off, and she earns money with her phys­ic­al­ity and her chil­dren, often even without having to give them away. We are reluct­ant to take any­thing away from beauty because we would like to enjoy it and main­tain harmony.

But just as the most beau­ti­ful flower must wither at some point, as long as it is only an external form of beauty, this hap­pi­ness of phys­ic­al­ity does not last long either. Soon the illu­sion of time appears, which rides on phys­ic­al­ity in the intox­ic­a­tion of the world, so to speak, with tran­si­ence, loss and death, in order to destroy everything external and break every­body into “a thou­sand pieces”. And of course, this idea of time as tran­si­ence, loss and death is also a form of the con­cep­tual mind, which wants to hold on to the formal and cannot com­pre­hend the form­less.

✻ She began to weep, and did now know what to do for fear. “Alas! what will happen to me?” cried she; “what will my husband say to this?” She ran home and told him of the mis­for­tune. “Who would seat herself at a corner of the market-place with crock­ery?” said the man; “leave off crying, I see very well that you cannot do any ordin­ary work, so I have been to our King’s palace and have asked whether they cannot find a place for a kitchen- maid, and they have prom­ised me to take you; in that way you will get your food for nothing.”

✎ What will the mind say to this? He reproaches us: “Why do you set out on the path of tran­si­ence in order to act in and trade with the phys­ic­al­ity?” And what happens now? The mind recog­nizes that the pure soul is not useful for this kind of life, because all these paths end in suf­fer­ing. He leads her out of the narrow house of the body and back into the royal palace of reason, where he too “had been” and still is. In doing so, she leaves the external mar­ket­place of the world and goes right down to the bottom, where no one serves her anymore and she must serve every­one. And in doing so, she approaches her true nature as a pure soul again, and the proud arrog­ance of her ego­istic part burns up in the true humil­ity of serving the whole.

✻ The King’s daugh­ter was now a kitchen-maid, and had to be at the cook’s beck and call, and do the dirti­est work. In both her pockets she fastened a little jar, in which she took home her share of the leav­ings, and upon this they lived.

✎ In this way man lives from what is given to him and no longer from what he takes because he thinks it belongs to him. This can only nourish a small earthly body of his own like a “little pot” that we carry in the world under our outer garment of per­son­al­ity and still con­sider to be our home.

✻ It happened that the wedding of the King’s eldest son was to be cel­eb­rated, so the poor woman went up and placed herself by the door of the hall to look on. When all the candles were lit, and people, each more beau­ti­ful than the other, entered, and all was full of pomp and splend­our, she thought of her lot with a sad heart, and cursed the pride and haught­i­ness which had humbled her and brought her to so great poverty. The smell of the deli­cious dishes which were being taken in and out reached her, and now and then the ser­vants threw her a few morsels of them: these she put in her jars to take home.

✎ So, the painful boot is on the other foot, as usual in the game of oppos­ites, in order to balance out the sep­ar­a­tion. One could now see this wedding cel­eb­ra­tion as the king’s son choos­ing a bride, which the king’s daugh­ter now exper­i­ences from the other side. She no longer looks down on others proudly and arrog­antly as a spoiled prin­cess, but humbly as a poor kitchen maid, and admires the beauty and splend­our of all those present. The lights are lit in the royal wedding hall, which means that her light of con­scious­ness expands to whole­ness. She finally recog­nizes the root cause of her painful fate and “curses her pride and haught­i­ness, which had humbled her and brought her into so great poverty.”

“In silence and true humil­ity, I seek God’s glory to see it in the son He created as myself. - I am not a body. I am free. For I am still as God created me. (Course in Mir­acles, Exer­cise 211)”

And with this know­ledge deep in her heart, the noble prince appears to her again as a pure spirit with the golden chains of true whole­ness.

✻ All at once the King’s son entered, clothed in velvet and silk, with gold chains about his neck. And when he saw the beau­ti­ful woman stand­ing by the door he seized her by the hand, and would have danced with her; but she refused and shrank with fear, for she saw that it was King Thrush­beard, her suitor whom she had driven away with scorn. Her struggles were of no avail, he drew her into the hall; but the string by which her pockets were hung broke, the pots fell down, the soup ran out, and the scraps were scattered all about. And when the people saw it, there arose general laughter and deri­sion, and she was so ashamed that she would rather have been a thou­sand fathoms below the ground.

✎ Now, the king’s son chooses the king’s daugh­ter as his bride again, and the pure soul recog­nizes the royal or hol­istic spirit that has always courted her and is also etern­ally prom­ised to her. Only one obstacle stands in the way of the wedding dance, and that is the poor and needy body that she still wears under her dress. For as long as the soul believes that she is at home in a sep­ar­ated body, she cannot be free and pure. Well, this bond is finally torn before the eyes of the people in the royal hall of reason, who of course know that from a hol­istic point of view one can only laugh at this phys­ical attach­ment and nour­ish­ment. For what would someone have to cling to who lives in whole­ness?

Of course, this bond is not torn without deep inner suf­fer­ing that feels like death, and some­thing prob­ably dies too, namely the illu­sion of an ego­istic soul that wanted to live sep­ar­ately and inde­pend­ently. This exper­i­ence seems unbear­ably hostile to her, and she would prefer to escape into eternal dark­ness so that she no longer has to exper­i­ence any­thing in the light of con­scious­ness. This is where our idea of death comes from as an end to con­scious life. But the pure soul cannot die, and her husband or spirit never leaves her alone.

✻ She sprang to the door and would have run away, but on the stairs a man caught her and brought her back; and when she looked at him it was King Thrush­beard again. He said to her kindly, “Do not be afraid, I and the fiddler who has been living with you in that wretched hovel are one. For love of you I dis­guised myself so; and I also was the hussar who rode through your crock­ery. This was all done to humble your proud spirit, and to punish you for the insolence with which you mocked me.”

✎ One should of course be cau­tious here. Holy mar­riage is not about break­ing or humi­li­at­ing the other person’s ego, but one’s own. In prin­ciple, there is only ever one ego, and that is one’s own. Everything else is perfect. There­fore, this story takes place primar­ily within ourselves, brought about, nour­ished and driven by external cir­cum­stances. For as long as the proud and arrog­ant ego does not break and the arrog­ance is reduced to humil­ity, the aware­ness of sep­ar­a­tion cannot be over­come in order to achieve the goal of holy and healing mar­riage in its entirety.

With this, we now approach a further step towards hol­istic reason: We recog­nize not only the king in the beggar, but the hol­ist­ic­ally active spirit in all beings in this world. For just as there is only one pure soul in nature, there is nat­ur­ally only one pure spirit, both of which appear together like a dancing couple in the diverse forms of nature and the forces at work in it. And when the diverse nature unites again with the hol­istic spirit, then we recog­nize the unity in the diversity. Then everything will be fine, because without sep­ar­a­tion there is no egoism and there­fore no more suf­fer­ing. Then basic­ally only pure con­scious­ness remains.

In this regard, the fol­low­ing sen­tence is par­tic­u­larly import­ant: “Do not be afraid, I and the fiddler who has been living with you in the wretched hovel are one.” Won­der­ful! Christ also says some­thing similar in the Bible: “I and the Father are one. (John 10.30)” Now the circle is com­plete, regard­ing the ques­tion above: “Am I not good enough for you?” And at the same time it answers the ques­tion of all ques­tions: “Who am I when I am no longer a sep­ar­ate ego?” That would then be the last step towards hol­istic reason or “Christ con­scious­ness”, where one recog­nizes oneself as a whole, as pure con­scious­ness that has no prop­erty because it is not attached to any­thing. That is why it is said “Do not be afraid”, because it is also the end of all fears, because fear only comes from ego­istic attach­ment and sep­ar­a­tion.

So, the fairy tale sym­bol­ic­ally describes how the birth­ing soul of nature, together with the gen­er­at­ive spirit, must go down the path of suf­fer­ing in order to over­come egoism, because egoism is the cause of all suf­fer­ing. And the great force that drives us to redis­cover whole­ness is, of course, pure love.

✻ Then she wept bit­terly and said, “I have done great wrong, and am not worthy to be your wife.”

✎ Well, what is the value of a pure con­scious­ness that knows no prop­erty because it is not attached to any­thing? For the ego it is of course com­pletely worth­less because egoism lives from attach­ment and there­fore has “great wrong”. But for the active spirit, pure con­scious­ness is the most valu­able thing in this world because it allows him to work freely in the diversity of nature, like the king in his kingdom or God in the kingdom of heaven. Then there can no longer be any con­tra­dic­tions between what should be and what is. This is also the sphere of action of the spirit that the soul was ini­tially free to choose as her spouse.

“I choose God’s joy instead of pain. - Pain is my own idea. It is not a thought of God, but one that I thought sep­ar­ately from Him and His will. His will is joy and only joy for his beloved Son. And I choose this instead of what I made. - I am not a body. I am free. For I am still as God created me. (Course in Mir­acles, Exer­cise 210)”

This means that there could even be a kingdom of heaven on earth, and all suf­fer­ing would be over.

✻ But he said, “Be com­for­ted, the evil days are past; now we will cel­eb­rate our wedding.” Then the maids-in-waiting came and put on her the most splen­did cloth­ing, and her father and his whole court came and wished her hap­pi­ness in her mar­riage with King Thrush­beard, and the joy now began in earnest. I wish you and I had been there too.
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✎ In this way, in every mar­riage, after a few years of struggle, we could now conquer the divid­ing ego, trans­form pas­sion­ate desire into pure love and phys­ical con­nec­tion into spir­itual union, and finally cel­eb­rate the true wedding when spirit and nature once again unite as one whole, the subject merges with the object again and all hostile oppos­ites dis­ap­pear. Then the “maids-in-waiting” serve as embod­ied beings of the pure soul and dress her in the most splen­did garment of per­fec­tion. The hol­istic reason returns as king with all his court, and the pure joy of true bliss begins. And surely, we have always been there, for no one falls out of the whole­ness that is cel­eb­rated here, neither you nor I, if only we could remem­ber it. Oth­er­wise, we will have to go this way again... OM


Saint Solicitous

✻ Once upon a time there was a pious maiden who vowed to God that she would not marry, but she was so beau­ti­ful that her father would not allow it and wanted to force her to marry. In this dis­tress she begged God to let her grow a beard, which happened imme­di­ately. But the king was furious and had her nailed to the cross, and she became a saint.

✎ Now that we have looked at the king’s daugh­ter’s path to the holy mar­riage of man and woman, or the whole­ness of spirit and nature, in the last fairy tale of “King Thrush­beard”, this short fairy tale jumps in here almost by itself. For here we find not only the king’s daugh­ter as a holy virgin or pure spirit-soul, as she had reached her per­fec­tion in the last fairy tale, but also a king, a beggar or musi­cian, even a beard and a violin instead of a thrush. And this time she even asks God for the beard and vol­un­tar­ily accepts the thrush­beard, whom she had once mocked and rejec­ted.

Why does the pure spirit-soul embody herself again in this world of imper­fec­tion? Why not? She is pure con­scious­ness that does not cling to any form and can there­fore take on any form. And our phys­ical world cannot of course be outside of perfect whole­ness. That is why she comes to us, just as Jesus Christ embod­ied himself as a human being, or Krishna or Buddha in India. And because she is already hol­istic and perfect, she does not have to follow King Thrush­beard’s path again to unite with the pure spirit. The Chris­tian seer Jacob Boehme speaks in this regard of a “male virgin” as a perfect being, as God ori­gin­ally created it as a whole accord­ing to his own example, and writes around 1620:
St. Paul says: “Our trans­form­a­tion is in heaven. (Phil. 3.20)” That is, the trans­form­a­tion of the virgin when she is in mar­riage with her spouse Christ, because then Christ and the virgin Sophia are only One person, namely the true male virgin of God, whom Adam was before his Eve, when he was man and woman and yet neither, but a virgin of God. (Mys­terium Magnum, 50.48)

She does not have to marry again, just as Jesus and Buddha did not lead a domestic married life on earth, because she is already united with everything, and with a one-sided com­mit­ment to a certain form her purity would be lost. Sim­il­arly, Krishna was not married to a spe­cific woman, but sym­bol­ic­ally to many women, sup­posedly over 16,000, and with each of them he had many chil­dren, which prac­tic­ally refers to all beings in the world. In this way he also shows himself to be a hol­istic being, as for example in the famous Bhagavad Gita:
Behold my hun­dreds and thou­sands of forms, diverse and divine in various colours and forms. Behold the Adityas, Vasus, Rudras, Aswins and the Maruts. Behold, O Bharata, innu­mer­able wonders that you have never seen before. Behold, O Arjuna, the entire uni­verse with all animate and inan­im­ate things united in my body, and also everything else that you wish to see. But you are not able to do so with your eyes. Thus, I give you the heav­enly sight. With this, behold my divine power! (Mahabharata 6.35)

But the worldly king does not recog­nize this pure spirit-soul. That is, he is not yet the hol­istic reason as king, but the con­cep­tual ego-mind, which wants to force her accord­ing to his own ideas and thus nails her to the cross of this world. The cause is the ego­istic attach­ment, and the effect is per­sonal suf­fer­ing with lack, tran­si­ence and death. In this way he creates his own suf­fer­ing, and the pure spirit-soul becomes a saint or healer in the world as a soli­cit­ous.

I can only crucify myself. - Everything I do, I do to myself. When I attack, I suffer. But when I forgive, I am given redemp­tion. - I am not a body. I am free. Because I am still the way God created me. (Course in Mir­acles, Exer­cise 216)

✻ Now it happened that a very poor musi­cian came into the church where her image stood and knelt down before it. The saint was pleased that he was the first to acknow­ledge her inno­cence, and the image, which was wearing golden slip­pers, let one of them fall down so that it could benefit the pilgrim. He bowed grate­fully and accep­ted the gift.

✎ Here we meet a sim­il­arly poor musi­cian, who also played his role as King Thrush­beard and recog­nized the pure and inno­cent soul in her external form. But how can an image come to life and let a slipper fall off? Is this only meant sym­bol­ic­ally?

The man made of wood starts to sing,
The woman made of stone starts to dance,
Rational know­ledge cannot bring this about.

Such mir­acles have cer­tainly been cred­ibly wit­nessed thou­sands of times, for which our rational minds cannot find a tan­gible explan­a­tion. That is why we tend to doubt them and ignore such mir­acles. But inter­est­ingly, some­thing like this also happens to famous sci­ent­ists, such as the the­or­et­ical phys­i­cist Wolfgang Pauli, in whose pres­ence sci­entific equip­ment reg­u­larly failed. This gave rise to the term “Pauli effect”. But even then, most phys­i­cists did not recog­nize the deeper message and pre­ferred to ban him from the labor­at­ory. The great dis­cov­er­ies of quantum physics were there­fore channeled more into tech­nical devices than into the spir­itual devel­op­ment of hol­istic reason, and atom bombs were built rather than a healthy world­view was estab­lished. Werner Heis­en­berg, the father of quantum physics, com­plained sim­il­arly in his advanced years:
“Most people think that atomic tech­no­logy is the most import­ant con­sequence (of quantum physics). I have always been of a dif­fer­ent opinion. I believed that the philo­soph­ical con­sequences of physics would prob­ably change things more in the long term than the tech­nical con­sequences... (Video: Werner Heis­en­berg and the ques­tion of reality from 1:21:20)

How can an image have a holy and healing soul? Well, the perfect spirit-soul is of course a hol­istic being, that lives in whole­ness and is there­fore present every­where in this world. It is just a ques­tion of becom­ing aware, and this process is of course easier with an image of a saint in a sanc­ti­fied church. And so, it is the active spirit of the musi­cian that sees through the image, recog­nizes the pure soul, brings her to life and reunites with her. Just as King Thrush­beard recog­nized the pure soul in the king’s daugh­ter and, as a poor musi­cian, walked with her on the path to the mys­tical wedding. In a similar way, here too the musi­cian is given a golden slipper as a symbol of the path of truth that he can now walk as a pilgrim, if we con­sider the gold as truth and the shoe as help on the way. And in this sense, it is also the saint herself who rejoices in the recog­ni­tion of her inno­cence and helps the spirit.

What does inno­cence mean? Guilt arises when you take some­thing that belongs to others and have to return it accord­ingly. What is meant here is primar­ily the ego­istic prop­erty that one acquires through attach­ment. And the great path to inno­cence would then be com­plete for­give­ness, which the poor musi­cian prob­ably sought and lived as pure “poverty of spirit”. For only in this way can he recog­nize the inno­cence of the pure soul and thus also his own as an active spirit.

“Forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors.”

✻ Soon, however, the golden shoe was dis­covered missing from the church, and the ques­tion arose every­where, until at last it was found with the poor little fiddler, and he was con­demned as a wicked thief and led away to be hanged.

✎ Here one could first think about the worldly role of the Chris­tian church, which likes to see the path to truth as its own prop­erty. Many who had received and revealed the path to truth from the pure spirit soul or God himself have been con­demned, hanged and burned as evil thieves of the church’s prop­erty.

Intern­ally one could think of the con­cep­tual ego mind, which feels robbed of its own­er­ship of truth and would like to contain, capture and attach the awaken­ing hol­istic reason in order to remain king itself. This also closes the circle with the king above, who cru­ci­fies the pure spirit soul and causes suf­fer­ing.

In another version of the story, there is a gold­smith to whom the beggar fool­ishly wants to sell the golden slipper. In this gold­smith, too, we can recog­nize the mind, which, so to speak, forces the pure gold of truth into external forms in order to trade it in the world. And it is the mind that then accuses the beggar of being a thief, holds him and wants to hang him. There­fore, one should never hand over the golden path of truth to the ego-mind, so that it can make some­thing formal out of it in order to feed on it.

“You shall not give what is holy to dogs, nor throw your pearls before swine, lest they trample them under their feet and turn and tear you to pieces. (Matt. 7.6)”

This is where our inner doubts and feel­ings of guilt arise from, so that we soon realize that one shoe is not par­tic­u­larly safe to walk with. Because, if we only worship one side, we become guilty on the other side and become thieves. If we worship only the male spirit, then we become guilty thieves of the phys­ic­al­ity or soul of nature. If we worship only the female nature, then we become guilty thieves of the spir­itu­al­ity of everything.

✻ On the way, however, the pro­ces­sion passed the church where the statue stood. Then the musi­cian asked to be allowed to go in, so that he could say goodbye with his little fiddle at last and tell his bene­factor of his heart’s troubles. This was now per­mit­ted. But he had hardly made the first stroke when, behold, the statue let the other golden slipper fall down as well, showing that he was inno­cent of theft. Thus, the fiddler was freed from the irons and bonds, and went on his way happily. The holy virgin was called Soli­cit­ous.

✎ What should one do when the con­cep­tual mind wants to lead hol­istic reason to death? Who should argue with mind about inno­cence if not mind itself, which only con­sol­id­ates its domin­ion in this way? Reason only humbly asks for one last wish before leaving, leads mind into the church of whole­ness and lets its violin sound there so that it recog­nizes its inno­cence: no long speeches, no con­cepts, no argu­ments and no judg­ments, but only a har­mo­ni­ous sound as a cry for help from the heart for truth, which every­one around hears, which pen­et­rates into the deepest matter and can move everything.

We have already thought about a similar fiddler with his violin in the fairy tale “The Won­der­ful Musi­cian”. Here too, the violin appears to us as an instru­ment of reason for the echo of heav­enly music on earth. It is not for nothing that people say that “heaven is full of violins” when you feel bliss­ful. So, you don’t have to give long speeches to address the holy spirit soul. An Amen or Om that comes from the heart with pure love is com­pletely suf­fi­cient. One could also speak here of a wave of sound on the eternal sea of causes, in pure con­scious­ness that anim­ates everything, gives life and can take on any form.

In this way, hol­istic reason also helps us to find the second golden slipper on the path to truth, which is given to us by the pure spirit soul or the Holy Spirit, not as prop­erty, but as a healing from ego­istic attach­ment to prop­erty and thus also from all guilt. This con­firms our inno­cence, and free from all attach­ment we can now walk the path of truth full of joy and over­come the misery and suf­fer­ing of this world, thus not only fight­ing the effects, but dis­solv­ing the cause. And that is prob­ably also the holy task of suf­fer­ing in this world, in order to find and walk the healing path of truth, just as Buddha placed suf­fer­ing at the centre of his teach­ings. It is not for nothing that the name “Buddha” comes from “Buddhi”, which in turn means “reason”. And this reason also teaches us the “four noble truths”:

The noble truth about suf­fer­ing;
The noble truth about the cause of suf­fer­ing;
The noble truth about ending suf­fer­ing;
And the noble truth about the path that leads to the end of suf­fer­ing.

The two shoes can also sym­bol­ize the two prin­ciples of male and female, or spirit and nature, both of which are needed on the path to truth. Some­times the spirit leads and nature pushes, some­times nature leads and the spirit pushes, until you reach the wedding dance of spirit and nature, where all oppos­ites unite in the per­fec­tion of harmony and rhythm. This is the eternal wave of growth and decay, which recog­nizes itself as the eternal sea itself, the whole and perfect that has always (“all-ways”) been there, is and will be. That is why we find both types among the many fairy tales, some­times the female side leads, some­times the male, and at the end there is usually the big wedding as a happy ending.

[image: ]
The play of male and female as
Yang and Yin in the circle of whole­ness

May our hearts also call for pure reason, and may we also receive these two golden shoes from the bene­vol­ent spirit-soul in order to walk the hol­istic path of truth, end suf­fer­ing and attain per­fec­tion. Amen - OM


Further background to the story

We can find a lot of inform­a­tion about the his­tor­ical back­ground on the Inter­net, for example on German Wiki­pe­dia under “Küm­mernis”. In the notes by Bolte and Polivka on this fairy tale it says:
The legend of St. Küm­mernis or Comeria (also called Wilge­fortis, Ontkomer, Lib­erata, Hülpe, etc.) arose in the 15th century from a mis­un­der­stand­ing of the old Romanesque images of Christ clothed and wearing a crown, which depict the Saviour as the living King of Heaven on the cross; the depic­tion of the naked, pain-tor­men­ted Cru­ci­fixus with the crown of thorns did not appear in the West until the 13th century. The people saw in those old images a cru­ci­fied king’s daugh­ter who, like St. Paula (Acta Sanc­torum Febr. 3, 174) and Galla had grown bearded to protect their vir­gin­ity, although, for example, the Saalfeld stone statue of 1516 bore the clear inscrip­tion ‘Sal­vator mundi’ (‘Savior of the World’). The cult of this saint, never recog­nized by the Church, repor­ted in the Acta Sanc­torum under July 20 (Julii t. 5, 50: Lib­erata), extends over Germany, Switzer­land, Belgium, England, France, Spain and Por­tugal. (see also English Wiki­pe­dia: Wilge­fortis)

This also shows us again how dif­fi­cult it was and is for the Chris­tian church to accept a hol­istic view of male and female, or spirit and nature, not to mention the spir­itual unity in the diversity of all reli­gions and world­views. Yet it is obvious every­where that spirit and nature, subject and object, wave and particle, or even anti­mat­ter and matter always belong together and that a sep­ar­a­tion only arises through our per­cep­tion. And then we try to put one above the other. Then either the spirit rules over nature, as spir­itual science preaches, or nature rules over the spirit, as natural science claims. It is somehow dif­fi­cult for us to unite the two on an equal level and even seems impossible to our con­cep­tual minds.

Meister Eckhart writes about this:
A woman and a man are not equal to each other; but in love they are com­pletely equal. There­fore, the Scrip­ture is quite right in saying that God took the woman from the man’s rib and side, not from the head or the feet; for where there are two, there is imper­fec­tion. Why? - Because one is not the other, for this “not” that creates dif­fer­ence is nothing other than bit­ter­ness, pre­cisely because there is no peace. (Meister Eckhart, Sermon 50)

Similar to the above com­ments, which say that the legend arose from a stupid mis­un­der­stand­ing because “the people saw a cru­ci­fied king’s daugh­ter in those old pic­tures...”, we can still read on Wiki­pe­dia today:
Because the meaning of the tunic as a male garment was no longer known to every­one at that time, this led to con­fu­sion and icon­o­graphic mixing with depic­tions of St. Küm­mernis, in which the min­strel legend also became an integ­ral part.

Oh yes, the stupid people who have never seen a monk in a cowl or a cler­gy­man in a long robe, let alone heard a sermon about the cru­ci­fied Jesus Christ! And then the people tell such fairy tales and ask stupid ques­tions: How can a man or a woman be holy and whole as long as they are sep­ar­ated? How can a father give birth to a son without a mother? Why should a man worship a man in order to find his per­fec­tion again? Why should one worship the ter­rible suf­fer­ing of sep­ar­a­tion and not the holy and whole? Behind mon­as­tery walls it is pos­sible to think that, but it is dif­fi­cult to live out in the world.

In Hinduism, too, the gods are often in the fore­ground, but all great gods also have their Shakti or goddess. And there are many stories about Shiva and his Shakti Sati in par­tic­u­lar, how the two appar­ently sep­ar­ate as Purusha and Prakriti or spirit and nature and always find each other again. This is also stated in Shiva Purana Chapter 4.25:
There are cer­tainly many schol­ars who talk about the sep­ar­a­tion of Shiva and Sati, but how can there be a true sep­ar­a­tion between the two? Who can recog­nize the essence of Shiva and Sati and under­stand their actions in the world? They move of their own free will and exist etern­ally. Shiva and Sati are insep­ar­ably con­nec­ted to each other like words with their meaning, and only when they wish they appear to us as sep­ar­ate.

Accord­ingly, in chapter 10.19 you will find a schem­atic rep­res­ent­a­tion of how spirit, soul and nature in the bound­less sea of causes are equal among the highest prin­ciples of the Sankhya theory, which pen­et­rate and include all other prin­ciples. There are also cor­res­pond­ing images of how spirit and nature unite as Shiva, such as the rep­res­ent­a­tion of Ard­hanar­ishvara:
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Such images full of sym­bol­ism are often used in med­it­a­tion to under­stand why spirit and nature appar­ently had to sep­ar­ate, similar to Adam and Eve, in order to bring about the diversity of cre­ation through man and woman (see also Shiva Purana 8.3), and how one can then redis­cover unity in diversity and oneself in the whole. Ulti­mately, all gods are also seen as a whole or deity that appears in many dif­fer­ent forms:
Whoever sees Shiva sep­ar­ately from the other gods will not be suc­cess­ful. Only those who see and worship the deity in everything will have fruit­ful devo­tion. (Shiva Purana 3.4)

Sim­il­arly, sym­bolic images can also be found for the “holy virgin Küm­mernis”, for example in a small chapel on the Ötscher in Lower Austria (see also sagen.at):
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So let us now try to med­it­ate on the sym­bol­ism of this holy image for a few days and see what it wants to tell us, which of course every­one will per­ceive some­what dif­fer­ently:

First, we notice the plump musi­cian, who does not remind us of phys­ical hunger, so that it is prob­ably more of a spir­itual need that leads him to worship the holy image. In this we already find the subject-object rela­tion­ship between the viewer and the image. He looks up at the image full of longing, and the image comes to life and looks down full of com­pas­sion. The strik­ingly large nose could also indic­ate a good sense of the spir­itual world, which would prob­ably have mocked the proud prin­cess in a similar way to King Thrush­beard’s pro­trud­ing chin with the beard. His two hands appear calm, not cramped by the desire of the con­cep­tual mind, and with them he plays the violin, the sound of which brings the image to life. And it would prob­ably be even more alive if it were not nailed to the cross of this world. So, it is above all our con­cep­tual mind that, through its attach­ment, pre­vents images from coming to life. Chil­dren can still do this very well with their dolls, bears and other toys, but as they grow up, their minds also grow and solid­ify more and more into a dead, earthly world. There­fore, it is not for nothing that Christ says:
“Truly I say to you, unless you turn and become like chil­dren, you will never enter the kingdom of heaven. (Matt. 18.2)”

The hands on the cross appear less relaxed and show the “three-finger-salute”. In this, the middle finger could be seen as the Holy Spirit, which was meant to reunite the other two pairs: the thumb and index finger as father and son, with the ring finger and little finger as the soul and body of nature. In other words, male and female are reunited into a whole that can be seen in the palm of the hand, in which all the fingers are rooted. But here the female side has been bent off, and right through the whole­ness the con­cep­tual mind has driven nails into the cross of the mater­ial world of space and time, so that the image can no longer move freely, but only par­tially, as far as the mind wants and can allow. At least the feet are still free, with the toes lined up har­mo­ni­ously and stand­ing on a hexagonal found­a­tion or corner­stone. This stone could remind us of the famous “philo­sopher’s stone”, and thus also of the pure con­scious­ness that can be found every­where as an eternal found­a­tion. The six corners are created when the two tri­an­gu­lar symbols of male and female are com­bined to form a har­mo­ni­ous star or hexagon. A similar sym­bol­ism is also used in the Indian Yantras.

We also find such sym­bolic tri­angles in the cloak and dress. The upward-point­ing tri­angle in the lower dress is remin­is­cent of the male spirit or the fire that strives upwards. And the down­ward-point­ing tri­angle in the upper dress is remin­is­cent of the female nature or soul of nature, like water that strives and flows down­wards. Both prin­ciples meet in the abdomen, man and woman fer­til­ize each other, pro­cre­ate and give birth to new life forms and then sep­ar­ate again. And above both of them we find the large tri­angle of the Holy Spirit as a gold-dec­or­ated cloak with the royal crown of whole­ness on top. The golden crown with the symbol of the Trinity sits on a head that shines in holy light and looks at the min­strel full of com­pas­sion, but does not wear the usual glor­i­ole, because to this day the offi­cial cer­ti­fic­ate from the church lead­er­ship as a “recog­nized saint” is still missing. Around the head, a female tri­angle appears again from the arms on the cross­beam, the tip of which points to the blue jewel of the heart. If the pure love of the holy spirit soul shines there, then the suf­fer­ing on the cross is trans­formed into pure joy in the Holy Spirit. However, if the ego­istic self-love of attach­ment dwells in the heart, then this love leaves the Holy Spirit and goes out­wards to the cross of desire and hatred to trans­form into passion. It would be better to release the hands from this attach­ment and place them together 🙏 towards a pure heart of love. This heart tri­angle also reminds us of the heart symbol ♡, as a flow from the inner source through the world of oppos­ites to the basis of unity.

In addi­tion, the painter also plays with a per­spect­ive trick here, so that the saint seems to be releas­ing her arms from the cross and is lit­er­ally coming towards us, which is par­tic­u­larly useful for a saint’s image and is also our task in life.

In the hair, around the neck and in the lower garment we find the spir­itual pearls that one should not “cast before swine”, i.e., not give to the con­cep­tual mind, but to the hol­istic reason, which can then shine under the crown of the Holy Spirit full of com­pas­sion and pure love for all beings.

Now one could say that in this play of tri­angles the male spirit again pre­dom­in­ates over the female nature, and that should prob­ably be the case in a saint’s image at first glance. It would of course be simpler to divide the image ver­tic­ally into a male and female side, as is done above in the Yin-Yang symbol and in the Shiva image. This sep­ar­a­tion is at least indic­ated here by the incid­ence of light from the right, so that the min­strel on the right, male and bright side of the spirit kneels down only with his right leg, over which his dark cloak lies, and first receives the right shoe of the spir­itual side.

At second glance, this spir­itual pre­dom­in­ance is put into per­spect­ive. Firstly, because he is kneel­ing on a green meadow between the grass and herbs of a growing nature, which can no longer be seen in the above image section. Secondly, if we con­sider the radiant head under the crown of whole­ness as the seat of hol­istic reason com­pared to the pink body garment of nature. This fem­in­ine garment then appears to us like a sym­bolic hour­glass as a sign of tran­si­ence, in which thoughts, actions and forms flow from the attach­ment to the cross of oppos­ites like sand through the fem­in­ine tri­angle of nature into the mas­cu­line tri­angle of the spirit, until the time of phys­ic­al­ity has expired, the hour­glass is turned over again in a new birth or embod­i­ment, and the game of attach­ment and move­ment begins again. This then also means: “Built on sand!” This is bril­liantly rep­res­en­ted in the image, between the attach­ment of the hands to the cross of the world and the mobil­ity of the feet on the found­a­tion stone. Here we can think about how time itself appears in the world of oppos­ites through attach­ment to thoughts, actions and forms, because without attach­ment everything would arise and pass away at the same time, because nothing would be held in time and space and everything could flow unhindered. This is roughly how we could imagine etern­ity beyond time and space. Science today also knows a similar game of oppos­ing tri­angles and says that all matter arises from a game of matter and anti­mat­ter, which should actu­ally cancel each other out imme­di­ately. And to this day they are still puzz­ling over why our visible matter was left over from the Big Bang and appears so stable in time and space.

This brings us to the “crucial point” of the image and the story, namely the neck between the head and the body, where the saint receives her beard from God and the min­strel plays the violin beneath his beard. What could the beard mean? Just as the hair on the head is usually inter­preted as thoughts that reach out into the world and grow more or less wildly or trimmed, ordered, tied or braided, one could think about the meaning of the beard hair in a similar way and say: Just as the beard is a phys­ical sign of male matur­ity for sexual union, one could also see it sym­bol­ic­ally as a sign of spir­itual matur­ity for hol­istic reason, up to the white beard of wisdom. Then the beard hair around the mouth is like the words of God, which are spoken in the world by an “ancient white-bearded man”.
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But should we not become like chil­dren? Yes, just as the con­cep­tual mind should become young again, so reason should become old and mature like the wise. That is, just as the soul of nature returns to her form­less source in noth­ing­ness, so to speak, to the eternal virgin at the foun­tain of youth, as the soul’s bond is unwound from the tangle of our life story, so the reason grows and matures to his goal in the eternal sea of everything, where everything and nothing meet and unite again. This is prob­ably why the upper body of the virgin lacks the obvious breasts as a phys­ical sign of female matur­ity. And in this way one can become a “male virgin” when the con­cep­tual ego-mind decreases and hol­istic reason increases. This is prob­ably why human devel­op­ment also means not becom­ing more and more entangled and envel­oped, but devel­op­ing.

Here we can now also find the king’s daugh­ter, who, together with King Thrush­beard as a min­strel under the guid­ance of his violin, sym­bol­ic­ally speak­ing, goes from the hands of attach­ment on the cross of the world on the path of humil­ity through the female tri­angle down to the top in noth­ing­ness, to the kitchen maid in the king’s castle at the bottom of everything, to pure “poverty in spirit”. This is then also the heart’s path ♡ from the source through the tran­si­ent world of oppos­ites to the basis of unity. In the process, her proud heart of ego­istic desire and attach­ment is trans­formed again into a humble heart of pure love, which becomes everything again through the male tri­angle, until her feet stand on the hexagonal found­a­tion and corner­stone of everything, where male and female as well as everything and nothing are har­mo­ni­ously united again.

“He must increase, but I must decrease. (John 3.30)”

Accord­ingly, we now find two beards in this picture. Firstly, the beard of the “male virgin”, which was given to her by God as a sign of her spir­itual per­fec­tion and covers the entire throat below the mouth. Secondly, the nar­rower and growing beard on the chin of the musi­cian between mouth and throat or larynx as a sign of his growing spir­itual matur­ity. This also reminds us of “King Thrush­beard”, who as an active spirit sep­ar­ated from the soul of nature nat­ur­ally became a poor beggar because he had to beg for the forms of nature. But in the same process as the soul gives up her egoism of sep­ar­a­tion, the beggar also becomes a king again, reunites with his queen and receives the golden crown of the Holy Spirit and with it cer­tainly also the “full beard” of spir­itual per­fec­tion between head and body. Thus, the fiddler as subject becomes one again with the picture as an object that he “looks at”. How does this happen between head and body?

What does the larynx mean? Here we can think about the phys­ical and spir­itual source of the sounds and tones that can be pro­duced by choking the breath in order to sing or speak. In this respect, the violin could also be just a sym­bolic replace­ment for the larynx, because sound is dif­fi­cult to rep­res­ent in images. At least the con­nec­tion between the violin with its strings and the larynx with its vocal cords is not only clear in the image in terms of loc­a­tion, but also in terms of func­tion. And it is also import­ant in the story that the musi­cian does not speak to the holy image with many words, but with the sound of his violin. There­fore, one could also say: Just as con­cep­tual words serve the intel­lec­tual mind, so the general sound serves hol­istic reason, because it is also con­tained in all words.
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So, we finally come to the big ques­tion: How can sound move an image? Or why does the maiden dance to the min­strel’s violin? Well, sound or waves in general are the basis of all com­mu­nic­a­tion. And the con­nec­tion between spirit and nature or subject and object nat­ur­ally always requires some kind of com­mu­nic­a­tion. But the more limited this com­mu­nic­a­tion is, the greater the sep­ar­a­tion between the two appears to us. Modern quantum physics has also proven that this com­mu­nic­a­tion is not a one-way street, but that the observer helps determ­ine what is observed, just as we nat­ur­ally move our bodies every day with the power of our spirit. We also find an ingeni­ously drawn tri­angle in the image, how on the one hand the external image flows into the eyes of the spir­itual observer via eye contact and on the other hand the sound flows into the external image via the violin, which is dir­ec­ted at the spir­itual base or ground of the image, and thus moves and enlivens the phys­ical image.
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In this diagram, one can clearly see how the tri­angle between subject and object opens up towards nature, how the unity of the spirit is con­nec­ted to the diversity of nature, and how the soul has its sphere of influ­ence to spin the threads of cause and effect. It is also inter­est­ing that the move­ment caused by the sound of the violin takes place at the feet, at the bottom of the picture and not at the top, where the hands are nailed to the cross of oppos­ites, just as quantum physics has found this influ­ence of the observer on the observed at the very bottom of nature. Sim­il­arly, we also find two oppos­ing waves on the violin, which have their begin­ning and end within them­selves.

And with regard to this mobil­ity, one can even go a step further towards unity, as it is also said in Zen Buddhism:
Two monks were arguing. One said: “The flag is moving.” The other said: “No, the wind is moving.” Huineng heard this and said: “Neither the wind nor the flag is moving. What is moving is your spirit.”

Then one can ask oneself: What moves the spirit? Who plays the violin? Who speaks the words? Who fits the golden shoe? Who walks the path with it? What kind of force is it that moves everything, makes it live and dance, that makes us wake up every morning, that moves our thoughts and bodies, that makes our organs work and cells func­tion, that makes all atoms, planets and stars circle in space and time, that moves all the waves on the sea, which then play with each other, overlap, rein­force or cancel each other out in the eternal dance of oppos­ites? This ulti­mately brings us back to pure con­scious­ness, the light of the world and the hol­istic or divine word that shapes and moves everything. Or as the famous quantum phys­i­cist and Nobel Prize winner Anton Zeilinger puts it in more modern terms: “Inform­a­tion is the primary sub­stance of the uni­verse.” This is why soft­ware can also move the hard­ware of a machine, because hard­ware basic­ally con­sists only of inform­a­tion.

The Bible also says some­thing similar:
“In the begin­ning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. The same was in the begin­ning with God. All things were made through the same, and without the same was not any­thing made that was made. In it was life, and the life was the light of men. And the light shines in the dark­ness, and the dark­ness did not com­pre­hend it. (John 1:1)”

We can see the dark­ness inside the cloak that opens before us, so that in the light of pure con­scious­ness the perfect image of the “male virgin” appears. This cloak of the Holy Spirit stands sym­bol­ic­ally as a tri­angle or cone on the hexagonal found­a­tion stone as a base. And that is what con­nects and unites everything. So that the golden crown at the top is also in the centre of the cross, where all oppos­ites meet and unite again.

“There­fore, says the Lord: Behold, I am laying in Zion a found­a­tion stone, a tested stone, a pre­cious corner­stone, a sure found­a­tion. He who believes will not flee. (Isaiah 28:16)”

Why a motion­less stone? Well, the Zen story men­tioned above goes even further:
When the two quar­rel­ling monks had real­ized that only their spirit was moving, a nun came along and revealed to them: “Neither the wind nor the flag nor the spirit moves in the ground of truth.”

We now find in this found­a­tion stone the goal where the golden shoes want to lead us on the path of truth, namely back to where they came from, to the found­a­tion and corner­stone of everything, to pure con­scious­ness, which is itself form­less and motion­less, but can take on any form and move everything. For just as the violin aims at the foot to find the way, the violin bow aims dir­ectly at the radiant jewel heart of pure love in order to bring all oppos­ites back into the silent centre, which were pulled apart in space and time by attach­ment to the cross of the world. And this happens sym­bol­ic­ally in this found­a­tion and corner­stone, where all forms of male and female, crown, head and heart, hands and feet, fire and water, body and soul, spirit and nature, subject and object, mine and yours, birth and death, past and future, good and evil, heaven and hell, light and dark­ness, yang and yin are har­mo­ni­ously united again in a whole or deity.
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This is also the found­a­tion and corner­stone that the “build­ers rejec­ted (Matt. 21.42)” because it has no external bound­ar­ies that the con­cep­tual mind can under­stand in order to build the mental Tower of Babel of its worldly ideas. But if it is given external bound­ar­ies, then the sym­bolic hexagon appears as the “old witch” (German: Hexe) between inside and outside or spirit and nature and becomes a sep­ar­at­ing ego con­scious­ness between subject and object and thus a “stone of stum­bling and rock of offense (Isa. 8.14)”. In the above image of the saint is also bril­liantly shown as she comes to meet us as far as pos­sible on the found­a­tion stone. And now it is our spir­itual task to dis­solve this sup­posed bound­ary, which we per­ceive here as a sep­ar­ate observer who believes he is stand­ing or kneel­ing on the ground of an external nature and playing his own violin.

The “Water­stone of the Wise”, an old alchemy book from 1619, which deals primar­ily with the spir­itual sig­ni­fic­ance of alchemy, says the same thing:
Espe­cially since God, yes, God’s heart, his eternal son, is the true, eternal, pre­cious and proven corner­stone and found­a­tion stone, which the build­ers rejec­ted and des­pised. He is the true old, yes, ancient one, who existed before the found­a­tion of the world and has existed since etern­ity. He is the true hidden and known God, super­nat­ural and incom­pre­hens­ible, heav­enly, blessed, highly praised and the only one who saves, yes, a God of all gods. He is the true truth­ful one, who cannot lie, the most certain of all, to do and create what he wants, or the only power­ful one. He is the most secret and eternal one, in whom all secrets and treas­ures of wisdom are hidden, the only divine power and omni­po­tence, which is hidden from the fools or schol­ars of this world. He is the First and the Last in heaven and on earth. He is the truly one and perfect com­par­ison of all the ele­ments, from whom, through whom, and in whom all things are and come. He is an indes­truct­ible Being who cannot be sep­ar­ated or divided by any element.

Now the pure spirit-soul has become a living image after the mys­tical wedding, and thus she speaks as a hol­istic spirit-nature both in this holy image, as well as in the painter of the image and in the min­strel who, as a pilgrim, looks at the holy image and receives the golden shoes in order to walk the path of truth to the mys­tical wedding of spirit and nature. And if we ask for it and listen care­fully, then this spirit-soul will cer­tainly also speak in us as the “holy virgin of soli­cit­ous” and would like to give us the golden shoes in order to walk the path of truth, to recog­nize and resolve the cause of suf­fer­ing and thus fulfil the healing meaning of suf­fer­ing.

So here you can marvel at a holy image and its story, how the Holy Spirit opens the outer cloak, which is adorned with the golden waves on the dark sea of causes that we see in the play of the external world in its coming and going. And in doing so, he grants the viewer, who bows and lets his violin of reason sound, a pro­found insight into the work of spirit and nature as man and woman in the earthly world.

With this we have tried to write down as much as pos­sible the stream of thoughts that has flowed to us in the past few days from this mys­tical image of the “Holy Virgin Soli­cit­ous”. It is dif­fi­cult to say whether this makes much sense, but somehow it wanted to be written down. May the violin of love sound every­where. Thank you!


The old witch

✎ With this fairy tale, we would like to con­tinue the theme of the “witch” and will also find some symbols from the last fairy tale “Saint Soli­cit­ous”. The fairy tale itself is rel­at­ively unknown and was only handed down by the Broth­ers Grimm in the ori­ginal hand­writ­ten version from 1810, with the note of origin: “From a modern and fatally told story entitled: Der schoene Sch­lae­fer (The Beau­ti­ful Sleeper), a fairy tale in Lang­bein’s Fei­e­rabende (After-Even­ings), 1794”. We will read this longer version by Lang­bein along­side and refer to it in our inter­pret­a­tion as needed. A similar version with the same core, but dif­fer­ently expan­ded and embel­lished, was found in France by Cath­er­ine de Lintot in her 1735 book “Trois nou­veaux contes des fees”. A German trans­la­tion of this story appeared in 1749, entitled “Drey neue Hex­en­maehr­gen” (Three New Witch Stories). A similar trans­la­tion can also be found in 1790 in “Die Blaue Bib­lio­thek aller Nationen, Band 1” (The Blue Library of All Nations, Volume 1) under the title “Prinz Offen­herz (Prince Open­heart)”. But in prin­ciple, nothing is missing in the Grimms’ version, and this again shows their good instinct for the essence of this fairy tale, the source of which is cer­tainly much older.

✻ Once upon a time, there lived a king who loved nothing but horses. He had them fed from a hundred marble mangers and watered from a hundred silver buckets in his stables. All the courtiers wore riding boots with iron spurs and carried long whips under their arms. At the balls, only gal­lop­ing dances were per­formed, and the king spoke nothing but “Chop- chop!” or “Whoa, little man, stand!”

✎ From a spir­itual per­spect­ive, we can first redis­cover the con­cep­tual mind that wants to be king in the body, loves and pampers the animal beings, and also wants to dom­in­ate, treat, and use all other people like animals. We learn from Lang­bein that the queen avoided this activ­ity and pre­ferred to move with her daugh­ters and ladies-in-waiting to an old castle in a lonely forest, even though it had a repu­ta­tion for being inhab­ited by witches and ghosts. The king gladly agreed, for “it had long been his wish to be rid of the swarm of women and, in general, all people who couldn’t ride.” Thus, we also redis­cover the usual divi­sion in the world between king and queen as spirit and nature, or man and woman, which the ego-mind, as king in the body, brings about and pro­motes when hol­istic reason is lacking.

✻ This king had two beau­ti­ful daugh­ters, Mene and Bene, the eldest of whom was evil and the young­est good.

✎ Where these names come from is rel­at­ively unclear. “Mene” could be remin­is­cent of “Men­etekel (warning)” or, in Saxony dialect, “Meine” (Mine), which prob­ably best fits her char­ac­ter. And “Bene” could be Latin for “good, well, and just.” Lang­bein calls them Zefire and Aurore, and he writes of the proud, arrog­ant, and jealous prin­cess:

The older name was Zefire,
And a charm­ing figure,
Her undis­puted pos­ses­sion.
To the painter and the sculptor,
Her sight often gave
the ideal of a queen of love.
And yet no soul was fond of her,
Because she held her nose too high,
And con­tinu­ally gave free rein to the boldest pride
In her royal birth and beauty.
She was like the midday sun,
Which casts golden rays around itself,
But is not loved because it scorches.

And of Aurore, the young­est prin­cess, a fine girl whom all hearts adored because she was kind to every­one, he writes:

Because she was not one step ahead of Zephyr in beauty,
yet as gentle as moon­light.
No con­ceited pride that she was a higher being than other people
arose in her breast.
Con­tent­ment could be read in every glance,
And doing good was her joy.

Zephyr is the Greek god of the west wind, and Aurora the Roman goddess of the dawn. Perhaps this refers to the awaken­ing light of con­scious­ness, for it is said that she loves people not because they are this or that, but because they are human, and thus she can feel pure love and true com­pas­sion. Zephyr would then be the wayward wind that should be tamed. In the two trans­la­tions from French men­tioned above, they are called “Sour­puss” and “Well-Beloved,” and “Gloomy Look” and “All-Beloved.” Thus, the two sisters remind us again of the two levels - the ego­istic and the pure soul, which act here as sep­ar­ate persons, yet are found together in prac­tic­ally every human being.

Two souls, alas! reside within my breast,
And each with­draws from, and repels, its brother.
One with ten­a­cious organs holds in love
And cling­ing lust the world in its embraces;
The other strongly sweeps, this dust above,
Into the high ances­tral spaces.
(Goethe, Faust 1)

Why does the young­est daugh­ter so often play the role of the pure soul in fairy tales? Well, the pure soul is always the young­est, for she does not age but rises into the realm of eternal pres­ence. Only when the soul con­nects with the con­cep­tual ego-mind and, under the influ­ence of the witch, clings to the world with senses and thoughts, does she attempt to cling to certain forms and thus fall into time and space. Thus, one seeks true love, and the other strives for selfish desire. Anyway, both daugh­ters, as souls of child­bear­ing nature, are now search­ing for their husband as the pro­cre­at­ive spirit in order to become fruit­ful and real­ised.

✻ One day, Mene went for a walk in the forest and rested under a tree when sud­denly a golden key sprang from the earth and circled around her, first in wide, then increas­ingly narrow circles. Finally, it leaped into her hand and pulled her up from her seat. Her hand had grown attached to the key, and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t pull the hand free. So, the key pulled her across the forest to a rock, where it leaped from her hand into a keyhole, and a mag­ni­fi­cently shining chamber opened before her eyes. Behind a golden net lay a sleep­ing prince, and beside it was written:

Only to the girl in whose breast
the fire of love for a monster
Of rare ugli­ness once glows,
Is this beau­ti­ful prince destined.

Mene tried to tear the golden cobweb apart with force, but sud­denly all its shine went out, and a howling wind drove her power­fully from the rock.

✎ So, the virgin prin­cesses have now reached mar­riage­able age, and with that, the witches and spirits in the worldly forest of ima­gin­a­tion awaken and begin their game between man and woman in the search for the per­fec­tion of spirit and nature. The older one begins, and because she prob­ably takes after her worldly father, she is magic­ally drawn to the phys­ical image of a beau­ti­ful prince in a mag­ni­fi­cent chamber. She is led to this seduct­ive image by a golden key, which first danced around her and then took hold of her body, leading her even deeper into phys­ic­al­ity. But there a voice spoke to her: “To gain this spir­itual beauty, you must also learn to love ugli­ness.” But she was too proud and arrog­ant for that and wanted to grasp the beau­ti­ful image by force. A golden net held her back, remin­is­cent of the web of soul threads of cause and effect that determ­ines the fate of a living being. Accord­ingly, she was driven on her path by the wind of fate (“Zephyr”), which led her, with the beau­ti­ful image as her great goal and the motto in her memory, from the interior of her phys­ic­al­ity back into the external world in the forest of ima­gin­a­tion.

✻ On her way home, Mene caught sight of her sister, who was a thorn in her side, and saw a col­our­ful little bird circ­ling her and drop­ping a pre­cious stone from its beak. The words it sang, however, were unhear­able to Mene:

Keep this little stone,
keep it care­fully!
It will one day be your saviour in times of need.

✎ Just as the eldest was shown the way by a golden key from the earth, which danced around her and led her, so a col­our­ful little bird appeared to the young­est from the sky, circ­ling her and drop­ping a pre­cious stone from its beak. Here we might think of the higher reason that speaks to us as intu­ition and offers the famous and noble philo­sopher’s stone with its motto, that is, a pure con­scious­ness that can deliver us from every dis­tress if we pre­serve it and do not sur­render it to the greedy, con­cep­tual ego-mind.

✻ Mene jumped forward greed­ily and cried, “What do you have? Give it to me!” Bene showed her the jewel, but didn’t want to give it away, and Mene began to quarrel over it. Sud­denly, a voice behind them called out, “No, it belongs to Bene!” When they looked around, it was a hunch­backed dwarf who frightened them.
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✎ Now, in this dispute, a male spirit appears in the forest, as a witness to what he had seen. Indeed, our con­cep­tual under­stand­ing has a hard time with spirits because they have no tan­gible body, and without form, one cannot think about them. Thus, ima­gin­a­tion takes its course, and over time, entire fam­il­ies of spirits have emerged: ghosts, dwarves, goblins, trolls, gnomes, elves, brownies, fairies, angels, devils, and so on, which the mind divides into good and evil as needed. In this case, it is an “ugly, grey, old, hunch­backed, and quite mis­shapen dwarf on one leg,” as Lang­bein writes, who appeared to the two beau­ti­ful girls as a ter­rible monster and the epitome of ugli­ness.

✻ But Mene pre­ten­ded to be friendly towards him out of hypo­crisy, think­ing that she might thereby gain the beau­ti­ful sleeper. The dwarf ran back into the forest. Bene was very sad when she saw her sister mocking him behind his back and decided to seek him out and warn him. She found him and warned him. The dwarf hopped after her on one leg, but couldn’t reach her, and in her escape, she lost her jewel.

✎ Thus, the ego-mind begins to work in the eldest, and she under­stands that she should love this dwarf in order to win the hand­some prince. But this intel­lec­tual love is not true love, but merely a selfish desire to achieve an external ideal. Thus, the intel­lect often loves ugly things because it believes it can achieve beauty, just as we wage hideous wars and hope to gain good things through them, or our believe that we can find great hap­pi­ness in life through ugly deceit and robbery.

In con­trast, a higher reason is at work in the young­est; she feels com­pas­sion and warns the spirit being of her sister’s treach­er­ous egotism. She feels his loving affec­tion, but she still could not bear the ter­ribly ugly sight. Pre­sum­ably, she sought in vain in this being the human­ity she loved in all people. Then the instinct­ive fear of the animal con­scious­ness awoke, she took flight, and with this aver­sion, she lost the gem of wisdom as a hol­istic reason. The spir­itual dwarf wanted to follow her, but one cannot walk well with one leg, one can only hop around and turn in circles, which already sym­bol­ic­ally indic­ates the problem of the sep­ar­a­tion between spirit and nature when they are sep­ar­ated from each other and each stands on only one leg.

[image: ]✻ As she walked through a ravine, an old witch came towards her, calling out: “Don’t bump into me, my beau­ti­ful child!” But no matter how hard Bene avoided her, the old woman still staggered from left to right, until the prin­cess became bewildered and they col­lided viol­ently. “Oh, that the earth would swallow you up, you wicked thing!” cried the witch, and col­lapsed like a shattered pot at Bene’s feet. Here fell an arm, there a leg, all bonds were broken, all limbs entangled, the head lay in the middle and began to speak: “You child of hell, put me back together again at once! Take my right leg and lean it neatly against a stone, and then take the left and do the same. And be careful that they don’t wander off into the open field, but hurry, so that you put all the pieces back on prop­erly and don’t forget a single one.”

✎ This, too, is a won­der­fully ingeni­ous sym­bol­ism: When con­scious­ness, from the hol­istic per­spect­ive of reason, flees from the spir­itual world back into the external world of the phys­ical mind, it runs into narrow and deeply ingrained hollows that are dif­fi­cult to escape. In this con­stric­tion and lim­it­a­tion, pure con­scious­ness, between the inner and outer worlds, encoun­ters the “old witch” of the phys­ical five senses and thoughts. It hears the warning, but cannot escape. It becomes insane and breaks apart into the sep­ar­ate senses, thereby cursing itself into the earthly world. Here, two arms, two legs, and the torso sym­bol­ize the five senses, together with the head of thoughts, which now curses the pure soul as a child of the dark hell of ignor­ance and, as the con­cep­tual mind, demands that the six (“hexa”) parts of the witch be phys­ic­ally reas­sembled, that is, that the senses and thoughts be brought back under the control of the phys­ical mind. And the stone on which she is sup­posed to build everything is prob­ably not the gem­stone of the wise, but the seem­ingly solid and reli­able matter of our body.

✻ Bene was frightened and tried to flee, but the head got in the way, so she began to line everything up. The limbs snapped into place of their own accord, and when she finally had the arms attached and everything except to the torso was fin­ished, the head sprang onto the shoulders with its own swift­ness. The broken old woman was whole again, picked up her walking stick, and held out her hand to the prin­cess, saying: “Farewell, my little daugh­ter! I forgive you because you’ve put me back together prop­erly. And in return, you’ll have a hand­some groom!”

✎ Here the pure soul could decide whether to flee back to the spir­itual world to the ugly dwarf or to assemble the phys­ical witch and, through the senses and thoughts, run with the intel­lect into the external world of nature. But she had lost the sage’s gem, and so the head of the intel­lect and its thoughts stood in her way, cutting off her path back to the spir­itual world. And once the con­scious­ness had made its decision, everything happened auto­mat­ic­ally, for as long as she was not yet united with the pure spirit, the intel­lec­tual mind helped a great deal with the assembly. The witch then thanks the soul and prom­ises her a “hand­some bride­groom,” nat­ur­ally accord­ing to her ideas. And in the worst case, we even feel flattered, suc­cess­ful, and richly rewar­ded.

✻ Bene searched for the lost gem, the little bird brought it and sang:

Better keep
the pre­cious stone!
I can’t always be
your attend­ant.
If it weren’t lost,
you would have mocked and ridiculed the power
of the pois­on­ous witch.

✎ Well, the pure soul didn’t fall for it, but remembered the lost gem of reason and searched for it. Then intu­ition appeared again and reminded her of her motto, along with a small reproach.

✻ Mean­while, at Mene’s insist­ence, the old queen invited the ugly dwarf to court. However, the king dis­liked the son-in-law, and his mother and eldest sister secretly mocked him. Bene went into the forest and wept. The old witch met her and announced the arrival of her bride­groom. This was a silly, dressed-up prince whom she could not stand at all.

✎ The selfish soul now tries to win the dwarf over in her own way and invites him to the castle of the worldly queen, who sided with her eldest daugh­ter and knew and sup­por­ted her vision. Nat­ur­ally, the pure spirit doesn’t like this treach­er­ous world, espe­cially since he had been warned against it, but he agrees because he hopes to find the pure soul there as well. Here he also encoun­ters the worldly king, a phys­ical mind, who was vis­it­ing the queen and had no use for the pure spirit in this form because, with one leg, he can’t even ride a horse prop­erly, as Lang­bein also says: “He who cannot ride is no man.” This could also mean that the pure spirit, due to his sep­ar­a­tion from the pure soul of nature, cannot func­tion in phys­ical nature. Thus, he lacks the “leg of nature” and stands only on the “leg of the spirit.”

The young­est prin­cess was also saddened by her father’s rejec­tion, and the witch tried to use this moment of doubt to match her with a bride­groom of her choos­ing, thereby winning the queen’s favour. After the last dan­ger­ous clash with the pure soul, she nat­ur­ally feared losing her power as the sep­ar­at­ing prin­ciple between spirit and nature if hol­istic reason were to become the ruling king. But the pure soul couldn’t do much with the witch’s foolish bride­groom, a super­fi­cial and stupid spirit of an external world.

✻ Full of sorrow, she went into the garden and met the poor but clever dwarf, to whom she poured out her heart. Finally, they began to talk, and when he asked her if she dis­liked him, she replied, “Oh no, I love you.” Sud­denly, the spell was broken, and he became a beau­ti­ful youth. He told her how he had once encountered the witch in the forest and laughed at her strange leaps, and how she had trans­formed him into this ugly form until a beau­ti­ful girl who, of her own free will, loved him. And for a certain time, he had been forced to sleep in the rock in his natural state.

✎ Thus, the pure soul with true love was able to break the witch’s spell and achieve the goal, some­thing the selfish soul with cov­et­ous love could not, even though she knew the motto and had the goal in sight. The pure soul had only the sage’s gem and the motto to protect it.

Lang­bein tells the story of the king’s son in a little more detail:
Once, while hunting lions, I had lost my way and ridden through the lonely forest to find a way out. I met no one but an old, utterly ugly woman, exactly as I had been just a few minutes before. This dwarf woman spun around in front of me on her single leg so com­ic­ally that I couldn’t help laugh­ing.

Under this “lion hunt,” we could imagine the spirit seeking to conquer the hungry and wild beast, yet without having found the pure soul of nature. Thus, he became lost in the forest of ideas and encountered the old Mother Nature as a hostile and thus ugly being, stand­ing on only one leg, that is, weak and spir­it­less, so that the spirit sought to rise above her. Through this sep­ar­a­tion, the witch nat­ur­ally appeared as a sep­ar­at­ing prin­ciple and auto­mat­ic­ally trans­formed the spirit into a weak, one-legged being. And only when a virgin or pure soul with pure love is found, one who can har­mo­ni­ously unite the pure spirit with pure nature, inde­pend­ent of any external form, will this sep­ar­a­tion end. Until then, the spirit dwarf must con­tinue to hop around on one leg in the forest of his ideas, unable to leave.

But the old witch had to concede one thing: If the mind is given the golden key to expan­ded con­scious­ness, it can also behold the sleep­ing spirit in its natural form and all its glory in the “rock” of phys­ical matter. However, this is clearly not the way to lib­er­ate and gain access to it. To do so, man must follow the path of reason and find the sage’s gem. Thus, it was perhaps no coin­cid­ence that modern quantum physics dis­covered the spirit in matter but could not lib­er­ate and gain access to it.

In this respect, we could also imagine that the golden key was the witch herself, dancing on one leg around the egot­ist­ical soul to seduce it, for not everything that glit­ters is true gold. Thus, this key is also a typical tool of the ego-mind, used to arbit­rar­ily lock and unlock certain doors in the game of sep­ar­a­tion. Yet, not the egot­ist­ical soul, but only the pure soul, with true love, could ulti­mately break the witch’s spell as the prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion, so that the prince regained his natural form and now, as a human being, stands on two feet again, on spirit and nature. But the great happy ending had not yet been reached.

✻ At that moment, the witch came out of the castle into the garden with her silly son and the others, wrapped her bony hand in the maiden’s yellow hair, and carried her away like a feather through the air, more than a hundred miles over hill and dale, until she arrived in front of a round iron tower.

✎ For now, the fun­da­mental cause that led to this sep­ar­a­tion and ban­ish­ment must still be resolved. There­fore, they still see the witch before them, appear­ing with “her foolish son and the others.” Here, the pure soul, upon seeing the “others,” once again loses the jewel of wisdom as a hol­istic vision, and in Lang­bein’s version, it is said that she left it behind in her house clothes, which she exchanged for a full-dress gown to receive the foolish but­ter­fly prince. Thus, the witch can now seize the maiden’s hair or thoughts as a prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion, thereby sep­ar­at­ing her from the pure spirit again and impris­on­ing her in an iron tower—better perhaps in a brick tower made of the mental images of the con­cep­tual mind, but in any case, in a solid prison for the soul. In this way, the play now reverses: The prince returned to the outer world with his natural body, and the soul van­ished “like a feather in the wind” before the eyes of the people into the inner world, where she was hidden by the witch in the body tower, just as reason speaks of the usual sep­ar­a­tion between body and soul. And here we find another won­der­fully ingeni­ous sym­bol­ism.

✻ In the tower there were nothing but snails crawl­ing up and down the wall. “Here you shall live, and if you don’t teach these snails to dance within eight days, then you your­self must become one.” When the witch was gone and had locked the door, the snails were afraid of the prin­cess and all retreated into their little houses. But little by little they came out again and made them­selves known to her. An invis­ible hand brought her food and green grass to the snails to eat. They passed the time and were very bored in the tower.

✎ Thus, the soul is sep­ar­ated from the external world and finds herself enclosed in a tower of the body, just as the con­cep­tual mind tells us that the soul dwells in the body, and the animate body in an inan­im­ate world. And what were just hairs of thoughts, growing more or less freely and wildly into the external world, we can now find within the slug­gish and slimy snails, the sticky thoughts of attach­ment, which also like to retreat deep into the memory, but then emerge again in search of food and are nour­ished by an invis­ible hand that reminds us of form­less con­scious­ness. And if the soul fails to lure these sticky thoughts from memory, to organ­ize them, and make them dance in hol­istic harmony, then the witch will curse her, to become a thought in the tower of the mind, just as the ego­istic or per­sonal soul is merely a thought con­struct. For what the witch demands here is not some­thing impossible, but the great task of the pure soul, and thoughts are the soul’s threads that are spun in the natural play of cause and effect.

And yes, we like to pass the time with this game of thoughts, and if nothing new comes along, then great boredom sets in, like a dead silence. But how could any­thing new come into this tower if the witch keeps the gates of the senses closed? Although nothing entirely new comes through these gates either, as the saying goes: “Nothing new under the sun!” Yet it seems new to us because the cor­res­pond­ing snails emerge from their shells or cracks in the walls. So, the soul is now trapped in the body, and while we all know very well how the sticky thoughts work within us, con­stantly turning in circles in the round tower, seeking their nour­ish­ment, some­times bored and some­times agit­ated, we don’t know who really moves them and to what tune they dance. Instead, we believe that I am the mover, but this “I” is usually just a mental con­struct. Because if we’re honest, it’s not I who con­trols my thoughts, but the thoughts that control me. And so, the soul is trapped in the tower of the body...

The tower also reminds us of the great Tower of Babel in the Bible, a lofty edifice of thought that was meant to reach heaven, but instead ended in great con­fu­sion rather than harmony. The eight days essen­tially remind us of the bib­lical week of cre­ation, in which we still live in the sixth day, playing with thoughts of attach­ment and build­ing Towers of Babel to enclose the soul. And the witch’s “enclos­ure” reminds us again of the key as a typical tool of the ego-mind for sep­ar­a­tion.

✻ Six days had already passed, and Bene still didn’t know how to teach the snails to dance. On the morning of the seventh, the little bird flew to the window and sang:

Here I bring once more
The pre­cious stone,
But now I will no longer
be your attend­ant.

Now that Bene had the lost stone again, lo, a small crack appeared in it, from which twelve little dancing masters jumped, each a finger long and each with a small fiddle. As soon as they began to play their bows, the snails crawled out of their houses, held each other in pairs, and began to waltz. When it was over, they went back into the stone, but one had left the violin behind. The prin­cess took it, and no sooner had it started playing than the snails danced again.

✎ Won­der­ful! The intu­ition of hol­istic reason nat­ur­ally finds a small window in this tower, one that the witch in her phys­ical form cannot close. But this time, the warning sounds that this is the last service of the faith­ful little bird from heaven. Clearly, if the soul fails to fulfil this task of the witch, she will lose her pure essence, not in truth, but in reality.

So, the gem­stone helps again. The “twelve little dancing masters” remind us of the har­monic twelve- tone row. But how do tones emerge from the philo­sopher’s stone? And how can tones entice thoughts from the memory and make them dance, even in pairs? Well, the fact that thoughts always dance in oppos­ites is due to the prin­ciple of the wave, which always oscil­lates in two dir­ec­tions between plus and minus, so that the con­cep­tual mind needs an oppos­ite for each part, such as good and evil, cold and hot, beau­ti­ful and ugly, male and female, etc. Thus, the oppos­ites swing back and forth, and now it is a matter of reorder­ing these pairs and uniting them har­mo­ni­ously, so that the fight­ing and jeal­ousy between them ceases. And if we think of this pre­cious stone, from which “the dancing masters emerge through a small crack,” as the found­a­tion stone of pure con­scious­ness, the divine word, or, from a sci­entific per­spect­ive, inform­a­tion, then we have already recog­nized in the last fairy tale of “Saint Soli­cit­ous” that everything is moved and shaped by it, so that “inform­a­tion” becomes a “form­a­tion” in the dance of forms. And so, here too, from the philo­sopher’s stone comes the violin of wisdom with the sound of harmony, which we also learned there as a tool of reason, played by the spirit to work in nature.

This sym­bol­ism is remin­is­cent of a med­it­a­tion exper­i­ence: First, you watch and observe, and then you become the dance master your­self and play the first violin. This is the famous path to self-know­ledge and self-real­iz­a­tion. In this way, you realize that thoughts, as sticky forms of attach­ment, are essen­tially freely moving forms of form­less con­scious­ness. And just as it says above that the young­est prin­cess loved people because they are people, and not because they are this or that, so you can also love thoughts and sen­sa­tions because they are pure divine con­scious­ness, and not because they take on certain forms. This is pure love, which knows no why and is there­fore not depend­ent on con­di­tions. And that is prob­ably the core message of the entire fairy tale.

So, the soul now plays this violin of reason and can at least bring the thoughts back into harmony intern­ally, while her spirit still wanders through the external world, search­ing for his beloved soul.

✻ Mean­while, the prince had trav­elled through fields and forests to seek out his beloved, but he couldn’t find her at all, and on the morning of the eighth day, he was still a hundred miles from the iron tower. Sud­denly, he found a pair of new boots stand­ing in the grass, which he put on, because his own were torn. But he had barely taken a single step when he found himself in a com­pletely strange region. With the second step, he crossed a vast plain and a broad river, and with the third, he crossed a large city with tall towers. In short, each time he walked a mile further. He walked further and further, and with the hun­dredth step, he found himself before the iron tower.

[image: ]✎ This prob­ably means: The spirit could search end­lessly for the pure soul in the external world “of fields and forests” of our con­cep­tual ideas, for she cannot be found there; indeed, he cannot even approach her. At the end of his strength, when his boots were worn out, he asks the good spirits for help, as Lanbein puts it, and he is given “a pair of new league- boots,” which remind us very much of the two golden shoes for the two feet of spirit and nature from the last fairy tale, which can guide the spirit on the path of truth back to the found­a­tion stone. For with this, his con­scious­ness expands, and he tran­scends or tra­verses the external world, arriv­ing safely at his goal after a hundred steps, for in numer­o­logy, 100 rep­res­ents a certain per­fec­tion, which we still know today as 100%. And at this goal, he then receives the sage’s gem.

✻ The old witch was just having Bene made the snails dance and was very angry that the animals were doing so well. However, under various pre­texts, she still wouldn’t let the prin­cess go. Then Bene stepped sadly to the window and joy­fully saw her lover stand­ing below. She threw the pre­cious stone down to him, and as soon as he picked it up, it turned into a shining sword, before which the gate sprang open. When the prince entered, the witch fled to the snails in the corner. He touched the snails with the sword, and they turned into maidens, and he stabbed the old witch to death.

✎ Thus, the old witch cannot turn the pure soul of nature into a snail and degrade her to a mental con­struct. For the soul fulfils her task, and with this ful­fil­ment, the mile- boots also appear for the spirit to redis­cover his beloved soul of nature. But as long as the pure spirit is still missing, the witch defends her pos­i­tion as the prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion. Now, however, the soul pre­serves the gem­stone in the aware­ness of an ordered and har­mo­ni­ous world of thoughts, recog­nizes the pure spirit in the window of reason, and hands him the philo­sopher’s stone without losing it. For what is given to the pure spirit with true love is never lost. In his hand, the philo­sopher’s stone now becomes the famous sword of wisdom of hol­istic know­ledge. With it, he can over­come all sep­ar­a­tion, open the locked gate of the body’s tower, and rise within. There, spirit and soul unite in the mys­tical mar­riage, and the witch flees to the snails as the prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion. She is now turned into a snail herself and recog­nized as a thought con­struct that has brought about the sep­ar­a­tion of spirit and nature, body and soul, and all other worldly oppos­ites. And because the sword of wisdom does not sep­ar­ate but unites, and thus does not kill but enlivens, the snails or thoughts were not killed either, but trans­formed back into pure souls of nature or sub­serving soul threads of cause and effect, which, of course, are only one soul when there is no longer any sep­ar­a­tion. And in this sense, the old witch is also dead, having ful­filled her purpose in this world and burst­ing like a punc­tured bubble of illu­sion. What else can one do with an illu­sion? One can only recog­nize it for what it is. For killing illu­sions is as absurd as killing death or sep­ar­at­ing oneself from sep­ar­a­tion.

In Lang­bein’s case, the witch begs for mercy in the face of the fatal blow, and she is for­given so that she might not soil the sword with impure blood, on the con­di­tion that she flees far and never meets the king again. And the freed maidens bow down before the king as a pure spirit and become the ladies-in-waiting of the new queen as pure souls of nature.

✻ The old king soon grew fond of his son-in-law with the beau­ti­ful league- boots because he could mount his untam­able horse.

✎ And finally, the worldly mind is also sat­is­fied with the son-in-law, for as hol­istic reason, he can tame and guide even the wildest body. Thus, he recog­nizes him as the new king, united with the new queen, and gladly adds his pure soul. Yes, in this way hol­istic reason should take over with the sage’s gem, the sword of wisdom, and the beau­ti­ful mile- boots as the path to truth in the harmony of spirit and nature - which is once again an excel­lent happy ending. OM
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And what happened to the older sister? No, of course she didn’t marry the witch’s foolish son, who neither fit her ideal nor lived long. Lang­bein writes at the end:
Zefire didn’t wait for the dreary autumn days of an old maid, but died in the summer of her life of envy over her sister’s hap­pi­ness. The foolish but­ter­fly prince shot himself in despair because he had the mis­for­tune to lose his first valet and hair curler to death and couldn’t imme­di­ately find another curl-maker who sat­is­fied his stub­born taste as com­pletely as the deceased man. What became of his ven­er­able mother is unknown. It would hardly be worth the effort to gather inform­a­tion about it and delay the con­clu­sion of this little tale because of it.

This also makes sense, for the ego­istic soul is already married to the spirit of desire and envy as a con­cep­tual and intel­lec­tual mind. And the ego-mind nat­ur­ally remains under the rule of the witch as the prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion, and thus also under the rule of death, and dies in despair from its stub­born thoughts, no matter how beau­ti­fully they are styled, just as the hairdresser dies. And the old witch lives as a ven­er­able mother in every ego-mind as long as it believes it lives in a sep­ar­ate body, playing its own violin, and does not recog­nize who, in truth, moves everything and makes it dance har­mo­ni­ously, so that this stub­born violin playing is really not worth the effort. For sep­ar­ated from the whole, it never sounds har­mo­ni­ous as long as this violin is played by the ego-mind instead of the hol­istic reason that comes from the philo­sopher’s stone. And rightly so: Con­tinu­ing to search for the old witch and think­ing about sep­ar­a­tion will not bring us any closer to the happy ending of our fairy tale. There­fore, we would rather turn to the true goal:


Sound and Form

An Indian guru said:
Every form has a hidden sound within... When you know the hidden sound of a par­tic­u­lar form, you realize that you also know the form... In this complex process of dif­fer­ent types of vibra­tions, you too are one. If you were only this one, you would be like a grain of sand, nothing. For in the vast­ness of cosmic space, this small body is nothing, but when this hidden sound finds its expres­sion, it is like a key to everything. This opens not only me, but also the other person I touch with this sound, for that is my sacred key... Listen to the sound, not the music! If you want to find a deeper access to life, you must listen to the vibra­tion, not the melody. The melody is the surface, a small thing, beau­ti­ful, but that’s it. Vibra­tions are the very found­a­tion of life... (Sad­hguru, video “The Key to Exist­ence”)

In Indian yoga, they also speak of seed syl­lables or bija- mantras, which are con­sidered the seeds of all pos­sible forms and are also found in the body’s chakras (as “Lam, Vam, Ram, Yam, Ham, and Om”) with their cor­res­pond­ing forms or man­dalas. The king of the seed syl­lables is the famous OM, and Wiki­pe­dia states: “This sound rep­res­ents the tran­scend­ent prim­or­dial sound, from whose vibra­tions, accord­ing to Hindu under­stand­ing, the entire uni­verse arose.”

The Indian Harivam­sha Purana, Chapter 3.19, states:
OM is truly the supreme being, as recog­nized by the wise. It is the eternal Brahman that res­on­ates in all creatures, moves them, and carries their intel­li­gence. OM is the prim­or­dial word of Brahman, sound, wind, and embod­i­ment of all names. The masters say: In its essence, it is the form­less One that embod­ies itself in union with the ele­ments and fills the entire diversity of cre­ation, although it is com­pletely unbound. It is the ori­ginal sound that gave birth to this world from the spirit and, in a sense, fills it with spirit.

In addi­tion, the various gods have their own seed syl­lables and mantras for invok­ing and wor­ship­ping them, which has developed into a complex system over many thou­sands of years in the vast­ness of India. There are few his­tor­ical doc­u­ments about the spe­cific syl­lables and mantras, as it was import­ant to pass them on primar­ily orally from teacher to student. We can find a glimpse into the diversity of rituals and the use of seed syl­lables and mantras in, for example, the “Mahanir­vana Tantra”. In the Mahabharata, in chapter 12.199, there is also a won­der­ful story about a “mantra mut­terer,” in which we can essen­tially find the two feet of spirit and nature, which together achieve the highest per­fec­tion as sound and form...

Sound and form have been and con­tinue to be thought about a lot in the Western world, too, and today, sound and image are the main pillars of our media world. Their mutual con­nec­tion is also reflec­ted in terms such as “clang colour” or “colour tone.” His­tor­ic­ally, for example, in 1787, seven years before Lang­bein pub­lished his fairy tale, Chladni pub­lished a book entitled “Dis­cov­er­ies on the Theory of Sound.” In it, he presen­ted various sound figures that he had created in the sand on a plate with a violin bow, causing quite a stir. Even Napo­leon is said to have said: “This man makes sounds visible.” Faraday waves ori­gin­ated in a similar way, and the term cymat­ics was coined.

Just as Chladni created har­mo­ni­ous pat­terns on a violin plate with his bow, we also found in the last fairy tale, in the med­it­a­tion on the image of Saint Soli­cit­ous, how the bow between the hand of the active spirit and the loving heart of the soul of nature dir­ec­ted the sound of the violin to the found­a­tion and corner­stone, there har­mo­ni­ously uniting the forms that had lost their harmony through attach­ment to the cross of worldly oppos­ites. Chapter 42 of the Indian Markandeya Purana also speaks of this path:
To whom OM reveals itself in the mind, he becomes one with every Matra (sound of AUMm) and with OM itself. The life-breath is the bow, the soul is the arrow, and Brahman is the subtle target. One who prac­tices con­stantly and pen­et­rates deep into Brahman like an arrow becomes one with Him… By chant­ing the syl­lable OM, all things, exist­ent or non-exist­ent, are encom­passed… But if the bonds of his actions are not yet com­pletely broken, then, upon recog­niz­ing the signs of death, he will, due to his inclin­a­tion, be reborn in the next life as a yogi in order to remem­ber and con­tinue on the path.

The Chris­tian seer Jakob Boehme also deeply studied sound and form over 400 years ago, intu­it­ively sensing a “natural lan­guage” in the sound of many names and words of human lan­guage. The fol­low­ing was repor­ted about him:
Among Jakob Boehme’s former and already men­tioned friends was Tobias Kober, a local doctor of medi­cine, whom I knew well, and who repeatedly put Jacob Boehme and his natural lan­guage to the test. The trusted friends often went for walks and showed each other flowers, herbs, and other earth plants. Jakob Boehme described the inner power, effect, and prop­er­ties of the plants based on their external sig­na­ture and struc­ture, using the letters, syl­lables, and words of the names spoken and assigned to them. After­wards, he wanted to know the names from the doctor, espe­cially in Hebrew, because this was closest to the natural lan­guage. And if the doctor didn’t know the Hebrew name, he asked for the Greek. And if the doctor inten­tion­ally gave him a false name, he soon real­ized the decep­tion, because of the char­ac­ter­ist­ics of the plant, its sig­na­ture, shape, colour, etc., this could not be the correct name, and there was suf­fi­cient evid­ence for this. (E. Hegenicht: On the Source of Know­ledge and Wisdom, 1669)

Jacob Boehme himself writes about the heav­enly source of sound and its harmony:
The second form of heaven in divine splend­our is Mercury (quick­sil­ver or “living silver”), or sound, just as sound is found in the earth’s salt­petre, from which gold, silver, copper, iron, and the like grow. And from it one can make all kinds of instru­ments for sound or joy, such as bells, pipes, and everything that res­on­ates. This sound is also present in all creatures on earth, for oth­er­wise everything would be silent. Thus, through this sound in heaven, all forces are moved, so that everything grows joy­fully and is born del­ic­ately. Just as the divine forces are man­i­fold and diverse, so too is sound or Mercury man­i­fold and diverse. When the forces rise in God, one stirs the other, and they swell within one another. Thus, there is a con­stant mixing, so that all kinds of colours emerge from it, and in these colours, all kinds of fruit grow. This rises in the salt­petre, and the mercury, or sound, mingles with it and rises in all the powers of the Father, so that a sound and resound arise in the heav­enly kingdom of joy. If you were to bring together thou­sands of dif­fer­ent instru­ments and stringed music in this world and inter­twine them all in the most artistic way, and have the very best masters to play them, it would still be like a dog’s barking com­pared to the divine music that arises from etern­ity to etern­ity through the divine sound. (Aurora oder Mor­gen­röte im Aufgang (Aurora or Dawn in the Rising), Chapter 4, 1612)

Accord­ingly, one finds many examples in his extens­ive writ­ings of how attent­ively he looked within, observing the form­a­tion of syl­lables and con­nect­ing them with the meaning of spoken words. For example:
The word “God” grasps itself in the middle of the tongue, pro­trudes from the heart, leaves the mouth open, remains seated on its royal chair, and res­on­ates from within and within itself. But when it is pro­nounced, it also pro­duces a pres­sure between the upper teeth and the tongue. This means that when God created heaven and earth and all creatures, he nev­er­the­less remained in his divine, eternal, and almighty seat and never devi­ated from it, and that he alone is everything. The final pres­sure sig­ni­fies the sharp­ness of his mind, with which he instantly directs everything in his entire body.

The word “Himmel” (heaven) takes hold in the heart and extends to the lips, where it is closed. And the syl­lable “mel” opens the lips again, is held in the middle of the tongue, and then the spirit emerges from the mouth on both sides of the tongue. This means that the inner birth has been closed off with the outer birth through hor­rific sin and is incom­pre­hens­ible to the out­er­most birth. But because it is a word with two syl­lables and the second syl­lable “mel” opens the mouth again, it means that the gate of the Godhead has also been opened again. But that, with the word “mel” it grasps and holds itself again on the upper palate of the tongue and the spirit emerges on both sides along­side it, this means that God wanted to give this cor­rup­ted kingdom in God a king and grand prince again, who would once again unlock the inner­most birth of the clear Godhead. And through this, the Holy Spirit would go forth again into this world on both sides, that is, from the inner­most depths of the Father and the Son, so that this world would be reborn through the new King. (Aurora oder Mor­gen­röte im Aufgang (Aurora or Dawn in the Rising), Chapter 18, 1612)

Sim­il­arly, in his text “On the Threefold Life of Man” Chapter 16, there is a detailed inter­pret­a­tion of the Lord’s Prayer in his natural lan­guage. And he often lamen­ted, “Ah, if only you under­stood natural lan­guage, then you would already have the reason.” But he was aware that he could not explain this intu­it­ive natural lan­guage to the intel­lect.

In the text “De Sig­na­tura Rerum”, he then writes at the end of Chapter 1 about the rela­tion­ship between sound and form:
And so there is no thing in nature, created or born, that does not also reveal its inner form out­wardly, for the inner always works toward rev­el­a­tion... There­fore, in the sig­na­ture lies the greatest under­stand­ing, in which man (as the image of the greatest virtue) not only learns to recog­nize himself, but can also recog­nize the essence of all beings. For in the outward form of all creatures, in their drive and desire, as well as in their out­go­ing echo of voice and speech, one recog­nizes the hidden spirit, for nature has given each thing its lan­guage (accord­ing to its essence and form), for from the essence arises speech or echo, and the cre­ation of this essence forms the quality of the essence in the out­go­ing echo or the out­go­ing force, the living things in the echo, and the essen­tial things in smell, force, and form. Thus, every thing has its mouth for rev­el­a­tion. And this is the lan­guage of nature, through which every thing speaks from its own qual­it­ies, con­tinu­ally reveal­ing and demon­strat­ing its own good and use­ful­ness. For every thing reveals its mother, who thus gives it its essence and the will to form.

“The goal of life is a life in harmony with nature.”
(Zeno of Citium, Greek philo­sopher, c. 300 BC)


The Jew among Thorns

✎ After having thought a lot about the symbol of the violin in the last two fairy tales, we want to take a closer look at this fairy tale, in which the violin plays a major role and even a little beard appears.

✻ There was once a rich man, who had a servant who served him dili­gently and hon­estly: he was every morning the first out of bed, and the last to go to rest at night; and, whenever there was a dif­fi­cult job to be done, which nobody cared to under­take, he was always the first to set himself to it. Moreover, he never com­plained, but was con­ten­ted with everything, and always merry. When a year was ended, his master gave him no wages, for he said to himself, “That is the cleverest way; for I shall save some­thing, and he will not go away, but stay quietly in my service.” The servant said nothing, but did his work the second year as he had done it the first; and when at the end of this, like­wise, he received no wages, he made himself happy, and still stayed on. When the third year also was past, the master con­sidered, put his hand in his pocket, but pulled nothing out. Then at last the servant said, “Master, for three years I have served you hon­estly, be so good as to give me what I ought to have; for I wish to leave, and look about me a little more in the world.” - “Yes, my good fellow,” answered the old miser; “you have served me indus­tri­ously, and, there­fore, you shall be cheer­fully rewar­ded;” and he put his hand into his pocket, but counted out only three farthings, saying, “There, you have a farth­ing for each year; that is large and liberal pay, such as you would have received from few masters.” The honest servant, who under­stood little about money, put his fortune into his pocket, and thought, “Ah! now that I have my purse full, why need I trouble and plague myself any longer with hard work!”

✎ The fairy tale begins with a servant whom the worldly mind would call a stupid man, for he serves dili­gently but does not demand much pay, nor does he know the value of the money. Yet he “never com­plained, but was con­ten­ted with everything and always merry”. Isn’t that reward enough? Only to the egot­ist­ical mind does the external world always seem stingy, for it never gives enough to find true ful­fil­ment as long as the internal world has not been won. So let us now try to view this entire story more from the per­spect­ive of the inner world of our spirit, and con­sider here first the virtue of humil­ity. The ety­mo­lo­gical dic­tion­ary derives the German “Demut” (humble­ness, humil­ity) from “Dien-Mut”, meaning “courage to serve”, and prefer­ably without seeking per­sonal advant­age or gain. Then it is no longer the egot­ist­ical mind that serves, but hol­istic reason. Thus, we could see this humble service in the world of tran­si­ence as a path to human reason and how, in the further course of the story, reason devel­ops from servant to king, because reason should nat­ur­ally reign in man.

This means, first of all, “I wish to leave and look about me a little more in the world”. Where is the “world”? From a spir­itual per­spect­ive, it is the inner world, and then this sen­tence means: to look out from the narrow external world into a vast inner world. For this, the human spirit must, of course, be ready and pre­pared, as Master Eckhart also says:
I will not ask God to give me. Nor will I praise him for having given me. Rather, I will ask him to make me worthy to receive, and I will praise him for being of the nature and essence that he must give.

Thus, the servant was well pre­pared through his service and can now also receive great things.

✻ So, on he went, up hill and down dale; and sang and jumped to his heart’s content. Now it came to pass that as he was going by a thicket a little man stepped out, and called to him, “Whither away, merry brother? I see you do not carry many cares.” - “Why should I be sad?” answered the servant; “I have enough; three years’ wages are jingling in my pocket.” - “How much is your treas­ure?” the dwarf asked him. “How much? Three farthings ster­ling, all told.” - “Look here,” said the dwarf, “I am a poor needy man, give me your three farthings; I can work no longer, but you are young, and can easily earn your bread.” And as the servant had a good heart, and felt pity for the old man, he gave him the three farthings, saying, “Take them in the name of Heaven, I shall not be any the worse for it.” Then the little man said, “As I see you have a good heart I grant you three wishes, one for each farth­ing, they shall all be ful­filled.” - “Aha?” said the servant, “you are one of those who can work wonders! Well, then, if it is to be so, I wish, first, for a blowgun, which shall hit everything that I aim at; secondly, for a fiddle, which when I play on it, shall compel all who hear it to dance; thirdly, that if I ask a favour of any one he shall not be able to refuse it.” - “All that shall you have,” said the dwarf; and put his hand into the bush, and only think, there lay a fiddle and blowpipe, all ready, just as if they had been ordered. These he gave to the servant, and then said to him, “Whatever you may ask at any time, no man in the world shall be able to deny you.”

✎ Why doesn’t reason worry? Well, what worries should one have when one real­izes that oneself is the eternal source of everything and has to hold on to nothing? And when we step so joy­fully from the external ups and downs into our inner world, we first encounter a test of the heart at the entrance, similar to the angel with the flaming sword at the entrance to Para­dise. For the spirit must be willing to let go of per­sonal pos­ses­sions from the external world and be able to wish for the right thing for the path ahead. Both of these things are very dif­fi­cult for many people, but the servant was well pre­pared and first wished for the neces­sary means so that the third wish could also be granted, which is explained prac­tic­ally below with symbols from our external world. For this is the usual pro­ced­ure in fairy tales that are given to chil­dren on their long journey through life, and it would be good if our chil­dren could also learn this humil­ity from an early age.

✻ “Heart alive! What can one desire more?” said the servant to himself, and went merrily onwards. Soon after­wards he met a peddler with a long goat’s-beard, who was stand­ing listen­ing to the song of a bird which was sitting up at the top of a tree. “Good heavens,” he was exclaim­ing, “that such a small creature should have such a fear­fully loud voice! If it were but mine! If only some one would sprinkle some salt upon its tail!” - “If that is all,” said the servant, “the bird shall soon be down here;” and taking aim, down fell the bird into the thorn-bushes. “Go, you rogue,” he said to the peddler, “and fetch the bird out for your­self!” - “Oh!” said the peddler, “leave out the rogue, my master, and I will do it at once. I will get the bird out for myself, as you really have hit it.” Then he lay down on the ground, and began to crawl into the thicket. When he was fast among the thorns, the good servant’s humour so tempted him that he took up his fiddle and began to play. In a moment the peddler’s legs began to move, and to jump into the air, and the more the servant fiddled the better went the dance. But the thorns tore his shabby coat for him, combed his beard, and pricked and plucked him all over the body. “Oh dear,” cried the peddler, “what do I want with your fid­dling? Leave the fiddle alone, master; I do not want to dance.” But the servant did not listen to him, and thought, “You have fleeced people often enough, now the thorn-bushes shall do the same to you;” and he began to play over again, so that the peddler had to jump higher than ever, and scraps of his coat were left hanging on the thorns. “Oh, woe’s me!” cried the peddler; “I will give the gen­tle­man what­so­ever he asks if only he leaves off fid­dling—a purse full of gold.” - “If you are so liberal,” said the servant, “I will stop my music; but this I must say to your credit, that you dance to it so well that it is quite an art;” and having taken the purse he went his way.

[image: ]✎ When we now come within, we find, above all, our ego-mind, stand­ing before the tree of the know­ledge of good and evil and other oppos­ites, listen­ing with great desire to the bird of con­cep­tual thoughts that chirps its song in this tree, wanting to seize it and prepare it for itself, because the ego-mind feeds on such thoughts. Who doesn’t know this chirp­ing of thoughts that often sings the same song for hours!? In the Grimms’ version, this role of the ego-mind is played by a “Jew,” whom we have replaced here with “peddler” to avoid the modern accus­a­tion that this fairy tale is anti-Semitic and should there­fore be banned, even though it is full of wisdom and reveals the spir­itual roots of why human­ity seeks and carries out such ter­rible deeds and wars in the first place.

Grasp­ing and holding on is a typical char­ac­ter­istic of the ego-mind, and reason helps it to be allowed to have this exper­i­ence, but also to exper­i­ence the con­sequences. The blowpipe is often inter­preted here as a shotgun. We don’t think, that makes sense, for the shotgun shoots with fire and lead, or rather, passion and illus­ory truth, because lead only feels like gold in the dark. The blowgun, on the other hand, is remin­is­cent of the wind of the spirit and a small stone, prefer­ably the philo­sopher’s stone. Thus, the bird is not killed, but merely stunned, like inef­fect­ive thoughts.
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Accord­ingly, in med­it­a­tion, one should not try to kill the thoughts that usually rule over us, but rather observe them with the con­cen­trated mind of wisdom until they lose their power and fall from the tree to the ground of pure con­scious­ness, in which the tree itself is rooted. And then, with com­plete aware­ness, one observes the ego-mind as it pounces, trying to grab and hold the bird, but in doing so only creates a great deal of suf­fer­ing for itself—a dance, so to speak, in the thorn hedge of the worldly oppos­ites of good and evil, mine and yours, winning and losing, life and death, etc.
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And to this dance, the violin of reason plays as the force of con­scious­ness that moves everything and makes it alive. This is the power of mind­ful­ness in med­it­a­tion, and as soon as this con­scious­ness becomes drowsy, the ego-mind feels unob­served and at peace again, and can con­tinue pur­su­ing its ego­istic goals, believ­ing that they will bring much hap­pi­ness and no suf­fer­ing. For, the ego mind doesn’t want to dance; it prefers to stand still, grasp, and hold on, and it also doesn’t like to be observed when, like a “rogue,” it grasps some­thing that doesn’t really belong to it. And yes, this dance doesn’t feel beau­ti­ful in med­it­a­tion either, for it tears the long-worn outer garment of the mind and injures the ego-body. One must have a great deal of courage to recog­nize the deeper meaning in this suf­fer­ing and to be willing to endure it. This is also the “humour” of reason, and so it is ulti­mately a true bless­ing to be able to play such a violin.

[image: ]To this end, we find in this ancient fairy tale, long before yoga was spoken of in Europe, two prin­cipal means or methods that also play a fun­da­mental role in yoga: con­cen­tra­tion and mind­ful­ness as the blowpipe and the violin. And what happens then? First, the “goat’s beard,” which loves to bleat and nag, is combed. We’ve already thought a lot about the sym­bolic meaning of the beard in recent fairy tales. Here, too, one could imagine that the expressed or active thoughts are ordered, smoothed, and bal­anced. Second, the ego-mind returns its gold to reason, which it had grasped as truth and wanted to hold on to, and thus finds its peace again, and the painful dance among the thorns of oppos­ites ceases. For the golden crown of truth should be worn by hol­istic reason, not the ego-mind. Thus, the moral of the story is: Peace is not achieved by holding on, but by letting go.

But the fairy tale doesn’t end here. Because who doesn’t know what it’s like to have a hurt ego when the goatee starts to com­plain?

✻ The peddler stood still and watched the servant quietly until he was far off and out of sight, and then he screamed out with all his might, “You miser­able musi­cian, you beer-house fiddler! Wait till I catch you alone, I will hunt you till the soles of your shoes fall off! You ragamuffin! Just put five farthings in your mouth, and then you may be worth three half­pence!” and went on abusing him as fast as he could speak. As soon as he had refreshed himself a little in this way, and got his breath again, he ran into the town to the justice. “My lord judge,” he said, “I have come to make a com­plaint; see how a rascal has robbed and ill-treated me on the public highway! A stone on the ground might pity me; my clothes all torn, my body pricked and scratched, my little all gone with my purse, — good ducats, each piece better than the last; for God’s sake let the man be thrown into prison!” - “Was it a soldier,” said the judge, “who cut you thus with his sabre?” - “Nothing of the sort!” said the peddler; “It was no sword that he had, but a blowgun hanging at his back, and a fiddle at his neck; the wretch may easily be known.”

✎ As soon as the ego-mind regains its com­pos­ure and can “stand still” unchal­lenged by reason, it nat­ur­ally demands its claim to own­er­ship of truth, rails against hol­istic reason, which is a fun­da­mental threat to its sep­ar­at­ing con­scious­ness, and cries out loudly for justice. So, a big ques­tion arises: Can there even be true justice for the ego, which can only seek its own advant­age? Is it just if I appro­pri­ate some­thing and then fight against anyone who wants to take it away from me, pun­ish­ing and even killing them? Yes, for this purpose, our ego-mind has created a social order with many laws designed to secure per­sonal own­er­ship of land, house, goods, body, and other pos­ses­sions. And for this purpose, we also have a “sense of justice,” which appears here in the fairy tale as a judge.

✻ So, the judge sent his people out after the man, and they found the good servant, who had been going quite slowly along, and they found, too, the purse with the money upon him. As soon as he was taken before the judge he said, “I did not touch the peddler, nor take his money; he gave it to me of his own free will, that I might leave off fid­dling because he could not bear my music.” - “Heaven defend us!” cried the peddler, “His lies are as thick as flies upon the wall.” But the judge also did not believe his tale, and said, “This is a bad defence, no peddler would do that.” And because he had com­mit­ted robbery on the public highway, he sen­tenced the good servant to be hanged. As he was being led away the peddler again screamed after him, “You vag­a­bond! You dog of a fiddler! Now you are going to receive your well-earned reward!”

✎ In this way, the ego-mind can quickly con­vince the sense of justice it has created for itself. After all, what ego would vol­un­tar­ily give up its prop­erty, and espe­cially the gold of its own truth? It can only have been stolen by force by “another,” who must now be pun­ished and, ideally, killed, so that the ego-mind can con­tinue to live undis­turbed. Does this perhaps also happen in our external world: that we want to kill reason so that the ego-mind can live?

Yet reason remains calm, for it knows that true justice can only exist for hol­istic reason and not for the con­cep­tual ego-mind. As Master Eckhart also says:
Our Masters ask whether the angels are grieved when man sins? We say: No! For they behold the right­eous­ness of God and therein com­pre­hend all things in him (= in God), as they are in God. There­fore, they cannot grieve. Now, in its enabling power, reason resembles the natural light of the angels, which is the evening light. With its active power, however, it carries all things up into God, and it is all things in this morning light. (Sermon 51)

Thus, reason, too, has no fear of death, for this fear is merely a char­ac­ter­istic of the ego-mind, which believes it can lose its sup­posed prop­erty. And so, reason moves calmly and serenely through the stages of phys­ical life, and even at the final stage, it can turn away from death and toward eternal life, for it is aware of its power and knows: “The right­eous lives in God, and God in him.” (Sermon 25)

✻ The servant walked quietly with the hangman up the ladder, but upon the last step he turned round and said to the judge, “Grant me just one request before I die.” - “Yes, if you do not ask your life,” said the judge. “I do not ask for life,” answered the servant, “but as a last favour let me play once more upon my fiddle.” The peddler raised a great cry of “Murder! Murder! For good­ness’ sake do not allow it! Do not allow it!” But the judge said, “Why should I not let him have this short pleas­ure? It has been granted to him, and he shall have it.” However, he could not have refused on account of the gift which had been bestowed on the servant. Then the peddler cried, “Oh! Woe’s me! Tie me, tie me fast!” while the good servant took his fiddle from his neck, and made ready.

✎ Now, once again, the ego’s great fear of reason, that it might gain domin­ion over the ego-mind, is revealed. For ego doesn’t like to move, but rather wants to hold on and be bound rather than dance to the tune of reason. And yet, in the end, reason wins.

✻ As he gave the first scrape, they all began to quiver and shake, the judge, his clerk, and the hangman and his men, and the cord fell out of the hand of the one who was going to tie the peddler fast. At the second scrape all raised their legs, and the hangman let go his hold of the good servant, and made himself ready to dance. At the third scrape they all leaped up and began to dance; the judge and the peddler being the best at jumping. Soon all who had gathered in the market-place out of curi­os­ity were dancing with them; old and young, fat and lean, one with another. The dogs, like­wise, which had run there got up on their hind legs and capered about; and the longer he played, the higher sprang the dancers, so that they knocked against each other’s heads, and began to shriek ter­ribly.
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At length the judge cried, quite out of breath, “I will give you your life if you will only stop fid­dling.” The good servant thereupon had com­pas­sion, took his fiddle and hung it round his neck again, and stepped down the ladder. Then he went up to the peddler, who was lying upon the ground panting for breath, and said, “You rascal, now confess, whence you got the money, or I will take my fiddle and begin to play again.” - “I stole it, I stole it!” cried he; “But you have hon­estly earned it.” So, the judge had the peddler taken to the gallows and hanged as a thief.

✎ Thus, the third bless­ing is now granted, and all wishes can be ful­filled. For pure con­scious­ness, which no longer clings to any form of its own and no longer fears death as the prin­ciple of sep­ar­a­tion, can nat­ur­ally assume any desired form. In this way, hol­istic reason can play the leading role in the inner or spir­itual world, moving and anim­at­ing everything. And that is the bless­ing of all cre­ation, a living dance of harmony and concord. Only those who want to assert their own will and refuse to join in the dance will knock against “others” in this dance, suffer accord­ingly, and ulti­mately “panting for breath”. But on this path, we come to reason in the dance of cre­ation. Thus, our sense of justice also awakens and gives life to reason and not to the ego. And the ego-mind con­fesses its guilt and returns the gold of truth to reason, which thus becomes king again, rules over the con­cep­tual mind, and wears the golden crown of truth. Then hol­istic reason speaks: “I am the light of the world, the way, the truth, and the eternal life.” And the ego reveals itself as tran­si­ent life, as a mortal illu­sion of the con­cep­tual mind.

In this way, reason enters the inner as a servant and returns to the outer as a king. For the king is he whose request is also command. And the true king is he who is free and unbound, free from attach­ment and unbound by selfish desires that cling to any form...

On this topic, we can also recom­mend the his­tor­ical text by Jakob Boehme, “On True Serenity,” which describes:
How man must die daily to his own will in his self­hood, and how he should bring his desires into God, what he should ask and desire of God, and how he can emerge from the death of sinful man with a new mind and will in God. It also describes what the old and new man is, each one in his life, will, and deed.

May the violin of reason resound with pure love every­where! 🙏


The Princess and the blind Blacksmith

✎ This fairy tale, for once, is not from the Broth­ers Grimm col­lec­tion. It’s a free-spir­ited retell­ing from our pen, inspired by the 2018 Czech-Slovak fairy tale film of the same name, which tells a won­der­ful Christ­mas story about an equally won­der­ful journey, which we’d like to take a closer look at. As always, we recom­mend reading the fairy tale in its entirety first, without any inter­pret­a­tion. Let’s get started.

✻ Once upon a time, there was a kingdom that had been declin­ing for several years. The king grew increas­ingly ill, the people were more and more oppressed, the mood went darker, and good wishes no longer came true. The queen died pre­ma­turely after the birth of her only daugh­ter, and the royal advisor knew no better advice than to wage wars to conquer more land and wealth so that better times would come. He also wanted to marry the young prin­cess and become king himself, thus real­iz­ing his ambi­tious plans. And then there was the dark season. Christ­mas was just around the corner, but the king lay ter­min­ally ill in his bed, leaving little hope for him to see the New Year. His daugh­ter was dis­traught but refused to marry the royal advisor, instead remem­ber­ing the old legend of King Svarog, who was con­sidered the root of their royal line and, with his mira­cu­lous crown, could grant any wish and cure any illness. The fatally ill king told her this was only a fairy tale, a figment of the people’s ima­gin­a­tion, and his advisor con­firmed it. However, when he real­ized that his wedding plan was not going to work, he told the prin­cess in private that the kingdom of Svarog really existed and even that there was a secret map that the sick king always carried with him. For both the king and his advisor knew that no one had ever returned from this kingdom. He hoped to take over all power if the sick king died without a suc­cessor.

The prin­cess searched for and found the map in the handle of the royal sceptre, and dis­covered on it the path to a mys­tical moun­tain with a crooked peak.
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Now she was determ­ined to venture forth, seized an old sword inher­ited from her grand­father, mounted her white horse, and boldly left her father’s castle. On the way, she passed through a village where a young black­smith lived with his mother. His father had died young, and he himself had been born blind, as many chil­dren through­out the kingdom were born with ill­nesses. Nev­er­the­less, he had become a black­smith, for his lack of sight was com­pensated for by a sunny dis­pos­i­tion and his other senses, so that he could feel, smell, and hear all the better, and he loved to smile. So, the young prin­cess came to the young black­smith, for her old sword was blunt, and the horse had lost a horse­shoe. At first, she was very sur­prised to see a blind black­smith, but when they acci­dent­ally touched hands, they both felt a strange feeling between them that they had never felt before. The black­smith could not see that it was his king’s daugh­ter. With this deep feeling, he sharpened the sword and shod the horse, and when he learned that it was the prin­cess and where she inten­ded to ride, he was imme­di­ately ready to accom­pany her. But his mother would not let him go, espe­cially not so close to Christ­mas, for she too knew that no one had yet returned from this moun­tain and that even the animals were afraid of the place. So, she treated the prin­cess to deli­cious Buchteln (oven-baked yeast-dump­lings with a sweet filling) that she had baked for Christ­mas and offered her a place to sleep for the night. She gave her son some sleep­ing tea, and although he was sur­prised by the unusual smell, he drank it trust­ingly and did not wake up again until late the next day, long after the prin­cess had ridden away at dawn.

✎ The fairy tale begins with a kingdom that we can, in prin­ciple, also find in our country today. There­fore, we will now attempt to examine the diverse sym­bol­ism in more detail, to see if perhaps a healing message for a way out is hidden some­where.

First, we find the game of sep­ar­a­tion: a father lost the mother, and a mother lost the father, so that they nat­ur­ally don’t want to lose their chil­dren as well and accord­ingly try to hold on to them. In this, we can already recog­nize the usual game of oppos­ites of male and female as spirit and nature, and how their chil­dren, as a prin­cess and a black­smith, seek each other to solve the problem of their parents’ sep­ar­a­tion, just as all unre­solved prob­lems are passed on to the off­spring. The king in the external world would then be the ruling reason, which is, however, sick and weak because the advisor, as the ego-mind, wants to dom­in­ate the kingdom and rise above hol­istic reason in order to seek his own per­sonal advant­age. This path nat­ur­ally leads to a world of oppos­ites, where there must be sep­ar­a­tion, death, illness, and war, for the ego-mind is a con­scious­ness of sep­ar­a­tion.

In the black­smith, we can see a symbol of the human spirit, that force of con­scious­ness that forges future destiny, as the (German) saying goes: “Every­one is the black­smith of his own fortune.” For a good black­smith masters the forge fire so that it doesn’t erupt in passion, res­ult­ing in “burnout,” and burning down the entire forge, but can be used to create hap­pi­ness. Like­wise, the horse­shoe that the prin­cess’s horse lost, is an ancient symbol of good luck. People often hung it over front doors with the opening facing upwards to catch luck and light and ward off dark spirits, or with the opening facing down­wards as a symbol of pro­tec­tion and bless­ing. With the opening facing right, it rep­res­en­ted a “C” for Christ con­scious­ness, hol­istic reason as the light of the world. The black­smith’s innate blind­ness is a reminder of our spir­itual ignor­ance, pre­vent­ing us from recog­niz­ing our true soul. This would then be the prin­cess as a pure soul of nature, who, on the other hand, seeks her pure spirit so that hol­istic reason can reign again in a healthy and healing way. There­fore, she also did not want to marry the ego-mind, because that would com­pletely kill reason.

The young black­smith’s mother would then be external nature, which provides us with nour­ish­ment for our journey and nat­ur­ally does not want to lose the spirit, just as the king, as reason, does not want to lose the soul of nature. But if the parents cannot find each other, then the chil­dren must do so and search for each other as spirit and soul, and neither the father’s secrecy nor the mother’s sleep­ing potion can help against this.

Thus, in the external world, we find the fol­low­ing main roles with the usual star cast:
King: human reason as a spir­itual unity
Advisor: ego-mind, con­cep­tual think­ing in oppos­ites
Prin­cess: soul of nature, order through cause and effect
Mother: nature as natural diversity that nour­ishes the spirit
Black­smith: human mind, spir­itual power
Horse: animal body in the external world

Here we already notice that the entire fairy tale shifts more and more into the inner world of a human being. Accord­ingly, the path is point­ing to “a moun­tain with a crooked peak,” which one cannot climb to the summit extern­ally, but rather conquer and win intern­ally.
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And the guiding map to this can be found in the “handle of the royal sceptre.” Truly, anyone who doesn’t know and hasn’t walked the path to this moun­tain shouldn’t become a ruler and seek domin­ion over the world, for the true strength and power of rule is rooted in this moun­tain. Oth­er­wise, such a ruler is among the many people who want to rule others without being able to rule himself. Which is cer­tainly also a reason for the king’s infirm illness and the decline of his country.

So, it all happens shortly before Christ­mas, in the darkest time of the year and often also in the darkest time of our lives, and we now want to see how we can redis­cover the true light within ourselves.

✻ Shortly after noon, as the winter sun was already begin­ning to sink, the blind black­smith heard the prin­cess’s horse return­ing, but alone and without a rider. There was no stop­ping him now; he grabbed his cane and mounted the horse. His hor­ri­fied mother had just enough time to give him a bag full of Buchteln as pro­vi­sions for the journey. As he left, he said, “Dear mother, I promise you, I’ll be back with the prin­cess for Christ­mas.” Then he let the horse lead him along the same path the prin­cess had taken through the forest. After a while, the horse refused to go any farther, and he knew that the mys­tical moun­tain, which even the animals fear, couldn’t be far away. He con­tin­ued on foot, feeling his way with his cane, and soon, in the middle of the winter forest, the won­der­ful scent of summer blos­soms filled the air. Thus, he reached the moun­tain at dusk, entered the interior, and found himself in a summer world, the sun shining warmly, and the birds chirp­ing merrily.

✎ Sim­il­arly, we, too, are carried through the world by an animal body that even has a memory and can remem­ber the paths it has already trav­elled. However, it cannot enter the interior of the moun­tain, a symbol of the phys­ical world. Only the spirit and soul of nature enter this inner or spir­itual world. And the blind black­smith finds his sunny dis­pos­i­tion here, even in the dark winter. Thus, our inner self can be bright, warm, and friendly, while the outer world appears dark, cold, and hostile, or vice versa. This is how many people today suffer from depres­sion because their inner self feels dark, cold, and hostile in con­trast to the outer world. Such a person will nat­ur­ally be reluct­ant to go into his inner self, whereas for our blind black­smith, it is a joy to search there for the prin­cess or his soul. So, it becomes inter­est­ing to see what we can find in this inner world.

✻ Sud­denly, the blind black­smith heard a deep, fateful voice speak: “Welcome, welcome, don’t ask ques­tions! If you want to get on any way, you have to pay!” The black­smith replied that he had nothing but Buchteln. Then the deep voice changed into the high voice of a small goblin and cheered: “Deli­cious, deli­cious, I love Buchteln with jam or plum puree!” The black­smith then told him that he was looking for the prin­cess and gave him a Buchtel that was almost as big as the goblin himself.
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He then asked the delighted and over­joyed goblin what he was sup­posed to pay for, and the goblin gave him some good advice:

Drive away the prin­cess’ frown
With the mira­cu­lous crown.
There’s an ancient dame,
Cunning and sly, is her fame,
And so she must live, like an old mouse,
down by the river in a little house.
Be wise and catch her Kitty,
But watch, its paw is witty!

Although the black­smith was scep­tical about taking advice from a goblin, he still remembered the words, con­tin­ued on his way, and labor­i­ously crossed the river because he couldn’t see the bridge on which the goblin sat, gig­gling:

If you can’t see a bridge,
You’ll have to walk through the ditch.
What a bathing and wading!

On the other side of the forest, he encountered the ancient woman in search of food. She lived as a witch in a cottage down by the river, as the goblin had pre­dicted. With the promise of telling him more about the prin­cess, she lured him into her ginger­bread house to remem­ber everything there. But really, she only wanted to give him a cup of fly milk with a sleep­ing potion, then boil him in her large kettle and eat him.

✎ Well, the first thing we find on the journey into our inner selves is usually a greedy nature, an insa­ti­able desire that seeks more than just sweet dump­lings. In this, we can recog­nize our natural unful­fill­ment, a con­stant feeling of deficit, so that we are always lacking some­thing, and no external wealth can per­man­ently satisfy this unful­fill­ment. This natural desire is beau­ti­fully por­trayed in the fairy tale as a little goblin in a col­our­ful dress made of mush­rooms, flowers, and leaves of nature, as can be seen in the picture above. As long as this desire appears in this form of natural diversity, it is cer­tainly good and useful in leading us to what we truly lack. There­fore, we should not ask this goblin too many ques­tions or trust him too much, and yet with his “good advice” he leads us to our inner problem, first to the river and then to the witch.

The river reminds us of the life story of body and person, a river of tran­si­ence that flows from its source through time and space, letting everything come and go, bring­ing it in and then car­ry­ing it away again. The sighted man finds a bridge over this river, while the blind black­smith must labor­i­ously wade through the water in which we become usually carried away and also sink. And here, too, natural desire is already sitting on the bridge, enti­cing us to seek and find this bridge. This sym­bol­ism is ingeni­ously drawn, for this river nat­ur­ally has two banks as bound­ar­ies, oth­er­wise it would not be a river: the natural-phys­ical bound­ary is formed by the witch, and the spir­itual-per­sonal bound­ary is formed by the ego-mind, which also clearly illus­trates the sep­ar­a­tion and oppos­i­tion between spirit and nature, in which we usually live, and between which the river of our phys­ical-per­sonal life story flows. Indeed, if the river had no bound­ar­ies, then it would be the entire sea. And the bridge? It should not be a dizzy­ing bridge, where one fears falling into the water because of its narrow bound­ar­ies, but a true bridge where all bound­ar­ies dis­ap­pear…

By this river, we find the old witch (in German: Hexe) again, whom we have already met in many other fairy tales. She lives in a ginger­bread house, that is, a phys­ical house built of food, just as our body is prac­tic­ally made of food. And the five senses, with thought as the sixth (“hexa”), are con­stantly search­ing men­tally and phys­ic­ally for such nour­ish­ment. And everything that comes into this house, this witch wants to boil in her kettle and prepare as food, just as our modern science knows that chem­ical soups for the body’s meta­bol­ism are being cooked through­out the bodily cells.

We could also inter­pret Goethe’s famous “Witches’ Magic Formula” from [Faust I] as follows:

Make ten of one, - (whole­ness is everything and nothing)
And two let be, - (sep­ar­a­tion, oppos­ites like good and evil)
Make even three, - (Trinity, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit)
And rich thou’lt be, - (in wisdom and all-being)
Cast o’er the four! - (four ele­ments of the body)
From five and six - (five senses and thought)
The witch’s tricks - (as guard­ian of the phys­ical bound­ary)
Make seven and eight, - (reason and mind­ful­ness or aware­ness)
Tis fin­ished straight! - (per­fec­tion)
And nine is one, - (everything is one)
And ten is none. - (neither everything nor nothing, the incom­pre­hens­ible)
This is the witch’s once-one’s-one!
…
The lofty skill
Of Science, still - (pure con­scious­ness, inform­a­tion)
From all men deeply hidden! - (because it is form­less)
Who takes no thought, - (no con­cep­tual ego-mind)
To him ‘tis brought, - (by God)
‘Tis given unsought, unbid­den! - (because it cannot be lost)

In this regard, one might now con­sider why the witch lures us into this body of food, and what memor­ies she prom­ises us? Why do we live in this body, and what are we seeking within it? Yes, perhaps it’s pre­cisely about remem­ber­ing who we truly are, about “self-know­ledge,” so to speak. But how can the old witch help us with this?
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Perhaps “fly milk” is inter­est­ing in this regard. Yes, there are also flies that have small mammary glands with which they feed their young, such as the tsetse fly. But in the witch’s house, we think more of a potion made from fly agaric, as is clearly por­trayed in the film. Then the “flying” sig­ni­fies more of a spir­itual flight into fantasy worlds, as caused by various drugs and, essen­tially, also by the witch in her control over our senses and thoughts. Here, too, the ques­tion of fantasy or truth always arises, and some even claim that all our thoughts and sensory exper­i­ences are more dreams than reality because we only per­ceive everything indir­ectly, so that, for example, the sensory and mental world of a dog is very dif­fer­ent from our world of per­cep­tion.

The root for the sleep­ing potion in the film is remin­is­cent of a pois­on­ous man­drake root, which was once often used as a magic potion and is also said to have hyp­notic, sop­or­ific, and nar­cotic effects.

The mira­cu­lous effects of plants and their chem­ic­als on our human mind is a big and fas­cin­at­ing ques­tion, one we won’t delve into too deeply here. It’s not for nothing that our intest­inal system has so many nerve cells that it’s been called a “second brain.” Drugs have also played an import­ant role in human life since ancient times, as shamans know. What kind of inform­a­tion or “memor­ies” con­trols the witch?

Incid­ent­ally, there’s also an inter­est­ing story about this in the ancient Indian Markandeya Purana about a “flying oint­ment” that, when applied to the feet, could trans­port the spirit to faraway worlds. Only the return wasn’t so easy:
O Brahmin, through the power of a herb that, through magical for­mu­las, blesses with unlim­ited mobil­ity, I can walk a thou­sand yojanas in half a day... (Markandeya Purana Chapter 61)

✻ But the blind black­smith smelled the same sleep­ing potion his mother had given him and swapped the cups, so the witch fell into a deep sleep. When she awoke, she was hanging from a rope over the boiling kettle, wailing and, fearing that she would be boiled in her own kettle, told him: “I couldn’t harm the brave prin­cess at all. No spell worked because she carried a sword sharpened by an honest man. With a sword like that, any spell can be easily cut through. Now she is in King Svarog’s castle, but once inside, anyone who is there will never get out alive. For Svarog is etern­ally cursed, and anyone who looks at him for even the briefest moment will be turned to stone. If you want to get to that castle, you must climb over the moun­tain that stands at the end of the valley.”

✎ What happens if, instead of letting the witch numb and cook you, you turn the tables and numb and cook the witch? In our fairy tale, the serious decision to do so is appar­ently enough for the witch’s “memory” to return, and she speaks of the prin­cess and the path to her. Perhaps it’s not a good idea to want to kill the witch. Perhaps it’s enough to not let her control you, and then she’ll find her place in the body where she belongs, to cook up the chem­ical soup in the cells. For, as the goblin said, “And so she must live… down by the river in a little house.”

An ancient symbol is used here: the sword sharpened by an honest man. It reminds us of the sword of wisdom and mind­ful­ness, which sim­ul­tan­eously kills and enlivens, because it cuts through illu­sion at its root in every dir­ec­tion and pen­et­rates with its point into the depths of truth. There­fore, it is the task of the human spirit to sharpen this sword, which we inher­ited as humans, but which has become blunt through the many blows against stone or matter. In Zen Buddhism, this “sharp and pointed sword for cutting and stabbing” is described as follows:
A sabre to kill, a rapier to enliven: This was the custom and rule of the ancients; it is still an indis­pens­able neces­sity today. If the purpose is to kill, not a single hair will be harmed. If the purpose is to enliven, both body and life must perish in the process. There­fore, someone says: All the thou­sand sacred tra­di­tions cannot show you the one path that leads upwards and beyond. Schol­ars strive to give it form. They are like monkeys grasp­ing at their reflec­tions in water. (Zen Words in the Tea Room, Three Pounds of Hemp in the Bi-yan-lu, Akaji Sōtei)

So, who could point the way to King Svarog? This voice can only come from deep intu­ition, when the witch is bound in her activ­ity and the ego-mind is silent. Then nature begins to speak from her memory, and the blind black­smith also learns the path to the end of the valley and then over the moun­tain. This prob­ably means that when nature begins to speak, one should pen­et­rate to the bottom and then climb to the heights and the summit of the spirit. Just as our modern science pen­et­rates the depths of nature to the depths of its memory, and as the quantum phys­i­cist Anton Zeilinger says: “Inform­a­tion is the prim­or­dial sub­stance of the uni­verse.” Now we only need to climb to the summit of the spirit, but our science has a very dif­fi­cult time with that... Let’s see which path the blind black­smith takes.

✻ After the witch had spoken thus, he seized the witch’s black cat as pun­ish­ment for trying to numb and cook him. He left the ginger­bread house to the cheers of the greedy goblin, who called to the blind black­smith:

Be careful and don’t set the cat free.
You’ll need it later, you will see.

The witch soon freed herself from the ropes, stepped before the magic mirror, and warned her cousin, who appeared in the mirror like a black cloud and was none other than the sick king’s advisor. When the latter learned of a blind black­smith on his way to King Svarog, he was frightened, because the curse, of course, has no effect on blind people and Svarog could be freed by him. Now he devised an insi­di­ous means.

✎ The greedy goblin is prob­ably cel­eb­rat­ing primar­ily because of the cat and offers some good advice for the journey ahead: “Be always mindful, and you will see.” In the black cat, we can see the witch’s animal nature, which of course also has its meaning in nature, just as we too will “see.”

The magic mirror is again a pro­found symbol for our reflect­ive con­scious­ness, in which all forms are magic­ally reflec­ted. For in a mirror, we prac­tic­ally always see only ourselves, but primar­ily in some form, without seeing that which sees, the form­less con­scious­ness that sees and recog­nizes everything, or, to put it more sci­en­tific­ally, the inform­a­tion that shapes and forms everything. Thus, in this mirror, the witch can look from the inner world into the outer world and sees there her cousin, with whom she is closely related, just as ego and mind are closely related. And this ego-mind appears like a black cloud that obscures the light of hol­istic reason. Why? It is a con­cep­tual mind of ima­gin­a­tion that sep­ar­ates things and seeks to hold on tight. Meister Eckhart says of this:
The smal­lest creaturely image that ever forms in your mind is as great as God is great. Why! Because it pre­vents you from a whole God. Pre­cisely where this image enters (into you), God and his entire divin­ity must give way. (Sermon 7)

Thus, we will now also see how the egoic mind seeks to prevent the human spirit from rising from the depths of nature, where one finds diversity in the sea of causes and pos­sib­il­it­ies, to the summit of the spirit, where one then finds the unity of a hol­istic reason or divin­ity.

✻ Mean­while, the blind black­smith fol­lowed the indic­ated path, feeling his way forward with his cane. Soon he reached a steep moun­tain, which he began to climb. The greedy goblin was already waiting at the top, but fearful for him, he tried to dis­suade the climber with some good advice:

Don’t climb any higher, I tell you hard.
After a plunge you will fall apart.
Then you’ll be torn to pieces...

But he couldn’t think of any more rhyme to answer that. The blind black­smith tried to calm the frightened goblin, reply­ing that he always fol­lowed the first rule of climb­ing: never look back. The goblin had to laugh at that, because he knew the black­smith was blind.

When he was just before the summit, the black cloud sud­denly appeared from the magic mirror and envel­oped the goblin in a dark whirl, trans­form­ing him into a stone that rolled down, drag­ging the blind black­smith down with it. But the stone didn’t shatter into pieces on the ground, and the blind black­smith was magic­ally caught halfway up and able to hold on tight again. Then the black cloud spoke with the goblin’s voice: “You almost fell to your death. But I saved you.” The blind black­smith thanked him, and when, despite all the warn­ings, he refused to be dis­suaded from his path, the goblin’s voice gave him the fol­low­ing advice: “If you truly want to save the prin­cess, then you should know: As long as Svarog lives, the kingdom will be cursed, and with it your prin­cess. So, there is only one solu­tion: Kill King Svarog!” The blind black­smith was sur­prised that this advice did not rhyme as before, but he accep­ted it and suc­cess­fully climbed the moun­tain.

✎ This sym­bol­ism, too, is very pro­found. We are all cer­tainly famil­iar with the fact that desire is always already at the goal, waiting impa­tiently for us, and also with the fact that this desire quickly turns into fear, for whoever wants to win some­thing and hold on to the gain must nat­ur­ally also be afraid of losing it. This is the play of natural oppos­ites, which is why one should also climb to the spir­itual summit, where all natural oppos­ites reunite at one point. This is the mys­ter­i­ous play of natural diversity and spir­itual unity.

It becomes prob­lem­atic when this natural desire, which leads us with hunger and thirst along the paths of the world, is seized and used or abused by the ego-mind. Then this desire lit­er­ally hardens and pet­ri­fies, for the ego-mind does not want to follow any path, but, as e.g., the name “under­stand­ing” sug­gests, to stand still and hold on. These are our so-called “pos­i­tions” and “view­points” to which the ego clings, prac­tic­ally placing them like stones in its own way, from which entire castles are built. This then becomes the phys­ical ego-castle, in which the ego seeks to protect and defend itself, and from which it attacks others. This is why the ego-mind also tries to keep the human spirit cling­ing to the stone between the ground of nature and the summit of the spirit, as we know from our current world­view of mater­i­al­ism. And it even claims that by doing so it is pre­serving and saving the human spirit. Yes, this is the black cloud and magic of the ego-mind that tells us: Truth is what can be grasped and held.

Nat­ur­ally, the fear of loss is never far away. Just as our con­tem­por­ary worldly rulers, who neither know nor have taken the path to the crown of King Svarog, like to rule with fear, create ter­rible enemies, and wage deadly wars against them, primar­ily for their own per­sonal gain. And behind this fear, of course, lies the fun­da­mental problem of sep­ar­a­tion, for only through sep­ar­a­tion one can lose some­thing that is impossible in its entirety. Just as the goblin is afraid that the body could be shattered into pieces, but he can’t think of any rhyme for that...

What does that mean? We some­times say in German, “I can’t make a rhyme of that.” And by that, we basic­ally mean that we can’t discern the deeper meaning here. And so, in the inner-spir­itual world where we cur­rently find ourselves, it makes no sense that the human spirit could “break” or even “lose” its life. That’s why this rhyme is so import­ant, for the good­ness of advice comes not from the outward words, but from the inner meaning, which should res­on­ate within us from the depths of intu­ition, and thus also from the realm of King Svarog with his mira­cu­lous crown. Of course, the ego-mind cannot find this inner meaning because it neither wants to recog­nize nor acknow­ledge the depth of nature nor the height of the spirit, and there­fore there is no rhyme in the advice of the black cloud. But the black­smith doesn’t yet see this dark cloud because he is blind, but pre­cisely this blind­ness will help him greatly, for he won’t let himself be led astray.

✻ At the top of the peak stood King Svarog’s castle. He entered without further obstacles, but was met by a heavy and dark silence, for it was the silence of death that reigned through­out the castle. After a long cor­ridor, guided by his cane, he came into a large hall where his foot struck a bright, ringing metal. It was the prin­cess’s old sword, which he had sharpened himself. It had slipped from her hand, and she stood pet­ri­fied beside it, as he could now feel and also under­stood that she was not the only one who had been turned to stone here. Then grief and anger rose within him, he exchanged his blunt cane for the sharp sword and cried out in a loud voice: “Svarog! Where are you? Svarog!” A hes­it­ant reply echoed through the hall from the throne: “What do you want? Here you will find nothing but death. Anyone who sees me must turn to stone. That is the curse imposed on me by my advisor, who over­powered me with dark magic and seized power for his own per­sonal gain. But why doesn’t that happen to you?” He said: “I am blind and cannot see you. I came here in search of the prin­cess and I know there is only one way to end the curse: I must kill you.” The king replied: “I would do any­thing to redeem my kingdom and the prin­cess. If that is the way, then com­plete it! In return, you shall also receive my golden crown, which my advisor could not seize with his dark magic.” The old king stepped down from the throne and knelt before the blind black­smith, sac­ri­fi­cing his life for the lives of every­one else in his kingdom. The black­smith saw himself at the end of the path, raised his sharp-edged sword, but could not bring himself to deliver the fatal blow and said: “I cannot kill! There must be another way to break this curse.”

✎ Who is “Svarog”? We find this name in Slavic myth­o­logy as “creator of all life, god of light and heav­enly fire, and smith of the sky.” Ety­mo­lo­gic­ally, “Svarog” is said to mean “sky,” derived from the Sanskrit word “svarga”. But how does one find this god inside a moun­tain?

Well, Werner Heis­en­berg, the Nobel Prize winner and father of quantum physics, once said: “The first sip from the cup of natural science makes one an atheist, but at the bottom of the cup, God awaits!” And yet, it is primar­ily natural science that has ensured that this god has been dis­em­powered in our modern world­view, and we prac­tic­ally live in a dead uni­verse. Whether we look deep down or high up, we always find only dead things, the smal­lest ele­ment­ary particles and the largest stars and galax­ies, as well as a great deal of dark energy and dark matter. Is this the black magic of the ego-mind that mater­i­al­izes and pet­ri­fies everything around us? Have we simply given it a dif­fer­ent name today, calling pet­ri­fic­a­tion “mater­i­al­ism” and the black magic of the ego “com­merce”? Aren’t all areas of our lives becom­ing increas­ingly com­mer­cial­ized? Not only medi­cine, doctors, hos­pit­als, postal ser­vices, trains, buses, tele­phones, tele­vi­sion, the inter­net, uni­ver­sit­ies, research centres, and vaca­tions, even the holy Christ­mas cel­eb­ra­tion is dom­in­ated by com­merce, and everything must bring fin­an­cial gain. Thus, you can find advisors every­where who think primar­ily of their own wealth and advant­age. This is com­pletely normal today, and no one is sur­prised anymore when leading politi­cians abuse their office to enrich them­selves. And the people follow...

What kind of dark curse is this? How can it be broken? The ego-mind tells us: If God is the creator of everything, and this world is in trouble, then he is to blame and must be killed. Then the ego-mind can take control, become the creator itself, and shape the world accord­ing to its own will.

Well, that’s where we are today, and even Niet­z­sche, as a philo­sopher, said: “God is dead!” Yes, we live in such a world. But we should recog­nize that the path of killing never leads to God or whole­ness, for killing is a sep­ar­a­tion, just as the blind black­smith wanted to cut off Svarog’s head, but then wisdom emerged from the depths and recog­nized the ego-mind’s bad advice.
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✻ Then, in the king’s hall, the black cloud appeared from the magic mirror and spoke in a voice the blind black­smith recog­nized from his king’s advisor: “You blind fool! One fatal sword blow, and my curse would have been com­plete. But now my patience is at an end, and I will bring you such unbear­able pain that you must die.” Imme­di­ately, the black cloud trans­formed into a ter­rible whirl and rushed towards the blind black­smith. The king cried: “Stab!” And the black­smith plunged the sword, which could break any spell, deep into the heart of the black cloud, which col­lapsed with a loud howl and tried to flee as a small black mouse. Of course, the black cat, who was peeping out of the black­smith’s back­pack, saw this. It was now very hungry, for it had no taste for the sweet Buchteln. With one leap, it jumped out, grabbed the fleeing mouse, and devoured it whole.

✎ What does one do with this black cloud of the ego-mind that obscures hol­istic reason or deity? Here, the Sword of Wisdom helps again. At King Svarog’s request, it pen­et­rates deep into the truth, into the depths of reason, but does not kill the ego-mind, but rather returns it to where it belongs: into the body of the witch’s animal being. There, it has its natural place and, under divine rule, ensures the body’s func­tions. Yes, this is how the con­cep­tual mind should sub­or­din­ate itself to hol­istic reason, and the tale of the cat and the mouse provides a good symbol for this. Then cre­ation lives, and with all cre­ation, God also lives.

Thus, we can briefly identify the fol­low­ing sym­bolic roles in the inner world:
Goblin: natural desire, hunger of unful­fill­ment
River: life story, driven through space and time
King Svarog: divine reason, god of light
Golden crown: white magic of the spirit
Black cloud: black magic of matter
Witch: lim­it­a­tion of nature to the body
Mind: lim­it­a­tion of the spirit to the ego
Cat: animal body
Mouse: ego

Thus, the black cloud of the ego-mind ulti­mately proves to be only an illus­ory shadow of our true nature of pure light or con­scious­ness:

✻ Sud­denly, mira­cu­lously, the hall became very lucid; the bright sun broke through the dark clouds and illu­min­ated the royal throne. The entire kingdom became bright and cheer­ful again, the dark curse was broken, and a happy smile appeared on the young black­smith’s face. For his eyes opened, and he beheld a won­der­ful world the likes of which he had never seen before. Before his eyes, the young prin­cess came back to life, and all the other pet­ri­fied figures also returned to life; even the goblin awoke at the foot of the moun­tain.
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King Svarog took the hands of the black­smith and the prin­cess, led them to his throne, and placed the black­smith on his right side and the prin­cess on his left. Then he bestowed the mira­cu­lous crown upon the black­smith and said: “This crown is only an outward symbol of the inner power in my kingdom. Now this power awakens alive within me, and together we will grant all wishes and cure all illness. You two have redeemed me, and my first offi­cial act shall be to shorten your long journey back to the outer world a little, so that you can keep your promise to your father and mother.”

✎ Thus, the curse of black magic is broken, the white magic of light regains its power, and with it, the spir­itual eyes of the human spirit are opened. And this spirit of light, or pure con­scious­ness, brings back to life everything that the dark ego-mind has killed and pet­ri­fied in a mater­ial world. This can also be seen beau­ti­fully in the image above, how the inner light awakens and breaks through the pet­ri­fied matter to become alive again. The Bible says: “It is the Spirit who gives life; the flesh is of no use. (John 6:63)” And in the sense of the harmony of spirit and nature, perhaps we should better say: “It is the Spirit who gives life; oth­er­wise, the flesh is of no use.” Thus, the human spirit redis­cov­ers the living soul of nature, and both find their place on the throne of the Godhead, where they are reunited with hol­istic reason. Won­der­ful! And with this, the external world comes back into harmony with the internal world, the earthly black­smith with the heav­enly black­smith, so that now the external eyes of the earthly black­smith also open:

✻ Amid the cheers of the entire court, the two said their good­byes, and at the same moment they found them­selves just before the moun­tain’s exit. There they met the goblin once more, whom the young black­smith and king could now see in his col­our­ful natural guise. He thanked him espe­cially for the good advice about the cat, to which the goblin con­fessed:

The cat should just leave there,
Because it wasn’t a good place for her.
She was always chasing me,
When the old woman was out of her ginger­bread house,
And I was gnawing on the hut like a mouse.

“I thank you non­ethe­less,” said the black­smith with a smile:

Because your con­stantly greedy cake tooth
Has done my search a lot of good.
And now, at last, the know­ledge is mine,
That good advice must always rhyme.

So, they returned from the interior of the moun­tain to the Christ­mas winter world, where the prin­cess’s white horse was waiting, on which they rode together to the village and arrived just in time for Christ­mas.

✎ Anyone who returns from the inner world on this path will recog­nize that spirit and soul always ride together on the horse of the animal body, and that it is a white horse, not a dark and sinful body. Dark sin comes from the black cloud of the ego-mind and essen­tially means nothing other than sep­ar­a­tion from God or the Whole, from which all other sep­ar­a­tions arise: between spirit and nature, inside and outside, mine and yours, life and death, as well as all other oppos­ites that the mind ima­gines with con­cep­tual think­ing, so that it also believes it pos­sesses its own body sep­ar­ate from God or the Whole. When this dark magic dis­ap­pears through the sword of wisdom, then white magic regains its power, and “the light shines in the dark­ness, and the dark­ness has not over­come it (John 1:5)”, even in the outer world:

✻ The houses were beau­ti­fully dec­or­ated, candles glowed in the windows, and in the village square stood a Christ­mas tree with lots of fruit, gifts, and lights. The mother came out of the house full of joy, hugged her son, and greeted the prin­cess, and her joy grew even greater when she noticed that her son could see. A horse-drawn sleigh with a royal entour­age drove up the village street. It was the king himself, who had been mira­cu­lously healed and was now search­ing for his daugh­ter, joy­fully finding her again and embra­cing her. The whole village gathered, and every­one was happy when the black­smith and the prin­cess also embraced and kissed each other. And the old king became even happier when he heard the young king’s story and saw the legendary crown of King Svarog, so that he could not have found a better suc­cessor. The mother hurried into the house full of joy and fetched a large bowl of freshly baked Buchteln, which the old king espe­cially enjoyed. And the young king’s Christ­mas wish was: “I wish that all people’s Christ­mas wishes come true!” At the climax of the Christ­mas fest­ival, the wedding was cel­eb­rated, the inner light was reborn, and the whole kingdom shone brightly and cheer­fully again, so that every­one lived together in health, hap­pi­ness, and peace.

✎ A beau­ti­ful dream? What does it mean to grant all wishes and cure all ill­nesses? Wouldn’t that create a world of chaos if every wish came true? The farmer wishes for rain, the hiker for clouds, and the vaca­tioner for sun­shine. One wishes for this, and another for that. And what is illness? Is no one allowed to die anymore? Does no one have to take care of his body anymore? That’s prob­ably not what it means, for when hol­istic reason pre­vails, then spirit and nature are har­mo­ni­ously united and no longer struggle with one another. The soul of nature ensures order in diversity, and the spirit ensures whole­ness in unity. What is missing then? Then the ego-mind, with its insa­ti­able desire, always lacking some­thing, and its selfish desires for per­sonal enrich­ment, no longer reigns supreme. Can we even imagine living with true reason and without an illus­ory ego? Isn’t reason the greatest wealth of human­ity, enabling us to rise above the animal kingdom? Is the growing egoism we cul­tiv­ate today, with its mater­i­al­ism and com­merce, perhaps a dream that is increas­ingly becom­ing a night­mare? May we find the way to King Svarog again!

With that, we wish every­one a happy and peace­ful Christ­mas and a good start to the New Year! May we redis­cover the pure light within we truly are, and may it be reborn on the outside. May we redis­cover the living soul of nature and love it at least as much as its outward forms. Then we will see this world, through which we have so far wandered like those born blind, with com­pletely dif­fer­ent eyes. May we, too, cel­eb­rate the mar­riage between spirit and nature, the climax of Christ­mas, and may it be a true wedding, in keeping with the times in the here and now! Thus, we are all the black­smith - or as the English say - the archi­tects of our own hap­pi­ness. Amen - OM - Hal­le­lu­jah


The Hare and the Hedgehog

✎ Saint Augustine says: The Holy Scrip­ture ini­tially smiles at young chil­dren and attracts the child to himself; but in the end, when one seeks to fathom the Scrip­ture, it mocks wise men; and no one is so simple-minded that they cannot find therein what suits them; and, in turn, no one is so wise that, when they seek to fathom it, they cannot find it ever more deeply and more deeply. Everything we can hear here (on earth) and everything that can be told to us has a further, hidden meaning within it. For everything we under­stand here is so unlike what it is in itself and what it is in God, as if it did not exist at all. (Meister Eckhart, Sermon 24)

We can say some­thing similar about many old fairy tales, as we have exper­i­enced ourselves, for with them one can pen­et­rate to the deepest depths. For example: Who doesn’t know the old chil­dren’s story about “The Hare and the Hedge­hog,” about how the clever hedge­hog outwits the dumb hare? But perhaps this fairy tale has much more to say to us, and even to our grown-up chil­dren? And it starts off pro­foundly:

✻ This story, my dear young folks, seems to be a lie, but it really is true, for my grand­father, from whom I have it, used always, when relat­ing it, to say com­pla­cently, “It must be true, my son, or else no one could tell it to you.”

✎ Of course, we know that this fairy tale is a sym­bolic story, and that symbols are only true in terms of their meaning. Sep­ar­ated from their meaning, they can cer­tainly be described as lies. Does this perhaps apply to everything we see and believe in this world, or take as true? And what then is the truth, the pure source from which all stories with their symbols come, right down to our own life story? Who tells it? Who hears it?

✻ The story is as follows. One Sunday morning about harvest time, just as the buck­wheat was in bloom, the sun was shining brightly in heaven, the east wind was blowing warmly over the stubble-fields, the larks were singing in the air, the bees buzzing among the buck­wheat, the people were all going in their Sunday clothes to church, and all creatures were happy, and the hedge­hog was happy too. The hedge­hog, however, was stand­ing by his door with his arms akimbo, enjoy­ing the morning breezes, and slowly trilling a little song to himself, which was neither better nor worse than the songs which hedge­hogs are in the habit of singing on a blessed Sunday morning. Whilst he was thus singing half aloud to himself, it sud­denly occurred to him that, while his wife was washing and dress­ing the chil­dren, he might very well take a walk into the field, and see how his turnips were going on. The turnips were, in fact, close beside his house, and he and his family were accus­tomed to eat them, for which reason he looked upon them as his own.

✎ Yes, we long for such a beau­ti­ful, sunny, and perfect world. A Sunday on which all arduous work rests, and we show our best side and turn our minds to the holy church, where a truth is spoken of that tran­scends our tedious every­day life. What kind of spirit is it within us that steps out of the door of his phys­ical house, finds everything won­der­ful and perfect, and calls everything he uses to live his own? Here we can once again find spirit and nature as father and mother: the active spirit, which provides nour­ish­ment, and the giving-birth nature, which clothes her chil­dren and provides for puri­fic­a­tion. If both are har­mo­ni­ously united, it will surely be a beau­ti­ful life, for behind the outward roles, they are both a single con­scious­ness. They appear dif­fer­ent only through the roles and cloth­ing with which the con­scious­ness iden­ti­fies. That they are oth­er­wise indis­tin­guish­able will be encountered later in the fairy tale. And we mean this “con-science” here in the broad­est sense, as a moving and active know­ledge, as inform­a­tion in being. In this respect, it is prac­tic­ally the “inform­a­tion” that becomes a “form­a­tion”. And so, it propels the active spirit into the world through the power of thought.

✻ No sooner said than done. The hedge­hog shut the house-door behind him, and took the path to the field. He had not gone very far from home, and was just turning round the sloe-bush which stands there outside the field, to go up into the turnip-field, when he observed the hare who had gone out on busi­ness of the same kind, namely, to visit his cab­bages. When the hedge­hog caught sight of the hare, he bade him a friendly good morning. But the hare, who was in his own way a dis­tin­guished gen­tle­man, and fright­fully haughty, did not return the hedge­hog’s greet­ing, but said to him, assum­ing at the same time a very con­temp­tu­ous manner,

✎ We now encounter con­scious­ness on various levels. First, as the hedge­hog, which feeds on the root in the form of golden-yellow turnips and lives happily in a com­munal, har­mo­ni­ous world. And then, as the proud and arrog­ant hare, which lives on the outer leaves of cab­bages and con­siders itself some­thing higher, super­ior, and better. This sym­bolic rep­res­ent­a­tion reminds us first of the reason of a hol­ist­ic­ally per­ceiv­ing con­scious­ness and then of the intel­lect of an arrog­ant ego-con­scious­ness that sees sep­ar­a­tion and oppos­ites every­where in the world, such as mine and yours, good and bad, hap­pi­ness and suf­fer­ing, true and false, or life and death. Thus, one lives in a perfect world of peace, and the other in a dis­con­ten­ted world of attack and com­pet­i­tion.

✻ “How do you happen to be running about here in the field so early in the morning?” “I am taking a walk.” said the hedge­hog. “A walk!” said the hare, with a smile. “Yes, it seems to me that you can’t use your legs for any­thing better.” This answer greatly annoyed the hedge­hog. He can bear any­thing but an attack on his legs, pre­cisely because they are crooked by nature.

✎ One can ponder on the sym­bolic forms of the hedge­hog and the hare for a long time. Just as the hedge­hog curls up and points its spines outward when one tries to grasp it, so too does hol­istic reason close itself off when the intel­lec­tual mind wants to under­stand or grasp it, becom­ing a dense forest of our external ideas, which then obscures our view as painful con­tra­dic­tions all around us. Reason, too, needs no fast legs, for as a hol­istic view, it doesn’t have to con­stantly run from one tree or view­point to the next, as the intel­lec­tual mind does in the game of oppos­ing views, because it “can’t see the forest for the trees,” that is, the whole for all the indi­vidual parts. Accord­ingly, the hare stands for the typical inner fear* that our out­wardly proud ego has in this game of hide-and-seek of the mind. This is an essen­tial and endless fear of con­stantly losing or not winning some­thing, pre­cisely because it is a sep­ar­at­ing self-con­scious­ness. Thus, it lives in a dis­con­ten­ted world of attack, chasing with swift legs either some kind of gain to enrich itself, or having to flee to save itself and its per­ceived prop­erty. Who doesn’t know this chasing in the world? (* In German is the scaredy- cat an “Ang­sthase” - a scaredy- hare.)

✻ So now the hedge­hog said to the hare, “You seem to imagine that you can do more with your legs than I with mine.” “That is just what I do think,” said the hare. “That can be put to the test,” said the hedge­hog. “I wager that if we run a race, I will out­strip you.” “That is ridicu­lous! You with your short legs!” said the hare, “But for my part I am willing, if you have such a mon­strous fancy for it. What shall we wager?” “A golden louis-d’or and a bottle of brandy,” said the hedge­hog. “Done,” said the hare. “Shake hands on it, and then we may as well come off at once.”

✎ And yet reason is certain that it is faster and more agile than the intel­lec­tual mind, which con­siders hol­istic reason boring and slug­gish. This is also a typical intel­lec­tual vision of heaven, where angels sit on clouds, play harps, and sing “Hal­le­lu­jah” to the deity, while here on earth, an inter­est­ing, event­ful, and adven­tur­ous life beckons. And yet heaven is much larger and wider than earth, and beings can move much faster and more easily in heaven than on and in earth. Light, too, is faster than any matter, and heaven is con­sidered the epitome of pure light. And this light is sup­posed to be “boring”? Matter is boring and perhaps even the most boring and slug­gish thing in the entire uni­verse. But the ego-mind refuses to believe it, because it doesn’t want to lose its “inde­pend­ence” in the hol­istic light.

So, a test of strength ensues between the two, and the prize is to be a gold coin and a bottle of brandy. As symbols, we can think of the gold of truth, which thus gains valid­ity in the world, just as a coin has valid­ity for our intel­lect. The bottle of brandy would be more of a gain for the intel­lect if it were to win this contest, increas­ing its intox­ic­a­tion of illu­sion. But this power of illu­sion also has its sig­ni­fic­ance for reason, espe­cially in cre­ation, in allow­ing worldly diversity to emerge from the hol­istic light. But unlike the intel­lect, reason is not dom­in­ated by this power of illu­sion, but rules over it, as God rules over the world. Thus, brandy serves as an addic­tion for some and medi­cine for others.

✻ “Nay,” said the hedge­hog, “there is no such great hurry! I am still fasting, I will go home first, and have a little break­fast. In an hour I will be back again at this place.”

✎ Here, the impa­tience of our intel­lect is already evident, and how reason demands patience from us. And what does hol­istic reason nourish itself upon during this time, when the wilful intel­lect waits impa­tiently? Of course, from the pure source of divine or hol­istic intu­ition. Thus, as sym­bol­ic­ally described above, a golden-yellow “turnip” as the root with the gold of truth, in con­trast to the “cabbage” with its mul­ti­fa­ceted layers of tangled leaves of our intel­lec­tual thoughts.

If it is pos­sible for him to pause for an hour or less from his inner self-will and self-speech, then the divine will will speak to him. Through this speak­ing, his will intern­al­izes the will of God, which now speaks to the fig­ur­at­ive, natural, essen­tial, and external intel­lec­tual life, break­ing down and illu­min­at­ing the earthly form­a­tion of the intel­lec­tual will, so that at the same time the super­sens­ible divine life and will flour­ish in the intel­lec­tual will and become hol­ist­ic­ally intern­al­ized. (Jacob Boehme, The Most Pre­cious Gate of Divine Con­tem­pla­tion 2.17)

✻ Hereupon the hedge­hog depar­ted, for the hare was quite sat­is­fied with this. On his way the hedge­hog thought to himself, “The hare relies on his long legs, but I will con­trive to get the better of him. He may be a great man, but he is a very silly fellow, and he shall pay for what he has said.” So, when the hedge­hog reached home, he said to his wife, “Wife, dress thyself quickly, thou must go out to the field with me.” “What is going on, then?” said his wife. “I have made a wager with the hare, for a gold louis-d’or and a bottle of brandy. I am to run a race with him, and thou must be present.” “Good heavens, husband,” the wife now cried, “art thou not right in thy mind, hast thou com­pletely lost thy wits? What can make thee want to run a race with the hare?” “Hold thy tongue, woman,” said the hedge­hog, “that is my affair. Don’t begin to discuss things which are matters for men. Be off, dress thyself, and come with me.” What could the hedge­hog’s wife do? She was forced to obey him, whether she liked it or not.

✎ We’ve cer­tainly all exper­i­enced such con­ver­sa­tions within ourselves. Reason knows that it is super­ior to intel­lect. But when it comes to prac­tical imple­ment­a­tion, Mother Nature usually reminds us not to lose our intel­lect, which nour­ishes and sus­tains the body. We don’t have to lose our intel­lect in this world either; it only becomes prob­lem­atic when intel­lect loses reason. Thus, this struggle between reason and intel­lect for superi­or­ity or dom­in­ance is, first and fore­most, a typical “man’s busi­ness”, that is, a problem of the spirit. And Mother Nature serves the spirit or con­scious­ness “whether she likes it or not,” for, as already stated, both are essen­tially one and the same being, which can only be sep­ar­ated men­tally by con­cepts and out­wardly appears dif­fer­ent to the intel­lect.

Thus, in the Bible, Christ con­scious­ness, as the hol­istic origin of everything, says: “Truly, truly, I say to you, before Abraham was, I am. (John 8:58)”

✻ So, when they had set out on their way together, the hedge­hog said to his wife, “Now pay atten­tion to what I am going to say. Look you, I will make the long field our race-course. The hare shall run in one furrow, and I in another, and we will begin to run from the top. Now all that thou hast to do is to place thyself here below in the furrow, and when the hare arrives at the end of the furrow on the other side of thee, thou must cry out to him, ‘I am here already!’”

Then they reached the field, and the hedge­hog showed his wife her place, and then walked up the field. When he reached the top, the hare was already there. “Shall we start?” said the hare. “Cer­tainly,” said the hedge­hog. “Then both at once.” So saying, each placed himself in his own furrow. The hare counted, “Once, twice, thrice, and away!” and went off like a whirl­wind down the field. The hedge­hog, however, only ran about three paces, and then he stooped down in the furrow, and stayed quietly where he was. When the hare there­fore arrived in full career at the lower end of the field, the hedge­hog’s wife met him with the cry, “I am here already!” The hare was shocked and wondered not a little, he thought no other than that it was the hedge­hog himself who was calling to him, for the hedge­hog’s wife looked just like her husband. The hare, however, thought to himself, “That has not been done fairly,” and cried, “It must be run again, let us have it again.” And once more he went off like the wind in a storm, so that he seemed to fly. But the hedge­hog’s wife stayed quietly in her place. So, when the hare reached the top of the field, the hedge­hog himself cried out to him, “I am here already.”
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✎ This brings us to the core of this fairy tale. Reason knows, no matter where the intel­lect runs and wants to grasp some­thing, that spirit and nature are already there, as a pure con­scious­ness that is nat­ur­ally present every­where. Without con­scious­ness, the intel­lect could not know any­thing and could not reach any goal. And yet, the intel­lec­tual mind cannot under­stand when it has lost hol­istic reason. So, it keeps trying in every dir­ec­tion, trying to be faster than the hol­istic con­scious­ness that is already present every­where sim­ul­tan­eously. How ridicu­lous! And yet, it is the usual state of our mind, and we are annoyed by it.

✻ The hare, however, quite beside himself with anger, cried, “It must be run again, we must have it again.” “All right,” answered the hedge­hog, “for my part we’ll run as often as you choose.” So, the hare ran seventy-three times more, and the hedge­hog always held out against him, and every time the hare reached either the top or the bottom, either the hedge­hog or his wife said, “I am here already.” At the seventy-fourth time, however, the hare could no longer reach the end. In the middle of the field, he fell to the ground, the blood streamed out of his mouth, and he lay dead on the spot.

✎ Who hasn’t exper­i­enced this feeling when thoughts end­lessly run back and forth in the same furrow, unable to reach their goal?! And this fairy tale shows us an excel­lent method for this, one also famil­iar from yoga med­it­a­tion. Whenever a thought propels us some­where, we tell ourselves: “I’m already here!” This is the real­iz­a­tion of pure con­scious­ness, which is effort­lessly always there, wherever the mind is going and whatever goal it wants to achieve. With this exer­cise, you can observe how thoughts prac­tic­ally run them­selves to death and even­tu­ally have to come to rest if you don’t affirm their goal and allow them to win. Yes, this is often a very long and painful process. But the victory of reason is actu­ally certain, because no thought will ever be faster than con­scious­ness itself. On this path, many have already conquered the ego­istic mind and real­ized incom­par­ably high levels of con­scious­ness, up to pure aware­ness, which the intel­lect can never com­pre­hend, as Nis­ar­gad­atta Maharaj, for example, describes in his book “I Am,” which basic­ally means nothing other than “I am already here!”

✻ But the hedge­hog took the louis-d’or which he had won and the bottle of brandy, called his wife out of the furrow, and both went home together in great delight, and if they are not dead, they are living there still.

✎ Happy ending! Like the hedge­hog with his wife, we too, as a unity of spirit and nature, could come “home” with the gain of the golden truth and mastery over illu­sion, to our true home­land, where pure con­scious­ness lives etern­ally “in great delight” and bliss­fully. Unless it drinks again from the fire­wa­ter or “brandy” of passion and ima­gines itself living in a mortal body with a mind that has lost its sense of reason.

✻ This is how it happened that the hedge­hog made the hare run races with him on the Bux­te­huder* heath till he died, and since that time no hare has ever had any fancy for running races with a Bux­te­huder hedge­hog.

The moral of this story, however, is, firstly, that no one, however great he may be, should permit himself to jest at any one beneath him, even if he be only a hedge­hog. And, secondly, it teaches, that when a man marries, he should take a wife in his own pos­i­tion, who looks just as he himself looks. So, who­so­ever is a hedge­hog let him see to it that his wife is a hedge­hog also, and so forth. (* Bux­te­hude is a village near Hamburg.)

✎ From this per­spect­ive, one can now con­sider to what extent the hedge­hog has deceived the hare, or whether the intel­lect is merely deceiv­ing itself when, with arrog­ant pride, it believes itself to be the greatest in this world. There­fore, ulti­mately, it is always good for con­scious­ness to unite with itself in the famous “self-know­ledge,” rather than bonding with any external illu­sions, no matter how desir­able they may seem. And with that, we now know another won­der­ful fairy tale that “at first attracts little chil­dren and later mocks wise men.” Thank you, thank you, OM!

A sim­il­arly sym­bolic story about a race between reason and intel­lect can also be found in ancient Indian tra­di­tions. One version, for example, is found in Shiva Purana 6.19: Shiva and Parvati, who can be con­sidered the Supreme Spirit and Supreme Nature, had two sons. One was Ganesha, con­sidered the remover of worldly obstacles and leader of the host of spirits, and thus also the force of wisdom. The other was Kartikeya, who serves as the com­mander of the gods in battle against the demons. When it was time for them to marry, each wanted to be first, so the parents spoke:
“Dear sons, we have arranged your mar­riage to increase your hap­pi­ness. Listen to us, for we speak the truth. You are both good sons, and we love you equally. In our eyes, there is no dif­fer­ence between you. However, there is one con­di­tion that is bene­fi­cial and mean­ing­ful. The one of you who is the first to go round the entire world will marry first.”

The six-headed Kartikeya imme­di­ately charged ahead on his proud peacock, which he used as his mount. But Ganesha, with the large ele­phant head and whose mount was only a small, incon­spicu­ous mouse, first began to con­sider calmly. Then he had his two parents, Shiva and Parvati, sit together on a throne and went round them seven times with great rev­er­ence. In doing so, he went round his hol­istic source, the unity of spirit and nature as pure con­scious­ness or aware­ness, in which all worlds and forms appear, while his brother tried to conquer the external world, reach its outer limits, and go round the mul­ti­pli­city of forms. In this way, Ganesha won the contest and was married to Siddhi and Buddhi, the super­nat­ural fac­ulties and hol­istic reason, while his brother, as a con­cep­tual mind, was still on the move. And when he returned from his trip some time later, he felt betrayed by his parents, with­drew in anger, and now refused to marry at all. That is, he could not find the eternal unity of spirit and nature in the dir­ec­tion in which he sought the whole world. OM


Time and Light

“I’m already here!” What does it mean to live in the eternal present of the now, and not in tran­si­ent time? What is time? After con­clud­ing our reflec­tion on “sound and form” in the pen­ul­tim­ate fairy tale about “the old witch,” we would now like to reflect on “time and light” and first explore the ques­tion of how sound and time are con­nec­ted. We know that every clock uses some kind of oscil­la­tion as the basis for meas­ur­ing time. And sound is fun­da­ment­ally just oscil­la­tion, that is, the peri­odic change of some state. Sim­il­arly, we also know visible light as elec­tro­mag­netic oscil­la­tions with dif­fer­ent wavelengths or fre­quen­cies, which then appear in dif­fer­ent colours. And that all oscil­la­tions, changes, and move­ments are not abso­lute, but occur rel­at­ively, is some­thing modern science has known since Albert Ein­stein and his theory of relativ­ity at the latest. There­fore, time is also some­thing rel­at­ive.

But let’s first look at his­tor­ical events. Even ancient philo­soph­ers intens­ively studied this topic, and so we read on Wiki­pe­dia:
Her­ac­litus’s river images, sym­bol­ized by the con­stant river­bed in which everything flows (panta rhei), serve as a meta­phor for time. Unchan­ging peri­odic trans­itions from day to night, thus the con­stancy of the river’s course, and the dynam­ics of its flow rep­res­ent the unity of oppos­ites. For Plato, space and time have no essence, but are merely moving images of what actu­ally exists (theory of ideas). For Aris­totle, the concept of time is inex­tric­ably linked to change; time is the measure of all move­ment and can only be meas­ured by change. It can be divided into an infin­ite number of time inter­vals (con­tinuum). Augustine was the first to dis­tin­guish between phys­ic­ally exact (meas­ur­able) and sub­ject­ive, exper­i­en­tial time. Time and space only came into being through God’s cre­ation, for whom everything is a present. Augustine sum­mar­izes the mystery of time in the fol­low­ing state­ment: “So what is ‘time’? If no one asks me, I know. If I try to explain it to someone who asks, I don’t know.”

Meister Eckhart also said some­thing similar in his sermons around 1300:
“The days that have passed six or seven days ago, and the days that were six thou­sand years ago, are as close to today as the day that was yes­ter­day. Why? Because time is in a present Now. (Sermon 11)

I have often said that God creates this entire world com­pletely and entirely in this Now. Everything that God ever created six thou­sand or more years ago, when He made the world, God now creates alto­gether. God is in all things; but insofar as God is divine and insofar as God is reas­on­able, God is nowhere more truly than in the soul and in the angels—if you will: in the inner­most of the soul and in the highest of the soul. And when I say “the inner­most,” I mean the highest; and when I say “the highest,” I mean the inner­most of the soul. In the inner­most and in the highest of the soul: I mean both of them (there) as one. There, where time has never pen­et­rated, where no image has ever shone: in the inner­most and in the highest of the soul, God creates the entire world. Everything that God created six thou­sand years ago, and everything that God will create a thou­sand years from now, if the world still exists that long, God creates in the inner­most and highest of the soul. Everything that is past and everything that is present, everything that is to come, God creates in the inner­most of the soul. (Sermon 43)

There is a supreme part of the soul that stands above time and knows nothing of time or the body. Everything that ever happened a thou­sand years ago—the day that was a thou­sand years ago—is no more distant in etern­ity than the moment in which I stand now, or (even) the day that will come after a thou­sand years, or as far as you can count, is no more distant in etern­ity than this moment in which I stand now… Oh, how noble is that power that stands above time and has no place! For by stand­ing above time, it con­tains all time within itself and is all time. However little one pos­sesses of what is above time, he would still quickly become rich; for what lies beyond the sea is no more distant from that power than what is now present.” (Sermon 49)

Wow! The idea that our world is approx­im­ately 6,000 years old comes primar­ily from two bib­lical pro­verbs:
“For a thou­sand years in your sight are as yes­ter­day, and as a watch in the night. (Psalm 90:4)”
“But under­stand this one thing, beloved, that with the Lord a day is as a thou­sand years, and a thou­sand years as one day. (2 Peter 3:8)”

Around 1500 Martin Luther also cal­cu­lated the begin­ning of cre­ation to be 3,970 years before the birth of Christ. Accord­ingly, the 6,000 years of the six days of cre­ation would have been com­pleted in the year 2030, fol­lowed by the day of rest as the mil­len­nial Sabbath.

The Chris­tian seer Jacob Boehme also referred to this cal­cu­la­tion around 1600, but he was aware that time is not abso­lute, but a rel­at­ive per­cep­tion in our light of con­scious­ness, when he wrote:
“Thus, what happened a thou­sand years ago is as close and easy to recog­nize in the light as what is hap­pen­ing today. For before God, a thou­sand years are hardly dif­fer­ent than a minute or an instant is to us. There­fore, everything is close and obvious to his spirit, both what has happened and what is to come.” (8th Epistle to Paul Kaym, August 14, 1620)

He also used to write in the family book of good friends:
“He who sees time as etern­ity and etern­ity as time is free from all strife.”

Sim­il­arly, Francesco Petrarch wrote around 1350 in a book trans­lated into German around 1500 under the title “On the Cure of Both Hap­pi­ness,” describ­ing it as a pro­found con­ver­sa­tion, first between reason and hap­pi­ness, and then between reason and unhap­pi­ness, for which many deeply sym­bolic wood­cuts were also created:
“Do you use the expres­sion ‘losing time’ in this ordin­ary sense? If that were so, then I would have to stop trying to cure an incur­able disease and admit that you have not only lost your time, but that you have com­pletely lost your­self. But if that is truly so, then I say, do not give up, but give your time back to God, which I greatly hope for and which cannot happen without true devo­tion. Then know that this will be a great and ines­tim­able gain, because for a little time you can gain etern­ity. What mer­chant has ever traded so prof­it­ably?” (On the Cure of Unhap­pi­ness, 2.15)
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Sim­il­arly, the sages in ancient India reflec­ted on the phe­nomenon of time and dis­covered a pattern of cyc­lical “time waves” on dif­fer­ent levels of con­scious­ness, which can be found in almost all Puranas, such as the Vishnu Purana Chapter 1.3:
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The highest level (left in the image) is the creator god Brahma, who lives for 100 years and is then reborn by Vishnu, the god of pre­ser­va­tion. One day of his life­time rep­res­ents an entire cre­ation, when everything exists and moves, and his night is a cor­res­pond­ing time of dis­sol­u­tion, when everything sleeps and rests. Such a day of cre­ation, also called a Kalpa, con­sists of 14 Man­wantaras (Manu Ages), each ruled by a Manu as the pat­ri­arch, along with a number of gods and sages. Each Man­wantara, in turn, con­sists of approx­im­ately 71 cycles of four Yugas, or ages, which cor­res­pond to our sense of light and dark ages in human history, accord­ing to which we cur­rently live in a dark Kali Age. This view of the ruling gods and sages is then extra­pol­ated to our human years. These are, of course, all rel­at­ive times based on intu­it­ive know­ledge. But if you cal­cu­late with that, you get a current age of the current day of cre­ation of about 2.16 billion human years, which fits quite well with modern cal­cu­la­tions that assume about 13.7 billion years since the Big Bang or 4.5 billion years for the age of the Earth.

At least it’s already clear here that the per­cep­tion of time depends on the level of con­scious­ness and becomes increas­ingly slug­gish and, so to speak, “boring” the further one’s con­scious­ness falls into mater­ial cor­por­eal­ity and tries to cling to it. Con­versely, one becomes increas­ingly broader, freer, and more mobile the more agile one’s con­scious­ness becomes. Such factors for mobil­ity are dis­cussed, for example, in the Indian Vayu Purana, Chapter 1.57 regard­ing the earthly and heav­enly worlds:
- Humans x 1 => Bhur­loka / Earth
- Ancest­ors x 30 => Bhuvar­loka / Air­space
- Gods x 360 => Swar­loka / Heaven
- Seven Saints x 3,030 => Maharloka / Realm of the Saints
- Kraun­cha x 9,090 => Janaloka / Realm of the Sons of Brahma
- Manu x 4,320,000 => Tap­a­loka / Realm of the Yogis
- Brahma x 3,311,400,000,000 => Brah­maloka / Realm of the Creator God

A sym­bolic story is also told about how a human king went with his daugh­ter to the realm of the creator god Brahma to seek a suit­able husband for her. However, the Great Father of the World was busy enjoy­ing the music of the celes­tial musi­cians. And when he was fin­ished, he told the king that 27 Mahay­u­gas, or over 116 million human years, had passed on Earth, while he had only waited about 20 minutes in Brahma’s realm. No one spoke anymore of all the hus­bands the king had in mind, nor of their sons, grand­chil­dren, and des­cend­ants. (e.g., Bhagavatam Purana, Chapter 9.3)

Accord­ingly, time was also viewed as a power of illu­sion, and in the same Purana, the ques­tion “What is time?” is answered as follows:
Time is lim­it­less and all-encom­passing, pro­duced by the Supreme Spirit in its cosmic play of cause and effect as the soul’s instru­ment for the devel­op­ment of natural qual­it­ies. Like all other creatures of Brahma, it arises from the form­less (the ocean of causes) through the illus­ory power of Vishnu (the Uni­ver­sal Intel­li­gence). This entire cosmic form­a­tion arises as it was before and will con­tinue to arise in the future. (Bhagavatam Purana, Chapter 3.10)

We also find similar views in more recent times in the West. Johann Gottfried Herder wrote around 1800:
“Actu­ally, every change­able thing has the measure of its time within itself; this would exist even if nothing else were present; no two things in the world have the same measure of time... Thus, in the uni­verse, there are innu­mer­ably many times at a time; the time that we con­ceive of as the measure of all is merely a rel­at­ive measure of our thoughts... Time is, of course, an exper­i­en­tial concept, very slowly deduc­ted from the course of events, from the sequence of changes around, within, and on us, i.e., per­ceived by the intel­lect... Time is not a neces­sary concept under­ly­ing all per­cep­tions... True per­cep­tion (intu­ition) forgets time. If everything change­able dis­ap­pears, then the measure of change, time, also dis­ap­pears...” (Metac­ri­tique p. 206)

And so it goes in his famous poem:

A dream, a dream is our life
Here on earth;
Like shadows we float on the waves
And we fade
And measure our lazy step
By space and time
And are, we know not, in the midst
Of etern­ity.
(Johann Gottfried Herder)

As an example of a sci­ent­ist still recog­nized today in the Western world, we would like to cite Albert Ein­stein (1879-1955), who is said to have said:
For us phys­i­cists, the dis­tinc­tion between past, present, and future is nothing but an illu­sion, however per­sist­ently it exists. Sub­ject­ive time, with its insist­ence on the now, has no object­ive meaning.

As a child, he dreamed of riding on light and wondered what the world would look like then. Later, he real­ized that the world in this form would no longer exist at all. For light itself is infin­itely fast and thus beyond space and time, in a pure present. All of space would become a point, and there would be neither past nor future, no up and no down. This is the world of pure light, and one could imagine pure con­scious­ness in a similar way. A limited speed of light in time and space only appears through obser­va­tion by an observer or “beholder” who sees himself as sep­ar­ate from the light and wants to grasp for or hold on to the light.

This creates the inter­play of time and space. If a space­ship were to orbit the Earth very quickly through space, Ein­stein also dis­covered that, as seen from Earth, the clocks in the space­ship would run slower. And con­versely, as seen from the space­ship, the clocks on Earth would run faster. With regard to the above-men­tioned tra­di­tions, one could imagine God or Brahma flying through space in a space­ship at almost the speed of light. Then it would also be “sci­en­tific­ally” pos­sible for one day of God to be like a thou­sand years on Earth, or for one day of Brahma to be like 4 billion human years. This could even be cal­cu­lated: then the Chris­tian creator God would have to fly at over 99.999999999% of the maximum speed of light, and Brahma a barely meas­ur­able frac­tion faster. This means that with a further accel­er­a­tion of less than 0.000000001%, or less than 0.01 km/h, the thou­sand years could become many bil­lions of years. Wow!

But now things get really inter­est­ing: What happens when some­thing wants to become light? Ein­stein also found a formula for this, namely the famous E=mc². The faster some­thing wants to move, the heavier and more inert it becomes, because energy is con­ver­ted into mass. And so, the maximum speed of light can never be reached. With this, Ein­stein also proved an ancient wisdom: You cannot become light, you can only be. This also applies to pure and eternal con­scious­ness, and Paul also con­firms this: “God, who alone has immor­tal­ity, dwells in a light that no one can approach. (1 Tim. 6:16)” There­fore, Christ says: “I am the light of the world. (John 8:12)” For as soon as an observer tries to become the light, to grasp it and hold it, he falls into space and time, and the more he holds on to it, the more solid, or mater­ial, and “boring” it becomes.

This is where the old devil comes into play, also called “Lucifer,” which means “bringer of light,” because he prom­ises to give us light if we eat from the tree of oppos­ites. Since then, we feel dark inside and grasp for the outer light in a world of oppos­ites in order to “incor­por­ate” it into ourselves. But this path of grasp­ing prob­ably leads more into a “black hole” with the greatest mass in the smal­lest space than into the heav­enly expanse of pure light. This also cor­res­ponds to our every­day exper­i­ence: the more we invest energy in external light, the darker it becomes within us, which is clearly evident in the increas­ing depres­sion of people in a world so out­wardly rich. For in doing so, we trans­form the energy not into the bright light of an open and freely moving con­scious­ness, but into dark and dull matter that we think we can hold onto.

What then would be the path to pure light into etern­ity? Well, if the path of holding on leads into a black hole, then the path of release surely leads to the bound­less light. When we realize that we already are the light and don’t need to become it, then we find it within ourselves in a bound­less and perfect way. Then we don’t have to hold on to it, but can give it without limits and thus spread bound­lessly with the light. And that is prob­ably what is meant when it says, “You shall not hide your light under a bushel.” So, not locking it up in a narrow body and holding it back, but radi­at­ing it out and releas­ing it, which is also the great virtue of pure for­give­ness. Then we can be the pure light and are present every­where.

And that is why the hedge­hog, as a unity of father and mother, or spirit and nature, can claim, “I am already here!”, while the hare, with all its energy and move­ment, never reaches where the hedge­hog simply is.

The Bible says at the begin­ning: “Let there be light! And there was light. (Genesis 1:3)” Here, one could say: After the spir­itual cre­ation of Father Heaven and Mother Earth, or rather, spirit and nature, light was also to become tan­gible or mater­ial, and thus the first day, and thus time and space, came into being for the matter of cre­ation.

So, what is matter? With that, let’s take a brief excur­sion from the theory of relativ­ity on a large scale to quantum theory on a small scale. For here, too, one can find the big picture, as Werner Heis­en­berg (1901-1976), con­sidered the father of quantum physics, said:
“The first sip from the cup of natural science makes one an atheist, but at the bottom of the cup, God awaits!”

Regard­ing the ques­tion of matter, the phys­i­cist Hans-Peter Duerr (1929-2014), a loyal student and friend of Werner Heis­en­berg, explains that matter is essen­tially nothing other than “frozen light” or “con­gealed and rigid spirit,” in other words, a “bore that can’t think of any­thing else.” Which brings us back to time, which is thus becom­ing increas­ingly viscous and boring.

Matter means boredom.
(in German: Lange­weile - “matter means a long while”)

The Amer­ican quantum phys­i­cist John Wheeler (1911-2008) also said:
“Time is nature’s instru­ment that pre­vents everything from hap­pen­ing sim­ul­tan­eously.”

What kind of world would it be if everything happened sim­ul­tan­eously? Everything that comes into being would also sim­ul­tan­eously pass away and imme­di­ately re-emerge. There would be no reason to want to hold on to any­thing, because nothing can be lost. And what reason would there be to want to become any­thing in time, or to get any­where in space?

For pure light, everything is eternal pres­ence in the here and now.

Quantum physics describes such sim­ul­tan­eity and eternal pres­ence as the “entan­gle­ment” of particles. But there was also a much more import­ant dis­cov­ery here: the so-called wave-particle duality, which means that photons are sim­ul­tan­eously light waves, and light waves are also photons. And these two prop­er­ties are always present; only the observer decides whether the light appears like a particle or a wave in his “meas­ure­ment.” And this applies not only to photons, but to all particles.

Accord­ingly, we could now also con­sider the space­ship of God or Brahma, assumed above, as a wave expand­ing spher­ic­ally at the speed of light. This quickly brings us to our uni­verse, which, as seen from Earth, has been expand­ing like light since the “Big Bang,” in which space and time, along with spirit and matter, appear. From this per­spect­ive, the “divine space­ship” would be our entire uni­verse, or, as they say in reli­gions, the Creator God himself, who in turn has a com­pletely dif­fer­ent view of the uni­verse with space and time, for to him it is only a small space for a short time. Thus, in Chris­tian sym­bol­ism, one speaks of seven days of cre­ation in a para­disi­acal garden, and in Hinduism, it is one day of cre­ation, and Brahma sits in a pure lotus blossom.

In summary: The crucial point in both relativ­ity theory and quantum theory is the observer, who sees himself as sep­ar­ate from what he observes. But why have we sep­ar­ated ourselves from the Creator God and become so inert and boring, so that we prac­tic­ally stand still on this Earth and grow phys­ic­ally and spir­itu­ally at a “snail’s pace”? Why are we over 1 billion km/h slower than the light of the Creator God? What prac­tic­ally brings our light of con­scious­ness to a stand­still? Here we should reflect on the word “under­stand­ing,” with which we under-stand and put all sorts of con­cepts in our way, so that our freely moving con­scious­ness comes to a stand­still and adopts certain stand­points to cling to. Why do we often feel so dark and unful­filled inside? Does the intel­lect “freeze” the light of con­scious­ness, so that our spirit “con­geals and solid­i­fies,” as Hans-Peter Duerr said? Is this how our phys­ical matter comes into being? Is it because we prefer to speak of particles rather than waves, because particles seem more “seiz­able” to us? Is it because of our “grasp­ing” with our body and mind that we are bound in space and time and thus cannot reach either pure light or etern­ity?

There­fore, we do not want to claim here that we have truly “under­stood and math­em­at­ic­ally grasped” the theory of relativ­ity or quantum physics. May our con­scious­ness remain flex­ible and not wall itself into a fort­ress of con­cep­tual ideas. May we be so amazed by the wonders of nature that all words fail us. May we never say, “That’s not pos­sible! That can’t be!” No matter how great our con­tem­por­ary science has become, therein lies our problem.

“What is impossible with men is pos­sible with God. (Luke 18:27)”

Finally, we’d like to share some thoughts on this topic from a few people who have had so-called “near-death exper­i­ences”:
“Have you exper­i­enced time­less­ness?” - “Yes, there was no sense of time. Time didn’t play any role, neither did space, because everything appeared sim­ul­tan­eously. The incred­ible thing was that as soon as you thought of a ques­tion, or as soon as you con­sidered a thought or an impulse, all the answers popped up in front of you. It depended on what you focussed on... In that moment, all the answers would emerge. It was like a holo­gram that opens up to you. And you recog­nized all the con­nec­tions in a single moment.” (Video: Nine Days of Etern­ity, from 21:03)

“As I finally raced through that tunnel at breath taking speed, I had lost all sense of space and time. Had I been trav­el­ing for minutes, days, or years? Had I trav­elled a man­age­able dis­tance or light-years? I couldn’t determ­ine. I lacked any ref­er­ence point. And it made no dif­fer­ence... I real­ized I was in a state of heightened aware­ness, in a dimen­sion where there was neither space nor time. I know this sounds crazy, but somehow space and time had ceased to exist. I was going much too fast. It was as if I had over­taken space and time them­selves... They no longer existed at all. These cat­egor­ies were not avail­able to me.” (Lucy with c, Markolf H. Niemz, p. 67)

This book by Markolf Niemz is also very inter­est­ing overall, and much of what we have only briefly touched on here regard­ing relativ­ity theory and quantum physics is described there in more detail and rel­at­ively under­stand­ably, with a sci­entific back­ground. Right at the begin­ning, the thesis is put forward:
“With phys­ical death, our soul (our spir­itual self, our con­scious­ness) is accel­er­ated to the speed of light and thereby enters a light-like state.”

This is and remains our greatest wish, as many near-death exper­i­ences also report, and perhaps one day we will also succeed in return­ing from becom­ing light to being light. For:

Every moment of time waits for us to awaken from the dream of tran­si­ence into the light of etern­ity.

And finally, we would like to hear from someone who was already given the real­iz­a­tion of this “eternal pres­ence of the now” during his earthly life:
“Time and mind are insep­ar­able. To be iden­ti­fied with your mind is to be trapped in time...
Time is not pre­cious at all, for it is an illu­sion. What seems so pre­cious to you is not time, but the only point outside of time: the now. Yet that is pre­cious. The more you focus on time, on the past and the future, the more you miss the now, the most pre­cious thing there is...
How do you stop cre­at­ing time? Deeply recog­nize that your whole life takes place in the present moment. Place the now at the centre of your life...
You see time as the instru­ment of your sal­va­tion—but in truth, it is the greatest obstacle on the path to sal­va­tion. You believe that you cannot get there in this moment because you are not yet perfect enough, not yet good enough. But the truth is that here and now is the only point from which you can get there. You get there when you realize you’re already there...” (Now! The Power of Now, Eckhart Tolle, 2000)
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